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K aleidoscope
By Frances Nelson Tillman

Back almost beyond my remembering | am dream-conscious of a shadowy impression of abig red brick house
perched high above the road, on a soft green terrace. | nterminabl e broad white stone steps led from the pavement below
up agreat steepness to its doorway. Here, | am told, in Toledo, Ohio, on Morris Street, athoroughfare long since
engulfed by trade, | was born.

Only one unmistakable memory connects me with that house, although | must have been past three when we
moved from there. In contemplating this picture of my infancy, etched upon my mind, | see myself, a small atom,
standing in a cluttered, steaming kitchen. It isfull of many children, dirty dishes, and the odor of soap suds mingled
with the sweat smells of tempting food. A woman is there, her sleevesrolled up and arms akimbo. She looks,
indulgently, at a belligerent small boy who has a shock of bright red hair. He is saying, angrily, that he will take my
dishes home in his wagon but — because he doesn’t want me to leave — he will break them all on my stone steps.

And then, quite suddenly, wailing as if my heart would break, | am sitting on the bottom-most step of that
hard white stairway looking in tragic expectation up to the door of the big red house. The fragments of my beautiful,
cherished dishes are all around me and Jimmy Hardy is running fast for home.

More impressionistic pictures of this swarthy little girl, not yet three, are often with me. Just what their proper
chronological order is| can not say, nor do | know how — or why —they have escaped imprisonment in my
subconsciousness. | seem to see them all objectively as though they were kal eidoscopic views of some small stranger.

Inthefirst onethereisalady sitting on the floor by abed. Sheistrying to put apair of tiny red shoes on the
child- I-know-to-have-been me. That child wiggling her toes in glee suddenly makes an astounding discovery — that,
despite persuasion or threat, that wiggling toes actually prevent the shoes from going on. The toes then wiggled harder
and harder in sheer perversity until —the picture just fades out. It dissolvesinto astreet in Maumee. Where Maumeeis
in Toledo now, or if thereis still aMaumee | wouldn’t know. The name does not come with the picture but as atitle
that has been added like an addenda at the end of abook. A little girl stands on the street crossing looking up sadly at
another little girl in awindow. Her head is swathed in bandages. Mumps! Whether | was the swathed or the unswathed
| wouldn’t know.

Then here | am again with my Aunt Marie, sitting on the kitchen floor. | am not conscious of the room at all —
just we two there bending over a big box. Watching intently, asit is unpacked, | see the sudden whisking away of some
object. What it is | do not know, but | feel that it is very important to me. Dimly related to that picture is the next one.

Thisisachurch. Thelittle girl, whom | see so detachedly, sitsin a pew, midway back from the altar. Her
beady black eyes, glowing like coals, take in all the beauty of awonderful Christmastree. She growsrigid with delight
and expectation at the sight of a marvelous doll suspended from the top most branch. Just why she feelsthe doll is hers,
and fears some dreadful mistake will be made and it will be given to some one else, | cannot say. It may be that the
shiny silk of its dress had afamiliar ook, or it may have been only very intense desire. How the doll reached its proper
destination | don’'t know. Perhapsit came as areward for saying “Dainty Little Stocking” on the platform. | am only
conscious of the dreadful terror that something might go wrong, and the ineffable peace when the doll isfinally in her
arms.

Other pictures, not so clear, did they happen in Toledo? In Maumee? Or later when we lived in Garrettsville?
On acouch, with ahot pancake on a sadly aching ear.

In bed, quite another time perhaps, but the same place. It may have been another Christmas — or maybe the
giftswereduetoillness. At any rate therewasa‘counter’ with colored beads. It was too heavy for weak or little hands
and insisted on falling over and hitting the little girl on the head. She loved it and she didn’t likeit.

And therewas asled. | see myself, just once, being pulled along on it. Of where we went or who furnished the
motive power | haven’t anotion. Just me, wrapped up — oh, so warmly wrapped and wearing red mittens, sliding
smoothly over alovely carpet of white snow, on a sled.

Of Garrettsville my recollections, too are hazy. Just pictures, still. In fact all my childhood seems to come to
me as pictures — disconnected movies — not as a series of continuous events. As nearly as| can judge we must have
gone there when | was about four and left when | wasjust past six.



Of thefirst house welived in | see the porch and the cellar steps— nothing inside at all. Across the road —to
me it seemsavery, very wide road, was another house. It was a shining white house and BIG, much bigger than ours.
A girl and aboy lived there and their name was Crane. But what | see most clearly isthe well —awell with a bucket.
We had to passit to reach the house; but it had alittle house of its own, all covered with hops. To the best of my
remembering | have never seen hops growing anywhere since. But | see, and smell them, by that well.

| can almost see —though it tries to elude me — the road to the village where, | think, | had my first taste of
school. | must have gone there because my Aunt had something to do with the teaching. All that | recall issittingin a
low chair by atable and playing with ‘sliced animals.’

We lived in another house in Garrettsville. Elderberries come with the thought of it. And open country and a
foot bridge — just boards across a stream, with deep woods near at hand. — And elderberries, and my Grandmother, with
her dress held high, crossing the rivulet. Elderberries— Elderberries—and | struggle hopelessly to conjure up a picture
of something | cannot grasp. A joyous picture of agloriously happy day with laughter. | am cheated for it will never
emerge out of illusion into reality. It isquickly followed by avision of several small children, of which | am one,
playing at angels, flying in and out of the bushes, quite stark naked. This picture doesnot merge into another but comes
to an abrupt and violent end.

My next close-ups have to do with cookies and aletter. These | remember quite well. My Grandmother was
expecting aletter — an important one. But there — that shows how one must clear the mind to sharpen the memory. | am
confusing two occasions. The letter and the cakes do not connect after all, only inasmuch as they both happened while
we lived in the lower house in Garrettsville —though why ‘lower’ | can’t say.

I think that cookie event camefirst. | was allowed — it was a great concession —to visit alady, quite awalk
away, and the lady made cookies. | had been instructed to be home at a certain hour. When the time arrived for meto
go, the cookies were still in the oven. So with the lady"” solemn assurance that my Grandmother wouldn’t mind, |
waited for them. Then | flew home. The lady’ s word was no good. After being allowed to think it over all night, | was
duly punished. So, though my mind’s eye cannot see the lady, nor her house, nor her garden, | bear her agrudge for a
dishonest guarantee.

The letter whipping was my own fault. | was sent to the post office — a gloomy, odorsome, man-cluttered
nerve wracking place — to get THE letter. My instructions were definite. | was to come home by a certain sidewalk and
path through the village. It was a small village but it was shorter to reach our house cross-lots. It was dusk and getting
darker so | disobeyed. As Aunt had to hunt for the letter by lantern light | had to tell which way | had come home.

| see afrightened, unhappy little girl trying to swallow her supper, while her anxious Grandmother sits
opposite, nervously waiting. At intervals she would go to the window and peer out into the darkness. The soft glow of
light around the lamp on the table left the rest of the room in gloom, except to promise punishment in the morning.
That was her way —to wait until her anger or her exasperation wore off before punishing.

I do not remember being put to bed. | do not know whether the letter was found — or if, when found it WAS
the important letter. But for some queer reason lilacs are part of this episode. | think there was a bush of them out side
my window, and that it wasin bloom and the odor must have solaced me as| lay in bed, | never smell them in the early
spring that | am not once again aware of my Grandmother’ s anxiety, and my own foreboding about the morning. No,
she didn’t forget. When, the next day, | came reluctantly from my bed, my Grandmother, my very dear Grandmother
was waiting, sad faced, but switch in hand.

Then there comes Frederical My Aunt Gertie brought her once when she cameto visit. A tiny exquisite
French doll, she was named for my stout robustious Uncle Fred.

| speak of my Aunt Gertie and Uncle Fred but up to now they have no place in my picture gallery. They are
still just names, asis my Grandfather. The only pictures really hanging there, as yet, are those of the boy who broke my
dishes — Jimmy Hardy by name — his mother, my Grandmother, my Aunt Marie and the little girl in the window with
the mumps. | do not even see the cookie lady. ‘ Tis only her deed that | visualize.

To return to Frederica. She wastiny, blue-eyed and slender and she wore grown-up-lady clothes. | am inclined
to think that she came by her name under false pretenses for, later, | learned that Aunt Gertie, like many wives, pass on
to their husbands the credit for their own generous impulses. Frederica came to me in the summer for flowers abound at
her coming and her arrival isframed by an open door. She passes and the Frog Prince takes her place.

4



I know now that it was only afancy dressroller skating party, then so muchin vogue. But to me it was a huge
hall, with aterrible serpent or dragon crawling over the floor —and a brilliant green Frog Prince. This Frog Prince, in
some mysterious way, belonged especially to me, and | rode in perilous safety, though not in joy, upon his shoulder.
Even the knowledge, forced upon me some way, that it was all make believe, did not entirely dispel my awe. There it
is, the hall, the dragon, the protective Frog —if there were other skaters or even an audience they are outside the range
of my focus.

A related memory —though | am not conscious of having connected the two events was the wedding of my
Unclel.R. | know it was his wedding and that | was taken to Cleveland for the ceremony. But of the going and the
returning all is blank. | seejust two pictures. Oneisalittle girl sitting in the very middle of avery large bed, playing
with akitten. The other snap shot isthe samellittle girl held high in the arms of some one, so she could see over other
peopl€’ s heads and watch alady and a man who stood very solemnly side by sidein adoor way. That isall the first
marriage | ever saw meant to me.

Montana

Somehow, one expects that a child of seven should remember, at least indistinctly, the unusual and exciting
things that befall her. But whether | was backward or whether events came too thick and fast, | was apparently
unimpressed by our exodus from Ohio and our trip to the west. | have no sense of hectic preparations, of packings, or
of leave takings. | know now, that not long after his wedding, my Uncle |.R. and hiswife, Aunt Ada, went out to Butte,
Montana, and that, shortly, my Grandfather joined them there. Why we were left behind or when we followed | do not
know, but | spent my seventh birthday in that city, so judge we went that summer.

| can remember, however, the tourist car in which we traveled, with its seats of wooden slats and its stove at
one end where my Aunt and Grandmother and the other women in the car made their tea and coffee. | can remember
the huge basket of lunch on my Grandmother” |ap and the chicken that | ate out of it. | recall sitting high in an upper
berth and talking with alittle girl in the aisle below. And | know from hearsay that that little girl ‘gave’ methe
whooping cough.

| have heard my Aunt tell of that trip — of the teachers and other pleasant people who were also traveling
tourists, and of the night when one of the side rails under the car broke and hit each tie as we sped along the track. Of
how the men got panicky, and how when she pulled the bell rope and stopped the train, they all stampeded out of the
car and left the women to fend for themselves as best they could. And of how the well-provisioned lunch basket grew
lighter and food had to be replenished at stations along the way.

But my own memories stop with the dim pictures of the stove and the woodbox and a motley assortment of
blankets and pillows — and afade-out of thelittle girl.

The ‘Bad Lands' whether from their name, or from some strange i mpression they made upon me, are the only
parts of the passing landscape of which | have even afaint recollection. And even this may be overlaid from alater
time.

Our arrival in Butte after that week-long, dirty trip, and our reunion with the other members of the family
should certainly invoke some thingsin my mind but it doesn’t. | can see, however, the funny little house where we
spent our first daysthere.

It stood on arise overlooking the ‘ placer’ where men, even then, were still, occasionally, to be seen digging
for ore. The house had, | think, four or possibly five rooms. It was made of rough unpainted boards and was not
plastered but was lined inside with some kind of cloth — sail cloth or canvas. | remember how | squealed with fright,
when, in the first wind storm, the cloth on the ceiling waved up and down. | thought the whol e house was about to cave
in.

There was no grass and no trees, but there was a fascinating black bird —amagpie or ajackdaw —in the
backyard that my Uncle was training to talk. The house was little better than a shack, just like thousands of its kind put
up to shelter the crowds that were streaming into Butte at that time.

I know, now, that my Uncle went out there to install the first electric light plant in that city, and that the town
was so crowded that they were lucky to find any placeto live.



But my own first recollection, not connected with the house itself is of akind milk-man who, because | had
whooping cough, took me on his rounds, in hiswagon and et me drive his horse. How many children caught the
whooping cough from meis not on the record.

Then there was the watermelon. | had begged for it for days. They were not easy to come by in Butte in those
days. But some way my Grandfather got one but when it came and | tried to eat it, no sooner was each mouthful
swallowed than | would ‘whoop’ it up. It was a great disappointment. To make up for it there was along walk into
town with my Grandfather or my Uncle and avisit to some kind of a peep show that Mr. Edison had just invented
where you could see pictures ‘through aglass darkly.’

A family by the name of Renshaw with ahouse full of children. They took me, | think it was on my birthday
to acircus, where the only thing | remember seeing was Jo-Jo* the Dog faced Boy.

When we got home a silver mug was waiting for me from my Grandmother Taisey. Strange about that too. |
know that | visited her in Lake City, when we stopped there on our way out, but | cannot see her there. But | do have a
clear picture of thetiny little old lady, my great-grandmother, whom my Grandmother Taisey must have taken me to
see.

Queer irrelevancies pop out of the sub-conscious. The only other thing | connect with that bleak little cottage
with its dreary outlook, isavery bad dream, from which | awakened one night crying bitterly, too bitterly to be
comforted. To thisday | know that in the dream | was sent to bed supperless —athing my Grandmother entirely
disapproved and which she never did.

By and by we moved. This house was near the SMEL TER — though what the smelter was | had no idea. The
first house was low and fat, but this one was tall and thin. But still outside was the uneven up-heaved ‘ placer’ over
which one had to walk to get to Butte.

One very stormy day | was lying, sick, on a couch near awindow. Aunt Adais beside me, and Aunt Marieis
reading to us— Little Lord Fauntleroy. Of what happened to me or what transpired around me at that period | may
retain only fleeting glimpses but | know all about Cedrics Errol and Dearest, even to how they looked, pictured in that
wonder book.

I made another literary friend about that time. | was allowed once, maybe oftener to spend the day and night
with alady and her husband. Their name was Tupper. She was pretty and Mr. Tupper was with Uncle|.R. in the
electric light plant. Indeed, | am of the impression that their home was in the same building as the plant, but am not
sure. On asmall, but elegant, table in their sitting room was a most fascinating and extraordinary book. It had lovely
colored picturesin it and | was allowed to look at it to my heart’s content, Mrs. Tupper read and reread it to me by the
hour. | have never forgotten all the thrills that poem gave me, nor its opening-lines.

“It was the time when lilies blew
And clouds are highest up in air

Lord Ronald brought alily-white doe
To giveto hiscousin, Lady Clare”

My Aunt was a teacher of Elocution. She had a studio — she may have called it a school —in Buitte. | was often
there with her and she tried to teach me my letters. | am told it was then that | showed my total ineptitude for phonetics
by laboriously spelling “H-E-N, Chicken.” If she deplored my spelling she must have been patient in her teaching the
rudiments of elocution, for which I do: not remember | know that even before thistime | had ‘assisted’ her in recitals.

Among her pupilswas a Mrs. Dixon aflaxen haired young women with a beautiful son afew years older than
I. I looked upon him as the epitome of all that a young gentleman should be — not that he ever so much as deigned to
notice me, but | could, at least, look at him on those rare occasions when | was taken to his house. It was agrand place.
Quitelike afairy tale palace to me. | have no doubt now that it was really an achievement for Butte in those days. It
had alovely stairway that reminded me of my friend THE LADY CLARE. | was also vividly impressed with a painting
of alovely, golden haired child. | have the feeling it was the portrait of a baby that had died. | do not think | ever saw
Mr. Dixon. But later — oh, very much later he was sent to the Senate from Montana.

There was another boy | saw then that | was to see again when we went back to Butte afew yearslater. Sellers
Largy was his name. He had red hair and | always want to laugh when | think of him. Perhapsit is because hisfather’s
name struck me for some reason as awfully funny. It was Pat.
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It was about thistime | had another corporal punishment, though it seemsto meit wasin quite adifferent
house. | have not said much about my Grandfather, because he has not appeared in the close ups on my film. | had
sensed him only as a huge old man with smiley blue eyes and beetling brows. From these brows he occasionally pulled
ahair in avery determined and frightening manner. We would sometimes play casino together. But suddenly he
became very real to me! It was morning. | should have already been dressed, but instead was half naked, dawdling
along, daydreaming. Several times | was urged to hurry, but paid no attention. Suddenly | waslifted high in the air and
abig huge hand gave me a series of resounding smacks, whose noise frightened me almost as much as the sharp
smarting blows hurt. | can see and hear him now as he put me on my feet saying, as he looked down at me from his
great height, blue eyes twinkling under overhanging brows, “Now, young lady, et your clothes on.”

Needlessto say | did, and with alacrity —ahabit | haveto thisday. That was my third and last spanking.

It may have been that same morning that my Uncle |.R. told me that my tear drops were so big that if one of
them would fall on my toe that it would smash it.

Kansas

Again, and suddenly, after avoid, | emerge once more. Every thing is different. There are trees and grass. One
especially, ahuge cottonwood sheds the most interesting snowy flakes all over the ground, and has smooth, glossy,
waxen |eaves that can make heavenly crowns.

And thereisalittlegirl to play with!

I had never had a playmate before. | sensed at once that she was an especially privileged character. That |
couldn’t expect to do just as she did — but that | could play with her aslong as| didn’t forget that she was younger than
I. Thiswas my cousin Grace, my Aunt Gertie' s little girl.

My Uncle Fred and Aunt Gertie had come from Ohio to settle in another boom town — Salina, Kansas. My
Uncle had bought and edited a newspaper there. Once | went to his office. And once | was taken to the home of aman
named Ed Paine who also had something to do with printing. We went there through a meadow of tall grass and his
sideboard was resplendent with intriguing bright colored dishes.

Many things found lodgingsin my mind in Salina, Kansas — Santa Claus, death, jeal ousy, tooth pullings,
opera, how-to-tell-time, my father, marriage, a sore heart, afist fight and CLOVER BLOSSOMS. These things and
others— some hazy, some sharply etched — became in less than ayear part of the crowding accumulating impressionsin
the thoughts and heart of alittle girl.

Things over lap and tread on one another’ s heels, leaving my first fist fight, jealousy and the clover blossoms
most vividly outstanding. But, Christmas comes first, with my small cousin running, with me, from window to window
trying to snatch a glimpse of Santa Claus, whose bells we could hear gaily ringing first on one side of the house and
then the other. Next two tiny girlsin abig bed in an enormous, dark room were listening, fearfully to stealthy noises
just beyond their closed door. We may have had two Christmases there, for | am conscious of celebrationsin two parts
of the house. A doll house of tremendous dimensions took up the entire corner of the sitting room. It had four rooms all
furnished, and a cradle and a black mammy.

The*parlor,” usually closed, was a distressing place where my Aunt Gertie first emerged when she gave me a
solemn scolding there for amisdeed of which | was not guilty. But, NOW, in one end of it there was a breath taking
Christmastree. It touched the ceiling and was lighted with burning candles. Underneath, ateatable was fully set for
two. That small table went with me on many and many ajourney for many and many ayear, until finally my own small
boys sent it to destruction.

Winter faces— and the loveliest fields of sweet scented clover take its place. Never since, have | seen red
clovers so big nor white ones so gentle and beguiling, nor clover leaves so large and green and dewy. Sitting down
among them | felt them crowding close and nestling up against me to be loved.

But | couldn’t stay with them always. There came a day, a screaming, wailing, bitter day when my first tooth
was pulled, after much anguish on my part and, | suspect, greatly over-taxed patience on the part of my Aunt Marie.
Neither the broad trunk of the cottonwood tree nor the dark hiding place in the del ectable woodshed served to shield
me from her firm determination.



Sometimes | wonder if | was sent to school there. The only thing that makes me think | might have been isthe
remembrance of the day | fought so valiantly to save the family honor.

It was the day when a stranger —a girl about my own age — came walking through our yard. | joined her and
we went along together. We had not reached the gate when she said apropos of nothing, except perhaps, the swarthy
darkness of my complexion,

“Oh! You're a Nigger.”

Incensed at such an insult —though | am sure | had no ideaat all of what a‘nigger’ might be, | told her, in my
best elocutionary manner, never to cross our yard again.

Pleasure at the ire she had aroused must have fired her fertile imagination for she said,
“Your ARE aNigger! Your Father’'saNigger! Your whole family is a Nigger!”
WEell, | had just seen my Father, for the first time that | could remember, and that was just too much!

| proceeded to tear her limb from limb. The aftermath recedes into nothingness. But | am sure she never
‘darkened’ our gate again.
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I play Roundy in “Uncle Josh Whitcomb”
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A LITTLE GIRL GOES
BARNSTORMING

“ Dot vas early von mornings ven der day-dimes broke oudt
Dot dose dings vas happenvot | told you aboudt.”

FOUR generations of my family have declaimed, recited, read or interpreted — according to our epoch —a
parody on Barbara Fritchie, written in German dialect by one George S. Knight, of which the above is the opening
couplet. Becauseit is part of our tradition, and because it never yet failed to 'get’ our audiences the poem is known to us
asIT. Asl would, of necessity, inject IT into thistale at some point, | put it here, both to dispose of it at once, and
because It seems appropriate, as it wasin the wee sma' hours of my life "dot dose dings vas happenvot | told you
aboudt"-for | was avery little girl.

One day long, long ago some of the members of an interesting but unpredictable pioneer Ohio family, having
pulled up stakes once more, and again migrated westward, suddenly became "troopers". One of the |east of them was
the black-haired, brown-eyed, rather wistful tiny person that was|.

In that far away and almost pre-historic time-for it wasB.C., Before Cinema-the entire theatrical set-up was
very unlikeit istoday. There were then no central hooking agencies; there were no chains of producer-controlled
theatres; and there was no Actor's Equity Organization. It was each company for itself and each actor for himself-and a
walk home on therails for the hindmost.

Not so many decades prior to my reminiscing there were practically no 'road companies' in this country. The
big eastern cities supported one or more 'stocks' such asWallack'sin New Y ork, the Walnut Street Theatre in
Philadel phia, and in Boston the Boston Museum. In those early playhouses great actors, whose names have become
fireside words, were trained. When their fame spread they did not always, in those earlier days, go about with
companies of their own. Rather they traveled from city to city 'starring' with local 'stocks'.

Sometimes this was done with no rehearsal at all with the supporting cast. More often 'star' and 'support’
would work together for afew days or aweek. The resident company was supposed to be |etter perfect in any playsthe
star saw fit to choose-having been given aweek's notice of ‘he coming luminary. Some of the famous ones sent their
stage managers in advance to coach the company in the stage business desired by the visiting celebrity. In ailmost no
instance in those early days did the Stage Manager presume to instruct the Actor HOW to act. That was his profession--
acting--and he rose or fell by his own ability.

Schools of acting were virtually non-existent, though the Lyceum School may have already opened, to the
very great amusement of the 'Palmy day tragedians.'

THEN, NOT SO LONG

before my adventure, a change came to the American theatre. Small towns and haml ets began to build halls and even
'Opery' houses of their own. Road companies were started here, there and everywhere, from New Y ork to San
Francisco. Actors, whose careers had begun in Boston, New Y ork or Philadel phia, who felt qualified to star' launched
road companies and went on tour. Many of these, in turn, furnished the well known namesin the next theatre
generation.

Of these, one of the successful, in his day, was Milton Nobles, my Mother's Uncle. When | was the very small
child of whom I am telling, he was in the prime of his career. He wrote his own plays and starred in them for years and
was well known from coast to coast-a very able actor. One of the most widely quoted catch-phrases of his generation of
American theatre goers, "And the villain still pursued her!" came from his popular play, The Phoenix. He died, as he
would have wished, "treading the boards", in 1924, then about eighty-five. He was appearing in the production of 'She
Stoops to Conquer', given for one of the Lamb's Club Gambols and passed on just after he had finished his performance
on the night of June 14th.

In the hinterland many road companies were family groups. Families endowed sometimes-with talent plus the
wanderlust-and often, with only the wanderlust which they financed at the expense of unsuspecting provincial
audiences. These flourished like the proverbial green bay tree, especially from the Ohio to the Missi ssippi

But to return to the little girl | was, and how she happened to go barnstorming.

Back there, well before the turn of the century, ‘elocution’ long since aword with a stigma--was worthy and
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honorable, both as aword and as a profession. Many actors who later achieved fame began then as elocutionists. In
fact, elocution was afundamental requirement for all actors--good elocution for good actors, and, as a corollary, bad
elocution for bad actors. There were still few schools of acting, but the woods were full of teachers and schools of
elocution, many bad, but enough good ones to makeit, at that early date, arespected calling.

So two Aunts of mine-sisters of my Father--were elocutionists. When | waslittle it never occurred to me to
question their ability, but as| have grown older, | realize that it was of afine quality. In addition to real native talent
they were star pupils of Mrs. Heman Walbridge, a star pupil of SteeleMackaye, and Steele Mackaye, so | have been
told, was the only American pupil of the great Delsarte, himself. Delsarte is another outmoded word, but the same thing
istaught today under modern label s-eurythmics, diction, interpretation, etc.

These Aunts, born and bred in Toledo, Ohio, became the leading young Thespians of that city-always chosen
for stellar rolesin things dramatic that occurred there. Both teachers of elocution, they had large and flourishing
classes.

Matrimony claimed the older, and she moved with her husband, a newspaper man (then on the Toledo Blade)
and also an ardent amateur, to Meadville, Pennsylvania. There she continued her professional career, teaching oratory
to embryo ministersin the Meadville Unitarian Seminary-since moved to Chicago.

THEN KANSAS BOOMED.

Thiswas of sufficient moment to cause easternersin great numbers to migrate to that state, anong them this same Aunt
and her husband. They went to Salinato publish a newspaper there.

This move seemsto have been thefirst link in the chain of events that |led me barnstorming.

It was the era of "Go west, young man, go west!" and The Brush Electrical Company sent my Unclel. R. to
Butte, Montana. A few months later our Ohio home was dismantled, our belongings packed and shipped, and my
Grandparents and my Y oungest Aunt followed him, taking me with them. On our arrival my Aunt resumed her
teaching at once and started a little theatre group in the wild and woolly west.

Butte was a small, but growing mining camp~strange and crude to us. The hastily constructed house in which
we lived was not much like the big house in Toledo, with its wide stone steps |eading up from the street, and its
spacious rooms~ Four things | remember dimly of that first short sojourn there. First, the ceiling of our tiny house was
not plastered but was lined with some kind of muslin that shook up and down in the wind and made me cry for fear the
house was falling on my head. Second, the kindly, young milkman who took with him, one day on his rounds, alonely
little girl wracked with whooping cough. Then, the Renshaws, a jolly family of grown-ups and children with whom, on
my birthday, 1 went see 'Jo-Jo, the dog-faced man', and presumably a circus, though | do not remember that. But most
clearly of all | see the undulating 'placer’ that stretched between our house and that mysterious place where my Uncle
worked each day. | did not know what 'placer’ meant, nor that the day of placer mining was even then over in Butte.

All the family was homesick and | have heard my Aunt tell how just the sight of afreight car, with the word
"Ohio" on it, made her weep. But the altitude was bad for my Grandfather and the second link in my chain was forged
when the vicissitudes of life caused my Aunt, my Grandparents —and incidentally me —to go to Kansas to join the
members of the family already there.

What now happened, why such momentous plans were made, what eddies, currents or undercurrents changed
the rather prosaic stream of our lives, | do not know, being too young at the time to comprehend. | do remember
strange excitementsin the air. A young man was coming all the way from Ohio to see my Aunt Marie. My Grandfather
wasvery ill. In spite of that, my Grandmother was cutting out and sewing many queer garments, and there was a
general unrest in the family.

ITWASJUST AT THISTIME

that | saw my very first opera. It was Patience. | was taken to see it with m young cousin Grace and it made a profound
impression on us both. | remember an earlier performance of some patriotic cantatain Toledo, when | looked down
from the great heights of atheatre box and heard my Aunt Marie sing "The Little Major" followed by loud applause.
But this— areal opera—was very different. For days my small cousin and | did nothing but 'dress up' and drape
ourselves over the furniture, playing at being all of “ The twenty love-sick maidens still".

12



Whether our acting was so effective at this time that we, then, became part of the queer excitement in theair |
do not know. It is possible that we were an integral part of it from the beginning, for long before we went to Montana,
when can have been scarcely four yearsold, | had assisted my Aunt in arecital at “Garfield College”. Thisinstitution,
probably defunct, or long ago swallowed up in some more modern school, was really Hiram College of which
President Garfield was an alumnus. | must have heard it referred to as Garfield's College, and Garfield College it has
aways been to me.

It was at that time that | showed my first requisite for an actress-temperament. For, so | am told, on being
requested to 'speak’ "Miss Annabelle McCarty" for some grown-ups visiting my Grandmother, | declined, saying
demurely, “I cannot do myself justice before such a small audience.”

There are strange lapses in my memory, for | do not remember the coming of the Y oung Man from Ohio. | do
remember in detail his marriage to my youngest Aunt, and my deep resentment, which made me howl! like a banshee at
the wedding and refuse to speak to him at all. Because it was this Aunt--my Aunt Marie--who, until that moment, had
been my own personal property. And it was she who later, at the death of my Grandmother, took the place of a mother
to me.

| also remember, vaguely, the death of my Grandfather which followed almost at once the marriage of my
Aunt.

After the wedding and the funeral, there is another hiatusin my memory.

There must have been much commotion; strange people coming and going, and rehearsals taking place with
intense regularity. From later remembrances, | am sure that my two Aunts and, now, my two Uncles must have been
hearing each other'slines at every opportunity. For the new Uncle, of whom | was still terrifically jealous, had come
out of the east not only to marry my Aunt, but to become a part of the theatrical venture that was causing all the hub-
bub in our usually placid lives.

A DRAMATIC COMPANY WAS ABORNING.

The Andrews Dramatic Company. It consisted, basically, of my two Aunts, their husbands, my Grandmother, the
nephew of one of my Uncles, my little cousin, Grace (the daughter of my older Aunt) and myself. Though | much
doubt if we children were dignified by being even considered members of the company'.

Asfinancial backers, and being, concededly the most talented, the older Uncle and Aunt gave their name to
the Company and were its stars. They always had first choice of parts, the best hotel rooms, and, if there was abest, the
best dressing rooms.

My Aunt Marie was second lady-playing alternately leads, ingenues and characters. The Y oung Man from
Ohio started out as leading man, and later doubled as advance agent. Harry, my other Uncle's nephew was general
utility', walking gent' and also 'props.

My Grandmother was alwaysthere-in the background—lending gentility and respectability to the entire affair.
But in my memories she never acted. Strange that seems to me now, for it was from her that my Aunts must have
inherited their ability. Today it would be the natural thing for her to have the old woman's parts. That was not the way
it was done then. Not only in our company, but in the theatrical world at large people were not picked for type, nor
werethey cast for age. Actors acted then, they did not play themselves. In fact it was the acid test of ability to play the
parts assigned one and there was nothing incongruous for the very young, indeed, to essay the roles of great age.

Speaking of age, | must interpolate here, that the people of whom | write so glibly, seemed very old, very
formidable, and very frightening to me then--all old--all quite as elderly as my Grandmother. As a matter of fact they
were all very young. As | reckon back, my Aunts could have been only just before and just after twenty, and my Uncles
not much more. So while their project was wholly serious, they were still having the time of their young lives--living a
story, about which they, too, would reminisce aslong as they lived.

To our family group was added, in the beginning, several friends. Of these | remember only two. The first was
Arthur Day, atall, gangling fellow, with dark hair and bushy, beetling, black brows--afterwards an artist in New Y ork.
One of his paintings hangs on my wall now, given to me as awedding present. And him | remember in one part, only-
Wan-a-tee, the Indian in 'The Octaroon'. | was not in this play, and watching it from ‘the front' he always sent slithery,
cold shivers down my back, though | have akeen suspicion that as an actor he was avery good painter.
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Grace and | as Meenie and Heindrich in “Rip Van Winkle”.

“Our Star” as Gretchen in “Rip Van Winkle”



The other friend was gay, fat little Marybelle Daily of the lovely voice, which she, |ater, took to Europe to
have properly cultivated. In after years she married a well known newspaper editor in Los Angeles and 'lived happily
ever after'.

One day she and my Aunt Marie decided that with my dark eyes, | would be much more bewitching with
yellow hair. So they struggled valiantly to change my truly raven locks to gold. | think | stood the peroxide torture
manfully for I, too, would have been delighted to have beautiful fair curlsinstead of my straight black mane. But they
never materialized and, when essential, | had to be content with a nice blond wig.

STRANGE ASIT MAY SEEM,

I have absolutely no memory of our beginnings. | do not remember when we started on our travels. We were in the big
house in Salinaand, out in the yard, | was popping the pods that fell from the big cottonwood trees and--then--we were
on theroad. Thereis no recollection of our first engagement, nor can | recall ever having been taught any of the parts
that | afterwards played. Another queer quirk of memory--to thisday | can say many of the linesin those old dramas,
but never any of the parts | acted myself.

Thefirst thing | do remember after we left Salinais a stuffy hotel parlor-what town | do not know-wherever it
was we there annexed another little girl, amuch littler girl than either my Cousin or myself.

| think it must have been the child that makes that dark, gloomy parlor with its stiff, stuffed furniture and
ormolu clock high up on the mantel so sharply out lined in my memory but it is her parents, and not the little three year
old, that | seeas| look back. The mother, in her high-collared, tight-fitting basque and long full skirt, seemed to my
childish eyesan exceedingly tall, dignified, forbidding person. Taller than either of my Aunts. The father was a small
mousey haired man with watery blue eyes-and, somehow, they both loom important in my picture. Thisis probably
because of my younger Aunt's undisguised antagonism toward the woman from the beginning.

THE MACK'SLITTLE DAUGHTER

was so small, so chubby, and so cuddly that she charmed me as well as the grownups. My cousin Grace was five and a
beautiful big-eyed, soulful child, with real talent and aflare for the theatre. More, she had an appealing personality that
made friends with every one. So, what with watching Grace playing the parts | loved to do myself, and seeing Doris,
the new baby--for that is all she was--taking such a swift hold on the hearts of the company, which by then consisted of
about fourteen people, | felt alittle forlorn and lost. My own Aunt--as distinguished from Grace’ s mother--must have
sensed this, for she was always putting mc first and doing small things to make me happy.

But if | wasjealous of them, in my childish way, it was notto last long. We were playing in Lincoln,
Nebraska--I do not remember the theatre--but | can see the long, bleak corridor of the hotel with row on row of closed
doors, behind which, some place, were Grace and Doris. | do not recall being sick--but | was very ill. Therewasa
virulent epidemic of measlesin Nebraskathat year, and all three of us were stricken with it. We caught it from the tiny
daughter of the hotel proprietor in the previous town. She was an obstreperous little child, who wanted so much to be a
boy that her chief indoor sport was trying to kiss her elbow.

When | was well again and we moved on to the next town | was the only little girl who went. My
Grandmother had hurried back to Kansas with my Cousin as soon as Grace was able to travel. The other little girl, roly-
poly little Doris had died whether in Lincoln, or whether she had recuperated enough to be taken home | do not know.

I only know she was no longer with us.

Then suddenly-exchanging clothes scarcely ten minutes before the curtain went up--my Aunt Marie was
playing my Aunt Gerti€'s part in Rip Van Winkle, for my little cousin was worse and her mother was hurrying to her
bedside.

ITWASONLY A SHORT TIME,
and Grace, too, had succumbed to the after effects of that treacherous disease, and my other Aunt had rejoined us,
wearing along crepe veil.

Whether | missed them or not | do not know. Probably | did, but at any rate Grace's death had one queer
consequence for me. My oldest Aunt--our star--no longer loved me! | was perfectly conscious of it. | was kept out of
her way as much as possible and she never smiled when | was in the room. It was not until | was a grown woman,
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when her aversion to me not only wore away but changed to deep affection, that | was once more comfortable in her
presence.

Thistragedy had another consequence, but to the company, not to me. Mr. Mack was no longer with us. He
had taken Doris home and | think he came back. If so, he did not remain. My Aunts' antagonism to his wife grew and
now included in it was one, Bert Roe. | never liked Bert Roe. Finally he and Lydia Mack, too, were suddenly gone and

the company saw them no more.

In later years we heard of her again. Shewasin New Y ork and that beautiful, dignified wife of the little
Kansas lawyer, whose daughter was buried in Nebraska, was one of the notorious actresses of her decade-a strip tease
artist we call them now. My Aunt felt her antagonism justified.

It is after these occurrences that | begin more clearly to remember about our daily affairs. For onething, a
young man, Roy Thayer, who now joined us, was chosen, partly, for his qualifications as atutor for me and | began to
have lessons | think his acting wasn’t so expert but he could sing and yodel beautifully— or so | thought, and he always
yodeled alovely lullaby for mein “ Editha's Burglar”. These lessons brought about one of my bitterest recollections as a
youthful actress. For to an actress— especially, | think, to avery young one such as|, to forget her linesis aterrible
catastrophe. | was playingHeindrick in Rip Van Winkle when the blow fell. Before my Cousin died she had played the

part of Meinie, but now | had to relearn the lines and combine the words of both.

& ;
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I had to double and play Meenie and Heindrich both,
after Grace died.

At one point in the play the dialogue between Rip and Heindrick is pivotal to the plot. Rip, being unable to
read, the boy reads a document to him that proves that he, Rip, is being robbed. Up to thistime the paper from which |
supposedly read, had been covered merely with wavy black lines — the words entirely in my mind. Now, due to the
effective work of Roy Thayer, the tutor-actor, | was, it seemsto me quite suddenly able to read.

AT THIS FATEFUL PERFORMANCE

it burst upon me like athunder clap that there were no words there, and with that revelation everything that | had been
saying week after week, left me asif | had never known it.
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| could not have uttered aword if | had been killed for the omission. My poor Uncle who was playing Rip,
was as surprised as| when | failed to catch my cue — could see no reason for it. He whispered my linesto me, but my
totally blank mind could not pick them up. Then he began to ask me, in a honeyed voice, edged with an irritation so
sharp that | could feel it cut, did the paper say this? did the paper say that? All things he was not supposed to know. To
every question | answered with mute nods, until he finally ended the scene to the best of his ability.

| rushed off the stage into my Grandmother's waiting arms, and shuddered when we passed Rip's dressing-
room, where my Uncle was swearing like the trooper he was and bringing down mal edictions wholesale upon my
young head. No reprimand was meted out to me -- for my Uncle was really one of the mildest of men-but the next time
| played Heindrick, Roy had printed the document out in aclear, bold hand, so that alittle girl could read it.

It isdifficult to reconstruct the far west of the 1880's in the mind's eye -- for by now we were in the Rocky
Mountain territory. It isdifficult for awesterner to do so and even more taxing for those born, in what, in those days,
was called the 'effete East'.

My Uncle Milton wrote a description of Virginia City asit was about twenty years before our company came
upon the scene, but it was quite as applicable then to many of the towns west of the Rockies. He says, “It was certainly
ahot town. 'Wide open' in its slang significance could not begin to expressit. Inside out might suggest it. There was the
International Hotel, with Jack Magee' and Kentuck's Palace, the most pretentious saloons and gambling houses in town,
Across the street from the hotel wasthe Variety Theatre, with the familiar allurements of the wine room annex. The
place was raw to the limit. Under the hill, on the street below was Piper's Opera House. The principal gambling rooms
of Virginia City werein the rear of the long saloons fronting on Main Street. Kentuck's Palace was more conspicuous
than the others. It joined the International Hotel. The bar room was about fifty feet deep, and an additional twenty-five
feet was occupied by four faro layouts. There were probably about fifty layoutsin the city. Each was licensed and each
paid into the city treasury ten dollars aday. From seven until daylight something was doing all thetime.”

No one, then, even dreamed of concrete or asphalt, but sometimes the unpaved roads--by courtesy streets--
were flanked with wooden, or very occasionally, brick side walks. There was 'lots of mud when it rained, and | ots of
dust when it didn't.' This mud and dust loomed important to barnstormers because, all too often, the towns boasted no
hacks nor hotel wagons and the entire company had to transport itself from depot to hotel via shanks mare.

Perhaps the mud was one of the reasons that most men--not actors, of course wore their pants tucked well
inside their boots.

Most of the buildings were frame, probably none over two stories high, and often The Hall or Opera House--
as distinguished from the Variety Theatre, a burlesque hall for man only--was nothing but a crude barn-like building
with a stage at one end.

Breckenridge, Colorado, but typical of many towns we “played.”
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INTO THOSE SQUATTY TOWNS

—most of them merely overgrown mining camps--came amotley crew of ranchers, cowboys, Mexicans and Indians.
The latter thrilled me with secret terror, for it was still near enough to Indian disturbances for the air to he electric with
Indian atrocities. Clinging tightly to the hand of my Aunt or my Grandmother, | would watch, with more or less fearful
curiosity, the striding 'braves wrapped in their brilliant blankets. Their straight hair was braided with strings and hung
long on their shoulders, and they were usually trailed by fat, dirty squaws with papooses strapped on their backs. We
were nearly always accompanied by some male member of the company, for it was not taken too literally that alady
was saf e on the street of any mining camp.

The hotels were notoriously bad in all those western towns. The worst ones you would come across today are
better than the best in the far west then. All of them smelled of cabbage, onions and boiling soapsuds--a most pungent
mixture. The most acceptable ones were usually rail-road houses, built near the depots, and run by the railroad--or so |
always thought. These were occasionally pretentious— | can remember one that had a gorgeous red carpet in the
parlor.

No matter what the hotel was like The Office was a place devoted entirely to the men. It was furnished with
big, wooden rocking chairs, many spittoons, and along bar-like desk almost twice as high as alittle girl like me. The
ladies never lingered in this male stronghold, but hurried with modestly averted eyes, through it, to the stairs. Of course
there were no elevators.

The dining rooms were big and empty save for the inevitable stoves, and long tables where ten to twenty
people sat and ate together. Oilcloth or redtable cloths alternated with egg stained white ones. One or two chromos or
engravings often hung askew on the fly-specked walls; the 'Stag at Bay' or "'The Maiden's Prayer' were favorite subjects.

Whenever possible our advance-man found quarters for the women and married couplesin private houses. It
was in one of these homes--in Pocatella, Idaho, | think--that | heard an Indian story | have never forgotten. My sweet,
white haired Grandmother was a splendid liaison officer for the company wherever we went. She always made friends,
and it was she who usually overcame the first prejudice of the natives against 'them show folks'. In Pocatella she and
our landlady got on especially well together. The landlady was a 'sour-dough' and full of stories of the earlier days. |
expect she amused and instructed the members of the company putting up at her house no end, and, as| said before,
one story she told made a lasting impression on me.

SHE HAD COME WEST

with her parents years before, by covered wagon. From the first her mother was desperately afraid of the Indians. One
day, after the very house in which we wer e staying was finished, her father had to be away and she and her mother were
alone. All the mother could think of was the awful stories she had heard about the cruelty of the Indians. Suddenly they
heard a knock on the window, and looking up, saw, peering in, a swarthy, menacing red face. The mother was
petrified! What prompted her she never knew, but she had fal se teeth, and she snatched them out of her mouth and ran
toward the window brandishing them at the enemy. Apparently convulsed with fear that Indian Brave let out one most
Hood curdling yell and ran asif the very devil were after him.

Frightened as she was, but shaking with hysterical laughter, she thought she had discovered awholly unique
method of self defense. But her security wasill-timed. It was not long until there was another rap at the window, and
there were half dozen Indians. By no mean sign language her first tormenter let her know that he wanted the othersto
see her pull out her teeth. She repeated the performance. They argued awhile among themselves and finally went
away. That was only the beginning. She wasin a state of siege for days until every Indian brave and squaw in the
reservation and in the territory must have seen the white woman who could pull out all her teeth. It seemed to give
them awholesome respect for her, and the experience cured her of her awful fear.

If the hotels were bad, it would be still more difficult for those accustomed to the modern theatre, to form a
composite picture of the Opera Houses in which we played from Kansas to California. They were, for the most part,
big bare hallswith araised platform at one end-sometimes on the ground floor, sometimes up one flight of steps. There
was usually adingy ticket officein an equally dingy outer hallway where the owner sold the tickets, which one of our
company collected as the audience passed into the main room. In the bigger towns where there was really an Opera
House there would be a bal cony for the gallery-gods.

In his memoirs, my Uncle Milton speaks of Frank's Hall in Kansas City as "an old upstairs rookery, seating
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about three hundred people™ and of Odd Fellows Hall at St. Joe as about the same with "an iron post running up
through the center of the stage. This post gave much opportunity to the Low Comedians'. | wonder how Ed Wynn,
Eddie Cantor or W. C. Fields would relish that title now. But it was the perfectly legitimate designation for actors of
their typein the days when the tragedian was the autocrat of the theatre.

In the auditorium, wooden benches, plain wooden chairs--of the kitchen variety—or, in the more elite houses,
splint-bottom ones, were the usual seats for the audience. Sloping floors for theatre seats then--at least in the far west--
were quite adistancein the future.

I was the only little girl who went.

WHAT THE POOR ACTORS

had to put up with when it came to dressing roomsis amost unbelievable. | have heard it said that the first time any
consideration had been given to dressing room comfort for them was when Tabor built the Grand in Denver. Usually
these rooms were, obviously, afterthoughts. Often they were under the stage, if not they might be just roughly
partitioned off from it with boards. Sheet or curtain partitions were not unknown. They were often bitter cold in winter,
and with no ventilation in summer. Richmond burners-huge lamps-were sometimes used to (try to) heat them.

A long shelf of unplaned boards built against the wall answered as a make-up table, and one or two wooden
chairs and a cock-eyed mirror, often cracked, completed the furnishings. Full of superstitions, cracked looking-glasses
were just anathema to actors. So most carried their own make-up mirrors. Those of my two Aunts always intrigued me,
for they were folding ones with plush hacks and would sit up jauntily on the make-up table and alittle girl could see
three views of her face when she looked into one of them.

Nailsin the walls answered as clothes hooks and costumes hung limply without the aid of clothes hangers.
However it may have been with the well known companies of that day who frequented the really big cities,
barnstormers never boasted a wardrobe mistress. Each actor and actress attended to his or her own wardrobe, and | can
well imagine that in many groups whose artistic standards were not as high as ours, the results were sometimes
startling.

Often there were just two dressing rooms—one for the men and one for the women. If there were more the
guestion of division was difficult, especially among the women. | can remember seeing tears shed on that score more
than once. Asfor me, like Topsy, | must have 'jes growed' for each part | played, as| have no recollection of ever
having been made ready.
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No dressing room, no matter how small the community, or how isolated, but had the walls literally covered
with the names of those who had preceded us there. It was then that | learned from my Grandmother that "' Fools names
and fools faces are always seen in public places." Occasionally, however, there would be a name of real renown and
that would give the lesser folk athrill--to be donning their garments on hallowed ground.

The stage itself and the scenery were quite foreign to anything you see today. There were no soft warm-toned
velvet drapes drawing silently apart to disclose alovely interior or afar reaching woodland. Instead there was avery
gaudy scene painted on canvas, artistically fly-specked, fastened to the proscenium arch at the top and to a heavy
wooden roller at the bottom. It was worked with some sort of acrank and, after the proper cue music, one of the men
would grind it creakingly up, often stopping, disconcertingly, half way. Then, after the carefully executed climax of
each act, it would come as noisily and as haltingly down, and hit the stage with a dull thud. These curtains had the total
depravity of some inanimate things, and there was always the possibility of their braining an actor caught, carelessly,
too far down stage.

Some of the more progressive merchants—or those with the | east sales resistance--had their names printed on
these curtains thus perpetuating themselves for generations yet unborn.

The enclosed 'box sets' of today were, then, far in the future. No company carried its own scenery. Each
theatre was--generally speaking--equipped with at least three back drops. These were flat scenes painted on canvas and
let up and down at the back of the stage just like the front curtain. The usual list was a street scene (sometimes thiswas
directly back of the front curtain) a'wood drop' and an ‘interior". If the theatre was more pretentious, akitchen, a
mountain pass and a parlor drop, known as a 'center door fancy' were possibilities. Very occasionally there was a grand
garden with alovely painted waterfall and statuary.

To match these drops there were sets of six wings. These were slipped into grooves on each side of the stage
to complete the illusion of room or meadow, and to make the entrances and exits. There were houses where these wings
furnished the full scenery equipment. A practical door for an actor to walk through was almost unknown at that time—
other than the middle arch of the 'center door fancy'. Occasionally holes were cut out for windows, but all too
frequently someone looking out of a painted semblance of awindow might say in great glee, "Why, here is our darling
May, now!" And instead of coming in from where 'our darling' had just been sighted-supposedly--she would skip
jauntily on from the left upper entrance.

Actors might come and actors might go, but year after year saw those self same back drops doing duty for
mansions of therich, hovels of the poor, the backgrounds for the broken hearted or the joyful, each spectator dressing
them, in his or her mind's eye with beauty or sordidness. Imagination was devel oped by theatre goers in those days.

Furniture, secured from local merchants at the price of afew comps, was usually arather heterogeneous
assortment. However, if it did not carry scenery nor furniture, each company did carry its own 'props’, and the property
trunks were its largest and most imposing pieces of baggage.

Theatre lighting--an essential part of modern theatre equipment--was then a mere matter of oil lamps. In some
of the larger towns there may have been gas lamps--1 would not remember. In most cases oil lamps supplied foot-lights
on the stage aswell asillumination in the hall. Here, again, the Richmond burner was sometimes requisitioned for
supplementary lighting. Rigged up with abig tin reflector one would be set on the floor in front of the stage. In the
dressing rooms my mind's eye most often sees my Aunts making-up by candlelight.

| DO NOT REMEMBER

what was done to darken the house (the house being, to my youthful puzzlement, at once the audience and the part of
the theatre where they sat) when the curtains went up, or when the prompt-copy called for atotally dark stage. Perhaps
the light was already so dim that it made no particular difference.

With electricity has come the wonderful stage lighting we now take for granted. But the spot light of today
had asits forerunner the 'flash pan' and the lime lights of yesterday. This flash pan was an essential part of prop's outfit.
Into it was pored some mysterious mixture which gave forth red or green flares much like those we now have on
Fourth of July. These pans of powder were lighted when very especial climaxes called for them. Setting one off in a
wrong entrance one night was the occasion of deep chagrin for all our company.

We were playing " The Count of Monte Cristo" and had arrived at the great scene where Edmund Dantes had
jumped from the Chateau d'If and swam out to the rock for his tag speech.
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In those days of no electrical effectslarge sheets of dark blue cheese cloth--yards and yards of it sewn
together--were known as sea cloth--arequisite prop for every repertoire company. Almost every theatre boasted one set
rock. Thiswas a piece of canvas painted to represent the most convulsed piece of granite ever thrown off from a meteor
by a malignant god, and pasted on awooden background. Braces at the back held it erect, and with abox placed behind
it an able actor could give asplendid illusion of climbing or standing on the rock. When such a set piece was not
available, boxes were piled high under the sea cloth, which billowed over the entire stage. The edges of the cloth were
held by members of the company, standing in the wings, and the harder the sea was supposed to rage the harder those
in the wings must ‘work the sea’. To make the storm still more realistic and the sea more turbulent rock salt was thrown
on the cloth from the wings. In the dimly lighted theatre this spray effect was not so bad.

But on this particular night the stage manager wanted something very especially spectacular in the way of a
storm, and so he had lured half a dozen small boys, by means of comps, to secrete themselves under the sea cloth with
instructions, at the proper cue, to jump up and down with all the energy at their command.

Every thing was going as per schedule. Dantes reached the rock, clambered up, raised himself majestically and
with arm lifted to heaven cried, "Now for the Treasure of Monte Cristo and the world ismine." This was the cue for the
green fire and on it flashed at just the proper instant--but—

Suddenly agreat shout went up from the gallery-gods, " Pipe the kids, pipe the kids!"

THE YOUNG MAN FROM OHIO
who was 'doing' the flash, in his excitement had lighted it in the entrance behind the sea cloth, instead of in the first

entrance, thereby bringing to the startled eyes of the audience the madly gyrating boys, who had every intention of
earning those complimentary tickets. Again my Uncle Fred tore his hair, and | was glad | was not the cause.

The Young Man from Ohio and his bride
in “Pygmalion & Galatea”.

Lime light was also used for lightning and conflagrations. For lightning it was blown out of along tin tube,
which, with the thunder sheet, were also indispensable props. '‘Props|, of course, were--and are--properties. And this
particular one was soon to blame for another contre temps no less devastating than the one in Monte Cristo.
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Thistime we were playing "The Octaroon"--aplay | do not remember aswell as some of the others. In it there
isasteamboat race on the Mississippi. | wonder if | can give anything like an adequate word picture of the stage as it
was set for ariver scene. The back drop was painted vivid green as to water and startlingly blue asto sky, the latter
flecked with gobs of white clouds. Large bright hued trees painted on the wings represented the woods in the
foreground. A single log down stage answered both for a seat and for atmosphere. The two wings at the back came well
out on the stage and were connected at the bottom by a couple of stepsleading to alow platform, built of boxes--
presumably the dock--where the interested characters could precariously balance themselves, while giving the audience
theillusion that they were tense watchers of the thrilling race.

In this play it was necessary, for some reason, that the Natchez win--just why | have long ago forgotten.

Boats, then, like rocks, or trees were simply painted on canvas and pasted on boards--like children's cut-outs
today. There were no revolving stages nor any kind of automatic scene shifting. So, when the race was due, members
of the company, or stage hands-if the theatre boasted any--simply stooped down, or even crawled on their hands and
knees across the stage, behind the boats, and literally carried them to victory—or defeat, as demanded by the script,
before the mystified eyes of the audience. In The Octaroon one of the boats catches fire. Maybe it was the rival so the
Natchez could win, maybe the Natchez won, fire and all.

On this particular night there was a stage hand and he was commandeered as one of the boat men. When the
mighty side-wheelers hovein sight, gliding smoothly down the stream, the cue for the red fire was given, and they
were suffused in flames. Apparently the stage hand had been given no warning of thisfor, suddenly, to the horror of the
actors on the stage and in the wings, a big, black negro unexpectedly loomed up behind the boat in the very center of
the Mississippi. Lifting the boat with him, he strode with it across the stage, head and legsin plain view. Again an
uproar from the spectators, for remember this was the day of vocal audiences, when villains were hissed and heroines
and heros loudly acclaimed.

Reading the unpublished memoirs of my Uncle Milton Nobles| realize that the traveling companies of only
twenty years prior to the time of which | am telling, had many more difficulties than we. Then all travel was by coach.
With us, though connections were bad, and all railroad schedul es seemed made to mortify the flesh, still most of our
journeys were by train. | can remember; perhaps not so much with my mind as with my senses, the small, dirty, dimly
lit, smelly railway depots, where we always seemed to be waiting for trains in the middle of the night.

ONE OF THESE STATIONS

is particularly vivid to me, because there | made my first acquaintance with avery thrilling story. It was dark and cold,
and | was huddled up, fighting sleep. Roy was reading by the light of a smoky lamp with arakish tin reflector, hung
high above his head. He was absorbed in his book, but | kept nagging him to read to me. My persistence must have
worn him down for finally he began, and, out of that grown-up book, read to me the story of a hungry, ragged,
sorrowful little girl. | never forgot that tale, but it was not until long afterwards that | found 'Cosette' again in Victor
Hugo's Les Miserables, and felt that | had come upon an old friend.

However, if trains, furnished most of our means of locomotion, thereis one trip by horse and wagon that |
remember very distinctly. We were staying for aweek in Aspen, Colorado. It had been a pleasant week for me. | had
been sent to school--being almost cut off from children, that had been a great treat. Then the boarding house where we
stayed was bright and sunny and the pleasant lady who kept it was especially kind to me. | even remember that her
name was Lutes. Toward the end of the week there was great excitement in the town, for word came down the
mountain to Aspen that Tourtel otte Park, a mining camp 'up top', had struck it rich. Strange asit seems, those sudden
riches even affected us, for hearing 'show folks' were in town these newly rich sent down word that they wanted a
performance all their own and would pay well for it if we would come up to their camp and give them a show on
Saturday night. | do not know, but | rather imagine that our finances made that a very welcome offer. They also sent
word that their hall had no scenery-so plays had to be chosen that could be simply done. It was decided that 'Pygmalion
and Galatea with 'Editha's Burglar' asacurtain raiser, would do. As| played Editha, | must go along, to my great
delight, for not all the company went.

We started early in the day in alarge wagon, drawn by four horses. To my young eyesit seemed that we went
straight up a perpendicular road. Some times when | looked out over the side of the wagon as far down as | could see
there was no bottom at all. Then | would hide my head in my Grandmother's lap. We would hear a bell or ahorn far up
the mountain, and as soon as we came to a spot in the road where two teams could pass we would stop and wait.
Presently another wagon going down the mountain would pass us. Some times our driver would blow a horn and soon
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we would pass awagon waiting for usto go by. Up and up we went and tighter and tighter | clung to my Grandmother.

The next thing was along, low, log building that seemed to be just one enormous dining room. It wasfilled
with bearded men in rough clothes and great boots. There was lots of noise and | felt very small indeed.

After we had eaten, we went to the hall to prepare for the performance. It was a second floor hall, over a
supply store, or more probably asaloon. In order to reach it we had to climb aflight of rickety steps on the outside of
the building, which was situated right against the side of the mountain-so, while we had to climb to get in, once there,
we could look right out on the ground on the other side. More fascinating still, we could look through the cracksin the
floor and see the cans and bottles on the shelves in the store below. There was arough platform which Harry (otherwise
'Props’) and the Y oung Man from Ohio had improvised by nailing long, heavy planks onto empty beer kegs. It was
much too high for that small room, There was no curtain, no piano and, of course, no scenery. But also there were no
chairs, nor seats of any kind. When she saw the empty hall, one of my Aunts asked, in consternation, what the audience
was going to sit on.

"Oh, each man will bring up his own chair from the dining room, Miss," was the answer.

So, without any paraphernalia of the theatre, save costumes--no curtains to divide the acts one from the other--
no furniture but awooden table and three or four kitchen chairs--no music--no footlights and only a few soot-stained
lamps hanging from the walls, we performed that quite sophisticated comedy by W. S. Gilbert, "Pygmalion and
Galated" and the sentimental little story of Edithaand her burglar, to an audience wholly of men. Men who had just
becomerich, beyond the dreams of avarice and men who came clomping, noisily up those shakey outside wooden
stairs, dragging their reserved seats behind them.

In the midst of one of the most touching scenes in Pygmalion a rocky-mountain mocking bird-otherwise a
burro-stuck his head in at the window and emitted along, loud, ear-splitting "Hee-haw, hee-haw". That was almost the
last straw for the actors, but as the audience seemed too engrossed to noticeit, after aslight ripple the play went on.

Finally, it was over. It was a glorious moon-lit night and we were to drive down that hazardous mountain road
to Aspen at once, probably to catch one of those strangely scheduled trains that only ran at midnight. We piled into the
wagon, actresses, actors, and baggage and away we went.

WE WERE HARDLY ON OUR WAY

when some one realized that the miners, jubilant over their 'strike' had plied our driver much too liberally with liquor
and that he was decidedly the worse for wear. As a consequence, we went tearing down that mountain side like mad--
and may the devil take the hindmost. If | had clung to my Grandmother going up, all the women in that wagon clung
together now. Away we went, swaying first, away out over the dark abyss below on our left, and then scraping the
mountain side on our right. It was awild ride, but in almost less time than it takes to tell it, we saw the welcome lights
of Aspen twinkling in the distance. It had taken several hoursto make the ascent but, so | have been told, we went
down in twenty minutes. Providence does seem to take care of children and fools.

Sometrains did go in the day time, for one Sunday we were snowbound. | think we had left Ogden, Utah, in
the night, and the snow overtook us. At any rate we were there — in the midst of nowhere -- in a freezingly cold car
and without food for hours, before rescuers came and took us back to Ogden in abox car. Of the ride back, where we
went, or what happened | have no memory.

But it was that same winter that we had Christmas in Park City, Utah, with the snow so high that it reached
above the second story windows of the hotel, and we went to the theatre through atunnel that was higher than Arthur
Day, the tallest man in the company.

Queer what quirks children's minds take. | remember the lovely Christmas gift my Uncle Milton and Aunt
Dolly brought me there, when, enroute to a nearby city, they spent their 'twenty minutes for refreshments" with me at
the depot. | remember how indignant | was at Madam Halka Robideaux (a member of our company who had been with
them years before) because she used up most of my precious visiting moments talking old times to them. | remember
the big snow and one of the waitresses at the hotel (she was so white—and | heard 'them' whispering that she ate
arsenic) but every thing elseis ablank.

I do not know whether it was the summer before or after this that some one decided that we would be more
prosperousif we had a brass band. My Aunts were both very much against it. They thought that brass bands belonged
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to 'shows' not to alegitimate repertoire company. But they must have been over-ruled for suddenly, we were in the
midst of acquiring a brass band. Thefirst step was to run advertisements for 'Utility men who could doublein brass' in
the New Y ork Clipper and in Harrison Grey Fiske's new theatrical paper, The Dramatic Mirror.

NOW A 'GENERAL UTILITY MAN'

was exactly what it sounds like -- an actor who could play any kind of part at all. Any one who would care to browse
through old theatrical magazines would find literally scores of 'ads' like this; "Wanted--leading man--Wanted--walking
gent--Wanted--juvenile--Wanted--general utility" all followed by the words "must doublein brass' or "who can double
inbrass’.

To explain--many traveling companies, especially minstrels and musical shows, carried with them brass
bands. My Aunts were perfectly justified, however, in their attitude. It was not done by the best legitimate companies.
But | have suspicion that our fortunes were at a rather low ebb, and needed reinforcements. And why add the expense
of abrass band? Well, to answer thisisto realize that advertising was atotally different proposition then than it is now.
There was no radio. Many western towns--large cities now--then boasted only aweekly paper, if any. So advertising
for roving artists was a problem.

'Stock paper' could be bought in New Y ork for many of the plays popular at that time. Thisincluded gaudy
three sheets and posters--lurid lithographs to lure the local theatre goers. But it was expensive. However we always
carried some of it, especialy for "May Blossom™" a play by young David Belasco, for which we had the western rights.
But for other plays we did not have the ‘rights-and this created a difficulty distinct from the mere expense of 'stock
paper' itself, adifficulty not limited to our organization. Some plays each repertoire company produced were subject to
royalty. And while copyright laws were very lax it was hardly necessary to bring yourselves so pointedly to the
attention of the authors. Asto the copyright, any one who could prove-and who couldn't--that having seen a
performance he had written his adaptation of the play from memory was exempt from penalty. These side-steppers of
royalty were known as 'pirates’.

We played Rip Van Winkle for years from a dramatization my Uncle Fred made--probably after seeing Joe
Jefferson. | always thought it was the same play until years later when | saw Jefferson, and recognized the dissimilarity.
Though to thisday | like our version better.

The advertising for the company devolved upon the ‘advance man. He would go ahead' and make
arrangements--sometimes several weeks in advance--for theatre and lodgings. If we had already played atown this
could often be done by letter. But each theatre was locally owned and each owner had to be individually interviewed
for bookings--nothing like the chain management of today. If finances were at alow ebb, sometimes the advance man
had to do his part as an actor one or two nightsin the week and then sally forth to fresh fields to line up more worlds
for usto conquer.

In any event, aweek or so before we actually invaded atown, he must visit it, see the printer, get out hand-
bills and then with paste pail and brush, and aided by afew local boys he must 'bill' the town. Thiswasliterally pasting
bills on every available post, fence-corner and wall. Good locations were worth a couple of comps—complimentary
tickets—to the Monday night performance.

Now, as publicity thisleft much to be desired and a brass band might solve areal problem. It would parade
through the town, daily, with banners and literally drum up trade. No doubt all right for some, our experience with this
type of advertising was short lived. But while it lasted my Aunts writhed and my very unmusical Uncles struggled
manfully in an effort to 'double in brass'.

UNCLE FRED GOT A BASS DRUM

and the Y oung Man from Ohio, ahorn. Tall, rangy Arthur Day found a snare drum some place, and while they were
waiting for the band to materialize they set to work to learn music in afew self taught lessons.

| think that ‘oom-pah, oom-pah’ was as far as the horn ever got, though for days weird, unmusical sounds
wafted out of the theatre windows as the would-be-impresarios |abored to master " Phantom Footsteps' and "Come
Where The Lillies Bloom So Fair". No less weird were some of the troopers that joined us to 'doublein brass'. They did
finally parade in one town. But whether it was due to my Aunts' ridicule and indignation, or whether to lack of funds
the 'doublers never became areal part of us--they--like the Arabsfolded their tents and silently faded away.
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In my blonde wig — as “Little May Blossom”

Aunt Marie and Uncle Fred as Deborah and the
Parson in “May Blossom”
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Closely connected in my mind with the band is the sudden appearance and as sudden eclipse of Mrs. Burla-
bourla-gaa. The piano player was an integral part of arepertoire company. No play was complete without its cue-
music. Thiswent out of date for a couple of decades, but has been revived and streamlined and is now known as the
theme song. Then, however, cue music was essential to a fine performance. What villain could make a proper entrance
without his 'tum-tum-tum-tum-tum or what ingenue, appear without her sprightly tune, to say nothing of the star? One
of my prize possessionsis the score of the cue music for 'The Phoenix', written by the hand of John Philip Sousa,
himself.

But to continue, our first pianist was ayoung country girl, one Nettie Lanham. Nettie was not over brilliant,
but she could play well. She was graduated from one of the mid-west conservatories of music-I think Oberlin College-
and she was with us from the beginning, anice, fat, pudgy girl. Now for some reason she was going back home. The
same Clipper advertisement requesting 'doublesin brass' may have asked for a piano player. Anyway, | was sitting on
the porch of our hotel one day when the vision of the applicant for Nettie's job hove into sight.

She was an enormous creature (perhaps to my small person alone) with aflorid complexion, and she was
dressed in asky blue satin garment that billowed all out about her like a sea cloth. On her head was a hat to match her
dress, trimmed with along white ostrich plume that floated in the breeze. She looked like a circus rider-which, indeed,
she had been. Consternation reigned. My Grandmother most subdued and modest of women, and my two Aunts, who
dressed with great discretion-making it clear they were theatrical--not 'showpeopl e'--were horrified just to look at her.
She fascinated me. | do not think | had ever seen a woman with make-up on in the day time, or on the street, before.
Whether she could play the piano or not or what became of her | do not know. | never remember seeing her but that
once, but sheisinextricably tied up in my mind with “ Phantom Footsteps”.

ANOTHER INNOVATION

that was short lived was selling pictures of the actresses and actors in the east-but more particularly of me. | think when
our first consignment of pictures was gone my Grandmother put her foot down on that. | must have been too bashful to
make much of asuccess at it. It was done as programs are sold for special productions now. Only instead of ushers,
after the announcement from the stage, | was sent out to do it. | must have sold some for | can remember getting a
lovely new coat with my 'picture money'. But | can only remember selling them twice. Perhaps after that it was done
from the box office.

It was on one of those two occasions, however, that a delightful thing happenedio me. A gentleman in the
audience who seemed to feel sorry for me--why | had no notion--not only bought my pictures but asked meif | had a
nice big doll. Now there was an idea already current in my family--fallacious to be sure--that “ Frances did not care for
dolls’, so | could answer him 'no' quite truthfully. He turned out a veritable Santa Claus. Owner of the town's general
emporium he invited me to come the very next day and receive adoll of my very own choosing as a gift from him. |
remember going timidly to the store, and how he tried quite unsuccessfully to steer me away from the loveliest doll |
had ever seen, to othersless attractive. | must say to the lasting credit of that local magnate that, though he pointed out
the good features of |ess worthy ones, when my affection would not be swerved, he kept his promise gallantly and
delivered to me the most beautiful doll in his store. Christmas was near and when that great day arrived every member
of the company contributed to Fredricka's wardrobe.

Pictures of the entire cast always stood in front of the theatre entrance. They were in alarge gold frame with a
red plush background. That, too, was considered very bad taste | ater, but with some modification of the red plush and
the gold frame, it is being done again now. These big frames and alarge tin box bearing the gay legend "The Andrews
Dramatic Company", which was called the ticket box, and from which one of my Uncles 'counted up' after each
performance, were always prominent on the railway platform with the other baggage.

Bank Night is considered another modern institution. This probably had its prototype in the large doll and the
ball and bat that were sometimes given away on Saturday afternoon to the child holding the lucky ticket. The toys spent
the week in the window of a prominent store, boldly ticketed, and were supposed to stimulate youthful matinee going.

| have spoken several times of the poor hotels--but the very fact that they were so bad gave us some of our
jolliest times. We were always having little picnics. My Grandmother carried with her atiny oil stove-just the thing for
heating milk or making coffeein her room. Her trunk was always coffee-scented. But the thing | loved best of al were
thejolly, impromptu meals that we would have in the theatres themselves, when the hotels were too impossible. One of
these | recall especially. It wasin Central City, Colorado. Central City now has one of the finest summer theatres and
summer stocks in the United States. The theatre then was a ramshackle, large wooden structure, with awide corridor
running its full width between the stage and the dressing rooms. This particular day the men rigged up, somehow, a
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long table in thiswide hall and the whole company, together with some friends who had joined us there from Idaho
Springs, had a picnic dinner. And because some place in the building there was areal cook stove, instead of the
inevitable heater, there were honest-to-goodness biscuits such as only my Grandmother could make.

NOT LONG AFTER THIS

we played in Georgetown for the first time, and from there we went to Silver Plume, and on our way crossed over a
wonderful new suspension bridge. Silver Plume was, just at that time, one of the wealthy mining campsin Colorado.
Some one remarked in my hearing, just aswe boarded the train that there were rumors that the bridge was not safe, so |
traveled over it in terror with my head well hidden in my Grandmother's lap. Now and then | would snatch a hasty |ook
out of the window at that great gorge below and then back to safety. The bridge did duty for many years and may still
be there for all | know.

There was anice hotel in Silver Plume and awhole family of children and | had a grand time. One day they
got some burros and we all went for aride far up the mountain side--but | was aterrible little coward and soon wanted
to ride back. There was also a skating rink, and init | tried my first roller skates.

My Aunts and Uncles found friends here, too, and it was not long before we went back and several times these
people came to see usin other towns. These visits from friends were not uncommon.

| remember our trip from Breckenridge to Leadville, Colorado, better than almost any other in all the time we
weretraveling. It was a steady climb, for Leadville is about ten thousand feet above sealevel, and was-perhaps still is-
the highest town in Colorado. The scenery must have been gorgeous on that narrow gage road, for | can remember
running from side to side of the car to see the deep ravines and towering snow capped peaks.

IT WASIN LEADVILLE

that | had one of the bitterest disappointments of my life. It seems strange to think how much a minor event loomed so
large on my childish horizon that | have never forgotten it, when important things made no impression on me at all.

It was all the fault of one small boy. He was a nice little boy, too. He came to the theatre on our first night to
see Rip Van Winkle. Apparently he was much impressed by my extraordinary ability for the very next day he brought
me abox of candy. He must have passed the inspection of both Aunts and Grandmother for he was, graciously, allowed
to cometo the hotel to play with me. And every night thereafter he sat in the front row at the theatre.

And, | expect to have me out from underfoot, | was often allowed, when not in the cast, to sit out in the front
row myself to watch the play. By looking through the curtain my Grandmother could assure herself that | was all right.

Also, we had come upon arelative of my Uncle Fred's here, his cousin | think. This gentleman was fond of
children and he and | made friends at once. There was awonderful trout fishery not far from Leadville and Uncle Lant,
as| called him, made arrangements to take the entire company there for afish breakfast. As grown-ups will, he
explained to me that thiswas to be my party--that he was having it just for me--and that | must not fail to wake up early
Saturday morning so | could be ready to go. We talked about it all week. | can never remember looking forward with
the same eagerness to anything, as| did to that party breakfast. Even the flowers the small boy handed me over the
footlights on Wednesday did not dim my thoughts of Saturday morning.

Friday night the boy was on the front row as usual, and, as usual, | was allowed to go out and sit there too.
Now comes the dirty work at the cross roads. There was asmall ice cream 'parlor’ next door and the little boy--heaven
knows what his name was--asked me to go there with him and have someice cream. | must have realized that | was not
supposed to leave the theatre, but | do not remember having any guilty qualm as| followed him out after the next act. |
was probably between seven and eight.

Every detail of that shabby little room; its oilcloth covered tables, itslong, slinky, soiled, cotton curtains
dividing the front from the living quarters in the back, the dingy lamps hanging on the wall, are all etched on my mind.
| do not remember who served us the ice cream, but we ate it and hurriedly returned.

| was stopped at the theatre door and wastold to go back stage at once. There my Aunts and my Grandmother
met me with stern, though sorrowful, eyes. | was properly scolded, but--and this put to rout my youthful idyll--1 was
further punished by being deprived of that lovely party Uncle Lant was giving just for me. "But", | implored, "I have to
go. It ismy party!" My Grandmother was adamant.
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The next morning | awakened and heard them all go--all but the two of us, for, of course, my Grandmother
had to forego the party, and stay with me. Perhaps they had been frightened, for Leadville was a wide open town,
saloons, gambling houses, variety halls all ablaze. | did not think of that then. Anyway | have always looked back on
that small boy with distaste and | still regret those fish | didn't get.

Amid all of these events common to the trooper's life in the crude west before the gay nineties--the
inadequate, illy-equipped play houses of the times, the bad business, the worse hotels, and the changing personnel—one
thing stands out to mein bold relief. That isthe quality of my older Aunt's determination that the productions of the
company should be as finished as our limitations would permit. Rehearsals never ceased. She struggled continuously
for artistic interpretations of her own roles; never sparing herself, she also spared no one else and was wholly intolerant
of incompetence. While | sensed then, and know now, that my Aunt Marie was much the most talented, it was the
unflagging efforts of my Aunt Gertrude that kept up the company morale. Perhaps it was because of this that we always
received enthusiastic welcome on return engagements.

LOOKING BACKWARD,

| find only afew of our changing personnel lingering in my memory. Asa Mathews isthere, though | did not like him
and was gleeful when some mischievous member caught him napping and clipped the nails he allowed--from some
queer sense of vanity—to grow two inches long on both of hislittle fingers. Another isyoung Harry Andrews, whose
devoted slave | was at the beginning. He was smitten from his pedestal by two, to me, tragic eventsin which he was
implicated. Thefirst was not his fault exactly, though | never forgave him for it. In the course of our earlier
meanderings Grace and | annexed a small, mangy kitten which we cherished with great joy for several weeks. One day,
aswe were leaving for atrain the kitten could not be located. Plunged in gloom, we had to be almost dragged away to
the depot. Unfortunately, later, | heard one grown-up tell another how the tiny thing had been, inadvertently, caught by
Harry, between two trunks and squeezed to death. The kitten's demise was sad enough-but to be crushed! It was
terrible!

Another time, he and anew pianist, Alberta Rowe by name (her nameisall | hold of her) went fishing and
took me along, for propriety | fancy. | was thrilled to catch a minnow and exhibited it to the entire company, to have
my triumph dashed, by over-hearing again, that Harry had put it on my hook when my back was turned. Perhaps if |
had not been alittle pitcher with big ears, my first idol would not have been so quickly shattered.

Others--Joe Kelly (afterwards an Irish Comedian of some note) | do not see at all, though | recall snatches of
‘come-all-ye's that he sang so gaily between the acts of "Uncle Josh Whitcomb". John Brownell (an old Shakespearian
actor) known to the company as the Duke of Bogatafor his pompous ways, still livesto me because he was responsible
for many 'blue prints' of usall, some of which | still death. The kitten's demise was sad enough--but to be crushed! It
wasterrible! cherish. Other names, and there are many in old programs and newspaper clippings which | have, awaken
in me no response at all.

We may have had the financial difficulties that beset other repertoire companies of that era; there may have
been times when our audiences were not big enough to defray our hotel bills. | suspect there were many such. The
wherewithal for railroad fares may sometimes have been minus; if so | wastoo young to appreciateit. But | have an
ideathat very often, the 'ghost did not walk' for the members of the family. And | know that even when money was
flush, there was no thought in the minds of any, that the children in the company were entitled to compensation other
than their board and keep. Salary was entirely agrown-up affair.

MY UNCLE MILTON'SMEMOIRS

have another story to tell. In his early career there wasnever enough money--pooling the resources of all the actors--to
pay the hotel bills and move on to the next town. Companies were always folding up and leaving actors stranded
according to the youthful reminiscences of the Thespians of his generation.

Uncle Milton's tale of the four singing landlords tells how, on leaving Neenah, Wisconsin, too broke to pay
the hotel bill, their landlord sent his son along to collect in Menasha. There business was no better so the M enasha
landlord likewise joined them to protect hisinterests. The next stop was Green Bay, where poor business again
prevailed. Here, by way of consolation, landlords Number One and Number Two, waxing jovial in the bar began to
sing. Soon they were joined by the proprietor of the local caravanserai and found themselves avery fair trio. So
Number Three annexed himself and went with the company to Winona, Minnesota.
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M eantime the advance agent, proceeding to Rochester to make arrangements for their arrival there, found the
hall engaged for Monday and Tuesday for some sort of a community festival. This meant two idle nights with no
income. So he offered the services of any of the company to the committeein charge. All they needed to complete their
arrangements was a quartette. So he telegraphed back to know if the Winonalandlord could sing bass. If so he said
bring them all along as he had ajob for them. Believe it or not, Landlord Number Four did sing bass in the Methodist
Choir. He did go along, and from then on the fortunes of that particular troop began to improve. Incidentally the
manager of that company was Tom Davey, father of Minnie Maddern Fiske.

Another story of Uncle Milton's not along the sameline, isthat of ayoung fellow in his company, hired as
‘props' but who was stage struck and wanted to act. Opportunity came when they needed some one for asmall bit-a
messenger who would run on and say "My Lord the carriage waits.” Props was thrilled. Already in hismind hewas a
great star. He studied hisline day after day. After rehearsal he would ask, "Did | say it all right? Was| good?' The
eventful night finally came. He dressed and made himself up with great care. In the wings waiting for his cue his
tongue clove to the roof of his mouth. He shivered with apprehension. The cue came. He rushed on. "My Lord," he
began. Stopped. Began again, "My Lord, My Lord--1 knew damn well I'd stick."

There were other numerous high lights for me-the wonderful castle in Idaho Springs where | spent a magic
week--the cloud-burst and the roses in Boulder--our sojourn with the Mormons--the great pool in Glenwood Springs—
not to mention Cottonwood L ake, high in the Rockies, where we spent a glorious vacation.

Andthenit all ended asit had begun. We were on the road. We were on the road no longer, but living once
more in Butte City, Montana. My Y oungest Aunt had a brand new baby! | was attending school at Miss Darrow's
Private Seminary. | do not know when | went. | was just there.

My Uncles were managing one of Butte's two theatres, and instead of playing | was seeing plays. The only
two that seem to cling to my memory are Brady's tank drama "Under the Gas Lights" or wasit "After Dark" ?-and Clara
Morrisin "MissMoulton".

Thelittle girl had ceased to be atrooper.

Her barnstorming dayswere over.
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School
By Frances Nelson Tillman

It was not until | was nearly ten that | had my first introduction to anything resembling formal education.
We had returned to Butte and the Company had disbanded — all because my Aunt was about to have a baby.

The town had grown tremendously even during the time we had been away. But it was, still, little more than a
huge mining-camp where shacks and shoddily constructed houses rubbed elbows with the less than half-dozen
ostentatious residences of the new silver and cooper millionaires. It sprawled up and down over precipitous hills on one
side of Missoula Gulch and, now, we lived across the newly built bridge which crossed that ‘ giant’ s ditch’ on asmall
plateau that was in process of becoming a ' residential development.’ It was so new that its streets and side-walks could
be seen only in imagination or, perhaps, on the blueprints of the real estate company; and, so far, only three of the
dwellings suggested in those drawings had been erected.

Our house was the one nearest the bridge. The sheer drop from its brink into the seemingly bottomless gorge,
which that bridge spanned was, in my Grandmother’s mind, a constant menace to my safety. She always watched me
over when | went to school and was there to meet me when | came back.

A block farther west — or what would have been a block had then been aroad by which to measure —was
another house. Thisone, dlightly larger than ours, was the home of four gay young bachelor engineers and an
impressive, stately greyhound.

The third dwelling, which was about the same distance from our back stoop, was more pretentious. It had the
added embellishment of awhite fence around the rear of itsyard, which gave it an enchanting air of secrecy and
aloofness. It was inhabited by a sweet young woman who liked little girls and | was allowed — sometimes —to go and
have teawith her. Her husband lived there also, but if he appeared while | was visiting | made a hasty exit and
scampered quickly home. | do not remember that she ever came to our house but by and by she had a baby.

No trees! No grass! Just lonely houses on aflat table-land, separated from the hilly, hustling, bustling, money-
mad, fortune-grabbing embryonic city, by an abysmal gulch, the result of some prehistoric earthquake that cracked the
land asunder.

About half amile away from us—but, in that rarefied air, seeming much nearer, -- was a weather-beaten
squatter’ s shack in which lived aqueer little old Irish woman, who was, quite successfully, defying the land company
to evict her. She had a marvelous brogue and a keen sense of humor and furnished many a chuckle for the grown-ups
but | was more than a bit afraid of her myself. To me, filled as my mind was with Fairy tales, she almost smelled of fire
and brimstone, and the broom behind her door looked asif it might have taken her on many a moonlight ride. Poor
thing! She must have been ‘keening’ for her native soil, and being lonesome, she would beckon mein to get a cookie or
crumpet. | wastoo timid to refuse, but | went with pleasurable tingles of alarm.

Deplorable is probably a mild word for the school situation in Butte up to thistime. But now there was afine
new brick edifice and in it, when it opened, | had my initiation in Public School. When | reached home after my first
confused and bewildering day, my Grandmother and my Aunts were aghast at the condition of my new coat and hat.
But when | explained that we all piled our ‘things' together on the floor of the teacher’ s platform, they were so
incensed that my Grandmother went to school with me the next morning. There she learned that, unaccountably, no
provision had been made in the building for cloak rooms and ‘ until something could be done about it" we would all
have to drop our hats and coats on the floor and scramble for them as best we could at recess and home-going time.

But my Grandmother was more resourceful than the teacher was, and after she had expounded the law in her
most authoritative great-lady manner, atable was produced and some of the wraps (at least mine) were put on that.

Our household was not the only indignant one in Butte. That school house was a city-wide scandal. But |
cannot imagine that her firm stand endeared my Grandmother’ s granddaughter to the teacher.

The scholars were amotley crew, and to a child who had spent her life entirely surrounded by loving adults,
they were painfully frightening. But it was the impact of the sight of all those hats in the same pile with mine that kept
my Grandmother madly busy for days frantically combing my hair in afierce and determined (and | might add,
successful) effort to forestall any attempted ‘ bougee’ invasion.
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My third day there was my last!

In that short time | had unconsciously, to my utter dismay, drawn down upon myself, the animosity of the
school’ s chief girl bully. At what she took umbrage | have no idea. | have no way of knowing, but | do not think that |
was a particularly aggressive child, and in my nervousness at going to school for the first time, and among all those
strangers, | am sure that | had no desire to arouse enmity in anyone's bosom. But something | said, or perhaps an
appraising or adisdainful look cast in her direction must haveirked this girl twice my size. At any rate flanked by
many cohorts, that third afternoon, just outside the school house door, she stepped belligerently in front of me and
wanted me to fight her then and there.

Now fighting, despite my one previous encounter, held no especial allure for me. | had no feeling of fury, nor
even of indignation against this big, fat, pudgy blusterer. In fact the very sight of her scared the wits completely out of
me. To add to my fright her clague was now dancing around us, and lustily hissing out warning to me about her
prowess — how strong she was and what awicked fighter!

“Guess you don’'t know who sheis, do you?”

“DO YOU?

“Why can fight any body round here!” they yapped.
“Hey, sheisstrong, sheis!”

“She’'s GOING to be A PRIZE FIGHTER!”

“HER MOTHER S A PRIZE FIGHTER!”

All thistime | was cravenly backing away from my tormentors. Finally, with the sound of their derisive jeers
following after me | turned and ran as fast as my quivering, cowardly legs would let me. | never stopped until, on the
other side of Missoula Gulch, | plunged, sobbing convulsively, into the arms of my waiting Grandmother.

Of course | knew that | could never go back to that school. | was fully convinced that if | did | would be
beaten to a pulp. | was confident that *her’ prize-fighting mama would come and finish me up if the daughter by any
mis-chance of strange fortune should fail to kill me.

I must have been able, by tears and entreaties, to convince my family. My Grandmother’ s visit and her disgust
with the school and the teacher may have added weight to my beseechings, for | was not forced to return.

Miss Darrow’ s Private Academy was the only alternative. How alittle girl belonging to strolling players was
admitted to that select flock is not very mysterious when the polyglot population of Butte istaken into consideration.
Then, too, we were not without influential friends. Among these were the Dixon’s and the Largy’ s and the Tupper’s.
The latter no longer lived in the Electric Light plant, but had, what seemed to me very palatial quarters. | think they
were over the Bank. They had also acquired, in our absence, a baby so my visits to them were neither so entertaining
nor so frequent as they had been when | was smaller and the sole object of their attention.

Miss Darrow’s Academy, a steep climb half way up one of Butte’s innumerable hills, was a gaunt, battle-gray
frame house, two building lots wide. Its front was deceptive, however, for it was only two rooms deep. The first floor
was divided into four bleak and cheerless class rooms. To these Miss Darrow, a spinster, and also rather bleak, and her
micawberesque father, descended, daily, from their Olympian living quarters above to teach the three R’ s to the young
elite of Butte. Doors at the rear of the school rooms opened on a barren fenced-in back yard, wherein, asin all that city,
no green thing grew, but into which we were ‘let out’ for recess.

So once more, thistime accompanied by an Aunt —and warned, most unjustly, against picking quarrels—|
was started off to school.

I may have, indeed surely, | must have learned SOMETHING at Miss Darrow’s, but | do not know what —
unlessit was the fickleness of man. Almost at once | had abeau. Why | took hisfancy | cannot say, but his chief
attraction for me was not his good looks, though he was a sweet little boy, but my admiration for the onion thin paper
onwhich he‘did hislessons. Hisfather had a stationery store, and | plainly started gold digging right then and there.
It wouldn’t be surprising for the very air of Butte wasfilled with the infection of it. At any rate, after school one day, |
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walked ‘up town’ with him and waited while he persuaded his father to give him some of that precious paper for me. It
took some time, and my Grandmother, waiting, like Horatius at the Bridge, grew alarmed at my delayed arrival and
camein search of me. My youthful romances had away of pushing me into punishments. The next time the family
went to visit the gay young bachelors and their beautiful greyhound | was left at home.

That sorrow was alleviated somewhat because the boy — I wish | could remember his name — still continued to
bring me fond offerings of that fascinating, precious paper, until one sad day, my seat mate, by what invidious snares |

have forgotten, lured him and his paper away from me. | think it was poetic judgment, because he had been her beau
before | came upon the scene.






On the Patuxent
By Frances Nelson Tillman

We have had adventures of many kinds—gay and jolly, pleasant and perilous, strenuous and irksome — on the
Chesapeake Bay and waters tributary to it, but one laborious and weird experience tops them all.

In the dog days of August 1911, after a series of week ends during which we had canoed up and down most of
theinlets, rivers and creeks emptying into the Bay, from Bush River to the Severn, we decided to take atwo week’s
trip down the Patuxent. At the time we were camping on alittle knoll of government land, about three miles from the
Naval Academy, so early on ablistering hot Monday morning we paddled to the old Annapolisbridge. Therethe
bridge-keeper gave us permission to change our clothesin histiny house, and we made ourselves presentable for a
walk into Annapolis.

On our way we found afarmer who agreed —for a price —to cart our canoe to the freight office, where we
arranged to have it shipped to Meyer’ s Station which, on the map, was the nearest point, by rail, from Annapolisto the
Patuxent. The next train wasn't due until late afternoon but we hurried back, under the broiling sun to await the farmer.
When he arrived we hoisted canoe and paraphernaliainto hiswagon, and once more, 00zing perspiration from every
pore, trudged back to the little city. There we shopped for enough food to last us several days, with the addition of fish
we would catch, and the vegetables, chickens and eggs that, optimistically, we expected to buy from the friendly
farmers along the shore.

We had been assured that the Patuxent was navigable, at least for a canoe, from Meyer’s Station to Solomen’s.
We found, later, that it was hazardous to put it mildly, to put any faith in assurances of the farm folk in that part of
Maryland. It wasn't that they prevaricated, we just didn’t speak the same language. The words they used meant one
thing to them and another to us. Automobiles, still raritiesin cities, were practically unknown in the hinterland and very
few of the people we contacted had been more than astone” throw from their own door-steps and their sense of
judgment of distance was just non-existent.

Making certain that our impediments were safely in the freight car we boarded the W.B.& A’s afternoon train,
and arrived, about an hour later, at Meyer’ s Station. We had expected to find a small settlement — at any rate a house or
two — and surely ageneral store. But the time table was explicit — there was a small wooden railroad station and that
wasall.

A be-gallowsed, tobacco chewing, barefoot station master, in reply to our questions, and after inspecting our
canoe — and us— mistrustfully, said the nearest farm house was ‘ about-a-half-en-mile’ and the river ‘ about-two-mil€e’.
He spat contemplatively into the great out of doors, and reckoned that we could ‘ get-Jim-an-his-boys-to-tote-1 T-fer-us.’
Asfor him, thetrain wasin and he was ‘agoin’ home, which he proceeded to do.

We stood on the tiny platform and watched him disappear in the distance, then surveyed the countryside,
naked of habitation, looked at our canoe, our oilcloth duffle bags, our carefully rolled tent and our food. Y ears before
Samantha Allen had written atale of ‘apleasure exertion’ and this seemed about to become just that. It was nearing six
0’ clock and was unspeakably hot! We had made that grilling trip to and from the bridge and Annapolis three times! We
just could not lug our canoe and all of our traps two milesto ariver shore, make camp, and get our supper before dark.
It was unthinkable!

Asthe possible lesser of two evils we pulled the boat off the platform, turned it upside down over our
belongings and started in the general direction the station man’s thumb had indicated when he implied that Jim might
be ahelp to us. His‘mile-en-a-half’ had |lengthened into over two when we reached the farm, and vaunted Maryland
hospitality didn’t shine too brightly on a pair of dusty. Parched, fatigued, and trampish vacationers.

The unkempt farmer we finally located eyed us suspiciously. After we stated our errand he hemmed and
hawed. He couldn’t understand at all. Why we waited to get to theriver. In fact he was dubious about us and the whole
affair. But at ast, after much conversation he ‘allowed’ that he and his sons would bring their wagon for usIN THE
MORNING.

A slightly leering incredulity overspread his sweaty and tobacco stained visage when we told him that we
would pitch our tent and camp near the station for the night and that he would find us there when he came.



The simoonish dusk of a sweltering day was merging into atorrid darkness when we returned to the tiny
station. We dragged the canoe a short distance into likelier cache, and carrying aload of stuff began to look for a
bedding down place. Tramping about a bit we located a spot that, in the now almost compl ete darkness, appeared all
right. It was in the middle of afield with no friendly trees for shelter, but we were too hot and too tired to be choicey.
Infact it was so dark and we were so exhausted that we didn’t even put up the tent. We just spread it on the ground,
wrapped oursel ves in mosquito netting and prayed it would cool off enough so we could sleep. Surprisingly, in spite of
the hoot owl in the distance, the musical mosqguitoes around our heads, the tiny field mice scurrying near us, or the
possible snakes slithering about, we did just that!

Sleeping in the open is conducive to early rising. The minute the sun comes over the horizon it strikes you full
in the face and you are wide awake. Also, though the bosom of Mother Earth had fine poetical signification there are
softer beds. We disentangled ourselves from our mosqguito nets, and when we became oriented, discovered that we had
preempted the middle of afine field of buckwheat for our sleeping quarters. Fearing that it might belong to our
skeptical farmer, and trampling all over it could be prejudicial to getting our canoe to the river, we erased, as well as
we could, the depredations that we had done. Then we sat on the station platform and ate a breakfast of fruit, bread and
cheese out of our lunch basket, and waited for ‘ Jim and hisboys'.

They came about seven. Richard helped them pile our belongingsin their cart, and we all followed it on foot
down a narrow path that lost itself after we left the clearing and entered the dense woods that lined the river’ s edge.
There we found ourselves struggling through thick forest undergrowth. We pushed along for another half amile.

At theriver the farmer dumped the canoe, accepted his remuneration, looked at us asif to say ‘ good-riddance-
of-bad-rubbish’ and left us without more ado. The two boys, however, couldn’t hide the curiosity in their eyes. |
suspect that it was the female of the species that made them gape at us as if we were zanies. Two men | think would
have been taken more for granted.

We looked around to get our bearings, and found, that though we had so shortly left a perfectly good
buckwheat field, we might now, easily imagine ourselvesin aforeign jungle. A muddy little stream, not many yards
wide, littered with fallen branches, gurgled along at our feet. Huge trees on each bank, met over head to shut out the
sun but not the heat. The atmosphere was oppressive, and fetid with the odor of rotting wood. The earth was soft and so
muddy that our feet were sucked into it, not a breath of air rippled the water or stirred the leaves.

We dlid the heavily laden canoe into the muddy trickle of water and Richard held it while |l got in. He
followed and we pushed off. We were wringing wet with perspiration but we were, finally, on the Patuxent, and all set
for along leisurely paddle, ‘til we should come to agood fishing spot. A sharp turn in theriver cut us off from along
vista, but we were confident that as soon as we rounded that curve we would not have to keep pushing debris away
with our paddles, but would reach open water.

We were much too sanguine! At that turning the first disappointment of aday full of tantalizing
disillusionments awaited us. Less than twenty feet before us a great tree had been uprooted on one bank of the river and
had fallen completely across, its top resting on the opposite side.

Wheat to do now? Could we push the canoe under the tree or would we have to lift it over? In any case we
couldn’t stay init. After considerable debate | climbed — propelled from behind by Richard — out on the prostrate tree.
He followed and after he had, laboriously, finagled the boat under the recumbent Monarch of the forest, we dlid
cautiously back into it. How we did it without upsetting | don’t know.

Again we looked ahead for the lovely river. It wasn't there. The thing ahead of uswasn’t ariver at all. — It was
just a conglomeration of logs and branches and trees dropped into and filling a false, designing little minx of a stream
that was to lead us on hour after hour, always beguiling, always raising our hopes that the next turn would bring usinto
an open, gently flowing current.

Now, however, we paddled all of five minutes before the debris became once more impassable. Thistime the
tree was smaller and would not bear our weight — or so we thought — and the only way to get past it wasto clamber up
on theright shore, yank the boat up after us, shove it along the muddy bank and launch it again. Thiswas no cool and
easy task, for the bank was soft and spongy and caught at our feet and held them like enormous slimy hands.

Another short paddle and, ahead, another tree straddled the water. As we approached thisone, | et out one
blood curdling yell and nearly capsized us. For just when we could almost touch it, two long snakes — moccasins —
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gracefully unwound themselves and slithered lazily off the trunk into the water. Thiswas only the first time we saw
them do that. It became a common occurrence as the day wore on.

It was acircuitous little stream, and at each turning we would expect it to be better only to find it worse.
Richard finally suggested that | walk for awhile and that he would just wade and push the canoe until we came to open
water. He loaded therifle and handed it to me ‘just in case’. The shore was so soggy that to get any footing | had to
walk into the woods, away from the bank. The flies and mosquitoes were more vicious on land than they had seemed in
the boat. When the trees and the underbrush got too thick | couldn’t see the stream, and we had to call and ‘hello’ back
and forth to locate one another. The still lonesome of the deep wood, the stifling heat, and the snakes that would glide
unexpectedly across my path, suddenly terrified me. My city bred soul rebelled and | rushed, panic stricken, back to my
companion. The difficulties of the river were preferable to those of the land.

Not long after this a short stretch of open water allowed usto peddlie easily for atime. It didn’t last. The going
became even more strenuous and we were forced back to our first tactics. Only, now, as often as possible | would stay
in the canoe and grab and hold fast to the obstruction, while Richard, whose clothes could hardly be wetter, would get
out into the stream and pull or push usclear. This continuing procedure not only added to our griminess but, worse,
ruined much of our recently purchased food.

And thirsty! Wetried grape juice, and sucked all the oranges we had, only to thirstier than ever.

Finally we spied on the left bank atiny clearing where, we thought, we could land and eat a bite of lunch.
Richard nosed the boat into the mud, stepped out and offered me ahand for help. As | put my foot up | looked down
and saw | was setting it right in the middle of a coiled moccasin. | fell back into the boat with a splash —too frightened
thistimeto yell. Richard jumped after me and hurriedly paddled to mid-stream, where he administered first aid, and
where slowly drifting we managed to eat some watersoaked crackers and atin of fruit.

The hours wore on. It grew hotter, more humid and more sultry. Increasing sunburn and sharp biting flies
added to our discomfort. And the thirst! Slowly and laboriously we worked our way southward. As the afternoon drew
on there was a perceptible widening of the stream and the clearer stretches lengthened slightly. This and the sight of a
flock of white herons gave alift to our spirits. On both sides the shore was still low and marshy and we began to
wonder what chance we had to reach a spot of high ground on which to camp.

Then suddenly ablack, ominous cloud over spread the sun. A sudden scurrying breeze shook awake the
somnolent leaves and all the forest began to whisper about the coming of a storm. We paddled more industriously,
scanning both banks for a possible clearing. The wind grew stronger and the water swifter as we rounded another curve
and — glory be—ahill, our first loomed up to the | eft of us.

One hill might mean others farther on, with, possibly, better landings —for this one, in the gathering murk,
was distorted and forbidding. The current, now more rapid, carried us along past a small jutty of land on which aman —
the first human we had seen since morning —was hastily peeling off his clothes apparently preparing for aswim.

Weyelled at him as we went by, but he paid no attention.

Suddenly the deepening darkness was illumined by ajagged streak of yellow lightning and big globs of rain
splattered in the boat before we heard the far off rumbling thunder. This decided us. Quickly we maneuvered the canoe
around, and hollering at the dis-robing man paddled for his tiny promontory which seemed the only possible landing
place.

Finally spying us, he got hastily back into his britches as we pushed and pulled the boat up on the bank, and
yelled questions at him lustily. The canoe out of the water we went expectantly toward him. He began running up and
down gesticulating madly. First he would point to the canoe, then to the sky, and then to the river, and then he would
doit al over again, finishing off each time with awide sweep of hisarms and the weirdest noise that sounded like
“WOO—O0O—ASH, WOO—OO-ASH".

At last we realized that, although deaf and dumb, he was trying to warn us that the storm would carry our boat
down stream unless we dragged it much higher and secured it more firmly. Thiswe quickly did.

With no expectancy of further help or information from him, we started climbing to find a place to camp. The
man watched us intently, then ran swiftly ahead, and beckoning us to follow, showed us awell worn path.
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By now we sensed that our guide was not only a deaf mute but was also aforeigner. He was barefooted and
wore only two garments — along dark blue denim smock and a pair of cotton pants.

We had each taken an arm full of luggage and with that made our way up the steep hill asfast aswe could
hampered as we also were by our soaked garments and water-logged shows. The wind was increasing in vel ocity;
forked lightning and reverberating thunder came in ever lessening intervals; big drops of rain still fell intermittently —a
summer deluge was in the making.

Before we reached the crest of the hill our guide vanished.

We saw, not far away, asingle square, unfinished house. From away beyond came two men, running —
probably trying to beat the storm home. They were hard looking customers, but after a day of watery adventuring, and
in our sodden camping garb we undoubtedly appeared more dubious to them than they to us.

We stopped them to inquire if they thought there would be any objection to our camping in the near by
orchard. They answered, gruffly, that it did not belong to them, but they reckoned not, and giving us a suspi cious once
over they hustled away, keeping wary eyes on us, over their shoulders as they went.

We dumped our duffle bags under abig apple tree. A woman appeared out of nowhere. | attempted to talk to
her but she seemed to understand no English. She disappeared as suddenly as she had come. Richard started on arun
down the hill to bring up the tent and whatever else he could carry. The big drops of rain changed to a steady drizzle. |
huddled close to ahuge tree for what shelter it afforded, when a small bareheaded girl came rushing at me, her hair
standing rigidly out behind her in the wind.

My MAMA say you cometo MYHOUSE. Rain ver’ bad! Y ou keep dry in MYHOUSE. She shouted, with
great dramatic fervor, above the boom of the wind.

Then wetter and sweatier than ever, Richard came panting up the hill, with his heavy burden. | told him what
the child had said. Even at that distance the house was strangely uninviting. It was only five o’ clock on a summer
afternoon and ordinarily we would have had several hours of daylight to make camp. But now it was practically dark.
The thunder waxed louder and more threatening and, even as we consulted, avivid flash of lightning cut the sky in half
from horizon to horizon, and the tempo of the rain grew faster. | could visualize a fruitless struggle to raise our tent,
against thisrushing gale.

Meantime the child, tugging at my skirt, had never stopped her chant. “MYMAMA say you come to
MYHOUSE. Rain bad! You keep dry in MYHOUSE.”

“It can’t be worse than this,” | suggested and Richard, too done in to resist, began to fill his arms once more
with baggage. | did likewise and we went, half hurried along by the wind, across the field, after the scurrying child, to
MYHOUSE.

We hesitated at the gate, as an emaciated dog barked at us viciously, but the child urged us on. Two scrawny
chickens flapped disgruntedly from the window sills at our approach. When we stepped through the doorway and
Richard, dumping hisload on the floor, started hurriedly back to get what we had left under the tree, | was sorely
tempted to grab up all the things and fly after him. One glimpse and one SMELL and | knew that the Bard wasright. It
would have been better for usto have bourne theills we had. But the thought of Richard’ s sun-parched weary
countenance, the pounding of the rain on the roof, and the angry grumblings of the thunder made *any port in a storm’
acceptable.

MYMAMA, who shooed a bedraggled chicken out as she hurried me in, was the woman who had appeared
and disappeared so startingly in the orchard. Hanging to her Mother-Hubbard, and staring, open mouthed, at me from
its shelter was a bevy of young children of varying ages, and in her arms she held the smallest one of all. Behind them
in the semi-darkness stood the deaf mute man, with his hand on the head of a mangy, white and black spotted hound
that looked none too friendly.

The room in which we stood was empty save for one dilapidated kitchen chair, and along hewn, hand made
table, flanked on each side by equally primitive benches. One of these, nailed to the wall was low, for the children and
the other was the proper height for adults.



The elfin child, who had fetched us, pushed the lone chair at me. Her Mother shook her head, and spoke in
some kind of sign language to him-whose-swim-we-had-interrupted and he went out, returning almost at once with an
ancient wooden rocker in a sad state of disrepair. With many gestures and much head shaking they insisted that | sit on
that. | tried it with misgivings, but it did hold me.

The windows in the room — perhaps never opened were now, at any rate shut tight against the downpour; the
air was stifling, and the smell — rank, rancid and moldy —was like nothing | had ever sniffed before. Now have | ever
smelled its like since. It was awful! | could not determine what it wasnor where it came from. | was still trying to
identify it, when, just as Richard re-appeared, the storm, as though it had gone berserk with too great delay, with one
horrendous clap of thunder burst the clouds asunder and the rain came down in torrents.

Gratitude for the shelter made the smell no less nauseating. Richard said the new white wash, still wet on the
walls, furnished one element. The pigs, dogs and chickens, which, it was apparent, had the run of the house when the
door was open, together with a passing skunk might be accountable for others. But we agreed that all of these
combined couldn’t produce a stench so foul. When it grew wholly unbearable | would bury my nosein my
handkerchief, and long for the time when the rain would slacken so | could stick my head out of the window and really
breathe.

We had to carry on such conversationsin half whispers and very fast to outwit our sharp-eared and eagle-eyed
littleinterpreter.

MYMAMA, the man, and all the other children sat on their respective benches, or stood near by, staring at us
with wide unsmiling eyes. | began to feel sorry for thelionsin the Zoo and have never been able to look at them with
any pleasure since.

Thelittle girls sidled stealthily up behind us and felt of our clothes. They all, including MYMAMA wore just
one garment. In the case of the smaller children | think that even that one had been hastily put on when MY MAMA
had run back from the orchard to send her oldest with the offer of hospitality.

If the rest were silent, not so the self appointed proprietor of the family. She kept a constant prattle of
information interspersed with questions. “Me,” pointing proudly to herself, “me ‘merican.” She could ‘spik Inlish’
because she went to school. That she looked with contempt on her foreign family was all too evident. What their
nationality was we never could decide. With our combined smattering of French and German we knew that it was
neither of those. Neither was it Spanish nor Italian. Our final guess was Hungarian.

Whatever they were, they werenot Maryland! With the rushing wind shaking the house, with the rain beating
on the roof, with the thunder and the lightning tearing the world asunder — and the smells, and the queer speechless
man, and the wide eyed apathetic children peering solemnly at us out of the gloom we seemed, to have been spirited
out of al reality into some strange, night-mareish country.

Suddenly MYMAMA burst forth loudly, all in one word,

“Mine-hospital-ess-died. Mine-hospital-ess-died.”

It was the only English she attempted during the entire time but having said it once, she repeated it every now
and then. After several repetitions Richard said sharply,

“Do you suppose she means her husband is dead?”

“Ya Yal” she shook her head delightedly.

“Yes, Yes! MINEPAPA!” said our small expounder. “He was died in hospital.”
“But who is the man who can’t talk, who just went out?’ | ventured.
“MINEONKLE heis. MINEPAPA’s bruder heis.”

Thereis no way to indicate the intense possessiveness of that ‘MY’ and ‘MINE' —MYMAMA — MINEPAPA
—MINEBABY.
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The storm continued relentlessly. The awful odor grew more sickening. The shadows in the closed room
deepened. The outlandish, silent family seemed to surround and suffocate us. Also we were really hungry. Small
wonder, after the sketchy meals we had been having ever since the morning before. Perhaps our outlook would be
brighter, and even the smell less obnoxious if we ate something. But what?

We wearily disentangled our food containers from our heap of belongings. Most of the perishable food,
including bread and cake, we had thrown out as we landed. There was still some water soaked cookies and some
mashed bananas. These we passed out to the children who looked at them with awe.

A slab of bacon and abag of cornmeal, while, nutritious, were not very appealing raw. There was a box of
canned goods and of these the most appetizing seemed to be baked beans. We found a can opener and two spoons and
proceeded to eat a can of them and afew soft ginger-snaps we had held out on the children.

MYMAMA, who had slipped away, now returned bringing the supper for her family. It consisted of a hug |oaf
of dark bread and aten quart pail partly full of warm fresh milk. They eat took their mugs and sat on the benches at the
table. She cut the bread into hunks suited to their sizes, and then doled out the milk.

Before she did this, however, she offered us each amug of milk. The squalor of the place, plus that vile smell
made it impossible for us to have drunk or eaten anything she might give us. We refused as graciously as we could,
trying to make the little one understand, so she could relay it to them, that wenever drank milk.

It was quite dark when they had finished their frugal meal and we our can of beans. (Just in passing | would
liketo say that it was twenty years before either of us could ever eat beans again —and not, even then, with relish.)

MYMAMA took the empty pail out, and came back at once with two brass candle sticks from which lighted
tallow dips made feeble efforts to dispel the gloom. | caught my breath. How and by what strange chance came this
forlorn, poor, illy-clad, illy-housed, undernourished foreign woman with two such treasures? Those candl esticks were
lovely! An antique collector’s dream! How came she by them? Were they, perhaps, the last mementos left to her of
better timesin some far country? That question intrigues me still.

At the moment fatigue, and nausea produced by that abominable, deadly malodorousness dulled all interest in
such afind. All | wanted was fresh air and more fresh air; after that, sleep and surcease from all those watching eyes.

The virulence of the storm seemed to be diminishing, but the rain still beat a heavy tattoo over our heads. |
went to the door to get awhiff of clean night air, but, as on my previous attempts, MYMAMA'’s daughter dragged me
back.

“Too wet. No go, no go! Wegiveyou MY BED and we sleep here.”

It took along time to convince her — and through her her family —that we would not take their bed. We could
visualize but one. We would, we said at last, spread our tent on the floor and sleep there if we might.

“No, no!” that would never do. At least they would give us a mattress and, before we knew what it was al
about, MINEONKLE had the mattress in the room. One look was enough. We spent more time assuring them that we
werevery gueer and strange people. We never slept on mattresses or beds. We always put our tent on the floor and
slept on that. Whether they believed us or not we could not know, but finally MINEONKL E dragged the mattress
away.

That settles, | wished wearily, to Richard, that | could go to bed that instant.

“Oh,” said the small one graciously, “go right ahead, we don’t mind.”

MYMAMA, who had, apparently put the baby to sleep, camein, now, carrying alog nearly four feet long.
What for | couldn’t imagine, but | soon learned. It was her bread mixer. Hollowed out like atrough, one end wasfilled

with flour. Some of this she mixed into dough in the other end and | eft it theretorise.

This seemed to be the last chore of the day, for, just when we had convinced outsel ves that they intended to
spend the night in this room, she regimented them for retreat.



Once more they urged the mattress upon us, but we took the tent from its bag, and showed them how we
would put it on the floor and sleep onit. Shaking their heads dubiously at such incredulous behavior they filed, with
backward glances, out of the room. Twice in the next few minutes the small one popped back to make sure we had not
escaped, but finally there was quite.

Even the rain had changed tempo, and was falling more gently. The thunder and the lightning had ceased.
With our hosts safely away we opened the windows and spread the tent as close to one of them as possible. For along
time we stood listening to the shrill night whisperings, and trying to cleanse ourselves of the pervading poisonous odor
by inhaling the sweet rain refreshed air. The effort was hopeless. That smell awakened us time after time in the hours
that followed. It was days before we felt free of it, and even now | have only to reconstruct the scene in my mind to
smell it.

As, at least we succumbed, and got down on our hard pallette we warned each other that we must be up at the
crack of dawn before those hawk eyed children ganged up on us. But we need not have worried, because, in spite of
our exhaustion, our sleep was not too sound. First there was the smell, then rats sneaked out of corners and ran hither
and thither, and at least one cat jumped in at the window to stalk them. We must have slept afew minutes however, for
| was suddenly aware of the crowing of a cock and a chicken flew up on the window sill, flapped its wings and looked
at uscuriously.

It was a beautiful morning. Just the day for adventure. To their astonishment we were spruced up, packed, and
ready to leave when the family came trooping in on us.

We bought the chicken that had flown into our room while we were dressing — thanked our strange and
bewildered hosts and, piloted by MINEONKLE, went down the long hill to our boat and another hot, wet, turbulent but
sweet smelling day.

Fish wares — rubbish —trees — litter of all kinds still impeded our progress. But by noon we found another hill.
Wild Turkey we called it, because they were all around us. Here we pitched our tent in a clearing, rested, washed our
clothes and cooked our chicken, but with the recollection of that unholy smell still in our nostrils turned against it and
threw it to the birds and flies.

Twenty four hours later once more we proceeded on our adventuring way down the now opening, ever
widening and finally beautiful Patuxent.
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A Day of David
By Frances Nelson Tillman

| am the mother of David!

| am also the mother of Dick and Lee and James; yet this has never seemed to bring upon me the
commiseration of my friends or the reproaches of my relatives. To be the mother of Dick and Lee and Jamesis —well it
isto be the mother of Dick and Lee and James. An arduous enough task!

But to be the mother of David!

Thisislike mothering awhirlwind! It is being guardian to an inquisitive thistledown and, at the sametime,
chief stage hand for amoving picture thriller. Tranquility, as well as ennui do not come within his orbit, nor does
monotony. Life in the house with David is always strenuous — and varied!

David isan egoist. Heis hisown law. Conventions have no part in his philosophy. ‘Itisn’ done means nothing
in hisyoung life. Hisfearlessdemands of ‘| don’t want to!" are, to him, the Alpha and Omega of all reason.

Itisdifficult, even by awide stretch of the imagination, to connect with that adorable, innocent-clinging-
sleepy-early-morning demand for * Motter’, the dirty-faced-self-asserting-independent mite of aggressive masculinity
with its mid-morning demand for ‘ something-lots of something to eat!” For David never requests. Some of his demands
are couched asquestions—that isall.

It isan experience to dress David in the morning. The experience would, of course, be more ecstatic could it
be delayed until areasonable hour. But despite the hankerings for lost slumber, his exuberance, his exultation in so
cleverly having waked himself up, his rapturein just being, by their spontaneity communicate themselvesto me. First a
few sleepy kisses and atight hug- then awide awake David! After that, whenever | can manage to hold his eel-like
elusiveness long enough to slip agarment on him | also snatch a semi-satisfying ‘bear hug’.

Heison my lap, and on the bed, and on the floor al at once, a veritable butterfly, flitting always just out of
my reach. He is the very antithesis of James, who is slow and phlegmatic in action and thought, as though he measured
theresult of hisevery word and deed. David, on the contrary, moves to the lilt of inaudible music — light opera
melodies all, that keep him tripping and dancing with their fascinating rhythm.

Y et there is no gainsaying the fact that the early morning furnishes the most satisfactory time in my day of
David. It isthen that we are most in harmony. But even these blissful minutes of concord are usually jarred by David's
insistent demands for bread.

David's main purposein lifeisto consume food. As anatural consequence it becomes my maternal duty to
keep that consumption within the limits prescribed by health. This makes of my youngest son and me constitutional
enemies — he always seeking that he may devour; | always on the alert lest he elude my vigilance. And when the day is
done | suspect we manage to balance up just about fifty-fifty.

There are mothers, | know, whose simple word islaw — even to their youngest born. They have my humble
admiration and my deepest envy -—and sometimes, also, my sympathy. These wise women have been able to correl ate
their theories and their practices and bring up their familiesin the way they should go. Asto myself and my theories—
and when | wasfirst married | owned all the stock in the Theory Corporation, Limited —we have parted company.
True, | am clinging desperately to afew fine, gilt-edged ones on which | hopeto liquidate at alater period of the
children’slives. But the onesfor their baby time have vanished, and, already | am beginning to have doubtful qualms
asto the validity of the others.

Dick will always have my especial sympathy, because by some mysterious intervention he survived ayear of
pure theory application. Later Lee camein for alesser share, and even James was a victim in diminishing degree for
theoretical endeavor. Asto David, those remaining theories, that, on hisarrival | may still have cherished in my bosom,
his tumultuous personality has rent asunder.

But to arrive at yesterday!



I choose yesterday for my chronicle, not because it was vitally different from other days, but because its
details are still fresh with me and free from the entanglements of myriad incidents that would crowd together into days
longer past. For thisreason | chooseit, not as one might erroneously gather, because it was more strenuous, or its
events more diversified than David’ s usual day — or mine. Y esterday, today, tomorrow — any day —isjust aday to
David and all timeisonly grist for him to grind into action.

When he was fully clothed, washed and brushed as to hair and teeth, and, after unproductive demands for
bread-before-breakfast he went down stairs. This but dimly describes his precipitate descent made, triumphantly, on his
stomach, head foremost — a precarious undertaking even for one of hisyears and pliability.

Callsfor assistance from Dick and Lee and James put David, for a short time from my mind —if achild is ever
entirely out of the mind of its mother. At any rate he was not under my watchful eyes.

Suddenly the terrorized wails of our poor pussy smotetheair. | saw ‘poor’ advisedly. What animal is not
‘poor’ that isthe property of four small boys—the oldest ‘just turned seven’ and the youngest scarcely three.

Theyowlsincreased alarmingly, and | went to the head of the stairs.
“David!”

No answer.

“David, what are you doing?’

Still no answer.

“Dick, go quickly, and see what heisdoing.” An unnecessary command, for Dick was already down and to
the kitten’ s miewing was suddenly added his furious tones.

“David Tillman! I'm going to hurt you! Thisismy kitten!” Sounds suspiciously like slapswere followed by
an angry torrent of tears from Dick.

“Mamal Papal He has barbered all the hair off my kitty! Yes, itismine, too! | say it is! | went up to the store
and brought it homein asack. | say itismine. It is. Isn’t it mine!?

Thislast to hisfather who has gone to the rescue.
“David!” very sternly, “What do you mean? Hurting that nice kitten!”
To the rebuke was added one hard spank.

“Y ou are a haughty little boy! ? | joined them, and my voice, sharpened by disapproval, added to the general
reprimand, which included the angry glares of his three brothers.

The spank passed unnoticed but when he saw our five accusing faces he burst, without warning, into an agony
of tears.

“Nobody loves me — nobody loves me — but the Kitty —and it hasn’t any more hair!”
And the day was on!

Finally, David's ‘I'ssorry! | won't do it a-n-y more!” was followed by an interval of comparative quiet —the
only kind of quiet we ever have at our house — caused not by the chastisement but because breakfast was served.

The confusion attendant on the seating and ‘ bibbing’ of four youngsters, and the adjustment of their chairs
was sufficiently exciting to keep David interested for about three minutes.

Then,

“| want some baton an’ eggs— | want some baton an’ eggs- | —.”



“Hush, David, Papawill wait on you.”

“1 want adint awater.”

“How do you ask?”’

“Please, Motter, | want a dint a water.”

| am ‘Mama' to David unless he wishes to unusually loving- or, for reasons of his own, especially diplomatic.

“Now, | want some baton an’ eggs- baton-.”

“Papawill serveyou David, as soon as he can. Be still.”

“Den, dimme some punes.”

“How do you ask?”’

“Please, Mama, dimme some punes.”

And so it went through the meal. | sometimes wonder if | wont travel al down the future eons, saying, “How
do you ask?’ “Take your elbows off the table,” “Don’t put your fingersin your food,” “Chew more slowly,” and other
similar admonitions that are sandwiched into my conversation when we are at table ‘ en famille!

By this time Papa had served David and with afull mouth he was silent. But that did not mean that a peaceful
meal was in progress, not at all. Dick, whose first year in school it is, had bolted his breakfast and pushed back his
chair from the table.

“What do you say?”

“’Scuse me, do | have to wear rubbers? Miss Adasays| MUST have TWO PENCILS.” Dick alwaystalksin
capitals.

Miss Ada stands to Dick for the sum total of all authority. He obeys, at intervals, both his father and me. But
Miss Adais, at al times ‘ she-who-must-be-obeyed'! He would as soon think of questioning arequest of MissAda sas
he would think of hanging up his hat when he comesinto the house — both are impossible.

“Where are the pencils you had yesterday?’ his father wanted to know.

“I lost ‘em.”

“Well, find them!”

“I can't, William TOOK ‘EM AWAY from mel!”

“What did you let him do it for?’

“I DIDN’'T LET HIM. He just did it, and Miss Jane says-." Dick’stones grew tensely dramatic.

“Now, see here, Son, I've told you times enough, that if you lose your pencils, you will have to go to school
without them—.”

“BUT MISSADA SAYS-"
“| don’t care ahang what Miss Ada says! Y ou take care of your pencils or you don’'t have any! Get your

things on! And hurry or you'll be late. Here, here’ s your pencil! And you take care of it and see that you bring it
home!”



| felt, rather than saw, the sheepish ook father cast my way when he weakened and handed over the pencil, for
| was occupied in accelerating James —who never eats fast enough, to be ready when the Kindergarten Teacher comes
for him and Lee.

Lee, meantime, had left the table and was pulling all of the family wraps out of the wardrobe in an effort to
findhis coat.

“I lost one of my rubbers yesterday,” he volunteered as casually asif rubbers grew on trees.

This precipitated another discussion and in the midst of it David, who loves the limelight much too well to be
overlooked for long, stood up in his high chair and, with impish grin on his besmeared countenance, forced my heart
from its regular sphere of activity with awild ‘war-whoop’ and dance.

“I’ssinished. I'ssinished! I's sinished.”

By an act of providence | reached him before he went headlong to destruction.

Then Dick couldn’t find his books; L ee demanded carfare; James wanted a handkerchief; all rebelled against
wearing rubbers and finally with books, lunches, handkerchiefs, carfare, rubbers and ‘ go-to-school kisses' al around
they were off, each individually slamming the door as he went out.

| sank into the nearest available chair to recuperate. This happened to command a view of the dining table, and
here David was going from place to place eating up whatever had been left on the plates. Just as | opened my mouth to
protest, he reached for afull glass of milk, which wastoo far away and spilled it all down the front of his pretty clean

suit.

“David! DOyou want a‘cherry switch’?’ | demanded as | caught him up and hurried up the stairsto change
him before the milk soaked through to his underclothes.

“l didn’t mean to,” and he squirmed in my arms. “l won't do it a-n-y more.” David's ‘| won't do it a-n-y
more’ must be heard to be appreciated. Then he added as an afterthought, or perhaps it was aforethought, “I want to
give ‘ou anecklace of two little arms,” and of course the ‘ cherry switch’ faded into the realm of the might-have-been.

Every household hasits traditional punishment. The *cherry switch’ isours. Thisis undoubtedly dueto the
proximity of alittle cherry treeto our back door. At any rate nothing is more efficacious — at times — than the
suggestion that the tree still grows. At other times a more intimate touch is necessary. All, of course, in direct
contradiction of the early ideals we cherished.

I will never forget the first time his father held our Dick in hisarms. Some bold spirit made a facetious remark
about the future spankings awaiting young Junior.

“No one shall ever spank thischild!” his proud young father answered indignantly.

“The Doctor has already spanked him!” | reminded weakly.

“Well, that shall be the last time!”

And yet, alas! The cherry switch is now an institution in our home.

| took David’s suit off and while | was getting another one, he crawled, mischievously under the bed.
“Come, now, David, Mother’sin ahurry. | am alwaysin ahurry.

No answer but athrilled giggle.

“Come David,” pleadingly.

“Youlosdisboy!” in awee pleased voice from under the bed. “Y ou los dis nice boy!”

“Well, honey, I'll just have to find him this minute.”



“Disboy don’ want to be find.”
“David come out at once.” More sternly.
Hislittle brown head poked out and his merry brown eyes beamed up at me.

“Here he tomes! H-e-r-etomes David. See him tommin. He' s a gwasshopper. See him hop. Motter, ‘ou be a
gwasshopper.”

A breath blows him into the glorious land of Make-Believe; athoughtless reproof snatches him back, but the
mirth he brings with him lingerslong in his eyes as areproach to all gross materialism and like a playful kitten heis
always on the alert to catch at any excuse for aromp.

When | finished redressing him, | gave him some beads to string and | went to my desk with the passing hope
that | might be able to write for avery few uninterrupted minutes. | know David better than to expect more, and | am
always conscious that even that desire rests upon no foundation.

| was scarcely seated when he was at my elbow.

“It’s time for my lonch!”

I reminded him gently but firmly that we had just finished breakfast.

Then,

“Mamal Seedat Fido- see him! See him, Mama. Nice Fido!” He pulled my arm coercively. “Pat him, Mamal
Pat my nice Fido!”

Now Fido isone of David’s particular friends- invisible, but none the less real to David. Fido is not nomadic.
He does not scamper doggishly from place to place. Contentedly quiescent heisto be found only in my study; and
always when | am struggling with some extra exacting bit of syntax Fido- and David- come to help me.

When Fido first came to our house | had a peculiar shivery, creepy prejudice against him; but David was a
valiant champion and Fido no longer awes me. How he happened to come or why, | do not know unless it was to take
David under his protection. At any rate he arrived in the midst of a spirited discussion on the value of the wall paper as
amedium of literary effort. | wasjust about to use an argument against it that might prove more forceful than mere
words, when David |looked down and exclaimed with surprise and effusive pleasure;

“Mamal Seedat Fido! Nice Fido. Let me pat him.” He slid from my lap to his knees and put his arms around
the neck of ‘nothing?

“QOu pat him, Mama, nice Fido!”

Nothing less would suffice and with my patting, the airy Fido became an accredited member of the family —as
, much so as Dick’s ‘Friend Fox’ afew year ago.

Y esterday, | patted Fido as usual, then there followed a private conversation between the two, but asits one
sided possihilities were limited David was soon pulling at my arm again.

“Fido says it’'s time for mylonch!”

“Fido is mistaken,” and giving him some scissors and an old magazine | sent him into the nursery to cut
pictures.

In afew minutes he called.

“Motter, Motter, ‘ ou better tome see what me doin! Me doin’ somfin.”
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Whether from intuition or because of areal warning in his daring audacious tone I went with alacrity. And —
yesthisisatrue narrative! —there was along jagged slit down the full length of my brand new counterpane!

Of course, to people who had unlimited counterpanes—I just looked at him!

Metold ‘ou me doin’ somfin.” He said with an air of having achieved righteousness.

| wanted to laugh and | also wanted to cry, instead | sat him down decidedly hard in achair and left him to
cogitate on his misdemeanors while | went back to my desk in aframe of mind scarcely conducive to work — either
good or bad. | wasn’t out of the room before he began to rock, and sing cheerfully all of the nursery rhymesin his
repertory, coming back every now and then to one of hisfavorites“ The Queen of Hearts that made some tarts and the
King of Hearts called for those tarts and beat the knave full sore.”

But as an occupation, that soon palled.

“Tan | get down, Motter, please Motter tan |? | wont do it a-n-y more!”

| assented and he came skipping to me joyously, all such things as counterpanes and punishments forgotten. A
whole minute he clung to my arm, and watched the typewriter click before he asked,;

“Mama, tan | have some tandy?”

“No, naughty boys can’t have candy.”

“I not a naughty boy. Me nice David. Don’'t ‘ou love ou nice Dawid?’

To that question thereis always only one answer and | hugged him, to our mutual satisfaction.
“Tan | go out doors? Tan |, Mama? Tan |?” he then begged.

| rose with asigh, and we went down stairs where | put on his coat and hat. Just as he started out the door
another interesting edible occurred to him.

“Tan | have haf apple?
“No, David, why do you keep asking Mama? | told you we just ate breakfast.”
“Well, tan | have aspoon? Tan | dig? Tan |?’ with an ingratiating smile.

“Not today. I’'m sorry,” | added as disappointment clouded his face, “the ground is so damp you would take
cold.”

“Dentan | have Shame’ shicittle? Tan 1?”

| trundled the vel ocipede out of the cellar, and after the usual injunction to stay in the yard | went back up
stairsfor nearly ten uninterrupted minutes.

“Mama, Rogg is my fwand.”

“Mamal Motter!” With insistence, “Motter! Roger is my fwand! He does thingsto me. He mos’ brokes my
neck.

“Oh, I'm sorry. Kiss me and run out and play,”
“It'stime for my lonch. My stomak saysto meit is time for my lonch.”
“Oh, no not yet.”

“Dentan | have haf orange? Tan 1?7’



“Not just now!”

“Den,” he cuddled against my side, looked up and said thiswith asmall persuasive voice,” den tan | have haf
apple? Tan 1?7

Therefusal came hard, but it came. Then, asif he beseeched and was refused succor from starvation; he asked
accusingly,

“Tan't | have end of bread, Motter, tan’t 1?7
What am | to withstand such persistence as this? Even arock isworn away by constant dripping.

“Oh, yes,” | began in exasperation, but finished with ahug, as| saw the glory of histriumph, “run tell Penny
to giveyou an ‘end of bread,”

And as he went out the door he turned and |eaned back to inquire,
“Tan | have sugar onit? Tan 1?’

A lapse of time and then the realization of asudden void in my life. | stopped writing and looked at the clock.
It was fully half an hour since the last question. | went to the front and then to the back window. David was not in sight.

“Penny,” The colored lady in our kitchen goes by that cognomen. “ Penny, please look out and see if you see
David.”

As she did not come back at once, | followed to the door. She was looking helplessly up and down the street.
“Runinand ask Mrs. Kent if heisthere.”

“1 donedidit and heaint.”

“Ask the Morton’s if heiswith Roger,”

“Heaint. Roger done gone out with hisMa.”

“Well, | expect he'seither at Jack’sor Ann’s, but you’ d better go and bring him home.”

Penny went, mumbling, and | waited anxiously. Ever since the time Dick and Lee were lost | get panicky if |
can not locate my chicksinstanter.

She wasjust out of sight when | heard loud screams of anguish and David came chasing little Jim Barker out
of hisyard with along piece of hose, much bigger than himself. Jim, though ayear older than David, wasyellingin
terror, while David, gloriously pleased at this new sensation, was wielding the hose — to no particular purpose, thank
Heaven- and shouting at the top of hislungs.

“I"ll beat the knave full sore,
Il beat the knave full sore.”

| rescued and subdued Jim, keeping fearful lookout lest his mother come and demand an explanation;
endeavored to impress on David the advisability of living at peace with ones neighbors, gave them each an apple, and
hurried up-stairsto avoid a collision with the irate Penny when she should come grumbling in.

It may have been fifteen minutes later, surely it was no more when the telephone rang and the voice of Ann’'s
mother came smoothly —too smoothly over the wire.

“Hello, Isthat youMrs Tillman. | don’t know what you are going to do to us, but David and Ann just decided
to blacken their shoesand | am afraid David is somewhat the worse for wear. | am sending him home.”

“Oh, Mrs. Parr! Ill send Penny for him. Wasit David’ s fault? If it was I’m so sorry.”
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“Oh no, it was his fault especially! They saw the new bottle and that was all that was necessary. Y ou know
what Ann and David can’t think of isn't worth doing. Fortunately they did take it into the bathroom, so I’ ve only the
tile floor to scrub and Ann! But wait ‘til you see David. He' sasight.”

| wonder if all mothers are as keenly sensitive about it as |, when my children are naughty away from home. It
always horrifies me when they get into mischief in other peoples’ houses. My sense of humor will often rescue both the
children and me from the results of their escapades at home. But no one knows how chagrined | am to have them ‘do
things' away.

So if David hadn’t looked as funny as he did when Penny brought him home, and if | hadn’t had those few
minutes before they cameto think it over I'm afraid I’ d have let myself in for some hours of remorse by resorting to the
cherry switch. For | never useit that I’m not tormented, indefinitely by a sense of guilt and afeeling of impotence. So,
somehow, | feel that I’ ve been saved from an infringement on my own self-respect whenever | am prevented by
circumstances or — occasionally — by my own good sense from using the cherry switch. Of course there are times — but
surely not with David, who is scarcely three!

But he did look funny! And when his coat and hat were off he was funnier still. How they had encompassed it
with one bottle of blacking and still left any for Mrs. Parr to scrub up isamystery to me. A long black streak,
beginning in his soft brown hair — I love David' s hair — had run down his face, almost obliterating his nose, and
smeared the front of hislittle suit. Hissuit, too was covered with black finger-prints still wet, and his hands, which
Mrs. Parr had wiped dry, looked as if they belonged to a chimney sweep.

“Jes ook at dat chile!” To Penny, David is the King who can do no wrong. “Jes look at dat chile! Seems lak
dey mought akept him outen dat mess!”

| sat in the middle of the floor laughing, in spite of my distress, as| took off histhings, and | remembered how
many ‘messes’ we, at home, had failed to keep him ‘outen” and hoped my neighbor wouldn’t hold against me alife
long grudge.

But was David depressed? Not at all. When he saw me on the floor laughing he began to hop about for all the
world like a little magpie.

“I's"ittle brack Sambo! I's‘ittle brack Sambo! ‘Ittle brack Sambo! Brack Sambo!”
| felt apridein his sense of rhythm even then.
“I"s‘ittle brack Sambo. It’stime for ‘ ittle brack Sambo’ s lonch!”

“You certainly arelittle black Sambo. But the first thing you get isn’t lunch, it'sagood hard scrubbing. It’'s
into the tub for you, you little black Imp.”

That tickled him and he began to laugh as if he would never stop.
“Comeon.”

“Don’t you like me to laugh?’ Before | could answer he was back to the old theme, “Motter, don’t you know
it's time for my lonch.”

“It will be as soon as you are clean.”

As| ‘pick-a-backed’ him up to the bathroom | passed my study door, and could not restrain asigh, for my
chance of any more work that morning had melted quite away.

Y esterday | managed the scrubbing, hislunch, and his safe arrival in his‘nighty’ ready for bed without further
mishap. That does not always happen. There are untold opportunities for disaster between the bathroom and the bed —
often atumbler goes the way of all dishes—to destruction; another time he takes a dose of medicine thoughtlessly left
within reach, with al the attendant nervewracking suspense until the Doctor is on the ‘ phone and its effects
ascertained; afall down stairs; atussle with the cat in which the kitten comes off victor; alighted match touched to a
fuzzy blanket; all of these things and many other unthinkable possibilities have occurred and will continue to occur in
these few supposedly calm moments. But yesterday we were lucky.
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Before | tucked him in, however, | was called from the nursery a moment and it seemed to me, when | came
back, and leaned over him for his‘nap-kiss' that | detected an especially larky look in his starry eyes.

David’s eyes have a peculiar luminous quality that makesthem gleam —itisasif they had been extra highly
polished before he was permitted to come here at all. That brilliancy seems intensified whenever he has been doing
something that appeals to his sense of humor. So | looked about suspiciously, but everything appeared just as | left it so
| kissed him and started out.

“l want adint.”

“How do you ask?”’

“Please, Motter, dimme adint.” He was |ooking at me with aroguish challenge and his eyes fairly glowed. |
had reached the door the second time, when he squealed, asif at the greatest joke possible.

“I’s dot my — shoes- on!”

Sure enough he had slipped them on his bare feet and hid them under the covers—in his estimate of things, a
much more reprehensible doing than ruining my best counterpane or spilling blacking all over my neighbor’ s house
and child.

It might appear that the hours from twelve to two would now, at least be peaceful. But crowd into these hours
the riotous return of three small boys, with two to dressin ‘at home' clothes, with lunch for al and with one to marshal
off again, and not many minutes are left for mental concentration.

There arein our household, days of long nap, days of short nap, and days of no nap at all. Y esterday was one
of thein-betweens, and almost before | realized that he had been asleep at all, David’ s nursery door opened and | heard
the patter of histiny feet.

“1 want my tose on! Mama, | want my tose on! Mm-aa-mm-aal Where ‘ou am?”’

| am apt to dress David with more alacrity after his nap than in the morning due, partly to my necessity, but
more to his own eagerness to be dressed and away .

“Is Shames and ‘ dose boys' home?’ ‘Dose Boys' is his brotherly idiom for Dick and Lee. “Den | want Lee to
tome and tissme.”

| often felt that if | could only penetrate with occult understanding the law that leads David to lavish his
caresses more generously on Lee than on his other brothers | might deal more intelligently with many baffling
problems.

It was not until Lee had kissed him that David’ s ruling passion asserted itself.

“Tan | have sotty (something) to eat?’

“Y ou had your lunch before you went to bed.”

“| want sotty more. Tan | have a piece abread? Tan | ? Motter, tan | ?”

“| expect so. Run and ask Penny.”

He started out, but poked his head back in.

“An’ butter?’

“Oh, you don't need butter.”

“Yesmedo. Yes| am sure me do, Motter?’ coaxingly.
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Thisdialogue, or the substance of it, isthe unvarying culmination to David’ s daily nap.

Lee and James had played since lunch, contentedly together in the playroom, but David’ s entrance was the cue
for turbulent times. James must have sensed thispsychicly for his greeting was both defensive and conciliatory.

“See my NICE house, Dadie.”
“| tan build ahouse.”

“No you can’'t. Don’t you touch ‘em! I’'m building a big house!” Then with a continued desire to propitiate, he
added, “Don’'t you want me to build a big house, Dadie?’

David did not. He wanted to build his own house. He sidled up perilously near the one already in the process
of erection and watched enviously a moment.

“If ‘ou don’t let me make a house | won’t love ‘ ou any more.”

This threat would have moved L ee, but Jamesstoicly continued to build.

“1 knock it down! | knock it down, if ‘ou won’t let me play wiv ‘em!” With one little shoe tantalizingly raised
for action he was too near actual accomplishment. Slow tokindle, James' wrath flares suddenly and the first accessible
block hit David in the head.

“Oh, oh, oh,” hewailed.

James under lip began to quiver.

“I"ssorvy, Dadie, I'ssorvy.”

This contrition appealed to David’ simagination and he inquired accusingly, “Y ou want me to dive? ‘ Ou want
your nice ‘ittle brother to dive? Den you won’t have any nice ‘ ittle Dawid a-n-y more.”

“I’m going out doors,” Lee declared.

So they must needs all go. It wasn't long before | heard the kitchen door open and shut at too frequent
intervals and went to look into the cause.

“What are you doing?’ | asked in my most disinterestedly interested tone, hoping as | alwaysdo, that | won't
have to be the killjoy in their play.

“Noffin,” from David.

“Oh, jesplayin’,” from Lee.

“Ou spank me?’ from James who always secures amnesty before confession.

When assured that my intentions were not hostile he continued.

“Jes paintin’.”

That required further investigation and | went to the place of operation.

They had discovered acan of red paint that their father had left in the cellar and, with all of my scrubbing and
cleaning brushes taken from the kitchen cupboard, they were decorating one side of the house arichvermillion. It was
almost criminal to call ahalt to so fascinating an occupation, but though red is a color to adore, in splotches on the buff

surface of our house the effect wasjust a degree to bizarre.

“Boys, boys! What will Papa say! Why don’t you play with your PLAY THINGS, and not get into things like
this?’ “Why don’t you go and skate?”’
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With swings, velocipedes, skates, see-saw and trapese to amuse them, they must needs paint the house red!

| found some turpentine and scoured the worst of it from their hands and with the brushes soaking |eft the side
of the house for their father to wrestle with later.

I had just finished this when Dick came in from school and a Red Cross obligation took meto a nearby
neighbors. | went with fear and trembling as | do whenever | am obliged to |eave the house for even a short time, and
too often my home coming justifies this apprehension. Of course, Penny isthere, and she loves the children, but as for
controlling them —

Itisat timeslikethisthat | indulgein that beautiful vision of a Children’s House where the more fortunate
mother of the next generation will be able to deposit her infants for an hour, amorning, or a day with the absolute
security both in their well being and their happiness. She will know that Johnny won't crawl out on the roof, fall off
and break hisleg, or that Jenny will be safe from matches and a house on fire. She will be assured that they will be
learning no harm and are as happy as expert attention and loving care can make them! Oh, it isavision to conjure by!

But | always wake up to my own dilemma— and the faithful Penny!

Y esterday after an absence of less than half an hour, | hurried into the front gate to be greeted with loud yells
from the boys and the shrill wrathful tones of Penny’svoice, all coming from the backyard.

“Dar, now, youlil” imps of Satan! Y ou hyar what | tell you! You jes wait twill yore Ma gets home! She
gwine tan yore hide! Dar, now, you Dick! Aint you all bigenuf not to put dat lil’ baby up to no such ructions. Don’ you
think I'm gwine carry all dem traps and calamities up dem stairs. | ain't! You jes stop it dis hyar minute! Now, what |
tell you, hyar comesyore Ma?’

Accustomed as | should be to the ravages of my four boys, each new adventure, as it comes, fills me with
greater consternation than the last. Now | turned the house corner and there on the back lawn was (or so it seemed to
my despairing senses) the entire contents of our home! While up on the small porch off the sewing room were four
howling dervishes, screaming at the top of their piercing young voices.

“Put out the fire.” “I’m the fireman. Pour on water.” “Pour it here!” “I’ sthe fire-engine —ding-ding-ding-
ding!”

“Don’'t put itthere Dick. That ain’t right!” “Lee, Lee, you shant do that! | want to do it myself! It's my turn!”
“Here you James! Y ou be the one to slide down the pole.” I don’t want to break my neck. I’ m the policeman that
arrests stealers.” “I’ m the engine ding-ding-ding!”

“BOYS!”

An instantaneous scared quiet fell on all but David, who never stopped his ‘ ding-ding-ding’ nor the scuffling
of his much abused little shoes back and forth across the porch.

“David! Be quiet!”

“I’sthefire engine!” hejoyously informed as he gazed fondly down at me through the railings.

I looked from the boys to the wreckage and back again.

| had put ‘ Father’ s evening clothes together with afew other garments and some bedding out to air in the
morning. All of these things lay on the ground. In addition to them, the entire contents of the sewing room, save only
the machine itself, covered the grass. Rag-bag, thread, stockings waiting for the needle, mending of all sorts, scissors,

and a scattering of toys— even achair, broken asit fell, lay in wild confusion all over the lawn.

| surveyed the scene with an ominous calm. The wild frenzy of imaginative fervor crushed, Dick looked at the
damage, dismayed, and Lee’s eyesroved accusingly and apprehensively from him to me.

“What did you think you were doing?’

Only playing moving pictures.”



Dick’s voice was meek, but even in its meekness | felt reproach. And David was watching me with open
astonishment in hiswondering eyes. It was asif he questioned why anger, annoyance or punishment should be meted
out to them for doing, simply what we had all enjoyed seeing others do in their one and only moving picture
experience. It isin unspoken arguments like these that my children always manage to put upon me the actual blame for
their deflections from the straight and narrow.

But aglance at that evening suit and | was not to be easily mollified. In kindness to both boys and parent |
drew acurtain over the next trying hour. It is easy in an excess of imaginative zeal to dismantle a sewing room (or a
whole house for that matter) but it is difficult, even with accusing maternal aid, to reestablish order out of chaos.
Penny, true to her word, refused to help in the clearance of the debris of ‘dem young injuns'.

“Now, you see hyar, Miss Tillman. | aint gwine have de frabjus actions of dem four wild animalsdisturbin my
dinner. You and dem lil’ hyena'sjes prepare dem damages. | done tole you, honey, you’ d better get a nurse fer dem
chil’rens.”

Thisisour continual bone of contention. Penny’s and mine.

Thoughts of that soiled dress suit up stairs tempered the wild hilarious onslaught that is ordinarily Father’s
evening greeting. A clean faced, slightly subdued, quartet hailed him joyously, but with a self accusatory deprecationin
their manner (save only David's) that did not miss the observant eye of the head of the house who looked at me
questioningly. My equally significant answering glance completed one of those mysterious wordless conversations
common between parents.

Even dinner was less noisy than ususal; this, in spite of the fact that my regular duet with David was
aggravated becausein his haste for his ‘deurt’ he hit Penny’ stray and broke the few remaining fruit saucersin the
house.

But it takes more than the vicissitudes of just an ordinary day to spoil the after dinner hour. That time is sacred
from the infringements of such sordid things incriminating dress suits or punishments. Anyhow, Father was still in
ignorance as to the state of the former. So when David cuddled coaxingly up to him with the demand for ‘a buckin’
broncho’ the fun began.

| am always at aloss to know when this romp begins which of the five isyoungest. Father turns somersaults,
or hand springs or stands on his head with the agility of an acrobat, and already Dick’s back somersaults are the pride
of the neighborhood, and L ee is the champion high jumper of the block. Asto James and David they keep me gasping
by their wild efforts at emulation. | sit by atense and interested spectator mentally reviewing the contents of our first-
aid closet and shuddering if by chance the arnicaor peroxide bottle is empty.

Itisawild hour that often ends up in tragedy unless | manage to intervene at the psychological moment,
which last evening | failed to do. There was a sudden shriek, and David emerged from the melee’ of legs and arms on
the floor, with a howl! of rage. Some one had stepped on him! When he was entirely extricated and | had just assured
myself that he was whole as to limb, he made a discovery that caused him to let out ayell calculated to awaken the
dead — he had a bloody nose. Thiswas something to how! about — and he howled; an experience to gloat upon, and he
gloated.

At last grudgingly, he permitted me to wash the blood away but even after his face was quite clean he looked
scornfully at the others whose noses were so ignominiously free from blemish. An injured nose—if itisso
accommodating as to bleed — has wonderful compensations!

Thereligious education of our children was, | am aware, being sadly neglected, when, at five years old, Dick
questioned plaintively;

“Why don't | say my prayers? George says his prayers. So does thelittle girl in my picture book. What are
prayers?

Thisimpeachment brought *‘ prayer time’' to our house and as a consequence David ‘said’ his prayerslong
before he could talk.

Last night when all were bathed and ‘ nightied’ | asked him as usual;



“Haveyou said your prayers?”’

Asusual hereplied, as he hears the others do;

“| want to say dem by ‘ou.”

Asheknelt Dick tickled histoes and in spite of my efforts the reverential calm was broken.
“Dick,” reprovingly, “Can’'t you let him alone? Come now David, say your prayers nicely.”
“Sing ‘Tapin BingisaPirate Ting', fust?’

Translating thisinto ‘ Captain King isa Pirate King' | sang it, again admonished him to say his prayers, and
once more he covered his snapping roguish eyes with chubby hands.

“Now” — | suggested.
“Peek-a-boo! Peek-a-boo! Motter!” Tickled with himself his eyes glowed at me through fat fingers.

“Say your prayers, David,” | urged, appealingly, adding to my appeal the threat “Or I’ ll put you in bed and
you can’'t say themat al. “Now | lay me— " again | started it for him.

“Now | lay —Motter, how does my ears listen?”’

Thiswas somewhat complicated and required Father’ s assistance. It also interested the others, so it was
sometime before | could bring David back to his devotions. But then he wastoo full of frolic and instead of ‘Now | lay
me” he said with a dramatic flourish, mischief written all over him as he did so;

“’|ttle boy bue tome boe ‘ ou horn,
Sheepsin mead, towsin torn,

W-h-e-r-€' s ‘ittle boy looks after sheeps?
Under haystack fast asleep.

Go wake him up. Oh, No. Not I!

I’sfaid ‘ittleroguetie!”

| didn't interrupt him or protest, as he had expected, but when he had finished | lifted him gently into his crib.
| kissed and tucked in all four, with my unvarying “ Good-night-honey-lamb-childs, sleep tight”, and went out and shut
their door.

“Mama— Mama—Motter!”

| opened it again. “What isit David?’

“| want adint!”

It wasn't what he wanted at all, but | brought him adrink. Then the rest had to have water. | have never seen
such unanimity of opinion and desire as my children evince oncethey arein bed. Again | moved toward the door.

“| dint div ‘ou a necklace of my two little arms.”

| was about to unclasp my precious necklace when he implored.

“Mama— Mama— please Motter, | did not say my prayers!”

Of course that wasit. Anirreverent relative once referred to my boys as‘ card index’ children, casting
aspersions on their methodical trend of mind; for having done a thing once in a particular manner, they must invariably
doit just that way. To go to sleep without saying prayers would be among the impossibilities. At any rate whether it

was the exaction of habit, or his distressed conscience that now pled guilty and demanded absolution | had to hear
David' s prayers.



“Now | lay me down to sleep,

Pay alord my soul teep,

When a night has pass away,

Pay him teep me all day.

God bless Mama, Papa, and my ‘ ittle budders, Amen. Mama, what’s Amen?”’

It was eight o’ clock when Father and | went down stairs. | dropped wearily into an easy chair with the oft
expressed thanks for the children’s early bed hour.

“Mamal Mamal Come here Mamal”

“Hush-up, Dick, and go to sleep!” Father’ stone was not over gentle.

“1 want Mama!”

“What do you want Dick?”’

“| want you to come up here. | just have to ask you something!”

I went up.

“Mama, will Papadie beforel do?’

“Why | —1 don’t know.”

“Will he die before | do?” from Lee.

“Will he dive before me do?’ from David.

James already dreaming was silent.

“Why | —1 don’t know little boys ---*

“Will he died before | am an old man?’ Dick already dramatizing the event was on the verge of tears.
“Well, we don’t any of us know, but | hope not! Anyway, heisn't going to die right now, so you go to sleep.”

“Well”, drowsily, “I don't want him to dive no time!” And asfar as David was concerned, his father from that
moment became immortal. David' swill, in David' s universeislaw.

Thus ended my yesterday of David.

And tomorrow is the very same day!
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A Few of Our Children’s Sayings
Copied from my 1919 Diary
Frances Nelson Tillman
“Isthe Sun God'’ sfire place?’ Jimmy
“Nobody loves me but the Kitty —and that’s Dick’s.” Lee
“Haven’t we got any Grandma?”’
“No.”
“Won't we get any? Why don'’t you buy one?’
“We can't buy one.”
“Yes. | saw apiece of one down town. Yes| did. A body clear up to the neck.”
“How do our earslisten?’ Dick
“I just know. | can just manage to see with my head that Miss Adais the best teacher in the school.” Dick
Lee—theLion hearted to David in the bathroom,
“Areyou in the Bath room?’
“No, | am out door playing.”
Looking at a picture of Aunt Marie, Zahrah, and Rob.
“Why is Aunt Marie laughing?’ Lee
“Because she likesto seeyou, | guess.” Mother
“Why isdat girl (Zahrah) mad at me and dat one (Robert)?”’
Dick: “Heisn’t mad at you! He helped you! He helped you win the War! We hel ped him. We made peach stones to
help him and he hel ped us win the WAR!”
“Thisisn’'t adeer, itsan envelope.”
“What would the thunder do if it came right near our house? Would it dumb our ears?’

When Mrs. Parr died,
“1 saw Mrs. Parr’ s nighty hanging on the door. It had a cap”

Lee coming in howling madly! “Dick says| LOVE the Kaiser!”
“Shimmy-tee” for Chimney
“| make stories and see the picturesin my head.” Dick.

Aunt Rosa. “Dick, do you prefer strawberries?’
Dick. “No. | eat ‘em”.

“One of my legsisfallin off. | saw acrack init.” David

Watching for guests coming to his birthday party, Dick called out, “Here come two presents.”
“1 hit him in the conscience.”

Some onetold Jimmy thisis Sunday. “No, thisisn't Sunday. Thisistomorrow.”

“He has a battery and a motory on hisMecanno.” Dick

We took up the carpet from the stairs and David told his father that “ The stairs have bare feet.”
Dick tells storiesto his brothers;

Jack the Giant Killer
“Thegirl put Jack in the fireless cooker.”
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The dream of the little boy who couldn’t learn “W”. (W was his favorite |etter)
And the story of the boy who sucked histhumb and his mother put an elephant on it.

David. “I wish | wasaturtle.”
Aunt Gertie. “Why?”’
David. “Because then somebody would want to play with me.”

Lee asked if depotary isthe same as stationary.
They all sang “Little Tommy Bethlehem.”

Jimmy’ sfirst valentine (February 14, 1920)
| had alittle heart
And somebody shot it.
Anl founditagain
When the arrow wasin it
And | gived the arrow back
And took my heart myself

James' prayers

“God loves us and us loves God and so we don't fight.”

“Godisgood to us and usis good to God. Amen.”

James had wept bitterly at prayer time for weeks until we discovered that he didn’t want to say “Now | lay me” but
wanted to make his own prayers.

Dick wasill with tonsillitis. He wrote Aunt Marie, “| have aflame on two tonsuls.”

Dick told David that European Sufferers “even love aloaf of spoiled bread.”
David, “Mamma | want you to spoil some bread and send it to them.”

James. “When | am an angel, will | know | have been James?”’

One of Dick’s effusions.
Don and Blitzen had afight, they had afight.
They mawed and they skawed and they skawed and they mawed.
And they broke every thing in the house
So they could not sit in anything or eat anything
And that shows not to fight.



We Fly to California
(Our First Transcontinental Trip by Air)
by Frances Nelson Tillman

Left Tillmanor after aseven o' clock dinner, Thursday, August 12,
1937. David and Jimmy drove us to the Air Port Washington, D.C. We
left the ground there at ten-thirty p.m. Arrived at Los Angeles the next
day — Friday the 13" — at 11:30 am. Western time but two thirty by my
watch Eastern time.

Left Los Angeles 11 p.m. Monday, August 23, Arrived in Fort Worth
at 8:30 am. Tuesday August 24™ L eft Fort Worth Wednesday 8:30
a.m. Owing to weather conditions and ‘low visibility’ were delayed and
landed at the Newark Air Port at 8 p.m. the same day. Took thetrain
later and arrived in Baltimore at 1:45 am. Reached Tillmanor at 2:15
am.

The above facts by no meanstell the story of what is, undoubtedly, the most thrilling adventure, as of this
date, in our lives— Richard’ s and mine. Thrilling because it was our first long journey by a mode of travel still inthe
real of imagination when we were born, and yet in its swaddling clothesin thisyear of 1937. Still so unusual that
almost no one we know thinks of using it casually, although, of course, it had become a commonplace means of travel
for some.

In July Jimmy suggested that | go, by plane, with him to California. Such an idea was so unheard of —in our
family —that | didn’t even take it seriously, though, later Jimmy insisted that he had meant it that May. But it put the
ideainto my head. There would never be time for Richard and me to take the train and go West. | wanted very much to
see all my family there, more especially my two Aunts who were neither of them well. The years, it seemed to me,
wererolling by them faster than by the rest of us.

Still, when | said jokingly, several times, in Richard’s hearing, “| am trying to get my husband to fly with me
to California,” | never really contemplated doing it. | did not think it possible on account of the expense nor did it occur
to me that eight of uswould actually want to go that way.

We had both been up in planes on short trips of half tothree quarters of an hour. | made my first flight over
Ocean City with Eddie Stinson —who has more flying hours to his credit than any other living flyer. And just last year |
went up twice with aman who had been Lindbergh’s co-pilot on the trip he and Ann Marrow made to Mexico. Richard
had also flown back and forth from Detroit to Grand Rapids. But areally long trip — that was different.

Nevertheless it must have been in my mind, for | reread “North to the Orient” and enjoyed it better on the
second reading than | did on thefirst.

Then one day |daand L ee were hoe and Ida said to me, “ Pop says you may fly to California.”

| was totally astonished. Up to then | had no inkling that it had entered his mind, much less that he was
considering it. | said as much to Ida, and didn’t even then, mention it to Richard.

We had been home aweek on his vacation —we down to Tilghman's fishing with the boys and Ida, and had
miserable luck —when he casually remarked, asif flying was part of our daily routing, “We might fly out next week
and seethefolks.”

It was right then and there, with the definite calling of mybluff, that our journey began.

| wasthrilled. Then | thought of the expense. | thought of leaving Jimmy and David alone, | thought of the
vegetablesin the garden that should be canned and the weeds that needed pulling. | talked about the ‘ canning’ so much
that Richard grew exasperated and exclaimed, “Well stay home, then, and put them up.” But of course | never had
intended to stay home at all. No member of the Nelson family was ever known to stay’ if there was an opportunity to
go and aplaceto goto.

It was Tuesday when we arrived at a decision and Richardsaid “We will leave Friday.”
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“Oh, no we wont,” was my reply, “for Friday is the 13", and while | was willing to journey on Friday, | am
not just up to starting an airoplane trip on Friday the 13™.

So we compromised on Thursday — provided we could get reservations. Once decided, Richard went to town
immediately to interview the American Airlines. | now discovered that he had been looking into the matter for some
time and had al the detailsin his mind.

They could not make our reservations at once — must get in touch with the New Y ork and Washington offices
and would let us know Wednesday morning. It seemed like along day to me, for with my mind now made up to go |
did not want to be delayed.

On Wednesday, after breakfast, we both went into the garden to work. | think Richard had his ear cocked for
the sound of the telephone, and | know mine was that way.

About nine o’clock it rang. The reservations were ours.

Until then we had actually done nothing to get ready and, now, we were to leave the next day! | doubt if many
people decide to go from Baltimore to Hollywood so casually and wish so little notice.

We had been instructed that we could carry only thirty-five pounds of baggage apiece and our difficulty in
packing was to eliminate. Shoes were the worst difficulty. Richard managed with two. We weighed the suit cases—ten
pounds each — that meant twenty five pounds of clothes. Men's clothes are heavy, but it is astonishing how many
dresses one can carry and not reach the limit. | finally finished with two evening, two morning and three afternoon
dresses. They were all thin and summery —to my great distress when we reached our destination.

| was so thrilled that | wanted to phone and tell every one what we were about to do, but Richard kept
‘shushing’ me. He wouldn't let me telephone to any one but Phebe and Bessie.

“Thereis no usetelling the whole creation that we are going.”
“But I'mexcited about it. | want to tell!”
“Well, | wouldn't do it!”

But | did tell every onel saw to his deep disgust. Later, | think | fathomed the reason for his reticence. He
feared some one would say too much as to the danger and so make me nervous, and perhaps unwilling to go. For once
he ‘ disremembered’ that the middle name of all my forbears had been “GO”.

Itisn’t hard to imagine the thousand and one things there were to do when starting off on so long ajourney
with such short notice. The household matters to arrange; suppliesto get in; untold instructions for arather newish
maid; plans for Jan€’ s appearance on the maid’ s day off, or if she left altogether, | must arrange matters that were
coming up in regard to the Towson Club and see that the two boys had socks enough to last. | must send messages to
the other two boys that we were going and to the family in the West to let them know that we were coming.

Thiswent to Mr. And Mrs. C.W. Lee, Carmel, California. Box 1835. “Joyous surprise. Just arranged to arrive
in Los Angeles day after tomorrow. Stay there day or two, then on to Carmel for Birthday celebration. We telegraphed
Don. Did not know summer address of other two. Thrilled and excited (Signed) Frances and Richard.”

Itisonly now on reading this over that | realize that we did not tell them that we were coming by plane. What
we said to Donald | do not remember and | can find no memo of that message.

At last every thing was done.

Jimmy came from work and the four of us sat down to dinner —avery nice one, too — at seven o’ clock. As
soon as we finished, we started at once for Washington, David driving. We did not have any too much time to spare as
the plane was scheduled to leave at ten twelve, so we went at a pretty good speed and had about fifteen minutes to
spare when we arrived. However the plane was alittle |ate and we did not get off until 10:30. For once we drove
through Washington without molestation from the police.
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The air-port was crowded with people of every description watching the planes come and go. While we were
waiting several planes landed. They were small ones and looked too frail for much service. When ours landed and
came careering up the field —“ The Southerner Skysleeper, New Jersey Flag Ship” — it was much larger than the others.
It looked stable enough to me, but David, after we got home, said that it rather gave him the jittersto think his parents
were both going off in THAT. He said even the motor sounded tin-panny to him. The boys both said | could hardly
wait for the planeto light | was so anxious to get aboard. It may have been that | was anxious to get on my way for fear
| would want to back out. But if so it was wholly sub-conscious —in spite of the fact that | had slept almost not at all
the night after we had decided to make the trip.

On arriving at the air-port and securing our reservations we were given large paper folders, and instructed to
take from our suitcases anything that we would require for the night and put in the folders, as our luggage would be put
in the baggage compartment during the journey. This accomplished a nice surprise came to mein the form of abox of
candy from Betty. On opening it to give some to the boys | discovered that it was coconut, which | never eat — but more
of that later, asit has a nice sequel.

Standing on the steps of the station we first heard and then saw our plane asit circlein the air and then landed
and taxied up in front of us. | wasterribly excited by the way that unwieldy bird descended directly on the wide road
way prepared for it, then circled and wheeled its way right up to the very foot of the waiting passengers. This
astonished me each time we landed.

Finally, kissing our off-spring good-bye — an extratight hug from mother — we traversed that short space of
no-man’ s land between the waiting Plane and the gates, behind which always stand the wishful left-behinds. | was too
excited to notice then, as| did at later landings, the meticulous precision with which every necessary thing is done
before the plan leaves the ground.

Looking back and waving at the boys, | walked up the gang-plank. | had never been in one of these big flyers
even sight seeing so | was surprised to see it so much like a pullman coach. | quickly noticed, however, the difference
in the windows about half as big asthose on atrain. In fact they were so small that | was not sure my sons could see
me, though | could see them with ease. | was not to know until we got home that they could see us perfectly well until
we took off which was several minutes later.

| kept my eyes on my children as long as possible. As we left the ground and began to ascend | watched the
lights of the city and the soul stirring illumination of the Capitol dome until they began to recede into the purple
distance.

Now | could take note of my surroundings. The seats, wider, they told us, than those in a Pullman car, were
very comfortable. But we were divided from our neighbors by partitions such as are only used in cars at night. These
gave more privacy, but because of them | never really did know how many passengers were on the plane that night. But
| judged about ten. These big flyers advertised that they can carry sixteen passengersin the day time and fourteen at
night. We decided that they must throw two overboard at sun down and were glad we were getting on late enough so
we would not have to enter the contest of eligibility.

We were hardly seated before avery svelte attractive, young Stewardess came and secured usto our seats with
broad leather straps fastened with the most durable trick metal bucklesthat | have ever seen. Asthe engines began to
warm up small brilliantly green electric transperiences flashed on in every compartment saying, “ Fasten seat belts. No
smoking while taking off.” So reassuring to inexperienced flyersthat “ seat belts” admonition.

The motor began to whir. We run along the ground away. Then stop. We start again, going down the long
stretch — or stretches — and finally with the wind in the right quarter we are suddenly conscious that we are flying.
Thereis now no backing out. We are on our way to California, three thousand miles away.

Once up, the young stewardess comes and unbuckles our belts. All stewardesses are young and beautiful; all
look alike and have identical figures. And all are courteous and helpful.

After thefirst time, we could buckle ourselvesin when the green light gave the word.

“Isthere any thing we want?’ “Will we have our berths made up at once?’



“In about half an hour,” | suggest. | have a desire to orient myself somewhat, before trying to sleep. It is
reassuring to see Richard sitting right there in front of me, though truly | am not afraid. | am just not quite air-
acclimated, not wholly air-minded as yet.

| seem to be the only woman passenger on the plane.

Since we were in no hurry, the young Air-goddess, with great dispatch began to make up the other berths.
When shefinally cameto us, | was spell bound by her speed and efficiency. She lifted the seats, slid the various parts
into their proper places and before we knew it our beds were ready. It had never occurred to me how light everything
must be on a plane. The seats, the bedding, the very curtains hanging in front of us, seemed to be feather-light in the
hands of that capable young person.

We were close to the very diminutive dressing room so | stepped in there to make ready for the night. |
confess | did not take off my clothes as | would have done in a sleeping car, but | did make myself comfortablein a
gown and bathrobe. | hung my dress on a hanger provided for the purpose, wrapped my head to keep my finger wave
smooth, and went back to the bed, in ‘the Lower.” Richard leaned out of the ‘upper’ and kissed me good night; the
stewardess came and tucked me in with the safety belt and | pushed back the window curtain so | could see the stars
out of that small aperture. | listened to the whirring of the motors that so mysteriously kept usin the air and going. |
thought of the boys. | wonder if they would find the letter | had left for them in case — just in case we might never get
back. | pondered on how surprised they probably werein Californiato know that we were actually coming.

Then | was awakened by a bright light outside my window. We were changing crews in Memphis, and |
hadn’t even waked up when we landed nor when we took off from Nashville, though | had been conscious of a good
deal of bumping, which, | learned later, was due to the bad weather for it had rained all the way.

| saw our nice stewardess go down the gang plank and another who might have been her twin — greet her as
she came aboard. | poked my head between the curtains to see what was doing in the aisle and before | could withdraw
it the new comer was at my side wishing to know if | couldn’t sleep, or was there anything she could do for me. |
assured her | was al right, that it was only the old curiosity working, and like aturtle taking refuge in its shell, pulled
my head back into my berth. | watched out the tiny window until the gang plank was removed, the motors warmed, and
we were in the air once more.

The next thing | knew the sun was shining in my window and we were descending toward the port at Fort
Worth. | reached up and prodded Richard. | thought he might like to know we were in Rosa s and Elizabeth’ s vicinity.
Also the sun was up, the rain was over, the view was lovely. But though he had slept the whole night through, he was
not ready to waken and my only thankswas, “What did you wake me up for?”

| waswide awake and the whole panorama of earth was below. | was not long completing my sketchy toilet in
the cramped, diminutive dressing room. Barring the lights of Washington and Memphis, | had seen nothing below us
until now. It was fascinating to look down on the tiny towns and farms with their miniature buildings that seemed even
lessreal than those in our Christmas garden. It was alucky thing that we saw some interesting and fertile spots that
morning for as the day sped along, we flew for hours along a distant earth that was parched and brown —first over the
Texas dust bowl and later over the ever continuing desert.

Then | studied the inside of the plane. About the berths there was just one thing that bothered me — and that
had to do with the one thing wherein the looks of the plane’ sinterior is different from that of a Pullman --- the heighth.
The Plane seemed as long and as wide, | guess, but the ceiling islow —too low, it seemsto me, for areally tall person
to stand erect. That may be only my impression, but | seem to visualize the Stewardess touching the top, as she walked
back and forth. Anyway the floor of the upper berth was far too closeto me as | lay therein my lower during the night.
| could touch it too easily, and there were moments when its nearness stifled me. | do not know of what it is made but it
may be cushioned with rubber, so that if one should bump it it would not hurt too much. Also afineair conditioning
arrangement provides each seat with an air tube and you can regul ate the temperature to suit yourself. Moreover, when
the plane lands, an air conditioning unit rolls up and isimmediately connected so that the atmosphere, in the air onon
the ground is always comfortable.

Not long after we left Fort Worth, Miss Kay, our nice day-time stewardess, came and asked if we were ready
for breakfast, which we indeed were. She brought a table — another of these light weight gadgets made especially for
flying —and set it up between us, and served such anice breakfast. We had orange juice, hot or cold cereal (I had hot,
Richard, cold) with thick cream; followed by scrambled eggs, crisp bacon, doughnuts, sweet rolls and coffee. All this
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had been brought on at Fort Worth (at least | think it was there rather than at Memphis) in huge thermos containers.
The hot things really were hot, and all were very good.

Oh, we also had the Fort Worth morning paper to read — all the comfort of home, you see.

We left Fort Worth some time before six and had breakfast before we reached El Paso not long after seven
o’ clock. Here we got out of the plane and saw three young women who had boarded the plane at Fort Worth cordially
welcomed by a host of waiting relatives, or friends. It wasterrifically hot, but we found a shady spot in front of the
station from which vantage point we watched the preparations for our next ‘ take off,” the precision of which maneuvers
I mentioned before. The plane lands, the gang-plank iswheeled up, and the passengers alight. Then the air conditioning
wagon appears and is connected. The airmail is unloaded; also the baggage of those disembarking. The re-fueling is
done, supplies for the stewardess are taken on, and there is much activity about the front of the plane quite
incomprehensible to a mere femal e like me, without any mechanical flare. However, it all gives one a sense of security
and makes you feel that every precaution is being properly attended to before we fly off again.

After about fifteen minutes we were megaphoned back on and off we flew.

All the airports at which we landed, except the one in Washington, were splendid. The fields are wonderful,
both to ook at from the air, and to alight upon. We must have had especially good pilots for never once did we get any
bumps when we landed. In fact, | hardly knew when we made contact with the ground. Perfect ‘three point landings’ |
wastold they are called.

We had only left EI Paso when our ‘ sense of security’ received a severe jolt. We had been on the wing about
fifteen minutes when Miss Kay came in, very nonchalantly, and announced “We are going back to El Paso. Either the
mechanic left the top of the gasoline tank off, or the wind has blown it off, and the wind issyphoning our gas out.
Friday the 13", you know. No more smoking until we land.”

It had slipped my mind that we would be traveling on Friday the 13" even if we didn’t start that day.
| think all felt awave of relief when we were back on the ground. | knew | did. It only took afew minutes to
refuel the 100 gallons we had lost, and we were on our way again.

We, now, began to climb to miss the mountains and my ears popped more than they had before. It was a
pleasant sensation for me because | had been having some trouble with them and this seemed to make my hearing
Clearer.

We went over some strange half-moon, crater-like formationsin the mountainous desert now. | laughed and
called Richard’ s attention to them for they looked just like huge oysters. The scene under us was not inviting. Long
stretches of barren land as far as the eye could see, only relieved by patches of sunlight —adun and gold sameness for
hours. Right there and then | made up my mind | never wanted to make a coast to coast by auto —too much hot desert.
For though we were cool and comfortable, the very sight of the ground below made one feel hot and parched. And
another strange thing, hardly to be credited, when flying one loses the horizon. The sky and the earth merge with no
line of cleavage at all.

And another, | started to use my fountain pen to jot down afew thoughts, but it ran so fast | couldn’t useit.
Later | read in our folder, “due to the changes in atmospheric pressure, when higher altitudes are reached, many
fountain pens have atendency to leak when the plan climbs above 8000 feet. Usually all that is necessary isto screw
thetip on tightly. However some of the older model pensleak so badly that it is best to wrap them to avoid damage to
clothes or contents of handbags.”

We had two or three changes of pilots each way — also of stewardesses, but the only names | learned were Hap
Russell and Fitzpatrick, who were on from Fort Worth to Los Angeles; and Jewell and Sutherland, pilots, and Miss
Fish, stewardess from Fort Worth home, on the return trip. They were on the daylight stretches.

Another thing that impressed us both as strange — like the loss of the horizon — was the vast number of roads
that we could see beneath us that had no apparent objective. They seemed to start off sanely enough with areason for
being, but then they would wander on with out any place to go and finally just stop, in the middle of no where. It gave
on the strangest feeling — roads starting off so jubilant, hoping to lead to some place or something and after awhile, just
giving up the effort — very like some people.



It was between El Paso and Phoenix that Betty’s candy came into its own. | passed it to Miss Kay and pretty
soon she came back and said the pilots had tried to swipe her candy and would | like to give them each a piece. So the
candy went the rounds of the pilots and the passengers. Miss Kay said she had never seen so many men with such
sweet teeth, and the whol e thing was a pleasant interlude.

Our next stop was Phoenix, and as we approached it the bumpyness of the air was the worst of our entire trip.
But looking down the town as a pleasant oasis in the desert. — The towns always made me so proud of our Christmas
Garden, it looks so like them.

When the gang plank was attached, we started to get out to take the air, but as we stopped into the open we
were met by ablast of heat that made me gasp. The attendant that stood at the foot of theincline said, “I1t's 110 in the
shade.” Looking around for the shade he had mentioned, and failing to seeit, and wondering what the temperature was,
right there in the full sun, we both, as of one accord, turned around and spent our ten minutesin Phoenix in the plane
where it was cool.

Then we were on our last lap westward; over real mountains, climbing higher and higher, away from those
sharp peaks. There were forests, too, now. Behind us was that long, long stretch of brown — still visible in spots but
tempered now with green. We passed Tucson away off in the distance, and Palm Springs ablur on the landscape. We
were told that San Bernardino was ‘over there’ but really saw no further habitations until we were hovering over the
outskirts of Pasadena, and knew that we would be making a“happy landing” in avery few minutes.

Strange! We had traversed 3000 miles and all the time there was only the whir of motors and the changing
landscape to give us a sense of motion. Once well in the air, we had been sitting quietly suspended waiting for time to
pass until we should go down again. The earth is so far away that it doesn’t seem to be slipping past you asit doeson a
train. We went as high as 16,000 feet but had no definite sense that we were moving.

But moving we had been, and at a speed of about 200 miles an hour. It was hard to know when Pasadena
ended and L os Angeles began, but the Earth began to come nearer and nearer, then the airport appeared, the wheels
made contact and we flew along the ground and — stopped!

We were there! And Rob and Rowl! and Adgie, yes, and Bettina, though we did not then recognize her, were
waving to usfrom that everlasting gate that separates the flyers from the groundlings.

Two weeks later we came home. Stopping that time off aday in Forth Worth and being grounded in New
Y ork. But that should be another story.



LETTER FROM AMERICAN AIRLINES

American Airlines, Inc.
512 West 6" St.
Los Angeles, Calif.
August 19, 1937

Telephone:

Michigan 4333

Mr. R.H. Tillman

c/loC.W. Lee

Carmel, California

Dear Mr. Tillman

In accordance with your letter of August 18, we have reserved two berths for you and
your wife on our Sleeper plane which now leave the Grand Central Air Terminal at
Glendale, California, at 10:30 P.M. Monday, August 23, for Fort Worth.

We have also reserved two seats from Fort Worth to Washington, D.C. on the same
schedul e of the following day, which now leaves Fort Worth at 8:30 A.M. Wednesday,
August 25.

If you have not aready purchased your tickets, please arrange to be at the Grand Central

Yoursvery truly,

Mais Durand
Reservations Manager

MD:R

Air Terminal by 10:00 P.M. that evening, or telephone us upon your arrival in Los Angeles.
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Jimmy’'s Wedding
By Frances Nelson Tillman

Jimmy had said that he wanted to leave Tillmanor at a quarter of five, on the dot. So | hurried home from an
appointment with the hairdresser, packed my suitcase and part of Richard’s, and did the thousand and one little things
that a housewife has to do before she goes off on atrip.

It was alittle past four when Richard and Jimmy put in their appearance. They hustled me (I had been ready
and waiting) and | hustled them, and sure enough we drove down our hill on schedule.

Marion had packed us alunch: forty-eight sandwiches, several dozen cookies, fruit and athermos of coffee.
On my way home | had bought a pound of caramel-corn. We had planned not to stop to eat, asjust the service
consumes too much time.

Jimmy began to fret the minute we were on our way, wondering what he had forgotten. Richard, too, wasn't
quite sure that he had thought of every thing he might need.

Our first stop was to pick up David, who, also had promised to be waiting at four-forty-five. He had arrived
from work just five minutes before us, but Betty had his things packed, so he washed his face, changed into other
clothes and was practically ready when Jimmy ran into the house. He had on brown trousers, and his brown plaid sport
coat.

Jimmy said, jokingly, “Y ou going to wear that to usher at the wedding?’
David, quite soberly, answered that he was.

Jimmy would have thought no more of it, but as he hel ped Betty close David’s case he saw no other suit in it.
He came out of the house looking dubious, David being totally unpredictable. So he was greatly unrelieved when
David came hurrying down the steps, carrying a second suit on ahanger. If there is one thing that annoys Richard more
than another it is poorly package luggage, and when David insisted that he was going to hang his suit up in the car, it
was almost too much for his father, who grumbled about it all the way. Said he felt just like Mr. Kirch’s delivery boy.
Said he never expected to go on atrip with his view obstructed by suits hanging over all the windows. He was always
pawing at it to get in or out of the car. By the time he was finished with it, it would have been less wrinkled if it had
been packed.

One more stop — at Jimmy’ s new house —to get the | etter with hotel reservations for the honeymoon trip. Also
Jimmy just wanted to reassure himself that the house was still there.

Then, very shortly after five, we were really on our way. We have traveled that particular route many times,
but no one ever knows just which way to get to the New Philadelphia Road. We always started out Joppa, and then
argue about the good points of this or that turning until, by some miracle, we reach it. As usual we missed the logical
turn, and drove along for miles on the old Philadelphiaroad, with just aravine, arailroad track, and a narrow woods
between us and the new road, and no crossing lane. At Bradshaw we took an intersection that looked promising, only to
be foiled by arailroad station and a dead end. At last the two thoroughfares ran together — as we knew they did —and
that argument over we were ready to relax when David began to worry about what he might have forgotten. There must
be something Betty had failed to pack.

It isso long since we have had an automobile TRIP, that no little uncertainty like that could spoil it. The
leisurely speed of thirty-five miles an hour added to my enjoyment, though it was irksome to Jimmy who was looking
forward, so eagerly to seeing Joyce. But if it was not so fast as of yore, we flew steadily along, enjoying the road, the
ride, the caramel corn, the weather, and each other —when Richard wasn't fussing about David’s suit — and before we
knew it we were passing the signs pointing northward to the Pennsville Ferry, on which we were to cross the Delaware.

After ashort interval | was sure we had missed the road to Newcastle, and Richard was as convinced that it

was miles and miles farther on. The ensuing argument waged until, after paying afew tollsto lady toll keepers, we
reached that town, and the docks.
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Oneferry lunged out into the river just as we bounced onto the palsied old pier, and paid our fare. But another
one pulled right in, swinging from side to side as though unable to choose which set of pilesit would rather demolish,
those to the right or those to the left. The boys were about to lay bets on the outcome, when, wham it hit squarely in the
middle, anchored and we drove off the tottering pier onto the wobbly boat.

Here and now was where and when we had planned to eat our lunch, so we got busy at once.

“Which will you have, lamb, cream cheese and olive, or Smithfield spread?’ says| opening the big box and
dispensing the viands.

“Coffee,” isthe answer. So Richard held the paper cups and | poured. David was the first to drink, and was
that coffee hot. He said it burned him to his toes, and continued to complain about it all the next day. So the rest of us
sipped cautiously.

“Can’t we throw the box and the cups overboard?”
“Well, just wait ‘til we get out to sea.”
Occupied with serving and eating, | hadn’t noticed our progress, when suddenly looking up, | shrieked,

“Look, look! What’s coming right at us!” That was good for alaugh, asit wasjust alittle thing like the shore
line of Pennsville that was bearing down upon us.

Of course, the Ferrymen let all the trucks off before we were permitted to go careening from rickety boat to
more rickety pier, with that long line of trucks ahead of us—and athirty-five mile speed limit. | don’t know why you
always seem to be going slower, if you are driving thirty-five miles behind atruck than if you are going the same speed
in front of it.

A straight road to Beverly, where we were to annex Lee and Ida. Out came the maps and a letter of direction
from Lee. We were to hold the course on Routes No. 130 and 25, but were to veer to the right, bear to the left, and run
around in complete circles first at Camden and then in every little ‘village and hamlet’ we passed through. About
fifteen miles from Beverly we were to cross a bridge, see a white fence and make a direct |eft turn. When we finally
reached this point there was so much discussion asto whether it really was afence, or just a continuation of the bridge,
that we were well past it before the taking was over.

We knew that there would be other opportunities to turn, so kept right on. Lee’ s next instruction that “ Father
and Mother should know the way from here,” was also rather vague. Finally, however, the Tillman sense of direction
took usinto Beverly and, after adequate back seat driving, too Church Street —just ten minutes off schedule.

Lee and Idawere ready and waiting. Jimmy and David had never visited their Beverly home so we all went in
to stretch our legs, show the boys the house and yard, and were on our way again in about eight minutes. L ee took the
wheel. He has traveled that road so many times that he can ailmost drive it blindfolded.

It wasn’t until now that we learned why every truck driver that passed us had shouted at us. As no policeman
stopped us we had come blissfully on, unaware that we were infringing a New Jersey law requiring the upper half of all
auto headlights be painted black. Happily unconscious of our |awlessness we had whizzed nonchalantly on. Now
however, being apprized of our iniquitous behavior, all of us cringed with Lee and Ida at the sight of acop in the
offing.

It was agorgeous moon lit night. With the exception of trucks, that, like mythological monsters, loomed up,
out of the darkness, at frequent intervals there was not much traffic, and with our wartime speed we women could
really relax and enjoy ourselves. Or could have if at thisjuncture Idaand L ee hadn’t begun discussing what they might
have left behind that they would be needing.

We finished up the sandwiches and the cookies AND the caramel-corn, which later David insisted the next
day, was all he had had to eat since leaving Baltimore.

Some time before eleven o’ clock we crossed, high in the air, the totally blacked out Pulaski Bridge, then on
through Jersey City, into the Hudson tunnel, and out into a pallid, anemic looking, darkened New Y ork; over the West
Viaduct and on to an almost vehicle-less Riverside Drive.
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Meantime | have been defeated in a perfectly good debate — Resolved that we spend the night in the Robert
Treat Hotel in Newark. My arguments being that by so doing we would be in better trim for the next day. Also |
revamped all the stories we had been hearing to the effect that there were no accommodations in any hotel any where
right now; and suggested that the remembrance of once having to spend the night in the car, in agraveyard, when my
family would NOT stop early enough to find a place to sleep, made me leery of that proceeding. But Jimmy was all for
going asfar as possible — not holing-in until between twelve and one and asit was hiswedding and histrip, on we
sped.

In the day time it may be different, but at night you do not even notice when you leave the Drive to enter the
Merritt Highway; you just go on and on. There are no longer trucks to scrape your hub caps when they whiz past you as
itisnow all dual highway — no cross roads, just occasional, very occasional, intersections for on coming or * off-
coming’. Woods to the right, woods to the |l eft, and the long road lengthening ahead. For all we saw of habitations or of
human beings we might quite as well been in Kamchatka. Even the few and far between service stations were shut and
vacant. In the daytime —we discovered the next morning — distant farms and farmhouses are discernible from the road,
but we didn’t even see aglimmer of light in the distance, mile after mile.

The question of closed service stations began to irk us as we drove and drove. Occasionally we would see a
sign that said, ‘ Gas amile ahead’. But when we got there the station was either boarded up for the duration or closed
for the night. We had driven more than two hundred miles and had not replenished our fuel. But would Jimmy take one
of those bypasses and go to some little town either to get gas or to say all night? He would not. So Lee kept right on.
Jimmy’s mind was set on Stamford, not Norwich, which | am sure was much nearer.

“You go off the road just about thirty miles farther on.”

We had already gone more than two hundred and thirty miles on one tank of gas. But asthe Toll-taker also
assured us that Stamford was now our best bet for beds on we went, rolling up the mileage.

And then we passed the Stamford sign and missed the intersection. We all hollered at Lee, and as nothing was
coming behind us we backed, with many squeals and much lurid language, to the road. Once off the highway it was
anybody’ s guess which turning we should take. With only darkness in the occasional house we passed, there was no
oneto ask. But at last lights began to glimmer in the distance, and we were skirting the fringes of the town.

Too late for much sign of life, we finally accosted one lone man, who directed us to a hotel, we all hoped he
wasn’t its proprietor, as we have had two disastrous coincidences of that kind in the past. Any way we found it, and it
was big enough to be still open. The men went in and Idaand | sat in the car. After alengthy period they returned.
There was one room, which we were to have. Meantime, before we went to bed, they would investigate a near by
rooming house of which the Clerk had told them, but which, at thislate hour, he could not reach by phone.

Jimmy, Lee and David went questing. Richard remained with us. Idaand | stepped into a small waiting room
where we could sit down, and Richard stood at the door talking with us. Just across the hall, with afair sized sign, was
a‘Tap Room’. A man came reeling out of the door. He had on baggy trousers, and reminded me of Charley Chaplin,
minus the big shoes. He shuffled over to Richard and said,

“Shay where (hic) ish the Tap Room, Mister?’
Richard, somewhat astonished, said, “Why, right there.”

“Thank you, said the drunk, with an elaborate bow, and turned around and staggered right back where he came
from.
We were still giggling when the boys came to report.

“The clerk says he thinks he has two rooms, and he thinks they each have two beds. He wasn’t willing to
commit himself but we paid for them in the hope that they will be there when we get back.” Says David.

“The one thing he was sure of,” Lee added, “was that the only bath room was away down at the end of the
hall.”

Then Lee and David herded | da and me into the aforementioned Tap room, while Father and Jimmy went out
to bring in our suitcases. | walked ahead, and as the room was pretty filled with men and women, | was about to sit
down in acozy corner near the bar, when a short fat waiter came rushing up and, literally, began to push me away by
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the shoulders. David was about ready to sock him one, when the waiter found his voice and said excitedly, “Ladies
can't sit within three feet of the bar! Ladies can't sit within three feet of the bar in Connecticut!!!”

“Well, | better run up and get my tape measure” David is half-angry half-facetious.

That made the waiter good-and-mad and as we were seating ourselves far enough away from the bar so we
wouldn’t contaminate it, he bristled,

“Oh, you needn’t get no tape measure. Itain’'t me. Itain’t my doings. | didn’'t make the law!”

However, by the time Jimmy and Richard joined us we were all friends. Jimmy was traveling in his Civil Air
Patrol First Lieutenant’s uniform, which is very good looking but with a definite difference from that of men in regular
service. Our water, now quite obsequious, came over for their orders, and of all things Jimmy asked for awhisky and
soda and a glass of beer. While the waiter was getting it, we observed considerable conversation going on at the bar,
with furtive looks our way. When he brought the drinks he leaned over Jimmy and asked him, in a stage whisper, what
branch of the service he was in. When Jimmy answered the C.A.P. he said with relief, still whispering, “We thought
you might be a Chaplain.”

“Wedidn't tarry long as the hour was growing nearer and nearer the dawn. When we came out a bulky
Swedish porter was waiting with our bags to show usto our room | said “We'd better ask them at the desk to giveus a
cal in the morning.”

“No, no,” hesaid, “I call you.”

It was almost two o’ clock, but Jimmy still insisted that we be on our way the next morning, without breakfast
(after looking at the hotel dining room) at seven o’ clock. He guaranteed the men’ s appearance, so we told Ole to call us
at six-thirty. Aswe got in the elevator, they started off for the rooms they had paid for unsight unseen.

Our rooms, beds, and bath were moderately comfortable, so we didn't talk long and had a modicum of sleep
before the phone bell awakened us. We had scarcely finished dressing when it ran again. The men were in the lobby
and were sending up for our bags.

“Mudder, your childrensisall down stairs vaiting for you” says Ole when we open the door. Aswe started to
leave without taking the key, he chided us gently, “Y ou leave da key in dadoor dey charch you extradollar.”

Our erstwhile procrastinating Jimmy had us actually on our way at seven o’ clock. Retracing, with a minor
detour or two, or road of the night before, we were soon back on the Merritt Highway and either Idaor | inquired if
they had any trouble getting gas.

“Gagl”

All four of those men gasped! They had completely forgotten it. What with bumpy beds, a mile's march to the
bath room, and having slept without taking any of their luggage out of the car, and being routed out so early, gas has
never entered into their minds.

So at the very next intersection, leading we know not whither, we must needs go off the Highway, blindly
searching fuel. The back-seaters wanted to go to the left, but the driver, now David, went to the right. We passed a few
straggling houses, and in a short time, saw smoke in the distance. A man, walking along the road, motioned us NOT
TO STOP for him. We stopped anyway and asked him the way to gas. There was an Esso Station thisway — A Saccony
Station that. Maybe it was too early for the one to be open. The other one might be closed for the duration. A mile
farther on there were two more, a one of which we might find service.

Slightly bewildered we followed his general direction and came, even before we expected to, at the end of our
search, and, gas in the tank, drove once more back to the Highway. We had come nearly 275 miles on less than one
tankful of gas; not such abad performance for a car that had been in the shop, at intervals, most of the time for a period
of six weeks, owing to the damage inflicted on it by the thieves who had stolen it.

We were getting hungry! | was waxing cross in consequence, and |da’ s head was aching. Even the
Bridegroom must have felt a gnawing at this innards. The outskirting districts of New Haven looked alittle slummy,
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but there was a policeman on his beat, and he motioned usto a dump right across the corner, arestaurant with the
inevitable tap room on the side. Two of the boys reconnoitered, and reported that it might be worse.

The waitress had just arrived. She was half asleep. Nothing that was on the bill of fare (menu by courtesy) was
available. But we didn’t have to wait too long before she brought us pretty punk coffee, soggy toast, and not such bad
ham and eggs, and we were on our way again, thistime Jimmy driving.

Fully twenty minutes ahead of schedule we entered the perfectly charming village of Longmeadow, and due,
of courseto Jimmy’s previous trips, stopped, without delay (or discussion) in front of the Hall home.

Joyce, her Mother, her Grandmother, and Mrs. Buck all welcomed us so heartily and sincerely that we felt at
home at once. After the first amenities were exchanged, we must, naturally, see the presents, which were many,
beautiful, and artistically displayed. Not strangely, we were particularly interested in seeing those sent by our own
friends and relatives and referred frequently to Joyce' s bride book, and oh-ed and ah-ed over first thislovely thing and
then that.

We had expected to go to the hotel for lunch and to ‘ smarten up’ but that was ruled out at once, David and
Jimmy who both felt, and looked, alittle beardish went up stairs and shaved, and the rest of us contented ourselves as
we were.

In the kitchen we could hear the preparation of food going on — and after our sketchy breakfast were glad of it.
David insisted that he hadn’t had a thing to eat since he left home but caramel corn.

With presents continually arriving we, too, got ataste of the fun of opening and exclaiming over them.

We were all out in the yard gushing over Joyce’'s roomy play house when, shortly after noon, Mr. Hall joined
us. And it was while imbibing our first drink together that we decided that, since we were to be parents to the same
children we' d better be Violet and Ed and Frances and Richard to each other.

Ed was all set to take Richard to the club and have a golf game, but Richard was feeling the trip and as the
wedding rehearsal was arranged for five o’ clock we decided to go to the hotel, clean up, and change our clothes. There
was to be adinner for the bridal party immediately following the rehearsal and we wanted to be ready.

So after a soul satisfying lunch, more jolly visiting, more gifts unwrapped, more exclaiming over them we
went, with Ed guiding us, to the Kimball Hotel in Springfield.

Aswe drove through the city acop, at an intersection, waved at Mr. Hall in the car ahead with Richard, and
then as we passed began bawling at us for fair. We had quite passed him before hereally got started and, ashedidn’t
blow awhistle, we went right on, wondering what the heck we were doing in Massachusetts that the Massachusettians
didn’t do.

Ida’ s head was still aching so she went to bed, deciding that as she wasn’t in the wedding she wouldn’t go to
the rehearsal, but would rest up for the evening.

Ed had secured reservations for us at the hotel, getting a fine suite for Richard and me. Its sitting room was
very large, and when the management found it impossible to arrange to give him a private room for the dinner that
evening, they had compromised by using this, which made it very homey and cozy.

The boys and Lee and Ida had adjoining rooms just down the hall. We planned to rest afew minutes, but, of
course, | always want to be in oneverything, so was going with Richard, David and Lee to the Church. Jimmy had not
come with us. He was going with Joyce and her Mother.

Richard was sozzling in the tub when | reach the point in my dressing where | needed my belt. | started to the
suit case — but, even before | looked, | knew | was the one they had been worrying about during the entire trip. | had
FORGOTTEN THE BEL TS to both of my dresses —the one | was to wear that night and the one | was going to wear to
the wedding! | could see them in my mind’ s eye just where they lay on my dresser at home! | could have wept. | had
wanted to ook so nice, and just right for Jimmy’ s wedding. | had gone to such lengths to find exactly the proper
costumes. And, now, no belts! When Richard came out of the bathroom, he suggested that | wear the belt from the
dress| had traveled in. Silly suggestion! It was black with blue beads and the dress | had on was green, and the one |
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was going to wear the next day was red! Well! There | was. There was nothing | could do but make the best of it. But |
had been so self-righteous when they had all been wondering what they had forgotten.

| finished dressing, arranged my fur to hide my waist in the back, and carried my pocket book high to
camouflage the front. Found | really didn’t look so bad, beltless, and proceeded to forget it.

When it was time to start, Richard went down the hall, but the boys were not there. When they came
sauntering in, it was aquarter of five and the rehearsal wasin Longmeadow at five.

| hustled them to the car. Before we got in, Lee said, “ Do either of you know the way?’ They didn’t. “Then
I'll drive, and if you promise to keep quiet and let me go my own way, I'll get you there.”

We promised and he took the wheel. We went past the same cop we had seen on the way to the hotel. He
hollered at us again, but didn’t stop us, so we went merrily on wondering what in the dickensit was all about. He was
the last landmark that we passed. L ee was not going the way we had come, but | held my hush. But David didn’t. Ina
very few minutes he began to comment. Thiswasn’t the way to Longmeadow. Where was the Church, anyhow? We
didn’t know — only as we had driven from the Hall’ sto the hotel, Ida had seen asign and said, “ Thereisthe Church.”
That might have been it and it might not. Then | tried to think of the name of the Church, but could not. Asked the
others, but they didn’t remember either.

David, Father and | were all surethat it wouldn’t be more than ten or fifteen minutes' drive from the hotel.
That was the only opinion Richard advanced. But David kept up arunning fire of conclusions, and | kept asking if they
couldn’t remember the name of the Church so we could ask our way. It might not even be the one Ida had seen. Lee
didn’'t say aword. He just drove. Then we left the town and began a long jaunt through the woods. On our way from
Longmeadow to the hotel we had not gone through any woods! There had been no appreciable demarcation between
village and city. So thisforest and the fact that we were already so late for the wedding rehearsal got on my nerves and
| began to insist that L ee slow down and inquire of some one just where we were and where we were going. But no one
seemed to be roaming about, and he kept right on getting deeper and deeper into the woods. Finally we all jumped on
him! He didn’t say aword, stopped the car, got out and said to David, “| said I'd get you there, but driveit yourself!”

Richard finally said, “Turn around and find the policeman we passed awhile back, and we'll ask him!” Which
we did — just asked for an Episcopalian church in Longmeadow.

“Turn around,” says he, “and just keep going the way you came for about amile or two, until you come to
(naming a street), then turn off the Boulevard a block and you'll be there.”

We followed directions, and Lee had had just two blocks to go when we made him turn around. Were our
facesred?

They were redder still, when we reached our destination twenty-five minutes late. The bride’'s maids, the bride
and the groom had been put through their paces but had to do it all over again for the benefit of the best man and the
ushers. About the only one who seemed perturbed by our tardiness was the organist; al so the policeman for
L ongmeadow, he was past due for duty.

When they had finished, we saw David go up and shake hands with the minister, ayoung fellow, whom Joyce
had already told us had been in this parish for only afew weeks. Strangely enough, David and he had been classmates
at Virginia. We thought we saw the Minister pale atrifle when he greeted David. This recognition was a cue for the
Halls, who insisted that he join usfor dinner. And how David kept that poor young man on the anxious seat is an epic
initself. In college he had, apparently, been ‘one of the boys.” David told me later that he could more than hold his own
when it came to a spree or a poker party. Thiswas just pie for David, who kept that poor young man on the anxious
seat all through dinner. He was a good sport and took it in his stride, but Richard and | thought we could ‘feel’ him
squirming now and then.

At least it was a break for the bride’s maids for he was the only single man at the party.
Our boys and the Parson soon discovered another bond. Mr. Williams (that being his name) had studied at
Divinity school with Charley Buck (unrelated to Joyce' s cousins), one of their fraternity brothers — a chap who had had

the run of our house all during their college careers. He, Charley, is also an Episcopalian minister —a Chaplain right
now — though none of us can ever quite envisage him in that role, for Charley, too, was quite a boy.

74



From the Church, acharming tiny edifice at the top of along slope spreading down to the street, we motored
back to the hotel, in much less time than it had taken usto come.

Herethe bridal party was augmented by Ida and several of the bride’ srelatives. It was, so we learned, also Mr.
Hall’ s birthday and he kept receiving messages of congratul ations over the phone. A friend who always remembers his
birthday with a cake had, thisyear, turned it into awedding cake for his daughter and it had the place of honor in the
center of the table.

It was ajolly dinner, enhanced when we reached the coffee and dessert, by the appearance of ayoung
musician, with an accordion, who played for us. His repertoire seemed limitless, and soon all were singing to his
accompaniment. There was a short hiatus while we were taken to a broadcasting station in the hotel to see a broadcast.
Then we were back for more singing. It wasn't late, however, when we said good night. The Bride must have her
beauty sleep.

It was a somewhat inverted good-bye, the host and hostess |eaving and some of the guests staying right on.
There were still the makings of afew whisky and sodas on the side table, so Lee, Ida, David and the accordion player
(heisafriend of Ed’s and had been a member of the Mal Hallett’ s band) Richard and | sat around telling stories and
waiting for Jimmy to reappear. But the waiting proved too long for me, so we said good night — and so to bed.

It was Richard that awakened me at eight the next morning. | had expected to be routed out by Jimmy. He had
kept us on our toes so far. We listened at the doors of the children’s' rooms down the hall, but not hearing any
commotion went on to breakfast, as Ed was coming at nine o’ clock to take Richard on a sight seeing tour of the city.
Think he wanted to sell him Springfield.

When they had gone, | waited until ten o’ clock and then, with the wedding at twelve, thought I’ d better take
stepsto insure the presence of the groom. Met Lee and Ida coming out of their room. They said Jimmy and David were
awake but wouldn't get up. The wedding only two hours off! And it was Jimmy that had been keeping us on schedule!

“I"ll get them up,” says|. Which same | proceeded to do, and nonetoo soon! In fact, not nearly soon enough,
as Jimmy had seemingly forgotten that he wasto bein Longmeadow at nine-thirty to take his prospective mother-in-
law to the Club for some last minute arranging.

The plan was that Lee go with him, and take Joyce's car with the suit cases to the Club so they could start on
their journey from there. But, Lee coming in and seeing my corsage decided to get some flowers for Ida, and the two of
them went out to find aflorist shop. They had just left when Jimmy came in raring to go. No Lee. David still en
déshabillé! And just an hour and a half before the wedding!

Richard was to be back, and a car was coming for us at twenty minutes of twelve. | was redressing hurriedly,
mentally bemoaning my forgotten belt. Jimmy was hurrying back and forth from our room to his, looking for Lee and
trying to speed David up so he could go in Lee’s place. And his best man who should have been taking care of him, out
inspecting the town.

“Don’t slow down, David, don’t slow down!” Jimmy would urge at one end of the hall. Then back to meto
seeif Lee had comein. Finally David was dressed, and they got off with just no time to spare.

They were no sooner on their way than Lee and Idareturned, and Richard put in his appearance. The phone
rang, avoice said our car was there, and soon we reached the Church where, Jimmy and David, errands done, were
waiting.

Jimmy and Richard went at once to the minister’ s study and David and Leeto their ushering.

The only thing that Mrs. Hall had requested of me was that | meet her and precede her into the Church. It isso
tiny an edifice that | couldn’t wait for her in the vestibule, so Idaand | sat in our car —which was parked behind some
bushes, and tried to peek through to see the Mother of the Bride arrive. Through the thick hedge we couldn’t tell men
from women, much less recognize any specific person. When | showed signs of getting jittery, Idawent and asked Lee
to comefor us at the proper moment. But | still had visions of his being impinged upon by the arrival of the wedding
party and carried right down the aisle in spite of himself and hiswaiting mother. Instead of my grim foreboding,
however, he appeared and we stepped out of our hiding place, behind the protecting bushes at just the correct instant.

It was a sweet wedding! The Bride, lovely at all times, was radiantly beautiful as she stood there looking up at
Jimmy asthey said the words that made them one.
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Asfor Jimmy —well, being hisloving mother, | couldn’t help but feel that dear and adorable as sheis, my in-
coming daughter-in-law was an exceedingly lucky young woman. My maternal pride was in the ascendancy all during
the ceremony, which David’' s young friend performed with dignity and sweetness. Both Bride and Groom spoke their
lines clearly and with confidence for all to hear.

The fact that Jimmy said ‘wing’ and corrected himself to ‘ring’ didn’t spoil it one jot, but it did make me say
to David at my first opportunity and before we left the Church,

“Don’t you tease him! Don’t you dareto do it!”

It was a perfect early October day, and the unexpected, information reception on the Church lawn lent a
charming simplicity to the entire affair.

| have never seen awedding where | liked so well the color combination worn by the Bride' s attendants. Can’t
say as much for the Groom’s men, who were extremely individual in their apparel. They wouldn’t even conform so
much as to wear the white glovesthat | carried all the way from Baltimore to Springfield. | am beginning to suspect
that | didn’t bring them up with the proper respect for the proprieties.

Shortly, the bridal party, with Joyce’s deal little Grandmother riding with the Bride and Groom, started for the
Longmeadow Country Club, with the rest of the guests following leisurely after.

It isadelightful club, with a beauteous location and a distinctively artistic interior — a perfect environment for
awedding breakfast. Visiting, champagne, more visiting, and then we were ushered into the dining room, for a buffet,
but seated meal.

I knew Jimmy and David were glad to see that food for they hadn’t had so much as a nibble since they got out
of bed.

It was breakfast, so called, but in spite of the rationing there was everything one could wish to eat — big
platters of cold sliced ham, cold roast beef, fresh salmon salad, shrimp salad, lobster salad, potato salad, cold turkey,
celery, olives, hot rolls and butter, coffee, with pickles and condiments galore. Viathe grapevine | learned that the club
demurred at serving things that were rationed and that all the members of the family — the cousins and the sister and the
aunts — had hoarded and contributed their stamps for the big event.

The Bride and Groom, the maid of honor, the bride’s maids with Lee, David and Mr. Williams sat at the table
on the dais. The minister was given Richard’ s place, so Richard could sit with me. With us, at the very next table were
Mr. and Mrs. Hall, Mrs. Delbridge (Ed’ s sister and mother of one of the bride’ s maids) and three other relatives that |
never did get quite straightened out. We met so many.

The bridal table was lovely and was given an added touch of beauty by an unexpected, but happy
arrangement, of the girls’ bouquets. When they seated themselves, they each laid their flowers on the outer edge of the
table, facing the roon Joyce' s white roses and stephanotisin the middle and the maids’ at intervals on either side of it.
Their flowers were coral rose buds and blue cornflowers (bachelor’ s buttons) a perfectly bewitching combination.

Theices, when they arrived, were of seemingly endless variety, and almost as pretty as the flowers. Wedding
bellsfor the newly-weds. A stork with ababy in itsbill for the new minister. Ed drew a man that wouldn’t stand up —
“the man,” Ida said, “who is paying the bills and they have him flat on his back.” Ida’ s, herself, was ajeep, for which
so the waiter told her, no gas was furnished.

Joyce and Jimmy, true to tradition, cut the first slice of cake, which the waiters then served. On atable at the
door was the fruitcake to be taken home by the guests and dreamt upon.

A small balcony overhangs one end of the dining room and it was there that Joyce and Jimmy stood while she
threw her bridal bouquet. Pretty, blonde Dona Delbridge, Joyce's cousin, was the lucky one.

The bride disappeared. Rose petals—in lieu of the too precious rice —were in everyone's hands. The young

musician of the night before was at the piano playing, when the *happy pair’ came running down the stairs, received
their good luck shower, flew out to their car and followed by shouts of all kinds of good wishes, drove away.
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And now, for the parents, that |et-down, gone feeling! We thought it wise to say goodbye to the Halls here, at
the club, and allow them an opportunity to collect themselves, while we would go to the hotel and rest until train time
which was about ten o’ clock.

But no, they would not hear of it. We must go back home with them. There were more presents to open.
Moreover, they wanted us for supper (how could we ever eat again) and we could go directly to the station from their
house. So that was that.

David had a duty to perform. Jimmy had left, in the trunk of his car, his suitcase, packed for use when they
returned from Canada. It contained among other things, a suit that he had made David promise that he would take out
and hang up so it would befit to wear. When we got out of the car in front of the Hall’ s, David went to unlock the
trunk and the key was gone! He actually turned white! He remembered that the key ring was |oose as he got into the car
at the club, and he was sure the loss of the key was his fault. There was afamily council, which the Halls' who had also
just driven up, joined in. Asaresult David and Lee went back to the club on awild hunt for the missing key.

As he went, agitatedly, into the house, a gentleman stood in the door. Ed looked at him in silence, then, in
utter disgust he said, “All of this excitement, and now Y OU! They shook hands solemnly and ajoshing began that
lasted all afternoon.

Another friend was there a Mr. Kennett who is county assessor; also a cousin and hiswife, Donaand Mrs.
Delbridge, and of course ‘Nana and Betty Buck, with others dropping in at intervals to see the gifts.

With therest of usinterested spectators Idaand Dona had the fun of opening the big pile of packages, and
listing them in the book.

Very casually | mentioned the fact that Joe Wheeler had told me that Longmeadow has one of the most
charming librariesin New England. At once the women insisted that | must seeit. It was not far. They turned to the
men for corroboration, but they, busy with one kind of drink or another, were less enthusiastic. Betty appealed
especially to Mr. Kennett.

“Don’t you think she should seethelibrary?’
“Well,” he drawled between sips, “if she'sinterested in libraries.”
“Aren’'t you?’ | asked.

“Oh, yesmaam! I’'m interested! Y ou see our library in Longmeadow is supported by the dog tax, and last year
we made a mistake. Y es, we made a mistake and added the tax money in twice, so now we may have to increase the tax
on the dogs, so we won't have to decrease the library fund next year. Y es maam, |I'M interested.”

Now Lee and David returned. They and all the personnel of the club had hunted fruitlessly for the missing
key. Asthe boys were getting disconsolately into the car to return, David, as alast resort, moved the car seat, and there
it was quietly reposing just where it had fallen when it slipped from the ring. Great rejoicing! Before leaving | left word
for Jimmy to watch hiskey ring. It isn’'t safe.

This out of the way, up popped the library question again. No, not by me. The outcome was that | would have
to seethelibrary. So it was decided that 1da, Lee, Richard and | would stop there, go on to the hotel, get our bags, give
up our rooms, pay our bills and come right back to the house.

It ISaperfect library, eveniif, to the librarian’s (Miss Oldfield) deep chagrin, Mr. Wheeler did find one flaw in
itin hisbook. She showed us around with great pride. We were shining in Joe' s reflected glory. She had written him
just the day before, thanking him for the copper plates of the pictures of HER library, which he had used in his new
tome on library architecture. She is having them reproduced in a pamphlet for local distribution. So we saw the library
with its most unusual furnishings, which was a pleasure to us, and also gave a pleasure to MissOldfield.

On our way to the hotel, the same cop, at the same intersection, yelled at usin stentorian tones, just as he had
done before. Thistime Lee was slowing down, but Richard said,

“Go on! He hollers at everybody; Mr. Hall saysthey call him the *talking cop’. Says he’ll stop atruck just to
pass the time of day with the driver, and bawl out the man behind if he blows his horn to get by.
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So that mystery was solved.

It didn’t take us long to pack and we were soon back at the Hall’ sto find David, Ed and Mr. Kennett swapping
yarns at agreat rate.

More food, more drink, and more funny stories, all to the tune of continuous laughter, until the time came that
we must go. Aswe were leaving Jimmy’s car for Mr. and Mrs. James R. Tillman to drive home, Ed took usto the
station.

There we thanked him for all that he and Violet had done to give us a happy time, but thanked him still more
for giving their lovely daughter into the keeping of our son.

By one of those queer coincidences that make life interesting, Lee and Ida had secured the section just
opposite David’s, both of which were right next to our drawing room. So after the train started, they all cameinto see
us, and we rehashed all the experiences—funny, jolly, and pleasant — that had happened.

Lee and Idawere leaving the train in the morning at five and we would reach Baltimore at seven, so we finally
had to say good night and goodbye and turn in. Asthey left, Lee expressed the thought that wasin all our minds when
he said that these had been about the two nicest days he had ever spent.
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