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�
Danby, Vermont.  February 23, 1977.





My son Jonathan has asked me to make some sort of a tape and put down some of the things that I remember about my parents and my grandparents and their times which are so different from today.  I'm not going to try to do this in any absolutely correct chronological order or even be accurate about every single thing, because I just don't like figures, and I will use "about 8 years of age" or something like that most of the time.  And the narrative will be more or less anecdotal in form rather than historical.  We have others in the family who have done very fine genealogy, so if there are questions about things that I don't have in here, they are all very carefully written down, some of them by others in the family, namely Peter Ray; and my husband Deane has become very interested in genealogical matters lately.





So, I wonder just where to begin.  I think the first part of this, I will think of it as things about my mother, Emma T. Ray--Emma Tinsley Ray--but I would like to tell you a little bit about her father and her mother and her grandparents because all of that is quite interesting and doesn't appear in the genealogies except as names and dates.





Now, Emma T. Ray was born Emma Laura Tinsley, and she was born in a medium-sized town in upstate New York--Lyons.  I don't know the exact population, but I should guess around 1,500 people.  It was not a boondocks type of town, however, though there were many farm�ers.  There was some small industry and it was on the railroad, which of course was a great thing in those days; it meant that you got around.  Before automobiles there was no way to get around except with a horse and wagon or go on the railroad.  The railroad went up to Roches�ter which was 30 miles away, and they went often.  I think they went when they needed a good doctor or a good dentist or to concerts, and there was also a trolley line that ran up there.  I've taken it; I can remember it myself because I often visited there when I was a small child with my mother.





My mother was the youngest of nine children; the children's names were as follows:  There was Freddie, who died young; I am sitting here now in my living room in Danby and looking at his portrait which was done by my mother's grandfather who was a painter.  Now to go back, there was Freddie, who died young.  Then there was Edith May, who died young; and Mary, who died young; and a rather ghoulish thing about Edith May and Mary was that their pictures were taken after they were dead!  In the family album--I don't know why it strikes me so funny--but there are these nasty little propped-up babies with closed eyes that look like rag dolls; but that was a custom of the times.  They didn't have time to get a painter so they got a photographer in before they buried these babies.  I think they were only a few days old, or at least they hadn't become personalities.  (Actually, Edith May and Mary were born after Nellie but before Willie.)





So that was three of the children.  Then there was Henry, and then there were several girls who came along just about one every year--Minnie, Carrie, Nellie; then came Willie who was the one that was closest to my mother, so my mother could remember Willie well.  Poor little Willie (age 13) accidentally shot himself; it was one of those terrible family tragedies.  They had traveling Wild West shows that went through these small towns--just as carnivals do to�day--and Willie was very fascinated by the whole thing, and they found him dressed up in his cowboy suit in front of a pier glass--which was a long mirror that sat in Victorian bedrooms--with his father's pistol, and he had shot himself and he was dead.  My mother was 8 years old at the time, I believe--perhaps a little more or a little bit less.  To get her out of the house dur�ing this very sad time they sent her to Cousin's.  I will tell you more about Cousin--because she was very much a part of my mother's life--a little bit later.  So, she didn't actually know what was going on and didn't come back till the funeral was over.





Mother was Emma and was the youngest of all the nine, and her poor mother died when she was 2 of cancer.  So this left my grandfather--whose name was William T. Tinsley--a widower, with Henry who went to Cornell--I'm not sure whether he was of the age to go to college at this time or not--but here he was left a widower and three very active teenage daughters and a 2-year-old who was Emma.  And this made a very difficult family situation.  He very soon, not being able to cope with Emma being so young, sent Emma to live in Watertown, New York with Cousin.  Cousin was a very dear person to my mother and she loved her as a mother.  She was a spinster who was willing to take this little girl, and she kept her for several years, so that she really--all her formative years were at Cousin's house in Watertown, New York.





At this point I'd like to go backwards in time because I would like to get in some things about my mother's parents and grandparents and great-grandparents, briefly.  As I may have men�tioned, her father was William T. Tinsley.  The T was for nothing at all, except that his father's name was William Tinsley, and as he became a rather noted newspaper publisher, he disliked not having any middle name, so he just put this T in; he thought it sounded fine.





He had come to America at the age of 2.  At a certain point in their lives in England they found themselves rather poor; and as many people did, a way to get a fresh start was to emigrate to America.  William T. Tinsley's grandfather was named James, and he lived in Whittlesea, Eng�land.  As far as can be made out, he was a butcher by trade.  He had a meat shop, but he also painted, and he had a little shop in back of his butcher shop that he used as a studio, and he painted.  His son, William Tinsley, inherited this feeling for painting and became quite a por�trait painter in his own right.  Now, James died and left his wife very poor, and she ran the butcher shop till she died.  Then her son decided to come to America, because they were get�ting nowhere there.  It took them 30 days; I know these things because there are letters that are still in existence that tell of the trip, and it must have been quite a trip in a sailing vessel--30 days.  And the family consisted of James--an infant at the breast, as he was described--and William, who was 2 years old.  And one of the letters says that he "took his second year on the Atlantic," meaning he had his birthday, of course, at that time.





I do not know, nor does anyone quite know, where they first settled when they got off the boat, but in due time they wound up in upstate New York--at one time in Cazenovia--and fi�nally the family came to Lyons, New York.  It is believed that--or at least I am quite sure--my mother told me that her father, who had quite a literary bent even though he had not been to college, bought a newspaper in Lyons, New York, and it is a paper--which I believe is still in existence--called the Lyons Republican.  As Lyons was the county seat, it was rather an im� portant town, and this paper became very well known in all of upstate New York.





Before I say any more about William T. Tinsley, the newspaper editor and my own grandfa�ther, I would like to go back to my great-grandfather before we leave him.  He was the portrait painter, and he became quite well known in upstate New York.  I have several of his paintings, and he was very prolific; my brother had some, and my mother's sisters--the ones who grew to adulthood--all had paintings of William Tinsley's.  They are not Rembrandts or anything like that, but they are good primitive paintings of the period.  There was no photography yet--this was well before 1830, some of these things--and people had their portraits painted, especially the middle class, who were beginning to have a little money. They'd have their children and all their relatives painted in oil.  And William Tinsley made a good living doing this; he was what you'd call a traveling portrait painter.  I ran across him in an antique magazine that was adver�tising some old paintings for sale including Portrait Of A Young Woman by William Tinsley, Lyons, New York.  I was interested enough to write and ask this advertiser--who was located in Alexandria, Virginia--the price of the painting.  This was about 1970 that I wrote to this an�tique shop.  And the price was $300, which was quite interesting; that made all of our paint�ings worth at least that, and we were glad we had them, not only for sentimental reasons but because they had some value.  I have another painting of his besides Freddie; I have Eliza.  Eliza was one of his children.  That is the only other one I have of children, which I like the best, but I do have two small portraits of William Tinsley:  a self portrait, and one of his wife.





To go back to the time when my grandmother died and Emma, my mother, was 2 years old, and what a sad time it was for my grandfather till he found this perfect solution that Cousin Electa Lawrence would take Mother to her own home in Watertown and keep her.  Of course she made many visits back and forth to see her father; I'd say probably once every two or three months they'd get on the "cars," as they called it, and she'd go home to visit her father and her sisters.  She hardly knew her big brother Henry, and I think it was because he was at Cornell at the time, but the other three girls were very much interested in this little girl.  There was a great difference in age--Nellie, who was the nearest to Emma, was 12 years older; and Carrie was a year and a half or so older than Nellie; and Minnie, a year or two older than that.  But they all loved this little girl, and it was a great thing when she came to visit.  She had a lovely relationship always with her father, even during these years when she didn't live with him all the time, because he wrote many, many, many letters and they are charming, charming things, written to a little girl of four or five or six.  And I have some of these, and you can just see that he was a very tender, kindhearted man.





When Mother was about 8 he met and fell in love with Hannah Rogers, a widow, and they were married.  Hannah Rogers was a very recent widow whose husband had--well, actually I guess, not so recent--because her first husband had died as a result of being in a Southern prison in the Civil War and had gotten tuberculosis and died.  And Hannah also had had one little baby boy that died, but she had no children when she married my grandfather.  He was very much in love with her, and she was a very lovely person, and she was my stepgrand�mother, and I knew her very well.  And my mother adored her.  This was 1888 and my mother was 8 years old, so she came home and left Electa's house and took up residence with her fa�ther and her new stepmother.  Electa of course came to visit often and they were close all of Cousin Electa's life.  I can remember making visits to Cousin's when I was young; my mother would take me back to Lyons from where I lived in White Plains, New York, about once a year, and it always included a visit to Watertown to see Cousin, as she was called.





In 1888 when William T. Tinsley and Hannah Rogers were married, he thought it would be a very nice thing to take her on a honeymoon back to England where he had left so many years before when he was 2 years old; also to look up some of the places where he'd lived and where some of his relatives still lived--many of them, in fact--cousins and aunts and nieces.  His mother, who ran the butcher shop, had died long before, but he was able to find the exact house where they had lived, but not the butcher shop because it was gone.





I would like to read a little bit from a letter that William T. Tinsley wrote to his daughter Car�rie Tinsley Hill in 1888 telling a little bit about his trip and going back and finding the old haunts; and also to show how very well he wrote. I'm not going to read all of this letter, but I'm going to pick out some of it because I think it's interesting.





"On Tuesday I hired a trap and took Aunt and Cousin Elizabeth for a ride.  We called on a cousin who was now living with his second wife.  He is a small farmer and a very genial fellow.  He showed us about his place and made us very welcome.  He showed me likenesses painted by my father of Grandfather and Grandmother Holt of whose facial appearance I had no idea until then.  Aunt said they were excellent likenesses.





"I found the graves with a single stone over both of Grandfather and Grandmother; nearly all of my mother's brothers and sisters are buried there.  I saw Gedney Post Office where my mother was seen so often; I saw the roads, the lanes, the dikes, the hedges, the meadows I have so often heard her describe.





"We went to the Holt farmhouse (that was his grandparents' name)-- 'Yon's the place, yon's the place,' Aunt exclaimed in almost childish delight as a brick house--all houses are of brick out here--came in view.  The house stands away from a road some 200 feet and the grounds are entered through a gate which is never left open.  The ap�proach is toward the side, the front looking upon a narrow field, beyond which is an old orchard and a two story brick house, quite small, where I remember the large family of ten children born and brought up there between 1790 and 1820.  There is no porch or piazza, as English houses do not have them; there is no front hall and the front door opens into a cozy little sitting room.  At the left is the parlor, small and low but very pretty in its quaintness.  On the other side of the fireplace is a sort of alcove that may have held bookcases.  Beyond the sitting room is a great kitchen with a stone floor and a family dining room.  Off the kitchen is a milk room with a stone floor and great cans of milk standing about--exactly as I've heard my mother tell about it so many times--and behind this is a scullery and the coal house.  Over the parlor, said Aunt, was my grandmother's room.  In one bed she and Grandfather slept; in another--there were always two in each room--two children.  In the next room be�hind a small one and down two high steps slept two sisters in one turned-up bedstead.  The boys slept three and four in a room in another part of the house.  It was a very small house for such a large family.





"In walking about Whittlesea I ran into a Miss Croft--a brisk maiden of 65 or therea�bout who keeps a little bookstore--and told her my errand; the good soul gave me her attention at once.  'So, you are old Mrs. Tinsley's grandson,' she said. 'Well, well, do I remember the old lady?  Perfectly!  I remember the old house.  It was a double house and she lived in one side of it.  It was a story and a half high.  On one side lived a man named DeBout and on the other side Mrs. Tinsley. Her husband died in 1821 leaving her very poor; 100 pounds--$500 dollars in American--would cover all her posses�sions.  She did not own the place.  The house where James and you were born had a thatched roof.  The front was occupied by her shop where she continued the business after her husband died, and just behind it were her little parlor and kitchen.  She was a small, spry, energetic woman, had a hot temper at times, but was so honest and in�dustrious that everyone liked her.  Her son, William, I remember too'--that was my father of course --'he was her assistant in the shop but never liked the butchering business.  He had a sort of den in the back yard where he used to paint pictures and play on the fiddle.  He was accounted a very smart young man.'





"'Well, the next thing we knew, William said he was going to America with his wife and two children.  One was two years old and the other three months.  They went by wagon to Peterborough, hence by rail to Liverpool and from there to America in a sailing vessel.  That was before the days of ocean steamers of course.  I remember what a deal of talk there was about their going--this was in 1835 when I was a young girl.  You see, my shop is close by the Tinsley house, it was not more than 10 rods away.  All the town came out to see them start.  The poor old lady took their going away very much to heart, but she said nothing and went on with the shop as usual.'





"Whittlesea is a queer old place, gone to seed long since.  It has a population of 7,000 but no newspaper.  A merchant told me that when he had any bargains to advertise, he sent the town crier out with his bell in the center of the town.  Where seven streets converge is an open-sided building some 20 feet square with a steep pointed roof.  This they called the marketplace.  Here are sold every Thursday butter, cheese and so forth.  Here they have auctions, here the farmers bring produce of all kinds, here men out of work come to be hired, and here people come for laborers.  At eleven o'clock that day there were a dozen big hulking fellows waiting for a job.  A man told me that there were of a morning about six o'clock often 50 of them.  Farm laborers got two shillings--50 cents--a day and board themselves.





"There is not a front yard in the place; all the houses are on the street.  Often a wall enclosing somebody's garden will run along 200 feet, the top covered with spikes or broken glass to discourage thieving boys from climbing over.  The houses are all of brick and stone, no wood.  Shingles are unknown; the roofs are slate, tile, or straw thatched.  Some of the streets are of good width, but most of them are mere lanes where two wagons cannot pass.  Many of the doors opening into the business places are divided into half doors, the same as our old-fashioned mill doors.





"In a word, Whittlesea is the oldest looking, oddest, sleepiest, forlornest old town I saw in Old England.  I thank my stars my father took me away from it.  Of course this is only a hurried sketch of my adventures in search of my relatives, and there are a hundred things I saw that I cannot tell you about now.  I must leave that until I see you.  When you have read this, please send it to Charlie (his brother) in Minneapolis--I cannot write him another special letter about my adventures now.  We are having a very pleasant voyage.  I began this letter on the 20th.  It is now the 22nd and we've had no rough weather although of course the sea is never like Sodus Bay.  We are in our usual health and your new mother sends love.  Let us hear from you as soon as you get this.  Yours truly, William T. Tinsley."





I hope this letter was not too long, but I think it's a lovely letter, and I did want everyone to see how very well he wrote.





Before we leave the generation of my grandfather, I'd like to say a little bit more--a few things that are anecdotal, I guess, in character--about my grandmother, my real grandmother, the one who died when my mother was 2, Emma Guiteau Tinsley.  As you may know, if you know your history, a rather horrid thing happened in 1881:  The President of the United States, James Garfield, was assassinated.  And of course this was headlines, and the assassinator was one Charles Guiteau.  Well, Guiteau is not a common name--it's a Huguenot name--and every�one was asking Emma Guiteau Tinsley if she knew Charles Guiteau, who had been the assassi�nator.  And she said she didn't--all of this is hearsay to me because my mother was one year old--but as my mother tells it, the older girls who were teenagers were a little bit embarrassed because their school friends would ask them about their mother's maiden name of Guiteau.  Well, actually my grandmother never knew this man; but, delving a little bit into the name and the genealogy, she did find out that it was her fifth cousin.  (Later research determined he was a first cousin, not a fifth.)  Of course she was not proud of him and wished the thing had never come up; it had nothing to do with her, and that was the end of it.  But they did have to answer questions, and I can remember my father, Rex Ray, would tease my mother when she would brag about some of her ancestors such as John Alden, he'd say, "Well, tell the children about who assassinated Garfield!"  Well, that was that.





Actually, our connection, our direct descendancy from John Alden--Priscilla Mullins and John Alden--was through the Guiteau line, and we have that all well documented because some members of the family--not my mother, who thought it was for the birds--wanted to join the Descendants of the Mayflower and the Daughters of the American Revolution, and the main one who was interested in this was my Aunt Carrie, who lived in Freeport (Illinois) and was my mother's elder sister.  She actually was a Regent of the D.A.R.--which is a big deal in state D.A.R. circles--the state Regent of the state of Illinois.  And we had Redfield papers--the gen�eration before Guiteau was Redfield--and Emma Guiteau was the seventh direct descendant from John Alden and Priscilla.  Her mother, incidentally, Emily Redfield, was also in the direct line, and that was well documented; we even have a bound copy of a book showing our de�scendancy through the Redfield line.





It might be an interesting aside to note that Deane and I have a granddaughter named Emily Merrill.  I really don't know whether Charlie and Wendy had any idea that this was a family name, but we think it's rather nice to find out.





The following can be verified in books and in genealogical charts, but it might be interesting to note that Emma Guiteau, who died in 1882, was the seventh descendant from John Alden and Priscilla; Emma Laura Tinsley, her daughter, was the eighth; I was the ninth; and my children--my three boys--were the tenth.





Just a little bit about what life was like in the 1880s in small towns in the United States; it was very different.  In a way I was always rather proud of my mother because she literally was ahead of her time; and many people would verify that.  And there were many people in Lyons that were ahead of their time; there were many very bright people and people who read mod�ern things, who liked modern literature and art, and she was one of them.





Now, Lyons at this time was very WASP-ish, that's all you can say; the people who got there first felt they were better than the other people, and they were all Anglo-Saxon Protestants.  A great deal of the social life in a small town of this sort centered around the churches.  They were social places; they were places where you had dates--such as they were--or made dates, or came in contact with other teenagers of your own age group.  They had picnics, they had Strawberry Festivals, they had all kinds of things, but they were centered around the church.  To do this you had to really belong to the church.  You had to go to church every single Sun�day morning.  Now, I am speaking of the churches I know, which were the two Protestant churches, the Presbyterian and the Episcopalian, and they were pretty much socially "top dog" in a town of this size, and they felt superior to the Lutherans who were the Germans who had come in a little later.  And the Irish of course were the Catholics; and this was really something weird in the United States--the Irish didn't really come into their own till later, and they were looked down upon in almost all cases--not every case, there were exceptions--but almost uni�versally.  Then, if you married someone who was out of your church group, it was very diffi�cult; the families didn't enjoy the wedding, they didn't enjoy the union, they didn't enjoy any�thing about it.  But the Episcopalians and the Presbyterians could mingle.





Now, besides the long church service on Sunday morning, you went in the evening--every sin�gle Sunday evening you went back to the church.  And this was combined with Wednesday evening prayer meeting which was also absolutely required.  So here was all this church.  Well, my mother was pretty devout, really not only a good Christian, but a believing Christian, and some of the things--she was so serious that she almost needed a psychiatrist--one of the things she said she worried about and she dreamt about and she thought about was that her father was surely going to go to hell because he occasionally swore, and this was very sad for her, and she would talk to him and he would just laugh and say, "Well, if you think I'm going to hell, I really don't care!"  I don't think he was an atheist, but I just don't think he took it seri�ously at all.





Every summer there were things called camp meetings; now, these were evangelical in charac�ter and they were people like Billy Sunday and--not Billy Sunday but somebody comparable earlier like Billy Graham--came around and had meetings in tents--more or less--out in the country, and whipped up everybody to be "saved," and my mother, who was a perfectly devout Presbyterian, fell for this stuff hook, line, and sinker, so she'd go with a friend or two who were equally devout and be "saved," which mean you went to the meeting and then you "stood up for Jesus."  She was a serious Christian all her life, there was no doubt about it, and even though she changed to several churches they were always Christian.





If you'd like to hear a little bit about sex attitudes in the 1880s, they were really "far out" and different.  They never kissed till they were engaged; of course I'm speaking of so-called, in quotes, "nice" girls--there were other girls, I guess--but the ones such as my mother knew, they were the "nice" girls.  Now, it's a nasty expression, but they were the upper-class girls and they had a certain code which never varied, never.  There were unfortunate things that hap�pened in the town--tragedies, such as poor servant girls who threw themselves into the river because they were pregnant, things like that happened.





They were always chaperoned; you never, never, never went anywhere alone with a man after dark unless you were chaperoned; either they came to your house or you went to the church or you went to a dance or something, but the chaperones were in great abundance.





My mother tells me of a sad thing that happened, not to a friend but to an acquaintance, and she absolutely swore it was true that she knew or heard of a girl who went canoeing on the canal--the canal was a wonderful place for dates to go and canoe--and there were two couples who went canoeing on the canal and one of the girls had to relieve herself very badly, very, very badly.  But she was too afraid to say, "Paddle to shore, I'm in terrible straits," and she burst her bladder because she didn't want to mention it.  Now, this is pitiful, it's not funny really, but that's the way it was in the 1880s.  And my mother was "pure as the driven snow" as were all her friends.





She had a high school graduating class of about eight.  Now, even in spite of this town being a fairly good size, that would be the number of high school graduates because a lot of them would fall off--the girls to get married before they graduated and the boys to become farmers or something else.  As I remember, the picture of her graduating class was six girls and two boys.  One of the amazing things was all those girls, at least four of them, remained close friends throughout her entire life, and several of them I can remember because they visited us, especially one, Rena Dickie, who never married and came to our house for many, many Thanksgivings and Christmases because she was alone and lived near White Plains in New Rochelle, New York.





Before we leave my mother's childhood, it might be interesting to describe the house she lived in:  12 Phelps Street.  There was one prestigious street in Lyons and it was Phelps Street; it was a beautiful street, tree-lined, and most of the houses were large, Victorian, prosperous houses.  The one that my grandfather built--I believe it was after he'd had two or three children he became quite prosperous, so he built a large brick house with the usual gingerbread three and a half stories high, and a great veranda, as they called it, that stretched around all the front of the house and one side.  It was on a very lovely lot--I would guess at least two acres--with a small barn behind.  This barn never had animals in it because my grandfather really was not a sporting type at all, and he never owned horses or wanted to.  But the barn was there because every house had a barn.  The hired man, if there was one, and I'm sure they had one at times, always lived in the barn.  And the hired girl, who would have been called a maid a generation later, lived in the house--probably so she wouldn't be too near the hired man for hanky-panky.





The house was brick, but always--at least every time I saw it--was painted either yellow or light green.  And it had lots of fruit trees and a grape arbor and was a lovely place for children to play; I know all of this of my own knowledge because I visited my grandmother with my mother at least once a year, and the house and the yard were very interesting to me.  One thing that was rather fascinating--because I lived in the suburbs--was the privy.  The privy of course was something that was not used by the time I was a child, because by this time they had in�stalled inside plumbing.  However, the privy was still there, and the privy was a big one; it was a "four-holer," and it had two little holes for the children, and it rather fascinated me.  You went through the kitchen into what was called a summer kitchen--would be called a scullery in England but in the United States they're called a summer kitchen--had no heat in it but it al�ways had a sink, and the hired girl could do some of the dishwashing out there.  Then you went through a woodshed attached to the house, and beyond that was this privy, so it wasn't too near the kitchen.  But, you didn't have to go outdoors to go to it; you just kept going through these outbuildings.  And this particular privy, due to a large family, had four holes--two big ones, two little ones--so that you could go with your friends or your sisters, and this was the way all privies were made.





On the way to the privy was something that my mother always rushed out to see when we used to visit to see if it was still there, and that was a chewing gum figure she had made when she was probably 10 to 12--she said it took her several years, because she had to chew a lot of gum, and each piece of gum as it was discarded was pressed onto a brick wall to finish a life-size figure of a little girl walking a dog on a leash.  And of course some of it had fallen down, and she used to deplore that a little bit because it reminded her of her childhood. Now, mind you, this was when I was about 8 or 10 years old, so that thing had been there about 30 years!





Another interesting thing about the outdoors was the cistern--or the cesspool--I've never been quite sure what was the difference between those two things, but it had an iron grating and you could lie on your stomach and look down into it.  Now, the fascinating thing was there were many, many toads in there, which I found out later were copulating--they were sitting on top of each other in as many as six to ten layers, all fastened to each other, and I remember asking my mother what they were doing, and she said, well, she wasn't quite sure, but they had been doing that for a long time, because she wondered too what they were doing when she was a child.  I found out later that toads were rather hermaphroditic and this was just something they enjoyed doing.





The yard was full of gooseberry bushes and plums and cherries and all kinds of interesting things.  The inside of the house was a typical well-to-do Victorian house; I think it had about twelve rooms, at least twelve rooms, because some of the upstairs bedrooms were very tiny.  Downstairs there was a large library and--I'm never very good with figures, but it was a large room completely booklined, as my grandfather was an omnivorous reader and had everything there.  Besides that of course there was a parlor and then there were the other usual things.  Upstairs there were at least seven bedrooms because this was a large family.  The front rooms were the only ones that were large; every room had a double bed, which was the custom, and sometimes children, small ones, would sleep three to a bed.  The master bedroom, when I saw it, had a rather high-off-the-floor bed and under it was a trundle bed.  That was the custom; the newest baby always slept in a trundle bed in the parents' bedroom.  In the back of the house were a number of very small bedrooms, and one of them till I was about 10 was left completely as Willie had left it when he shot himself, with all his toys and things sitting around, which was another Victorian custom--not to disturb something like that--and my mother and I would go and look at it and she'd get tearful and they'd shut it up again.





One thing I'd like to mention about my mother was her inordinate love of cats.  For some rea�son or other she wasn't allowed to have any dogs--I don't know whether it was her father or her mother who objected--but cats she had, and many, many, many cats.  And even I know the names of some of them because they meant a great deal to her.  They hardly ever altered cats in these days, so if you had a female cat you had generations of kittens to try to give away and kittens that you kept, and just a large procession of cats.  Her favorite cat was one called Pussy Anita, and Pussy Anita was named after a book named The Cats’ Arabian Nights to which she was much attached and read over and over again to her children and I in turn read it to my children.  I still have the book.





Two of the places where my mother visited often and where she took me when we went there to visit because she liked doing the old things and showing me the old places--one was Sodus Point where they went to swim, only it was not actually swimming, as my mother never learned how to swim till after she was married.  Another place was "The Farm," and The Farm was about a half hour buggy ride out into the country, and there lived Uncle Charlie and Aunt Mary.  Uncle Charlie and Aunt Mary were not husband and wife; they were brother and sister.  This happened quite often back in those days; there were many, many spinsters, and many bachelors, actually, too.  And after their parents died, they would inherit the farm and go on living there.  Their main business was raising apples, and they had a few cows and other inter�esting things for children to look at.





Another place was the Cosarts'--Cousin Cosart's sheep farm, and there you could go and watch the sheep being sheared at a certain time of year, and you could watch the wool going up on a treadmill thing what went up into the barn, and there it was cleaned up in some way, and they went through this whole process of raising the sheep and shearing the sheep and making the wool into a few things like slippers and things that weren't woven.





Some of the other neighbors were interesting:  Carl Carmer lived on Phelps Street and at this moment I cannot think of his very well known book that he wrote that came out in the late '20s or the early '30s.  He was a very near neighbor.  Right up the street lived Mamie Sweeting, who was Mother's dearest chum all through childhood, and Mamie went off to college with Mother when she went--Wells College, which you'll hear more about later.





To go back to Aunt Mary, Aunt Mary was something I worried about every time I visited.  She had dreadful halitosis and quite a set of white whiskers which were quite stiff and she had to envelop me in her arms and kiss me, and I was supposed to not make faces; I had to really steel myself!  Also, Aunt Mary was failing in eyesight, so their hired girl Libby who wore a filthy black dress--greasy-looking, maybe a white apron, but dreadful clothes--would put her dirty fingernails in the vegetable dishes as she was passing them around the table!  Aunt Mary--by the time I was visiting in Lyons which was when I was 8 or 10 years old--Aunt Mary came every single day to play a mediocre game of chess with my grandmother; it was just like the sun rising and setting.  She would arrive in her buggy--Uncle Charlie would drive her up after he finished the chores--and she would stay a couple of hours and move things around the chessboard.  Only they didn't play very well; even I could see that and my mother knew they were not, but anyway it whiled away a couple of hours and then she would go home.





Mother's father died when she was 13 or 14 years old, and of course this was a dreadful, dreadful tragedy.  She actually only had her father for a few short years, but in that short time he did convey to her a great love of reading, partly because he had the huge library.  And his tastes were varied--everything from the Bible and Shakespeare to poetry--light poetry, a great deal of humor and nonsense--and gave her a love all her life of this sort of thing, especially nonsense poetry.  They all subscribed to things like Harper's and St. Nicholas magazine so they were always interested in the puzzles and the paradigms and the acrostics and all kinds of intellectual things.  I don't know the exact dates, but Charles Dickens was sending his serial�ized portions of his books as they came out to the United States and they came out in Harper's.  These were devoured by the waiting American public and of course by this family who loved to read.





After he died, Grandmother--my stepgrandmother--and Mother lived happily together.  By this time the older girls were married, but they--two of them at least--lived in Lyons so Mother saw a lot of her older sisters, but the family was down to just--she was the only child, in fact.  And she said it was very pleasant; they were well off by now, and she planned to go to college.  And she planned to go to--Wells College was her choice, I don't know exactly why, except it was fairly near in Aurora, New York on Lake Cayuga.  And this of course was a bad time for my stepgrandmother--she would now be left alone with a very large house.  At this point in history people didn't just give up their very large houses; they lived in them till they died.  And something had to be done so she wouldn't be there all alone, because she was no great cook or anything like that--well, they always had a maid--the ladies of the house had to do a great deal of cooking.  So something had to be arranged.  As was quite common then, there was always some spinster relative who wasn't too well off who would be glad to come and keep house and live with someone like Grandmother Tinsley--for nothing; they would run the house and have a very pleasant life.  So, Miss Mamie and Miss Annie Arnold came to live and lived there till they died, and they were very nice--they were distant cousins but impecunious.  And that is how that was solved.





I'm going back a little bit because there'll be some confusion about the relationships of the Rogerses whom I've mentioned--Uncle Charlie and Aunt Mary were no relatives at all of my family.  They were relatives of my stepgrandmother, Hannah.  they were brother and sister of Hannah Tinsley who was Hannah Rogers.  It might amuse everyone to know--I shouldn't have said so many rather nasty things about Aunt Mary, but she really was no relation and she was a character.  One other thing that made her rather bizarre was that she was deaf as a post and always carried an ear trumpet.  An ear trumpet was of course before hearing aids had been in�vented, and they were a long tin implement like an elongated funnel, and when she'd ask you something she then would stick this ear trumpet in her ear and push it over to you so you spoke into the ear trumpet.  Well, this was rather frightening for a small child, and it would take quite a few, "WHAT DID YOU SAY, HARRIET?"s before I could get it across what grade I was in or how old I was now.  Another relative that I've mentioned who was no rela�tive of ours except that they were relatives of my stepgrandmother were the Cosarts.  (Actually, the Cosarts were distant relatives--but on the Ray side, not the Tinsley side.) who ran this sheep farm and actually made things out of wool.  And the wife's name was Birdie--which I've always thought a rather interesting name--and her husband's name was John.  So John and Birdie Cosart ran a sheep factory--a wool factory, actually.





Emma Laura Tinsley went off to college in 1897, I guess she was 17 years old at the time and rather a young 17 with her hair down her back as was the custom.  The custom was of course it was always long hair; the hair was down the back in a braid--never just hanging free--until you went to college or got married, and then you "put your hair up"--was the expression.  In�cidentally, she had lovely hair; it was dark brown and curly, and her coloring was what you might call Irish--very, very blue eyes which you can see in her daughter Caroline and her grandson Dennie Merrill.





The college--the choice, I'm not absolutely sure except that Wells College at that time had a very good reputation and her brother Henry had gone to Cornell, and any Cornell man loved Wells even way back then, though of course he wasn't there; he was long gone to California which he went to after Cornell.  She was valedictorian of her high school class, and college was just simply thrilling to her.  It opened all kinds of horizons, and she did very well; she loved studies, she loved everything about it.  She loved the girls, she had lots of friends, she was especially interested in the literary society of which the name slips me now, and the acting society which I was in myself called Kastalia then as it was when I went there.





It was while she was in college that she started seeing Rex Ray.  Now, this story is not about Rex Ray, so he's only going to be incidental, he's my father. But of course I want to explain how they became engaged, which was while she was at Wells.  The reason they didn't see each other much in Lyons was a difference of religion--Rex was an Episcopalian and Mother was a Presbyterian, and as I may have mentioned before, a great deal of the social life was around the church life, in other words you went to Christian Endeavor, which was the young people's so�ciety, and there you met other young people, but you didn't mingle much if someone was of a different religion.  Also, Rex's father was different--they were not intellectual at all like Mother's father.  They were much more sporting and had horses and jumped and rode and were that sort of people; even my grandmother Ray was a good jumper and I have pictures of her sitting sidesaddle very stylishly on her horse.  Also, briefly, Rex's father had died from a fall from a horse at age 41.  He was a college man; he graduated from Hamilton, he became a law�yer and he became the district attorney of the county of Wayne which was where Lyons was located.  So he was well educated but not in an intellectual way.  But, he, having died at 41, leaving no life insurance--nobody ever had life insurance then--his poor widow was left with about $250 and one son 14 and one son, John, who was my uncle and my father's younger brother, age 2 or 3.  So, Rex had to go to work, and he started in right away when he was in school to do work after school.  Some of his jobs were things like pulling a delivery wagon around to deliver groceries, and odd jobs like that, but he had to help his mother.  She had to go to work as a seamstress because she had to support the little family.  And my mother's fam�ily by then was well off, and they simply moved in different circles.  However, Dad often told me that he suddenly noticed my mother when he was working in the post office and she came in to mail something, when she was a college senior--or junior, perhaps--so at this time he started dating her during the summer and also went over to Wells to see her.  Now, Wells was only about 75 miles away, and you could get there by going to Auburn--from Lyons you could go on the train and then you switched trains and you went from Auburn to Wells, which was at Aurora, New York.  So it took about all day, I suppose, but anyway, that's how they got around.  My father had some feeling about Aurora, New York, because his grandfather, the Reverend Charles Ray, besides being the headmaster of a school in Geneseo, New York, was for a short time the headmaster of the academy in Aurora, New York.  Now, academies at this time were semi-public schools that were in every small town, and I believe they charged small tuitions, so the poor generally didn't get a high school education.  He also had an aunt in Sherwood, New York, which was about five miles from Wells, so all of this tied in; he went to see his girl, and he went to see his aunt in Sherwood and stay there when he was seeing his girl if he wanted to stay overnight.





Rex Ray was not in Mother's high school class for the reason that he was about five or six months younger, because his birthday came in October and hers in May.  So he was in a class behind her; that is another reason why they weren't very well acquainted.





Mother's going to college was unusual but not too unusual for the times; girls were beginning to be better educated and lots of them went to college.  Her sisters were a little bit envious be�cause they had no chance at it whatsoever; there just wasn't enough money at that time and there were three of them all so close together that their father couldn't think of it.  In fact, when Mother went to college, her father had been dead a long time, but he had left enough money and her stepmother had been to college; she was a graduate of Elmira College, which was quite unusual for her day.  I always found her quite dumb and I don't think she learned very much in college, but she went, and she graduated, though probably some of the subjects were sewing and setting a table and things of that sort.





My father Rex Ray and Emma became engaged in Aurora, New York down by the boat� house, which was a favorite place to go "spooning," as they called it; they didn't do much "spooning" till they were engaged.  But he apparently proposed to her down there and it has always figured in family lore.  And then they went back to Lyons, and I believe saw quite a bit of each other for a while till Mother went to Europe.  As I said before, her father was rather well off and left plenty of money to her stepmother and to her--and some of the children, though it has always been felt that he rather favored his youngest daughter.





To go to Europe in that period a college graduate just didn't take off and go with friends; a young girl had to have a chaperone, but Grandmother Tinsley was a person that was very in�terested in Europe--you may remember she'd been there on her honeymoon with her husband when they were first married.  And Mother thought it would be nice to take along two friends, so that the young people would have more to do with each other, and Grandmother Tinsley thought this was fine too.  So they started off on the grand tour of Europe, and it took all one summer.  She went everywhere; she went all the usual places--not the Scandinavian peninsula or Russia, but all the other places.  And they had a wonderful time and there is a diary that tells from day to day what they did which fascinated me because I didn't get to Europe myself till I was well over 50, and it was fun reading my mother's diary of going to some of the same places.





All this time Rex and Emma were engaged, but it was one of the world's longest engagements due to a number of things:  One was the fact that Rex had no money at all, and he had set his heart on becoming a lawyer, which took several years more.  He had to go to normal school because there wasn't much money for him to go to college as his father had; his father had gone to Hamilton.  But Rex had to go to a free school which was a normal school; then he went to Buffalo and entered a law office and entered law school at the same time.  He used to laugh and say that he cut an awful lot of classes because he could learn just as much in the law office as he could in the school, which worked out, because he did pass the bar exams the first time he tried.  And then they were married, but they were waiting for this, and that took till 1905 or 6.  If I haven't mentioned the date when Mother graduated, it was 1901, and she graduated magna cum laude.





On June 7, 1906, Mother and Dad were married in Lyons, New York, with a very fine wed�ding--many bridesmaids; it was just one of the social events of the whole town.  And then the great sendoff on their honeymoon to Lake Mohonk, New York, which sounds pretty deadly to me, but it was great.  They were on their way to White Plains, New York.  Now, the reason for this was that Rex, when he graduated from law school and passed the bar exams, he was very friendly with a man in Geneseo who had a law office and said, "Come to White Plains, because there's no future for you here in this small town.  Come to the metropolitan district.  Come nearer New York and you'll do better," which is why he went there.





A rather curious thing that happened:  Instead of just renting a house or building a house which they couldn't afford yet, they went to a boarding house.  Now this was very common for young people in those days.  They weren't terribly used to housework, and they could live in a boarding house very cheaply and it was lots of fun.  The boarding house they picked out was full of young people in just the same situation they were--young married people who did not have to cook; there were probably twenty, twenty-five--twenty-four, because they were all married--in the boarding house, so it was a little bit like being in a fraternity house except they were young married people.  And they had a very good time.  They were all--that horrid ex�pression--the same social class; it was, what you might say, restricted, gentlemen's agreement that only such people could come; in fact, Mother said you had to get on a waiting list to get in Mrs. Whatever-Her-Name-Was's boarding house.  And they continued in this boarding house while Dad worked for a bank first and then joined the Westchester Title and Trust Company in White Plains.  They constantly were saving money toward their own house; this is what you did, you saved money, you put it aside every week and finally you built a house, which is ex�actly what they did.  Now, the exact year I do not know, except that I can almost guess by when I was born because my mother and father confessed to me that I was conceived there before they moved into the house--they were so thrilled when their house was built that they went and, what would you say?  Anyway, that's where I was conceived.  They thought it was most romantic, and I don't know whether it was on a bare floor or mattress or what, but the house was not finished, and it was 8 Crane Avenue, and it was a nice little house, which is still there, and we lived in it all my unmarried life.





I was born at 8 Crane Avenue on April 1, 1909.  The fact that it was April Fool's Day caused--well, it caused a lot of fun all my life, and of course I received presents of coal wrapped up as chocolates and things like that.  But the one nice thing about being born on a day that has some recognition is the fact that people don’t forget your birthday.


 


I will describe a little bit this house:  This was more or less in the outskirts of White Plains, which was a city then perhaps of--not a city yet, no, it became a city during my childhood.  But it was a big town of maybe 15,000 people.  And because they were buying a new house they probably found a cheaper lot on the outskirts; it was almost in North White Plains.  It was the fifth house on the street, as later there were at least twenty houses on that street; you could see there were lots of open places and places for children to play.  The house was carved out of a farm, so that all of our back yards adjoined the meadows of a farm, which was owned by a family who had a little girl, an only child, who was exactly my age who became my closest and dearest friend for many years.  I didn't get to know her very well for a long time because she was sent to a private school and I was sent to a public school.  So there'll be more about that later, her name was Esther Krepps, but anyway, our property was probably an acre and a half and adjoined the meadow of this farm.


 


The other people on the street all had boys exactly my age, and I think this somewhat influ�enced the fact that I was what you might call a tomboy; I had no girl friends at all until Esther, which was junior high school when she ceased going to the private school and we started in at junior high together.  The friends that really influenced my life a lot were the next door neigh�bor named Gordon Lippincott, who was three days younger than I was, and he was what you might call a neighborhood "holy terror."  Most people were afraid of him and he was very naughty and he would do all kinds of things that people deplored.  I varied between having terrible fights with him and rows and being his best friend and dreaming up all kinds of esca�pades.  Then there was Francis Lamb who was just my age who was two doors away, and Wil�son Smith--as my mother would say, "Wilt-son" Smith because everyone who came from up�state New York pronounced things that way--he was Billy to me, but his father was Wilt-son Smith.  Then there was another family whose family almost adjoined ours who were rather well off named Williams, and there were two twins who were exactly my age.  They, being better off, went to a private school till junior high, so they were not friends until then; I never saw them except occasionally.  I first went to a private school for kindergarten, and these other lit�tle boys who were my age went also; that was kindergarten.  Then when we entered what was called--I don't know whether it was first grade or whether they later incorporated kindergarten, but I first entered the first grade at a school that was about a mile away.  Now, this school you walked to four times a day in good weather and thought nothing of it whatsoever.  I always had the other children to walk with, and if it rained even a little bit hard they would have what was called "one session," so you came home for lunch around one o'clock instead of twelve o'clock and you stayed home.  But we did a great deal of walking, except that one method of transportation was a scooter.  Inasmuch as this school was downhill all the way from my house it was a lovely, pleasant ride going to school; you just got on the scooter and steered, but coming home you had to push it uphill all the way home.  Gordon and I got scooters at exactly the same time because our parents planned it that way, and we went to school together, al�ways.





Let's see if I can remember any more about Gordon--one of his favorite things was fighting with rotten apples, and I had a large apple tree in our front yard.  It was an enormous apple tree, it was an apple tree that was left over from Esther Krepps' grandfather's farm, and my mother and father when they built the house said, "leave the apple tree there," so it was a big apple tree.  In fact, it was so big and so much fun to climb that you could climb it and enter our third story window, it was so high.  It was terribly dangerous and I never did it when my mother was around because she would shriek and yell at me from below to "Stop it!"  But I really was a very fearless child, and I would creep out on these apple tree "twigs," almost, and it would bend down so I could enter the third story window in our house.  And of course Gor�don did it too.  And the apple tree was situated in a sort of well, because to fill in the land and build our house, it was above the level of the apple tree, so there was a well, and it was a per�fect "fort," and I could get down in the well and throw rotten apples at Gordon Lippincott who was next door, and he'd throw them back, and this was a regular thing that happened when the apples were overripe and rotten.  Of course he was great at snowballs too, there was a great deal of snowball fighting.  He even threw rocks; we were sitting at our dining room table one night and a large rock came right through the window into the dining room.  Of course this made my father really mad, so he had to go over and talk to Gordon's mother.  One reason Gordon was so naughty was that his mother had to bring him up alone as his father had walked out on his mother after World War I; he was in the Army and in the war and when he came home he wouldn't live with the family anymore, and Mrs. Lippincott had to bring up two chil�dren all alone.  And Gordon was a little too much for her.  Well, that's enough about Gordon except to say that he was very bright, very talented, he played several instruments; he finally became a millionaire.  I lost track of him, but he was written up in Fortune magazine about the time I was married or a little later, and he was a very, very successful man.  I'm sorry I never saw him again.





I credit my father with teaching me how to stand up to Gordon Lippincott, who scared the wits out of me most of the time.  But he explained to me that when you were fighting with someone, whether it was a girl or a boy, you had to "wade right in" and not be afraid of being hurt, and I shall never forget the day I discovered that this worked; I had been always running away from Gordon, but this particular time he had done something and my father had whis�pered to me, "Go get him!", so I did, and to my amazement I knocked him down and washed his face in the snow with my father cheering me on, and I've always credited that with the fact that other children didn't frighten me.  And my brother was exactly the opposite; he hated to fight and I don't know why he didn't learn to "wade in," but he never did.





My younger brother (Tinsley) was born in August 1912.  And this was a wonderful thing for especially my father, as I think he really wanted a son; so now he had one, and the neighbors said he was so proud and just strode down the street just walking on air.  Of course, all of us were born at home, which was the custom.  There was nothing difficult about it; you simply had a good doctor who practically lived with you and would come at the drop of a hat, and then someone like my mother would have a nurse in the house all ready, all set, who would stay three weeks--that was the standard time that the mother was supposed to not have any duties.  Maybe she'd get up and walk around a little bit, but besides a maid, we had a nurse.  And I can just barely remember when my brother was born, hardly.  He was a darling little boy, and he was very bright and intelligent and just a wonderful child in every way.





About the time my brother was about 3 years old my father had a chance to buy--actually it was just shares in--a 300-acre farm near Millerton, New York.  Having been a country boy, he always had a desire to have some more land.  And by this time we had a car--now, I can't give you the exact date of when we got our first car, but in order to own a piece of property 85 miles from White Plains and to get there and to get the family there and back, you had to have a car.  So, I assume it was about this time that we got our first car.  And this farm, which I can remember quite well, even though we were only there two or three years, was, as I said, in Millerton, New York, and it was a large farm about 300 acres, and he bought it with his next door neighbor Arthur Strang and another man named Pliny Riggs.  The three of them owned it together, and it was supposedly a financial venture in which they would make some money and also have an interesting place to take the family once in a while.  Of course we couldn't stay there all summer because the Strangs and the Riggses had to have their chance at it too.





The principal thing that they raised were beef cattle; they had quite a large herd that roamed around on some of the parts of the farm that you couldn't even see from the house.  They also had lots and lots of chickens, let's say, at least a hundred chickens.  And I can remember a time would come when someone had to come and caponize the chickens--my mother would drag us off somewhere so we wouldn't watch--which was a cruel thing, which is what farmers did to caponize chickens.  They stuck a knife in their testicles and it neutered them and it made them get bigger and fatter.  I was conscious of this, though my mother tried to have me not realize what was going on.  Also we had two farm work horses, Nellie and Bessie.  And this was a lot of fun for children--mind you, I was only maybe four years old when this was going on, but it made quite an impression on me.  Nellie and Bessie--at one point there when my brother was about a year old--they had foals, which was very exciting, and naturally to me it was quite a mystery; all of a sudden here are two foals that weren't there the day before.  And we named them Friday and Saturday because they were born on consecutive days.  Well, that was lots of fun to watch these little foals growing bigger and bigger.  Besides that we had a riding horse named Silv’rette.  As I may have said before, my father had come from a family that had horses and loved horses and loved riding and jumping and all kinds of things.  So he wanted a horse that we could ride.  I can still remember his putting me on Silv’rette one day and to his--I couldn't have been more than 4 or 5 at the most--to his horror, Silv’rette started to run away, and she did run away, and she ran away for about two or three miles, and he came pounding after me in the car--and was so pleased that I hadn't fallen off--and got her.  By this time she just stopped and was munching grass, but he said he was very proud of me--I thought it was fun and didn't realize the danger of it.





The farm was taken care of by a tenant farmer, who lived in a little house that was maybe 500 yards from the house we lived in.  And he was a Negro, a black, which was quite unusual for this part of the country, and he was a very wonderful man named James Gatewood.  He and my father--I think, no, he didn't call my father by his first name, but my father called him James.  But he had a lot of dignity, and I was supposed to call him Mr. Gatewood.  And he had a wife named Mrs. Gatewood and a little black daughter named Lucille P. Gatewood--my fa�ther always referred to her as "Lucille P." in sort of a joking manner--she was a cute little girl, and of course I played with her.





A few other things about the farm that I remembered:  of course there was the haymow; there is nothing on earth like a haymow for children to play in.  As many of these chickens wandered around, there was looking for eggs--not just in the henhouse, but you'd find them in odd places under the hedges, and this was always fun to see how many eggs you could find.  Also, Mr. Gatewood trapped animals, which was a sad thing, except no one thought so at that time.  He had a trap and every now and then we’d go and look in the trap to see if he’d caught anything.  Sometimes he had raccoons and sometimes muskrats and things, and he sold the pelts.  But I can remember one day going down and a skunk was in the trap, and he cautioned us to keep away because he said the skunk could shoot ten feet.  And he always had a pistol with him, because these trapped animals were caught alive by one leg and he quickly shot them to put them out of their misery.  Well, he shot that skunk but not before it made the most terrible smell, so I was very cautious of skunks for ever afterward.





There was a river or a large brook that went through the property which Mr. Gatewood and my father dammed up enough to make a place to swim--not really dive or anything like that, but plenty of room to swim, say, it was possibly four feet deep, and that was great fun on hot days.





One summer, though I wasn't very conscious of it, my mother was pregnant with my little sis�ter Lina--Caroline--and Lina was to be born in August, actually her birth date was August 11, 1916.  We had to leave the farm to journey back to White Plains for the birth of this baby, so she could be near her doctor and her nurse and everything that was all arranged.  So we made the long journey--which always took all day long, about 85 miles--back to White Plains.  Al�ways there were maybe a dog or cats or something with us, but I'm sure on this journey we probably didn't take them because the Gatewoods could take care of them.





She was born pretty much on schedule in the house in White Plains.  Now, I can remember her birth perfectly, absolutely perfectly, so I must have been 7 years old, though I can't remember my brother's birth.  I can remember my brother came in and said, "I know where the baby was born; on the sidewalk, because here's this button!"  Of course this was a non sequitur, but we always remembered that he was so serious about it.





This was one of the summers of the polio epidemic, and if there's one thing that put fear in every parent's heart, it was polio.  And all of us--I'm sure my husband would agree, that he had several friends who caught polio.  We can remember that the schools always had someone in a wheelchair or someone who limped, and you'd ask what was the matter and it was always, "They got polio in 1916."  Well, after the three weeks were up that my mother was supposed to take it easy with the new baby, my father decided that we weren't going to stay in White Plains anymore.  We were quarantined to our own street; we weren't supposed to go anywhere at all, it was against the law to transport children.  But he just wouldn't pay any attention to that, and he said he was going to take his children back to Millerton, New York, where there was no danger of polio, because in White Plains we had many playmates.  So he put us in the tonneau of our car which was some kind of a car--I think a Mitchell car--a great big touring car that had what you'd call "little seats."  Besides the back seat were these little seats you could fold into the front seats so it's what you called a nine-passenger car.  And he put us un�der blankets and in the middle of the night just simply left.  And we weren't apprehended, so we went back to the farm.





I can remember the day we returned was quite traumatic because in the morning after the first night there I remember hearing my mother screeching and saying, "Rex! REX!!  Come here!  There's a bedbug in the baby’s bassinet!"  And she was apt to talk rather loud and get rather hysterical sometimes, and sure enough, there were some bedbugs which we hadn't noticed be�fore this.  Well, to get rid of bedbugs was something terrible; this was a house that was then about 75 or a hundred years old, and after examination, we found that there were bedbugs un�der the wallpaper, which is a pretty hard place to get rid of them.  So we had to get out of the house--I don't know where we went; I've forgotten--for about two days and burn sulphur which killed off the bedbugs.





To go back about a year before my sister was born, my mother and father had some close friends who lived at a place called Mount Riga.  Mount Riga was about 20 miles from Miller�ton and was a small mountain in the Taconic range being near the towns of Lakeville and Salisbury, Connecticut.  This Mount Riga was a 2,000-acre parcel of land that was owned by about four families, one of whom my mother and father knew; their name was McCabe.  And inasmuch as we only had this farm for part of the summer, they said, "Why don't you rent a cottage at Mount Riga and see how you like it," which we did.  And they weren't called cot�tages, they were called camps.  In the United States it has always been a custom to call some�thing at the seaside a cottage, no matter how big or small, but if it were in the woods or the mountains it was called a camp.  So they said, "Wouldn't you like to rent a camp?  There's one available."  This was before my sister was born, the year before.  So we spent one month at a rented camp on Mount Riga and this was at the same time that we owned this farm in Miller�ton.





Well, my father and mother really fell in love with this Mount Riga situation because it was unique.  It was a wilderness of 2,000 acres with two very beautiful mountain lakes and very attractive people; all of them were friends and very, very nice people.  To go back now, after my sister was born, my father heard that there was a chance to buy a place at Mount Riga.  It wasn't actually on one of these lakes--it was one mile away--but he thought that was a good idea, so he sold out his share of the Millerton farm--the Millerton farm did have some head�aches with all these animals and trying to keep it self-supporting, and also get along with the other people who owned it with us.  This of course was to be ours alone.





It was a very small twelve-acre farm--it had been a small mountain farm--four miles up from Lakeville, Connecticut.  It was in the very extreme corner of the state of Connecticut where New York, Connecticut, and Massachusetts come together, called the foothills of the Berk�shires.  So he bought this place with the twelve acres, and it had an old house probably 75 years old, no heat except a fireplace and a big old kitchen stove and a nice barn.  The barn was quite a new barn because the old one had burned fairly recently from the time we bought the place.  And this was just to be a summer place, that was all.  It had a lovely brook running through it, and they made the barn into sleeping quarters.  The loft of the barn was one big room and that was my room and my sister's; she always roomed with me because of her sex.  And we had six beds in that loft, so that we could put up female guests in with us.  My mother and father had the carriage room downstairs and there was a room for my brother made out of one of the stalls of the barn.  In the other stall of the barn lived a man that we often had to help, and his name was Mr. Vosburgh, always known as "Gonesy"--and I cannot imagine where he got that nickname.  He was an old man that probably was not as old as he seemed to me, but we got him from the poorhouse every summer to come and work for us just for the summer, and he thought it was a very nice change from the poorhouse which was in Ashley Falls, Massachusetts.  He worked for us all summer, and then he'd go back to the poorhouse or the old men's home or whatever it was; we used to have to collect him and take him back. The twelve acres consisted of about three meadows and the rest was woodland, and then where the house was situated, and the barn, we called lawn.  It was quite big and quite a job to mow, so that's one reason we had this man.





We would eagerly await school closing and rush up to Mount Riga every year from the time my sister was under a year old or about a year old till I was a senior in college.  Now, Jon, you'll have to figure out how many years that was.  (13 years; 1917 through 1929.)  The first year we were there--I remember things by what happened much better than by what the date was--I can remember my baby sister learned to walk, and I was very proud because I was the first one to notice that she could walk, or perhaps taught her.  She was one year old; it was the second year she was born and she--in my presence and my presence only--walked right across the living room.  So of course this was great news to tell the rest of the family.  So that will pin it down to what year this was:  1917, I guess.





As soon as school was out, we would pack up to go to Mount Riga.  We'd been thinking about it all spring; it was a great event, and we all loved it.  It took about eight hours; we always packed a picnic lunch, and we'd get up at dawn and start packing the car.  And we took an awful lot of stuff, because we were always acquiring or maybe discarding old pieces of furni�ture which we would then take up there, say, a bed we didn't want anymore.  Many household things had to go in the car to get up there.  Plus the fact that we always had pets; we were never without one dog or two and some cats; often there were guinea pigs--I remember one time we went the guinea pig had babies the night before, so instead of two guinea pigs, both female guinea pigs had babies, so we were taking something like nine guinea pigs.  Sometimes there were rabbits.  My mother and father would let us have all the pets we wanted, except if the cats got too numerous you had to find homes for them.  In those days it really wasn't very hard--you would simply cast out at school that you had some kittens and you could give them away.





One or two years we transported chickens--chickens in crates.  And they were lashed onto the runningboard--all these cars had what were called runningboards and you could tie on suit�cases; and extra things could go on the runningboard.  Inasmuch as this journey took about eight hours, I can remember the first year taking a picnic and my mother had to nurse the baby on the way--this is just a picture because I thought it was quite unattractive sitting by the side of the road with a baby nursing at the breast--I guess they nursed babies a little longer then--but anyway, she was still nursing the baby who was about nine months old.  Other times we sometimes stopped in restaurants, and those were lots of fun because we'd have certain favor�ite restaurants that we'd wait for that were in Brewster, or Pawling, or Wassaic.  They were often station restaurants which were very interesting places along the railroad with very good food and very inexpensive.  One time one of these crates of chickens burst open and the chick�ens started running all around Katonah or wherever it was we were; we had to chase and get them back in the crate.  So we gave an appearance of Okies, I'm sure, many times with all this junk.





After a few years we always had two cars, so my mother would drive one and my father would drive the other; the reason for this being that my father only came weekends and he had to have a car to go back to White Plains in.  He'd leave on Monday morning early to go back to the office, and he would return on Friday.  Well, after my mother learned to drive a car which was fairly soon--she had to have some way to get around--we had two cars, and this made it a little bit easier to carry all this stuff.  I can remember "the load," as we called it, and everybody would want to be on top of "the load" with Buster.  That was for some reason or other a fa�vorite riding place, with my father.  We liked to go with him better because he was more fun for children; he was very, very easygoing and never disciplined us and laughed at many things, so we would vie with each other as to who would be on top of "the load."  That was the sta�tion wagon, an all open air wooden station wagon with all this junk, our clothes and furniture and so forth, and then way up on top would be Buster and the child who got to ride on "the load."  We often took turns being on top of "the load" with Buster.





Now I'd like to tell you a little bit about Buster, because he was a treasure.  He was our favor�ite dog; though we had many dogs, we had Buster for about, I should say, ten years.  Buster was a mongrel; we had some friends in White Plains who had to get rid of Buster for one rea�son or another, and he was a young dog of about one year old, and they thought that Buster, whom they loved but had to get rid of, would have such a pleasant life because of this Mount Riga thing where Buster could run and have a great time, so they gave him to us. They gave us Buster about a week before we were to leave for Riga, and Buster, who was extremely bright, went back to his old home every time you'd let him out.  Now, this was well over a mile--it was about two miles--and he would journey through the streets of White Plains like a homing pigeon right back to the Wallaces' where he lived.  He just didn't want to be given away, and we'd have to go get him, and then we'd start all over again and try to get him to like us. But he didn't, till we took him to Mount Riga.  And of course he loved it up there; he ran and chased and he loved us for evermore for about ten years.  Except that he was pretty darn bright; we remember, the Wallaces then moved away, and we remember the Wallaces coming back to visit, and just for fun we took Buster to see the Wallaces; it was four or five years later.  And he knew them instantly and was just beside himself with joy, but by then he had been weaned away, so he was our dog.





He was a terrific woodchuck dog; he caught many woodchucks and killed them.  We always had Negro maids, and many times the Negro maids would cook these woodchucks for them�selves; we weren't very fond of woodchuck, but they would cook the woodchucks and say that was a great delicacy and eat them.





Buster also picked out me, I suppose because I was the oldest child.  I was his master, and you know how dogs are, they attach to one person.  Believe it or not, Buster would walk to school with me, which was at least a mile away, and--appear at eleven-thirty when school got out!  There he was, sitting there to walk me home; he sensed what time it was.  Now, no one's ever quite known how he did, unless he saw people getting ready for lunch.  And this went on for quite a few years.  He was a faithful, wonderful dog, and after I left that school, which was grammar school--the sixth grade--he did the same thing for my brother.  I can remember the day I left for junior high--it was a different part of town, and you had to go right down through the center of White Plains where there were trolley cars and cars and traffic and everything else, and at a certain point where Buster used to go with me to the old school, I said, "Go home!" and he looked very sad and I didn't go the usual route and went on to junior high.  I think maybe I had an Iver-Johnson bicycle; I think my father bought me a bicycle to go to jun�ior high with because it was so much farther.  Anyway, Buster took up with my brother and did the same thing with him, and he just had some way of knowing what time it was and what time he'd come out, and there he'd be sitting, and he was a curiosity, everyone thought Buster was wonderful.  He was very homely; he was sort of a gray, shaggy mongrel with one blue eye and one brown eye.  And he was unique-looking because of this strange eye.





Well, he lived many a happy year with us and made many, many journeys up and down from Mount Riga but especially loved the summertime.  When we got ready to go home in the fall to go back to school, he seemed to sense that there was something going on because of the packing--I've heard of other dogs who get nervous when people are packing--and he would sit by the car, as if to say, "Don't leave me!"  Well, there came a day many years later when we were doing all this packing, only it was the day before we were leaving, and we for some rea�son or other had to go to Lakeville and get something--it was probably something about the car, you know, tires or something or other.  Anyway, the car was packed and we had to go to Lakeville but we were to come back and then make the journey the next day.  Well, we went to Lakeville and came back, and Buster was never seen again.  He probably thought we were going to White Plains and started to follow us and then some way became confused and did not come back.  But friends of ours who had known Buster for ten years, Francis Lamb and all the little Lamb boys who were our friends, had a place in Katonah, New York, and Katonah, New York was one of the towns we went through on this trip.  We came home and they said something about, "What was Buster doing in Katonah?" say, a week before that.  We said, "Well, we don't know.  We've lost Buster."  And they said, "Well, we saw him looking very bedraggled in Katonah."  So, he was never seen again, but there wasn't any doubt about it--he'd come about 60 miles and then I suppose he was run over.  But it just shows what animals can do.





Buster was sorely missed; he was very protective of all three children and he also protected our cats.  He never bothered our cats at all, but he would chase other cats, and he would chase other dogs that were bothering our cats, and he would growl fiercely at other children who were bothering us.  In other words, we could indicate to Buster that we didn't like somebody or they were bothering us, and we could say, "Sic 'em!" very lightly under our breath and he would growl fiercely at them and scare them away.





Buster actually was a great protection at Mount Riga, because as we lived a mile from the lake, sometimes my mother didn't want to go swimming, and so we'd go alone, with Buster.  We had to pass some very poor mountaineers, as we called them; they were people who lived in shacks and couldn't read and write and got their living by picking blueberries; they're the kind of people you never see anymore.  Mount Riga had been a thriving colony during the Revolutionary times because there was a great deal of iron ore smelted up there; there were great iron ore smelting furnaces, which are made of stones and they were about 30 feet high, and they were actually great furnaces where the early settlers melted their ore.  In fact, some of the part of the chain that went across the Hudson River to try to prevent the British ships from getting up the Hudson were made up there.





The mountaineers were descendants of these people who lived up there, say, in 1775, and they literally had not been to school and nobody fussed over that.  There were two or three such families living near us; they were absolutely no one that anyone would really be afraid of; they would never harm children, except I think our parents wondered sometimes what would hap�pen if they were drunk--and they did drink and they smoked marijuana, and all the old women who had no teeth and were filthy dirty--they had no plumbing of any sort--smoked pipes, and as you'd come along and pass them, they were rather ashamed of smoking pipes, so they'd put them behind their back, which didn't work very well, because the smoke just wreathed up over their heads.  They were the Taylors; they were known as the Taylor clan, and rumor had it that one of them traded his wife for a shotgun!  And their children were chalk-headed and just en�tirely different from any other children you'd know.





But in all these years they never bothered us at all except they did sell us blueberries and they sometimes entered our camps during the winter.  Now, they never did any vandalism; you knew your camp had been entered because you might find some canned goods missing or you might find a few dirty dishes or you might even find some beds that they had made up.  And they might steal a blanket or something like that.  But they never did any vandalism of any sort; they never broke anything, and actually we didn't really mind much that they enjoyed our camp for a few days.





One reason we called Mount Riga "The Farm" was that it was a mini-farm.  We always had a cow--it wasn't always the same cow; in the number of years that we lived there I think there were three different cows, because I can remember Pansy, and Mildred, and one other whose name I can't recall right this minute.  These cows were so we'd have a source of fresh milk, be�cause of course there was no milk delivery and it was too far to go to the store, four miles over a very rough road.  So, one thing about the cow was that it had to be milked, and it had to be milked twice a day, and this was one of the reasons why we had Gonesy; it was Gonesy's job to milk the cow.  Gonesy--I don't know what happened to him--I remember one year when we didn't have him at all, and my brother and mother milked the cow; that must have been rather late in our career there.  I can remember another time when Gonesy got drunk and wouldn't get out of bed to milk the cow, and I learned to milk the cow, I learned how; one can learn how to milk a cow if one has to.  It's rather hard work, but it can be done.  It meant that we had about twelve quarts of milk a day for the family which consisted of three children and Gonesy and my mother and father and always a maid--sometimes a maid with a child, because we had difficulty finding maids who would go to such a place for the whole summer where they could have no friends, actually no days off, and would be lonely, and sometimes we had maids with children.  Sometimes we had maids with babies and sometimes we had maids with young children.





One of the first things my father bought when we acquired this place after the cow or before the cow was a riding horse, because a riding horse was something that it would be foolish not to have.  So we bought Ginnie; I remember going with him to buy Ginnie and I was so fasci�nated; he took about an hour to buy this horse and he talked about everything else besides Ginnie and I began to have the feeling that he wasn't going to get the horse.  And he told me afterwards that that's how you buy a horse; you don't come out and say, "I want that horse, how much is it?"--you just talk around it for a long time.  But we came home with Ginnie that very same day.  And Ginnie was a lovely riding horse--we had friends that had horses, so we often had people to ride with.  Our very good friends the McCabes had about four horses, be�cause they had one for every member of the family--practically every member of the family.  So a great deal of our life was spent riding somewhere, and sometimes we'd go off all day with a picnic lunch and it was great fun to explore the many, many dirt roads there were on these mountains.





One summer we had two horses; we rented another horse so we would have two.  And a cou�ple of other summers our friends the Lambs--Francis was my age, but he had two younger brothers, one exactly my brother's age and one in between.  They were Bobby and Dick--well, there were four boys, maybe I have these names wrong.  They came and camped in our back lot two or three different summers with their two horses; they'd come all the way from White Plains with a wagon and their camping things in the wagon and they would pitch tents in our back lot.  They were so far away that we couldn't see them, so they never bothered us at all; it was great fun having them there.  We gave them milk of course, because we had too much milk, but they were out of sight of our house and they felt as though they were camping in the wilds.  So these summers there were a lot of spare horses around and lots of fun.





We also generally acquired a pig at the beginning of the summer.  This was partly to get rid of the garbage; in fact, mostly to get rid of the garbage--it seemed such a waste.  Having always a large vegetable garden, which Gonesy and my father and my mother took care of--they were always great planters of vegetable gardens.  We even had a large corn patch, so we had plenty of fresh corn to eat and give away and can and give to the pig.  The pig lived off a bit from the house so it wasn't too near, because they do smell a little.  And it was fun--you'd buy this little piglet, and they are very sweet little creatures when they’re little.  We had a pigsty--a pighouse and a pigsty which means a yard where the pig lived.  Now, for some reason or other the pig�sties always got very muddy; I suppose it was from the wet of them and the garbage, but we separated the garbage so the pig got any garbage that was suitable.  This meant you had to keep out coffee grounds and orange peels, but a pig loves corn and it will even munch on husks that other people have already eaten, and they love this milk; we had too much milk a great deal of the time.  I hardly remember a meal that we didn't have a big bowl of cottage cheese on the table because that's one way you get rid of milk.  Say, you have twelve quarts of milk a day; you can only drink about five or six quarts, even if you drink a lot, and then you make cottage cheese out of the rest of it.  The whey was something that is left over after you make cottage cheese.  Well, pigs just love this whey too; also the horse and the cow liked this watery liquid.





Now, what you did with the rest of your refuse was this:  Gonesy or my father or some man dug a big hole every summer, the beginning of the summer, off from the house away behind the barn or somewhere where it couldn't be seen--a big hole, say eight feet by six feet by five feet deep, and this took care of the things that the pig didn't eat.  All the stuff like cans and bottles and things like this went into this hole, and then every day you shoveled a little bit of dirt on top of it, so it wasn't seen.  These are the dumps that people are ferreting in today looking for old bottles, and I've often thought that if I wanted to find some old bottles--at least some old bottles of the period of the '20s--I know just where to get them and where to dig, because they are up there on Mount Riga.





We always acquired twelve chickens at the beginning of every summer.  The time when we came up from White Plains and they got away, we brought the chickens from White Plains, but generally we'd get twelve chickens from a nearby farmer.  So of course we had plenty of fresh eggs, and that was fun too--it's always fun for children to look for eggs.  They lived in the chicken yard but they used to get out.  The bad thing about the chickens was we had to get rid of them before you went back to White Plains, so one by one we'd have to start to eat the chickens.  Well, chickens are pretty tough when they're laying chickens--they're different from broilers that you get in the market--so we used to moan and groan about these chickens we had to eat.  Gonesy would have to chop off their heads and my mother didn't like us to see that at all because a chicken with its head chopped off jumps around and it's a very unattractive sight--it looks as though they were still alive.  So she'd generally tell us we couldn't look.  But we would eat them one by one, tough and scrawny, boiled chicken with dumplings.





The date is February 25, 1977 in Danby, Vermont.  I've been talking about my childhood at Mount Riga as I remember it and now I'm continuing that, because I think there are some more things that are somewhat interesting.





The great event at Mount Riga always was Friday and the weekend, because our life changed drastically when my father came; it became much more interesting.  We made great prepara�tions for his coming, every single week; my mother would bake doughnuts and I would pick blueberries so there could be a pie, or strawberries--we had perfectly wonderful wild strawber�ries in one of our back lots, so we had those when they were in season.  I often made butter; with so much milk we had a great deal of extra cream, and we would save up the cream and in a small churn I would make a pound of butter for my father because he thought that the fresh butter was just delicious, which it was.





Also, the menus were much more interesting when my father came around.  It was not just pies and cakes and things like that; it was that fact that we finally got some fresh meat.  We never went to Lakeville or Salisbury except more than once a week, and then we would get fresh meat.  We would generally get a very large roast of beef because that was our favorite, and we'd have the roast of beef, and by Tuesday there was no more fresh meat left.  And the re�frigeration was very sketchy because it had to be a cake of ice which we bought on Friday morning and put in our icebox which then proceeded to melt, and it was always gone by about Monday.  So rather than running down to get some more ice, we would simply eat in a differ�ent way:  We would eat--my father was no longer there--we had creamed codfish and salmon loaf and tuna loaf and things of that sort that didn't have to be refrigerated.  The fresh vegeta�bles were in the garden, but the meat was much better on the weekend.





Besides all our domestic animals, of course the wild animals were quite interesting; they were all around us and we lived in the woods.  One animal that is rather a rare animal which we felt we owned was the mud puppy (a kind of large salamander).  In the meadow, which was of course fenced off, there was a spring.  And that spring only dried up once, and that was when we had to leave when we had a dreadful drought.  A mud puppy lived in this spring and it was great fun to try to creep up on the mud puppy to see it.  So we would come through the meadow very, very quietly and creep up, and at about fifteen feet you could see the mud puppy sitting on the bank of this spring.  But it would jump in and disappear before you could really look at it and go to the bottom of the spring which was a well about ten feet deep.  Of course there were frogs that did the same thing, but they weren't as fascinating as this mud puppy.





Also, there were hawks, which were the bane of our existence because sometimes they carried off our chickens.  You'd see them circling and circling and all the chickens squawking and yammering because they knew that a hawk was trouble.  And occasionally they would carry off a small chicken, or even a cat.  I didn't know this of my own knowledge, but my mother said that one night a hawk carried off a small kitten which she said very little about because it was quite an unattractive thing for a child to think about.





To pick blueberries we had to go off a way, and we were always hearing about places where the blueberries were good.  I remember one particular time when we had my grandmother Tinsley along who was an old lady--or at least she seemed so to me; these people seem much older to you when you're children than they really were.  But we went off--we always took the maid along too because the maids could help pick the berries.  Some of these were canned and some were made into pies.  We went into a field and were quietly picking blueberries from some well laden bushes when my mother started to screech and she said, "Look!  There's a bull over there and it's coming toward us!"  Well, what it was, was a herd of cows who'd been placidly eating, and among them was one very young bull that didn't look very ferocious, but she had a terrible fear of bulls all her life.  So she said, "Get a hold of Grandmother's other hand," speaking to me being the eldest, so we practically carried Grandmother Tinsley across a large field to get to a stone wall; her feet hardly touched the ground, we ran so fast.  And trundling along behind of course was Lina, who wasn't as old.  We made it, and I didn't know what was the matter, all this excitement, because I really wasn't afraid of things like that.  Not only was I not afraid of bulls, but I was not the least bit afraid of snakes, or bees, or wasps, or any of those things.  I liked to pick up wasps by their wings, and I'm afraid I would tease my brother with them--you know, I'd hold out a wasp like this and he would not like it at all.





The main reason my mother and father had gone to Mount Riga was the delightful society.  They were the most amazingly intelligent group of adults that you could possibly imagine.  They really seemed ahead of their time; they were very humorous, they were full of energy, they all swam very well.  It was a fortunate thing that my mother had had my father make her learn how to swim, because we never could have had fun there if she hadn't been able to.  When she lived in that boarding house, which you heard about in the last reel, she didn't know how to swim at all, and my father insisted that she learn because he thought it wasn't safe and she'd miss a lot of fun.  So he had her go to the Y or someplace--anyway, she took swimming lessons and became a very strong swimmer.  She couldn't do the crawl, because actually the crawl hadn't quite come in when she learned to swim; it was later, during my childhood, maybe when I was about 10, the Australian crawl became the only thing that anybody learned.  But she learned a very strong breaststroke, and she could go out in the middle of the lake and stay for an hour, and you'd see her head out there with her bathing cap slowly doing the breast�stroke very deliberately.  But it was a wonderful stroke to keep up, just to go somewhere but not fast.





Now, the swimming was a daily event.  Everybody gathered at one of the two lakes--there were two lakes and there were some people on one lake and some people on the other lake.  But they were not a large number of people; there were about four families on one lake and one family on the other lake.  But they very often had guests and so there were lots of interest�ing people around.  Of course they all had children, and we all were friends.  And besides swimming every day at eleven o'clock, there was sailing in little catboats in the afternoon, we often had picnics and hikes, and various activities that the whole crowd did.  There were also tennis courts, four tennis courts, so that several people could play tennis at the same time.  My father was a very good tennis player; my mother was a pretty darn good tennis player, actually, for a woman; she played a lot.  We all learned tennis--none of us were brilliant at it, but we certainly had a lot of fun.  And the horseback riding to me was the main thing--that's what I just loved.





The McCabe boys were my great interest, in fact, Ambie McCabe--Ambrose McCabe--and I became very fond of each other when we were teenagers.  And we often went off for all day on these horses with a picnic lunch, and sometimes we'd take our bathing suits and swim in some far-off lake.  The McCabes had a lake all to themselves; they had a very beautiful camp with about five outbuildings--log cabins.  Each child had a log cabin, except the youngest two boys who were my friends--Spaulding and Ambrose, who were only nine months apart in age--had a cabin together.  But their sister had a log cabin, their mother had a log cabin, they had a guest log cabin, they had a main cabin which had the kitchen and a huge living room, and their oldest brother Frank had a cabin.  Besides the McCabes, there were the Bordens who were a big family of six children; there were two boys in that family that I used to date--Lambert and Donald--and there was Mary Lee, who married the eldest McCabe boy who was Frank, and then there were two small girls that were just my sister's age in the Borden family.  There was the Griggs family who came from Montclair, New Jersey, and there were other families.  But anyway, there was social life, and it was a very wonderful social life, except that there wasn't a tremendous variety--there weren't lots and lots of people to date or anything like that.





For some reason or other these people that summered at Mount Riga seemed to be way ahead of their time in several ways.  They were very intellectual people, and they had great senses of humor.  Some of the women smoked, even back as far as World War I.  I can remember World War I and there were two or three women that smoked--not that this was bad or good--it was just that they were the first women I ever saw that smoked.  Now, my mother never did be�cause she was a Christian Scientist by this time, but she certainly didn't care what anyone else did.


 


All these women wore pants when they rode horseback, and they thought nothing of it.  You couldn't just go buy pants for women; they used Army pants that men had discarded or were found at Army and Navy stores.  By this time the Army pants seemed to be shaped a little bit like riding pants would be now; in other words, they narrowed down so that you wore a boot or puttees or something at the bottom, not just pant legs.  My mother acquired some pants that she treasured that were given to her by my Uncle John, who was my father's much younger brother who had been in World War I and had been to France.  And when he came back, she acquired these pants, and she was very proud of them.  She was rather startled one day when my grandmother Ray who was visiting told her that she thought it was terrible that she wore these pants, that it was really indecent!  Well, she had been in the generation when she rode sidesaddle; though she'd been a great horsewoman, she was not used to women in pants.  And of course this annoyed my mother ever so slightly, because Grandmother's remark was that it looked as though she were trying to attract men, which was not only insulting but was the last thing my mother was trying to do; she was just trying to be comfortable on a horse.





In speaking of my grandmother Ray, whom I just loved; she was a darling grandmother as far as I was concerned.  My mother and she didn't get along too well; there were several reasons for this.  One was that at a certain point in our lives Grandmother Ray had to come and live with us, and the house was too small.  Grandmother Ray, as you may remember, was a widow and for a while she had a very hard time and had to learn to sew and had to work to take care of her little son John, because she had been left with no life insurance, nothing, when my grandfather was killed as a result of a fall from a horse.  I might say here just what it was:  He rode all the time and he was racing around the track at the fairgrounds on his horse when he was thrown and he practically scraped his ear off.  He got lockjaw, which is tetanus; there was no such thing then as any vaccine at that time; he got lockjaw and he died a horrible death with convulsions and so forth, at 41.





After a couple of years of being a seamstress in Lyons, my grandmother Ray was invited to go to the home of some cousins--as I've mentioned before, this was a usual practice--she had some rich cousins named Letchworth and Ogden.  They lived in Letchworth, New York; they were quite wealthy, and they invited my grandmother Ray to come and be a companion, and she could bring her little son John, who was then about four.  And there she stayed for many years till Cousin Charlotte--Cousin Charlotte Letchworth--died, and she then had to rely on her son Rex, who was my father.  So she came to live with us in White Plains.  Now she only lived with us two years, because she died.  But during those years it was a little unpleasant be�cause the house was too small; it was a three-bedroom house--three rooms on the second floor with a sleeping porch plus two rooms on the third floor.  But she had to have a room, and Tinsley and Lina and I were different sexes, so it was hard to match up these children and give a grandmother a whole room and not be too crowded.  Besides this, my mother had become a Christian Scientist a few years before this, and she was very devoted to it and it was very seri�ous to her.  And my grandmother Ray just deplored this Christian Science bit; my father could stand it because he was very easygoing and he didn't go to church anyway.  When they were married she was a Presbyterian and he was an Episcopalian, except he never went to church, except maybe Christmas Eve he'd go and take the children, because we thought that the Epis�copal church was more interesting than the Presbyterian church.





But she switched from her church to the Christian Science church when I was about 8 years old.  This was sort of a conversion that she had; it seemed to start with her friend Mamie Weeks--who was Mamie Sweeting when she was in Lyons, and they were very close friends.  Mamie Weeks--because she'd married Colonel Weeks by then--was a very devout Christian Scientist and she talked it to Mother day and night whenever she could.  Then, I had some kind of peculiar disease which I guess you'd call colitis; it was something about the intestines with very, very bad diarrhea and kind of wasting away.  Mother had me to specialists in New York, and apparently it dragged on and on and on till this wonderful cure by a Christian Scientist practitioner.  I was cured instantly--healed--and she became a Christian Scientist.  





The Christian Science didn't take on any of us children, though I was forced to go to the Christian Science church till I went to college.  Let's say, it bored the hell out of me and it just was sort of revolting to me, but I had to go every single Sunday either to the Sunday school or church.  Now, I could take my choice; I chose the Sunday school because it wasn't quite as bad as the church.  Christian Science is a very demanding religion in that you're supposed to read the so-called lesson every single day of your life; it isn't just a Sunday thing, and my mother wanted me to read it, in fact, made me read it.  And it consisted of reading passages from Mary Baker Eddy's work, and the Bible, and it took at least half an hour a day.  My mother did this her entire life, and got a great deal out of it.  But I didn't, and my father didn't pay any atten�tion to it at all; it just was something--he didn't care if she wanted to do that.





I don't know exactly--you would have to ask my sister how she felt about this-- now, I think perhaps Mother had relaxed a little bit by the time she'd come along, so she wasn't forced to do all this reading and forced to go to church.  Another reason we didn't like the Christian Science church was that they had absolutely no social life, and when I was a child the churches were still a great center of social life for children.  And Lina has told me she went to the Presbyterian church because they had such nice socials, and by the time I was a teenager and devoted to my friend Esther Krepps, I found out that the Methodist church had lots of nice things; they had Strawberry Festivals and even dances and kissing games--the Christian Science church had ab�solutely nothing like this whatsoever--no kind of young people's organization.  Now, my brother--I just don't know exactly how he felt about it; I think maybe it lasted a little longer with him.  He was very close to my mother and not quite as rebellious as I was, so it seems to me he did stay with it longer than I did.





Of course if you were a Christian Scientist you took no medicine.  My father would slip us a thing or two when my mother wasn't looking, such as salve or something to put on poison ivy.  One of his favorite cures was a wet washcloth around the neck for a sore throat which he swore by.  She said it wouldn't matter much; it wasn't medicine so she didn't mind that too much, but no medicine.  In fact, it took me to get to college to find out that a very easy way to cure a headache was to take some aspirin; I didn't know this.  And that is when I dropped the church altogether, because I didn't have time to work on myself to get rid of headaches when I was in college when there was such a thing as aspirin available.





When I was 14 Grandmother Ray died; she'd spent about two years at our house.  And I'm afraid the poor thing was probably ill when she came.  She died of heart trouble, and appar�ently back in those days you didn't go to the hospital and get in an oxygen tent; you simply died.  And she died in our house, and her breathing was very painful for about a week before she died.  I really missed her--I was named after her; her name was Harriet though she was al�ways called Hattie.  And I liked her much better than my grandmother Tinsley.  She sewed beautifully and she made me many, many lovely dresses--I think my sister could tell you this too, the beautiful dresses that she made, because I guess my sister had to have some of them as hand-me-downs; now, I don't know whether she minded this or not, probably did.





I've been talking about Grandmother Ray.  Now, Grandmother Tinsley, who still lived in her big house in Lyons with Mamie and Annie Arnold, visited us for about a month every single summer.  This was the custom--long visits, in these times when getting to and from places was quite difficult.  And my mother just adored her, so she looked forward to Grandmother T. coming.  When she came to Mount Riga--I can't think how old she was, but we dragged her around on picnics and blueberry picking; and all the activities she entered in, and she looked older than God to me, but I don't suppose she was.





One particular time, one dreadful time:  We took Grandmother on a picnic and my mother wanted to go to an island.  We all crowded into a canoe; I don't know why my mother was so foolish, but I remember that in one canoe were my mother, and my brother who was about 4 or 5, and myself, and Grandmother Tinsley--Lina was not with us; she was too young--and we went out in this canoe to this island, we had a very nice time and started to come home, and a storm came up so that the lake became very rough.  When we were up near the dock ready to get out--I don't know exactly how it happened, but Grandmother Tinsley didn't sit still in the canoe, and she stood up and went over to the side and tipped the whole thing over, so all four of us went into the water.  Well, it was pretty bad; I just quickly swam to shore--self-survival was all I was thinking of--and so did my mother.  But to our horror we looked back and here was Tinsley bobbing up and down riding on his grandmother's shoulders.  She was completely under water, and he was just clutching her around the neck, riding her.  He was all right, ex�cept he was yelling his head off.  It was dreadful!  My mother just panicked; she went and got some men, but the whole thing took about four or five minutes.  She fortunately found some men and shrieked and screamed, and they went out and pulled my grandmother and Tinsley into the shore.  And they said, "Emma, why didn't you walk out there and get them?"  And she said, "Oh, I didn't know, I thought it was over my head!"  Anyway, she thought it was better to go get some help rather than do anything herself.  And I just was a total loss, but I was only about 8 years old.





Well, poor Grandmother--we thought she was a goner.  She was just absolutely out cold, and she had lost her transformation--a transformation is a circlet of hair that old ladies wore; they put it on like a crown and then they brushed their hair up over it, so that this pompadour looked thicker than it really was.  That was gone; her false teeth were gone, and she looked dead.  So these men--this was Harry Wells who was one of the people who lived on the lake--he just acted fast; he'd seen this kind of thing before, because he lived on a lake.  He took her and they put her over a barrel which they had right there on the water's edge ready for some�thing like this, and they rolled her up and down on her stomach on the barrel, and the water just poured out of her mouth, and they gave her a little artificial respiration from the back, and she started breathing.  So it was a very close call.  But the poor thing--here she was, visiting, and she had no teeth and her hair was gone, and she was a wreck.  But it was very clear water and she offered a reward for her different things--her teeth and her hair--and all the children started to look for her stuff, and they were all found on the bottom of the lake!  It was about 20 feet out from the shore and the water fortunately was quite clear.  So, she had her teeth and her hair and it all ended very happily.





Of course Grandmother was a hero not to drown her little grandson, and Mother said, "You were underwater for a long time," it seemed to us, probably not more than about five minutes, but really under the water.  And she said, "How did you do that?"  And she said, "Well I just figured that I'd had a good life and I didn't want anything to happen to Tinsley, so I was just--quiet!"--which is quite a heroic thing.





March 5, 1977.  Jon and I are sitting here doing some more taping; it was about a week ago that we stopped.  I'm going to add some things before I leave my childhood that I think were a big part of my childhood.  And this was the great love of literature that was given to all of us--Tinnie and Lina and me--by my mother, because of her love of literature.  She read and read and read and read to us from the time we were 2 years old, and that is why all of us learned to read very young, because this is how children learn to read--being read to, mainly.  She had gotten this love of literature from her father, who apparently read to her--he must have read to her some--but anyway, she read a great deal and she learned to read young.  And it was about the time that Dickens' works were coming out, and they would be tedious unless someone read them to you.  Now, she read us all of Dickens, and she had a very marvelous reading voice for reading aloud; it was very soothing and very plain and she could dramatize parts that should be dramatized, and we loved to have her read, especially when we were sick; she would spend hours and hours and hours just reading.  Now, she wanted to pick out what was read to us, because she felt that she wasn't going to read poor literature to us.





Her favorites became our favorites; they were things like Alice In Wonderland and all the limericks of Edward Lear, and a great many nonsense things, which she loved because she did have a good sense of humor.  And she had lots and lots of poems that she could say from memory, because she had such a good memory--she even knew great long passages from the Bible--and had a remarkable memory.  I remember when I was in high school she still could read Latin just as well as English because she could remember it, all those years; it made it quite nice for me, because she helped me with my Latin.





But to go back; she had things that would put us in gales of laughter, and one was her recita�tion of the counties of New York State, which she recited very rapidly with a great deal of expression.  All I can remember now is that it started, "Albany, Allegany, Broome, Catta�raugus..." and it ended up with, "WA-A-A-A-AYNE, Westchester, Wyoming, Yates!"--Wayne being her county.  She said that the children recited it in grammar school and they always shrieked at "Wayne" because it was theirs.





Let me see if I can remember any of those things that--yes, I do remember one.  She had one that went something like this:





"She went out to the garden to pick a cabbage leaf to make an apple pie and a great she-bear came running up the street and stuck his head in the window and cried, 'What?  No soap?' and she died and he immediately married the barber; they had a very fine wedding and there present were the piccalillis, the picadillies, and the Great Panjandrum with a little round red button on top and they danced and danced till the gunpowder ran out of the heels of their boots."


	                              				(--written by Samuel Foote)





Now, that's just an example of something that would make us laugh, and she knew a lot of those things.  And I believe she had gotten them from her father.





This taste for literature stood her in good stead after she was married; she went to live in White Plains at the boarding house and had plenty of time.  She organized a reading club for women; it was called the Friday Reading Club and it met every Friday, I believe.  And they were a group of women who were fairly intellectual; all of them had been educated--if not college, anyway, they liked reading.  And the interesting thing about this club was that it was the oldest club in White Plains and was still going when my mother died, and they all appreci�ated her very, very much.  I had a sheaf of personal letters on her death; every single person who ever belonged to that reading club missed her very much and wrote.





One of the pleasantest things about Mother's girlhood was that she went to Lake Chautauqua to what's called Chautauqua, I guess, every single summer.  Her older sister Nell, who was 12 years older, was left a widow quite young with three small children, two boys and a girl.  And Nell had to earn her own living, and she was bright, and some way she got a job with the Millbrook School for Girls. She was not a teacher there, because she had not been to college, but she was their head chaperone.  This meant that she took the girls from Millbrook to New York whenever they went to the symphony or the theater or cultural things like that.  The Millbrook School for Girls was a very good finishing school--not a college.  Then she started taking the girls to Europe every year.  And she took a group of girls, maybe five, ten--I don’t know exactly how many--to Europe every single summer for about 20 years.  During this time she made many friends in Europe and she learned the Italian language and the Spanish lan�guage very, very well and was very fluent in them.  The French, she was good enough--of course French is much harder than those two languages.  But Nellie was bright and she became a very cultivated woman due to so much European travel.





Her little boys had to go away to boarding school because there was nothing else to do with them.  Leila, her daughter, went to the girls' school where her mother was the head chaperone.  But during the summer Nellie wanted the family together so she took them all to Lake Chautauqua, and took my mother along too, because my mother enjoyed the children and also enjoyed the Chautauqua life.  Chautauqua was a unique thing--and I do not know whether it is still going or not--it's where families went and rented cottages and they didn't have to do any cooking, or at least they didn't have to cook their dinner; they went to some central lodge for that.  And the rest of the time was spent in sports of all kinds, and courses--they could take courses in singing, or nature, and all kinds of things--so they were busy all day long; the chil�dren were busy all day long.  And my mother loved it.





One time when she was a little bit older--she'd been doing this for about ten years with Aunt Nell--my father, whom she knew by this time and perhaps they were engaged, had taken Mother out in a rowboat on Lake Chautauqua.  And to their horror they saw a naphtha launch going up in flames--a naphtha launch was a type of small boat that was run by a fuel called naphtha, and they were quite dangerous and they caught on fire easily.  Well, this one had a man and two girls in it, and they were going to burn up.  My father, who was in the rowboat, without thinking of his own danger or Mother's danger, quickly rowed toward this burning boat that other boats were avoiding.  And the man in the boat saw that he was going to get some help, so he threw these girls into the water--their clothing was partly afire by this time--and Rex and Emma dragged the girls into the rowboat and saved them.  This was considered quite heroic and there was an article in the paper about it.





Before we leave my childhood, things keep coming to me and I'm trying to think of some of the more amusing ones.  This reading club of which I spoke--one afternoon was meeting at Elt-sie Smith's--I say "Elt-sie" because my mother always pronounced her name Elt-sie and her husband was Wilt-son Smith--they had a big yard, and they were on the other side of Gordon Lippincott.  We were on one side of Gordon Lippincott's yard, and then on the other side was the Smiths'  yard.  And Elt-sie had planned a nice afternoon; she knew someone who did what was called interpretive dancing, which meant bare feet and flying around in flimsy garments and waving the hands; this kind of dancing you see in ballet now, but this was not ballet, it was just barefooted dancing.  And Gordon Lippincott lured me into his yard and he and I followed this dance; every time she'd do something we'd do something and back and forth and back and forth, and it did make a few snickers among the ladies, which really was rotten, it wasn't nice at all.  And after we did this for a little while, my mother appeared in Gordon Lippincott's yard and said, "Come Here!" and told us to "Stop it!"--and she said it was perfectly terrible; and Mrs. Lippincott didn't hear about it till later because she wasn't home.





Another interesting thing about the Lippincotts was that in their kitchen they had a family of white mice who lived under the stove.  They never could get them all--I don't know why they couldn't have gotten them with a cat, but perhaps they didn't want to.  Any number of white mice had gotten away in the house, gotten out of their cages and had babies, and it was fun to go and see if you could lure them out from under the stove with pieces of cheese.  This pro�vided, I thought, lots of fun to have mice loose in your house that were your pets.





It might be interesting to talk about the early automobiles, because I can really remember them when they were in their infancy.  The first car on our street was owned by the Lippincotts.  Gordon's father was kind of a sport and he had been in World War I, and when he came back he bought a car.  Now, this car looked like a pony basket; you entered it from the rear and climbed up a step and sat down on two seats that faced each other, so you can see this was very much like a cart.  Now, the date--all I can tell you is that World War I was (in progress); in fact, this was when the Lippincotts could never get along together again and they separated and had a divorce.  Now, the second car on the street was Arthur Strang; he lived on the other side of us from the Lippincotts, and I couldn't tell you just what the make was.





The first car that we had was the third car on the street, and it was a present; it was given to us.  We had some very close friends named Herrmann who lived in Scarsdale--in fact, Mrs. Herrmann was my godmother--and Carl Herrmann had become very wealthy because he got in on Texas oil in its infancy and was an officer of the Texaco company early, and had cars as early as anyone did.  So he just gave us a car, and it was called an Interstate.  It had acetylene headlights--brass--you had to go out and light them with a match.  It was a little out of date, and that's why he gave it to us.  The next car we had didn't have that kind of a headlight; it had the kind that operates with a battery.  I wish I could remember the second car we had; we had cars with names like Mitchell--that was a great big long touring car, with little seats that folded down.  We had two cars; when we started going to Mount Riga we had to have two cars so that one could be left with my mother and my father could use the other one.  I learned to drive at 13 because it was private property up there and I wouldn't get arrested as long as I didn't go out on the state road.  And my mother was sort of scared of cars; she had to learn when she was middle-aged, which is much harder to do.





Did I tell about going through the garage?  Well, she'd sometimes get reverse mixed up with going forward; and one time she went right through the back of the garage--not completely through, but at least halfway through--the car was halfway through, so there was a very large hole in the garage that had to be repaired.  Another time she drove halfway over a stone wall and just hung there. 





And many times--of course in those days you had blowouts and punctures very often, and I had to learn how to change those tires at about age 12 because I could do it better than she could.  I had to learn how to clean spark plugs--oh, I almost forgot, our first cars--at least two or three of them--you had to crank to start.  Now, cranking a car is a dreadful operation.  I didn't crank the Interstate, which was the one that was given to us by the Herrmanns, but my father did, and he almost broke his arm with that.  But I did learn how to crank a Ford Model T, which wasn't too hard, except that you needed two people, because one had to sit inside the car and work what's called the spark and the choke--two different things--so you had to have two hands.  Well, someone cranked out front and it caught--that meant it started to chug a lit�tle--the other one had to quickly put on the spark and some gas, which was worked by a hand thing.





I hate to leave Mount Riga, because it was such a big part of my life.  I don't know how my brother and sister felt about this, but it was just delightful to me; I loved the country life and I didn't mind the hardships, and believe me, there were hardships.  There was no electricity, there was no telephone, there was no inside toilet.  We did have a sort of--besides a privy, which was up in the woods; we had it up in the woods because it, frankly, smelled, and so you didn't have a privy anywhere near your house.  But we had a flag, and when you went to the privy you were supposed to put down the flag; that was so that no one else would come and meet you on the path, which was a little embarrassing if they were the other sex.  And finally we had a chemical toilet put on our back porch, so that it wasn't quite so far away.  And it had a sign in it that said, "IF ODOR IS DETECTED AND CANNOT BE CORRECTED, NO�TIFY THE CAUSTINE COMPANY."  Well, this had a sort of a lilt to it, so it was a chant that the McCabes and we shouted at each other every time we went in or out of the chemical toilet.





The worst hardship at Mount Riga, though, came in the great drought.  Everything went along very smoothly till about 1928 and 1929, and then there were two droughts, and this meant that it was lovely for playing tennis or swimming, but because there was no rain all summer long--I remember one stretch when for six weeks it didn't rain at all.  Well, the only trouble was, was the water supply got less and less and less, and our little kitchen sink, which was the only place we had a faucet, gave out completely.  And even our brook, which went along and went along and we never believed could dry up, practically dried up, so that the fish--it was full of trout, and the poor trout were just lying around gasping all over the bottom of the brook.  And the spring in our meadow, which was where the mud puppy lived, that was as dry as a bone--I don't know where the mud puppy went, but he disappeared.





The only way to water the horse and the cow--a cow takes a lot of water; it gives milk and it drinks a lot of water--was to walk it somewhere to get some water.  After the brook com�pletely dried up--we walked them to the brook for a while, and in 1929 that went dry, except for a few very deep pools that were full of trout, but the banks of these pools were so steep that you couldn't take a horse or cow down them, or they'd break their legs.  We could ride the horse up to the lake where we went swimming--which was very low but still it was there--and give the horse a good big drink.  But the cow was a different thing altogether; the cow had to be taken a mile, and that was a mile not toward the lake but in their other direction where there was a farm.  And the cow was still very thirsty even if we took it down there once, so we fi�nally just took it down to this farm where the farmer had a well--an artesian well--and left it, and gave up on the milk altogether, because we didn't want the cow to suffer.





When this happened again in 1929, my father and mother became very discouraged and de�cided they couldn't face another summer of that sort of thing.  (And then during that coming winter the house at Mount Riga burned down.)  So--I don't know just how my father found it--but he found a place that was for sale in South Salem, New York, which was only about 35 miles from White Plains, and bought it.  I didn't have anything to do with this buying because I was in college, and I was very surprised to come home spring vacation and find that they had bought a house (which they named “Hillslee").





It was quite an interesting house; he got it for quite a bargain, because bootleggers had owned it, and their still had blown up, so that in one part of the house there was a great hole in the floor.  It went up two stories, or rather it had blown up in the cellar and it had blown up through the floor and had actually damaged the ceiling in the second floor, but it hadn't blown through the roof.  Well, right away I fell in love with the house; it was a very old house--it was about 150 years old, so that now it would be about 200 years old; it was around the end of the 18th century--a charming little old farmhouse with a large, almost walk-in fireplace, not quite, but a very large fireplace and another fireplace.





The house needed a great deal of work, because it had run down and it was old and it had been used by bootleggers who hadn't kept it up.  Well, they decided to restore it, which operation began just about the time that I came home from college, which was June.  They couldn't live in it yet because the work was not done.  Well, it so happened that enough work was done so that one could live in it, and I thought it would be great fun to go there with a couple of col�lege friends and stay, which we did.  You could cook and you could keep house, and while we were there the house could be finished, and I could sort of oversee it too, which was a good thing.  And we had a great time.





So for a month two of my best friends, Betty McCann and Jeanne Beeson, lived in the house--just the three of us--for the first month of our summer vacation, right after our graduation; this was 1930.  Betty McCann was very glad not to go home; a terrible tragedy had happened in her family:  Her brother, who was an Amherst student and a couple of years younger had dis�appeared from the college about a month before this, and there was no clue as to what had happened to him. They didn't think it was kidnapping, because they never had any sort of a ransom note, though her family was wealthy; he just had disappeared off the face of the earth, and her family were going through this trying period and she welcomed the idea of not going home.  He had not been found as of the time that she was visiting me, but he was found later in the summer, after she'd gone home, and it clearly was suicide, because his body was found in a certain manner in the woods near Amherst.  So there was no doubt about it; it was not foul play, it was suicide.





Jon wants me to tell a little bit more about life at Wells College.  I loved Wells College; I had to go there--there were no two ways about it--my mother and father wouldn't show me any other colleges; if I wanted to go to college I went to Wells College because my mother had loved it so.  Also, I'd had two cousins who had gone there.  All of this bothered me a little bit, but they were right and I loved it instantly and loved every single bit of it.  I did not distinguish myself scholastically at all; I think you might say I was having too much fun.  I thoroughly en�joyed getting away from my family; this was the first time I ever had and I didn't realize how very marvelous it was to be on your own.  I made a lot of close friends that I've kept all my life; I had a roommate of course, freshman year, that was just picked out for me.  Although my best friend all through high school, Esther Krepps, went along with me to college--because she thought that was a good choice for her--I didn't room with her; we both agreed that that would be silly; we should make some other friends.  So I roomed with a girl from Denver named Christine Rublee; that was my first roommate.  But my close friends that I made that freshman year were Penelope Keifer from Ohio, and Mary Brackett--known as Todd Brackett--from Minneapolis (later Todd Ballard), and Mary Trigg Waller (Trigger) from Chicago (later Trig�ger Carry), and Helen Howard from Columbus, Ohio (later Helen Bonner and then Helen Lane, married to Collis Gundy Lane).  I'd say they were my closest friends and remained so and still are very close friends.





Freshman year was pretty much having fun with the girls, a few dates but not a great many, and just doing things that were lots of fun.  We did a great deal of hiking and walking; there were marvelous places to hike, and rivers and places where you could go.  Then there was this beautiful lake, and we were right on the lake, and there was a railroad that went right along the lake; that was the railroad that went from Auburn to Ithaca.  And one thing that Penelope and I thought was fun was working a handcar which of course was against the law and dangerous and everything else, but when the men left their handcars loose--it was a simple kind of hand�car where you pumped it; two people pumped it--we'd run out and get on the handcar and pump it a way; fortunately there were no downhills, or we might have regretted it, but that we loved to do.  Another thing that was fun, and dangerous, was jumping from one cake of ice to another cake of ice.  This was a very large lake and plenty of wind, so that icebergs would form all around and they would float and you could leap from one to the other.  Well, if you can imagine anything more dangerous; it was terrible, but we thought it was fun.





We did a lot of dumb things:  We tried to make hard cider in order to have something to in�toxicate ourselves with, but we mostly got sick to our stomachs.  We started smoking with a vengeance; I think mostly because it was forbidden and you could be expelled for smoking.  We had two places to smoke; one was the cemetery, and another was what was called the "catacombs."  The catacombs were the cold cellars of the main building, which was a large brick building, built probably around the Civil War, full of these dank, dark cellars, and they were lots of fun to explore and to run around in and smoke in.





We did quite a lot of horseback riding; the college had a large farm and it had some horses that you could rent for a price.  Pen and I did a lot of riding.  The nearest town was Auburn; Aurora was a little hamlet about like Danby; it had one general store and one drug store--of course it had a drug store with all these girls, they loved to buy ice cream and soda and stuff like that.  So it did have that, but that's all there was to it; it was exactly one street.  So when we wanted to go to the movies or something more exciting or maybe had to buy some clothes, we went to Auburn which was 30 miles away.  There were two ways to go:  One, you could go on the train, and another way was to hire a taxi, just to hire a man who would for a fee would take, say, five girls, to Auburn maybe for five dollars apiece.  But Pen and I thought it was fun to hitchhike.  Now if you can imagine anything more dangerous than hitchhiking--two 17-year-old girls thumbing out on the road--we did this partly because it was exciting and partly to save money.  And you can't imagine a girl daring to do that--no matter what part of the United States you'd be in--in this day and age.  And we never had any trouble whatsoever except one time a man put his hand on my leg and I just said, "Stop that, and let us out of this car immediately!"  He stopped the car and we got out and that was the end of that.  We had to pick out another car to get to Auburn in, but we picked one that had a woman in it this time.


�






*      *      *      *      *      *      *





This ending of Mom's tape seems rather abrupt, but it occurred just as the third track of the reel of tape was running off the reel.  We had planned to do the fourth and final track, but we never got to it.  Fortunately, most of what Mom had planned to continue with is fairly common knowledge to us--her marriage and early married life, etc.  However, it is ironic that the three existing hours of material of this unfinished project (which was originally recorded on reel-to-  reel tape) fit perfectly onto these two cassette tapes, which I duplicated from the original this spring, 1988.  Listening to the tapes and typing the text on the word processor in rough draft form last month took me sixteen hours.





Mom and I got the idea for this project upon learning that Uncle Tin had made a similar one before he died a few months earlier.  Mom mapped this tape out in her mind for a couple of days before we started it, but the only notes she used during the actual taping were a very rudimentary outline of topics she planned to cover.  All the details and anecdotes were right off the top of her head.





Nine months after this tape was made, on the night of December 14, 1977 at home in Danby, Mom suffered a stroke and entered the Rutland Hospital where she remained for five weeks.  She came home and Dad and I set her bed up in the living room at home where she exercised and tried to regain the use of her legs.  During that winter I spent many hours reading to her out of her mother's diaries, which she enjoyed immensely.  Mom never did learn to walk again, but she got so she could use a four-footed cane fairly well and could navigate around the first floor of the house without assistance.  She could even do a little walking outside down the driveway without the cane with Dad holding the back of her belt.  And Mom's mind, sense of humor, and even her memory about the things described here stayed with her right through her illness.





On the morning of June 25, 1978, Mom became comatose in her sleep and was again rushed to the hospital, this time to intensive care.  But she never regained consciousness and died in the hospital three days later on the 28th.





*      *      *      *      *      *      *
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NOTES - Jonathan A. Merrill, May 1988





This past April I learned that two or three years after Mom's death the house at 8 Crane Avenue (it had been renumbered 25 Crane Avenue in about 1937 when the street was lengthened) in White Plains was bought by Pace University and razed, due to being in disrepair.  However, the Ray garage behind the now vacant lot is still there, as are all the neighbors' houses Mom talked about.  The lower half of the downhill route to Mom's school (and possibly the school itself) was obliterated in the late 1950s by the construction of the Cross-Westchester Expressway (I-287) through White Plains.





I also visited Mount Riga in April.  There wasn't too much to see, but I did get as far as one of the lakes.  We three Merrill sons had been there once before, in the summer of 1957 on a camping trip with Mom when we canoed to an island for the night.  At that time Mom didn't get to show us the site where the house had stood until it burned down in 1930, so during my recent visit I didn't know on which road it had been located and didn't attempt to look for it.  However, I did find what I believe to be the old McCabe camp.  Due to a washout of the road, I couldn't get to the second lake.





The house in South Salem definitely still exists.  I have a subscriber to my Annie magazine in South Salem who has invited me up this summer to go and look at the old house and take my first swim in Truesdale Lake in 40 years.  And in June I plan to visit Lyons for the first time, at which time I will find out whether or not the Tinsley house on Phelps Street still exists.





Mom's grandmother Tinsley was still alive until 1932, so it is presumed that she lived in the Lyons house until her death.  I don't know what the four surviving Tinsley heirs, Minnie, Carrie, Nellie and Emma, did with it; I guess they sold it at that time.  As for the White Plains house, Grandpa and Grandma Ray had bought South Salem in 1930 and moved into it permanently in 1942, but they kept the White Plains house and rented it.  It was still in the Ray family at the beginning of 1945, and I presume Grandpa sold it after Grandma died in 1948.  Grandpa remarried a year later and moved into his new wife's incredible stone mansion in New Rochelle, New York, and South Salem was rented.  It stayed in the family until after Grandpa died in 1960, at which time it was sold by Mom, Uncle Tin, and Aunt Lina.  A small parcel of land adjacent to the house was kept a little longer, however, but it too was eventually sold.
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FURTHER NOTES - December 1994





ISABEL C. RAY, the last survivor among our relatives in that generation, died of cancer in New Canaan, Connecticut, on December 5, 1988, age 75.





In June 1988 Cynthia Moser and I visited Lyons while we were on our way from Cynthia's house in Ohio to Deerfield for my 25th Reunion.  We spent a couple of hours at 12 Phelps Street, which had just been bought by a nice young lawyer named John Porter.  The house was not in particularly good shape (and still was not, at least from the outside, in July 1989 when I drove by it again).  Phelps Street in general has lost much of its described grandeur; its fine homes share the street now with a unisex hair salon and other tacky-looking businesses.





We located the Tinsley plot (William T., Emma G., Freddie, Edith May, Mary, Willie) and the Ray plot (Charles, Hattie, Rex*, Emma) in the cemetery in Lyons and took numerous pictures on the exact 40th anniversary of Grandma Ray's death on June 9, 1948.  I also found Hannah Rogers (Taft) Tinsley's grave in the Taft plot and those of Mamie and Annie Arnold but could not find that of Mom's Aunt Nellie.  Later on her granddaughter Mimi Chapman (our second cousin) told me that Nell is "buried in Lyons" and told me her death date--November 30, 1960.  Maybe she is in another cemetery, but now that I have that date it isn't very important anymore to find the gravestone, which is why I wanted to in the first place.





I also found the grave of the mother of Annamae Thusnelda Neusbickel, Grandma's childhood friend in Lyons whom our family has known about all our lives and who was written up in The Remarkable Book Of Names by John Train.





As of 1994 I still have not yet visited South Salem.





Peter Ray says that Charles Guiteau was not Emma Guiteau Tinsley's fifth cousin but rather her first cousin, both from grandfather Dr. Francis Guiteau, Jr.  This was further verified by a book written about the assassination and Charles Guiteau.





John Porter had written records in his possession that said the house left the Tinsley family in 1935.  Mr. Porter's wife was fascinated by Mom's description of the house and Xeroxed those pages for herself.








*Rex Ray's grave in Lyons is fake; he is buried in Mount Kisco next to Idah.





�
FURTHER NOTES ON THE RAY BLOODLINE


 (at the time of our family memorial/reunion on May 21, 1988)








HRM's Parents





EMMA TINSLEY RAY died of cancer in South Salem, New York on June 9, 1948, age 68.  Her older sister Nellie died in 1960, having lived to well over 90.  I remember meeting Mom's Aunt Nell at least once, when she came to visit in South Orange.  Mom spoke often of her cousins Leila Hall, Nell's daughter; and Ruth and Alice Hill, her Aunt Carrie's daughters.





REGINALD PIFFARD RAY died of a heart attack in Mount Kisco, New York on April 27, 1960, age 79.  His second wife Helen Hubbell Ray died in 1951, and his third wife Idah Flewwellin Ray died in October 1974, age 89.








HRM's Siblings, Self





EDWARD TINSLEY RAY died in Darien, Connecticut on July 20, 1976.  Isabel Curtis Ray, of New Canaan, Connecticut, is now 74.





CAROLINE RAY RUSSELL died of hepatitis in Flagstaff, Arizona (en route back to California) on August 13, 1977, age 61.  Leland Penniwell Russell, Jr. died of cancer on August 28, 1973, age 57.





HARRIET RAY MERRILL died of a stroke in Rutland, Vermont on June 28, 1978, age 69.  Deane Whitney Merrill died of a stroke in Hendersonville, North Carolina, on August 1, 1987, age 79.








On May 21, 1988...








HRM's Children





[information on living persons removed from public document hrm_oral_history.doc]








HRM's Grandchildren





[information on living persons removed from public document hrm_oral_history.doc]
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Taped in Feb.-Mar. 1977


in Danby, Vermont


by Harriet Ray Merrill


At Age 67











First Tape - 90 Minutes


Pages 1-18


(Everything Up to Mount Riga)
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Pages 18-36


(Mount Riga to the End)














Transcribed in Spring 1988


by Jonathan Alden Merrill


Third Son of Harriet Ray Merrill


and Presented to the Family on





MAY 21, 1988





On the Occasion of Our


Family Memorial/Reunion





�





�





�





�





� PAGE �1�


�
�





��





 











