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More Reminiscenses

by Uncle Bob

I think Betty has done a great job, but perhaps I could add a little,

Another episode in the Chicago fire (1871):— while fAnnz Theresa escaped to lLake
Michigan, her future husband Charles was trapped but managed to jump on a passing
freight train and escape. His eyebrows were burned off in the pProcess,

My father grew up in downtown Chicago on the edge of the "loop", The elevated
? trains ran by their house and the noise was tremendous. They were extremely poor
| and freguently hungry. Fortunately they lived near a pretzel factory. If they
could scrape together 5¢, theycould buy a big bag of broken pretzels. My father always
remembered how good those tasted. This poverty was a strong influencewon my father's
life. He had a horror cf losing his money and worked desperately hard to be sure
that his family was well provided. This is the reason that he suffered so in 1933
when the Michigan banks closed and he lost much of his money., I believe this upset
caused him to develop the diabetes from which he suffered for the rest of his life,
His life was an inspiration to his children. Without help he worked his way through
Wheaton College (taking care of the Dean's cow among other things), and then through
U. of Illinois Medical School, sending money home in addition. When in medical
school he shared z small room with his brother,Bob, for whom I was named, Bob was
working his way through divinity school, They had (and needed) only one bed since
Charles worked all night. One of his Jjobs was working for Pinkerton Detective
Agency in Chicago. He told us he always looked forward to Friday nights because that
night his duty was to guard the gold for the CB&G Railroad to be used for their
Saturday pay day. He could curl up on top of the gold and get some much needed sleep.
A1l this caught up with him and he almost died of Typhoid. He lost his hair inthat
illness,

My father was a great story teller. On Sundays after Church the family would
gather for dinner. Usually Uncle Henry and Aunt Ella (my mothefs brother and my
father's sister) Bartlett and their family would join us and many visiting relatives
on occasion. My mother was a great cook and my father would provide 5 gals, of ice
cream. We would listen to all the stories, asking for old favorites to be repeated,
Incidentally we all developed strong stomachs because Henry and Walt (the M.D.s)
would vie with one another describing in gory detail the horrible sights they
had seen during the week. (My father was called Walt in the family.)

Several of my father's stories are immortal. I'm sure you've heard them, but
anyway-—-—

Onc Saturday when my father was a boy (in the heart of Chicago) he was sent
to the back yard for his usual chore of chopping kindling for fire staring during

the week, Needless to say he didn't like this Job. He came running into the house
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crying, "Mama, there's a tiger in the back yard!" How any normal mother is able
o see through that one, so she tod hom to get back to work. But he managed to drag
he window and sure enough there in the yard was a Royal Zengal

to the
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small yards were separated by 6 ft. wooden fences which the tiger leaped effortlessly.
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vheels, Tney kept throwing stesks to

the tiger so he wouldn't get hungry. Finzlly they
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lemed Wi &4 5 barn and shut the dcor. Then they put the cage containing food next

to the barn and sawed a hole in the barn to metch the door of the cage. So
tiger went intc his cage and back tec the circus.

Iy father had another story about the same circus. An elephant went wild in the.
exercise area and killed a2 man as the boys were watching. It was pretty gory sO I wen't

repeat it.

[

Ahnother favorite was the dog story. An assignment in Med, School was to catch
a dog and perform a pariicular operation on him. My father caught his dog and took
it to his room and performed the surgery. The operation was a success but the dog

died., What to do? He had to go to class and he couldn't leave the dog for his

o
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landlady to find. He found a brown paper bag in which he put the dog and started for

scacol hoping to find some place to ditch the dog. At the last moment he saw a meat
delivery wagon in front of the nurses' residence which had similar loocking brown bags
in baskets. Sc he donated his bag and ran to class.

Betty referred to the visit of Aunt Wilma and my mother tc their brother Henry

e

n St. Joe when my father to be was giving them a social whirl. As a joke the two girls
made him a2 completely outlandish bathing suit and presented it to him never dreaming
that he would wear it. But he immediételj put it on and grabbingan arm of each sister
(he always had powerful hands) he propelled them down the street proclaiming loudly
to 211 they met that Jane and Wilma had made him this beautiful suit.

You might be interested to know that my mother lived for a time in Santa lionice.
This would have been about 1900, She had a rather well-to-do cousin who lived there
and invited her to keep house for them. She described the town as small, quiet, and
pretty. It was infested with sand fleas. They slept under mosquito netting. The

trick was toc get under the netting and kill a1l the fleas if you wanted a comfortable

T

The winter of 1917-8 was an unusually cold cne. The "flu" epidemic grew to
terrible proportions. lMany died. My father was so overworked that my mother stop-

nd puiled down the shades so he could get a little sleep. People

o)
@
)
=
6]

¥
=
Q
3
()
Y]

pownded on the doors in desperation. The twins were a year old and

My father was very worried about them and arranged that my mother and grandmother
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would take the three children to visit my mother's father in St. Cloud, Florida.
We bLoarded the train in St. Joe and made it to New Buffalo (30 miles) before
the engine was stuck in the snow, So we were all piled into ox sleds with allthe
baggage and carried to a connection with a train going south, This was war time
and the train was over-crowded and short of food., We would stand in long lines
waiting to get into the diner., Fortunately the twins would cry so loudly that we
vere allcwed to go in before our turn. My mother had brought 80 cotten diapers
which she tossed out the window as soon as they were soiled, much to the hcorror of
the porter who thought her most extravagant. (Wo one was accustomed to disposables
in thos days). Finally we got to Mlorida and into a hotel. !y mother couldn't
understand why she felt so very weak., Grandms asked, "Jane, when did you.last ecat
anything?" Then she remembered that in the interest of feeding what little was
available to the kids she hadn't eaten for 48 hours.

We had a good visit with my grandfather. He had a grape fruit tree in his
yard with the most delicious fruit. Not far up a path was a large swamp inhabited
by large razor-back hogs which could be heard at a long distance. Along that path
one day we came upon a 6 foot black snake which scared us all, We made an excursion
to Daytona Beach and St. Augustine., At Daytona the cars drove on the sand by the water

as 1 guess they still do, We used to walk to the beach and play in the sand. Your

. father developed a strange taste for eating sand with a spoon which scared me but

i apparently did him no harm. We loved the dungeon in the old fort at St, Augustine.

After we came home my father enlisted and served as Captain in the Medical Corps
stationed first in Chattanocoga, Tenn. and then in Fort Oglethorpe, Ga. We kids had
to assume unusual duties with father away. Your father (age2-3) was the "furny"
man as he called it, carrying out ashes from the furnace with his little pail,

He also found an old medicine case and carried that around sayinz '"Now, I'm Dr; T
(While our fatherwas away our ills were cared for by a Dr. Witt.)

One story my mother loved to tell was about the twins when they were 3-4 yrs.
old. One day they decided to run away to get back at their mother for some punish-
ment. They loaded their little wagon with a few supplies and prepared to set out
expecting their mother to plead with them not to go. Instead my mother congratulated
them on their fortitude and told them to write home in a few days and she would
write to them. They trudged bravely off for maybe 3 blocks and then they couldn't
stand anymore and ran home,

My mother was pretty good at this sort of thing. Your father did not have a
quick temper like mine but cnce in a while he would get really angry (we called
it"having a mad on") and he would not speak to any of us,., My méther would say-

"Billy has gone away. This is Alley Pete. Let's go put Alley Pete out the door.
When Billy returns he will knock and we'll be glad to let him in." So she would

put him out and he would be back to normal when



when he came back.

Another famous anecdote about your father - When he was quite
small (probably about 4) my mother took us on the train to visit her
sister (Ella and Maude) in Albuguerque, N. M. We went on the Santa Fe
from Chicago. In those days the famous Harvey Houses were in existence
at major stations. The train had no diner but stopped for meals at one of
these stations. So it was quite a trip and tiring for small ones (and
the adults!), Just as the train was about to pull into Albuquerque,
your father couldn't take any more and said “"Let's go back. It's too
farit :

I recall another trip to Albuquerque in 1928. My father drove the
five of us plus Dorothy Coulter (Maude's daughter). We had a 7 passenger
Studebaker Fresident. I remember many hot dusty roads. (Gravel roads were
considered the best then. In Kansas City we stayed in a hotel and the
temperature was 110. (No air conditioning in those days). A highlight
was the trip south from Colorado Springs to New Mexico. It had rained
steadily so the arroyas from the mountains were raging torrents. At
each of these they had teams of oxen to pull the cars across. (for
a fee, of course). We had to go around many rock slides. I made the
mistake of stepping out of the car at one point only to sink to my
knees in that sticky mud. (I was not welcomed back into the car with
much enthusiasm.) One stretch of 19 miles took us 4 hours! We had a great
time in Albuquerque - Aunts Ella and Maude were great hostesses. We
all went to the big celebration held out on the mesa to which Indian
tribes from many states were invited to exhibit their handiwork, dances,
sports, etc. I recall very vividly a beautiful clear evening when an
Indian with a fine voice sang "Salute to the Dawn® as he stood on top
of a pueblo and the full moon rose over the mountain behind him. I
don't think any of us ever forgot that trip.

Your father and I learned some things the hard way. One day two girls
from a poor family came past ou house pulling a little wagon containing
bars of soap which they were trying to sell to earn much needed cash.

I'm afraid we were guilty of making fun of them. (I'm sure I was the
ring leader. It was not like your father to be cruel,) When my father
learned of this, he made us go to the girl's house and not only apologize
but also buy all their remaining soap with our own money.'We were of
course, unmercifully kidded by our playmates.

iAdella Youtz could tell you how my father teased her. On Sunday ~=°

afternoons when she was living with us
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gvarious young men would call on her. My father would help entertain them
jby serving them various not too delectable left-overs from the kitchen.
jOnce he found some cold gravy which he presented as the kind of delicacy

| that Adella could make.

; I think everyone who knew him loved your father. I still can't look
fat a snapshot of him when he was little without laughing. We had some
;hilarious times together. He lived with Nancy and me in Ann Arbor the
'second year of our marriage. He was working on his Bachelor's degree, I
was in graduate school and making a little money as a research asst., and
Nancy was working as a serologist in University Hospital. We managed to
get the lower floor and basement of a run down old house by agreeing to

be the janitors and fire the furnace. Other tenants lived upstairs. We

had one bedroom and Bill slept by the furnace in the basement with our
little Scotch Terrier, Herman, whom we all loved. You can imagine this was
pretty close quarters for a newly married couple but your father made it
nothing but fun. I look back on that year as one of the happiest. No

one had any moneyso our entertainment was very simple. On Sunday evenings
at 11 PM there was a radio program called"The Hermit", at which time you
were asked to put out the lights and listen to the scariest ghost stories

xyou can imagine. Bill was very glad to have Herman for company those nights.

fSometimes we would splurge on beer and I remember once the three of us
%dancing down the street singing “Here we go gathering nuts in May" at

@the top of our lungs.

| One time after we moved to New Jersey, Bill came to visit us all the
way from Albuquerque non-stop by bus. He was attending the U. of N. Mexico.
It happened to be Father's Day and we wanted to send an appropriate telegram
to ou father. (A Father's Day telegram was very cheap.) particularly to
advise him that Bill had safely arrived. As we discussed this we got to
laughing so hard we were rolling on the floor. When we finally completed
the composition, I made Bill phone the telegraph operator. He was laughing
so hard he could hardly speak, but he gasped,"This is sort of a"pomet? -
Greetings to you father kind. Willie arrived with sore behind." What fun!

Betty mentioned the pony that my father gave the twins. She was

allowed to enjoy the pony but for Bill and me it was not all a bed of
roses. We were assigned the job of rising early every morning. One of us
had to clean out the stall and put fresh straw down, while the other
ycurried and brushed the pony. You will recall that we lived on & bluff
‘overlooking the lake. This was fine in summerbut in winter icy winds came
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off the ice in the lake.Rising from a warm bed and gropingthru the
dark to the cold garage required considerable fortitude (and caused
some rebellion). We used to toss a brick with a mark on one side to
see who curried and who cleaned.(My mother told me years later that‘
she and my father watched the goings on from their bedroom window
and sometimes were cruel enough to laugh.

As you undoubtedly know your father was a very good engineer and
did well at his profession. Don't be deceived by his grades in school.
What he learned he understood and remembered. I could get better grades
because I had a letter perfect memory which would last long enough to
take a test and then would be forgotten in a week. Grades are not a
good measure of intelligence.

We were broken-hearted when your mother and father began having
trouble.Bill came all the way to New Jersey in a desperate attempt to
get some advice from Nancy and me. would that we could have done a better
job of counseling. All we could think of was to urge that he try to talk
very frankly with Adele clearly explaining his problem. As he told us,
he felt that Adele always made the important decisions and when he
rebelled and insisted on his way, he was invariably wrong. He had lost
his confidence and I'm afraid his wife couldn't help him build it back.
What a tradgedy! We can count ourselves lucky if we are blessed with a
happy marriage.
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