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The Bridge of Wings
By Virginia Mowry Barber Chester

Forward by Jeffrey La Favre, grandson of Virginia Mowry Barber Chester

My grandmother composed this historical account in the 1960s while living in the foothills of the
northern Sierra Nevada Mountains. At the time she was married to Oliver “Dutch” Chester and
their “rustic cabin” was located on Nimshew Ridge at an elevation of 2200 feet, about two and a
half miles west of Magalia, California, as the crow flies. Nimshew Ridge is bounded to the west
by a deep canyon cut by Butte Creek. Very close to the cabin on the east side was a small
canal, its purpose to deliver water to inhabitants of Nimshew Ridge. On a USGS topographical
map published in 1980 (see map at end of this story), the canal is labeled as Upper Centerville
Canal and | believe the Chester cabin water supply came directly from this source. My
grandmother preferred to think of this canal as a “trout stream,” a view | heartily embraced
myself as | vacationed there with my family during my adolescent years. | have a fond memory
of Dutch teaching me how to make a water wheel out of twigs and installing it in the “trout
stream.” In checking a fire map, | was happy to learn that the location of my grandmother’s
property was not burned in the terrible fire of the summer of 2018, when much of nearby
Paradise, California was destroyed. And now, her story...

On the edge of a deep, silent canyon that winds down onto a wide plain, nestles our rustic cabin
amid tall pines, oaks and shiny bay trees. Here also are shelters neighboring deer, racoons,
squirrels, skunks and families of friendly birds. The deer nibble our tender rose shoots; the
racoons eat our apples; the squirrels our nuts; the birds our bugs; the skunks goodness knows
what. On one side of the house there is this canyon - steep, sheer, rugged and from this
distance seems to be studded with pointed, miniature evergreens. On the other side is a trout
stream that flows through alders, singing and gurgling on its way. When night falls, ribbons of
sparkling gems come dancing out on the valley floor and are glimpsed through black pine
boughs. We are not alone for below us is a flourishing town, brilliantly lighted, though far in the
distance. The stars overhead gleam splendidly. We have a beautiful spot. But tonight is only
blackness. The rain cascades onto our roof noisily. We sit before the open fire toasting our
toes, our face, our hands. | am in my pajamas. This is the setting of my thoughts that go
winging back over the pleasant years that now are colored by sadness over the leaving of my
mother. For so many years we have been together - first as mother and child, then more like
sister and sister. What adventures, nice in their simplicity, have we shared together. Now she
has been called to a land unknown to me - maybe here, maybe there.

In days gone by mother and | would entertain each other by tales of the past. Have a chuckle or
two. “Would it be interesting if | wrote down these events, mother?” | would ask. ----- She would
answer, “Yes, do. It would be such fun for me to read.” Time slides along with nothing jotted
down. Now it is too late | told myself reproachfully, sadly. There is no one to enjoy these family
events. Then out of a sunny day Dona [Woodburn - added by J. La Favre], a chum of my
daughter, coaxed with winning ways, that | write the story of the Wings. | made a promise. Here
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is the story taken from out of the pages of our lives - some experienced while others
remembered from off-repeated anecdotes. | love my family and nothing to follow is in anyway a
criticism but only told in an attempt to bring them back alive - in them some good, some folly-like
in all of us. A true a tale as | can remember.

In the early days of our country a French Huguenot escaped from Northern France with his
protestant head still intact to establish the family of DeLand in New York State. Family after
family were born till eventually down the line, in the middle 1800s, a dear little baby appeared to
be cuddled fondly by her parents, Washington and Sarah A. DeLand. She was named Amelia
Susan. Another sister was yet to arrive, making up a household of four girls and a brother
Theodore. During civil war times he was mustered in. Tragic news arrived via government wire
of his death from smallpox in a Southern Hospital - the only son gone. The father was a builder.
For a hobby he continued to work in wood - to carve or to enscroll the designs he originated for
jewel boxes, shelves or sewing kits with fancy lids. When mother died, the father remarried.
The stepmother was brought home to meet
her ready-made family. All went well until
Amelia was brought in and a tactless neighbor
woman made the introduction - “This one is
the image of her sweet mother.” Bomb was
dropped! In consequence while the others got
along nicely with the newcomer, there was no
room for Amelia. A girlhood chum of Amelia’s
mother came to her rescue. She was made a
beloved daughter in that group of sons in this
Griffith household of Jamestown, New York
State. They were bankers and furniture
manufacturers of that area. In this elaborate,
mannerly and refined setting she became as a
queen. Small things of correct manner were
very important to her always - the right fork,
the soup spoon used at the right angle, the
correct table setting, the polite greeting, the
finger bowl with doily to be removed from the
dessert plate. Her head was held high with
much pride but with no snobbery. She was
above that. Social entertaining went on and
on. It was told that a shy young man came to
tea one afternoon. In this high society
unfamiliar to him he grew embarrassed. He
was all thumbs. A delicate teacup slipped
through his nervous fingers to crash on the
floor. Seeing him stark white an on the verge of tears Mrs. Giriffith quickly broke another of her
cherished cups, explaining, “These cups are so fragile it is almost impossible to use them. See |

Washington Lawrence Deland
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have broken one too!” To put a guest (more) at ease was more important than beloved things.
So went Amelia’s training.

From these days of girlhood Amelia grew to be a woman that would love a beautiful home and
know how to make one, would enjoy books, her Congregational Church in which she was a
worker, the Eastern Star in which she was a state officer (lllinois), a few friends, sewing skillfully,
and above all to have great devotion to her family, to be tolerant, to be proud, to be truthful. Her
French heritage gave her and to those to follow in her family line thrift, industry, cooking flare,
excellent home management, a love of beautiful things, of flowers and bright colors, sparkling
conversation with some humor, a warm interest in things about her, a joy in social events
attractively arranged - especially family gatherings.

One summer this high fashion young lady boarded a train for Lisbon, lllinois, to visit a married
sister. The other Misses in that town were agog over a handsome, dashing man home from

Hillsdale College, Michigan. College men
F. were scarce in those days. They tried their
e wiles to encourage his friendship, but he
would have none of them. His eye was on
the stylish Miss from New York. She gave
him nary a long glance. He was peeked
and determined - he would get her to say
“Yes.” Romance wove a charm. She did
say “Yes.” When she became his bride,
she took his name and became Mrs.
Russell Merritt Wing. Her engagement
jewelry was her birth stone - Amethysts,
gorgeous in their deep purple and large
size - ring, matching earrings and five
stone pin, coming to her across the waters
from Paris. Another gift of jewelry was an
etched gold cross with chain attached.
Later when more money came to them she
received from her husband two solitaire
diamond rings, large and alight. Married in
1874.

Russell Merritt had tried teaching country
school, which he found profoundly
distasteful. For all of that he managed to
Amelia DeLand wring a bit of success out of it. With great
patience he drilled his classes on a page
or two of geography, reading, spelling, arithmetic until they all shown like prima donnas. Wasn’t
long before the little dears knew when the County Superintendent arrived those pages were it.



Everybody was very pleased, especially the County Superintendent - a school full of geniuses
and in his district!

Then there was a try at running the home ranch. His father (Russell Wing also), had died some
years before and the farm needed someone interested to take over. It seemed such a good idea
-- the place needed him and he needed a job. He took over. But making a farmer out of himself
was like giving wings to a frog. However all was not lost for one fine Sunday he exhibited
unknown industry with the clippers (and some skill). After gathering for a hearty breakfast, the
clan conscientiously donned their Sunday best and hurriedly were off for Sunday school and
church in town, while Merritt lay comfortably between the sheets in his upstairs bedroom. When
they were gone, he sprang out of bed, eased into his work overalls and was down the stairs for
a leftover snack and out into the bright warm spring morning with nothing on his hands to do.
Later, much later, wagon wheels were heard crunching the gravel as they approached the Wing
farm. Eyes popped out as no church going eyes should ever pop as the vehicle rolled up the
drive. Instead of the tall, ragged hedge
around their expansive front yard there now
stood a rampart of ornate design - turrets,
cones, spires, balls, baskets, vases, animal
heads, windows. The evergreen shrubs
had lent him themselves for his scheme of
beauty. The Wing church goers fell out of
the surrey, not knowing whether to laugh or
cry. And so it became exhibit one for the
villagers. After that they took him to church,
grown man that he was.

His mother made arrangements to live in
town, leaving the happy newlyweds to
themselves. However, her eagle eye
continued to be cocked their way. In the
darkness of the early morning, she would
harness her old horse, put a pin in the end
of the buggy whip, clammer into the gig and
was off at a run down the road to the farm to
see if her fancy daughter-in-law could be
caught still napping. But Amelia was a
worker and was always up and at it.

Russell Merritt Wing

With school teaching and farming being two lost causes the young man rolled around in his
thoughts what other prospects for a livelihood remained for him. Kept him busy just thinking. He
had to support his wife and maybe some children if they were lucky. The family tradition was
miller, farmer, preacher, teacher. None of them appealed. Restlessly he wandered here and
there. One hot July day he sat listening to a speech given by a prominent lawyer politician. The
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delivery was not to his liking. He mused to himself, “If he can
be such a success, I'd like to have a try at it. | think | could
do him at least one better. I'm going to try.” And he did. He
had found his right field, his great love. Success was to
follow success.

He took his wife to Chicago, rented an apartment and started
law school at Northwestern University. Amelia was a great
help. Evenings she read thick law books out loud to her
husband. Time for graduation --- both were proficient in law.

On a vacation jaunt back home to Lisbon, an older brother
got to chatting with him, “Russell, how would you like to start
in the best law office in the state?”

Mary Hoag, mother of Russell “Fine but how to do it!”
Merritt Wing, photo about 1902

“Well, it might be easier than you think. I'll tell you something.

When | was fighting back in the 60s, we were in a hell of a
fight. Men were falling all around. The Johnnies were everywhere. It sure looked bad. All of a
sudden there stood my Colonel in front of me and about to be killed. | stepped up and saved his
life. That quick. When the damn thing was over and we were to be mustered out, | was called to
his tent. He looked me over, ‘You saved my life. Before you go home, what can | do for you.’
Well, right then | couldn’t think of a thing so | told him, not a thing. Anybody would have done it. |
just happened to be there. He kept looking at me, figuring things out | guess. Then he went on
saying, ‘If ever there is anything | can do for you, come to me and name it. If | can do it, | will. I'll
give you my address.’ Do you know who he is? John Arman - the biggest lawyer we have and
the best.” And so that is the way Russell got his big start in the law business and he made the
most of it.

Later he had his own law firms, taking in with him some partner. His offices were in Morris, Joliet
and Chicago, all in lllinois. He was elected a judge but most of the time he tried either criminal
cases or personal injury cases against public carriers. Before the turn of the century he moved
his family to Evanston, so they would be nearer to him. His home was filled with judges, other
attorneys, court people and exciting tales of cases won or cases being tried. As years rolled
around, the four children participated in these gatherings as interested spectators - eyes wide
awake, ears extended, thrilled by all of it. It was an atmosphere fascinating, intellectual in part
and in all, thrilling. Sometimes when the guests were frequently there and like one of the family,
Judge Wing would stretch out on a long davenport in the living room, for his hours were long
and arduous at his office. The talk flowed easily between the men. Little Stella, his favorite
daughter, would crawl over him and hide behind him, then to pop up with a comment or two of
her own and then to pop



[page 4 of the manuscript is missing - we skip now to page 5]

When a case involved the strength of steel, he would bone up on steel structure and know more
with this fresh knowledge than the experts who were called in for the opposing side. They would
be surprised and taken off guard. He would win the case. For an auto accident suit he got his
plumber in his new car to drive to the scene of the accident and there put the car in all positions.
It was an intersection in north Evanston. They studied just what happened; how the other driver
was to blame. He won this important case of injury. Among the profession he was considered
tops in handling the jury and witnesses. It was near clairvoyance according to his friend ,the
editor of the “Chicago Tribune.” He observed them closely - till he knew their weaknesses and
strength; prejudices and faiths; likes and dislikes; their sympathies and used this to win. He was
terrible to go up against. He was called the “legal buldog” by associates. In one suit the main
witness for the opposition was a doctor with a strong pride in his profession. His one weakness
was a frantic aversion to being addressed as “Doc.” To work for what he thought to be the
rightness of his cause he called him “Doc” at every turn. “Now, Doc, what would you do in a
situation where amputation was in doubt yet the life in danger too?” -- “Doc, do you prescribe
morphine to a patient under this condition ---- “ The doctor finally lost control of himself and blew
up, losing the case for his side. Judge Wing never took a case unless he believed in the honesty
and innocence of his client. Once his mind was made up in this regard, he never wavered.
Chicago would have gone up in thin air before he would have had misgivings as to his stand on
the case. Thus he gave everything wholeheartedly to win. Because of his successes he was
given a place in “Who’s Who in America” as the greatest midwest criminal attorney of his time
and a long article appears about him in the “History of Chicago” put out by the Inter Ocean -
1900.

He told on himself that a juror on a recent case won, stopped him on the street of Chicago and
confided, “You know, Judge, the other lawyer was a brilliant speaker, better than you but you
were on the RIGHT side. | had to give it to you. That was only fair but | hated to - he was so
good a talker.”

The following are excerpts from a speech in a murder trial regarding non payment of a mortgage
and the resulting shooting over it. “| could not help but notice the contrast that the addresses of
the prosecutor and my associate presented, due, no doubt, to the case in hand, more, perhaps,
than to anything else; for his voice - in many of its periods - Mr. Pearson’s voice reminded me of
the clash of icebergs in a wintry sea, while the voice of my friend, who last addressed you
seemed like the sweet song of a bird in the springtime, among flowers, speaking of joy and
hope and life. | think that the secret of this is, may it please your Honor, and you, Gentlemen of
the jury, that in the one case the words came not from the heart, but from the brain. In the one
case the words of the speaker were not supported by the sentiments of his soul. They were the
cold, cunning, calculating children of the intellect --- A verse, your Honor and gentlemen of the
jury -——- ‘If feeling does not prompt, in vain you strive, in vain you labor earnestly,”
etc.----"Gentlemen, my purpose at present is to direct your minds---- And let me say to you here,
now, that it is with the utmost disinclination that | shall pass any criticism upon the dead, and



what | say in respect to the deceased will be only such observations as exact and literal justice
to the living and the case before us require me to, and to utter not one word further. It would be
much more to my liking if | could utter only words of praise of him, much more, gentlemen of the
jury.--- | felt like forgiving him in my heart for that little offense, when | saw in the story that he
presented a fidelity to his friends that is somewhat rare in the usually heartless town, and the
oath that he uttered, incurring the partial reprimand of his Honor for uttering made me think of
an incident that Stern has described, years ago, where the old comrade found his comrade ill
and suffering, sick and dying and jumping to his feet and starting to bring aid to hm, uttered an
oath that he should not die and Stern says that the angel took it to Heaven’s chancery, and as
he handed it in the recording angel dropped a tear upon it, and blotted it out forever. And | can
forgive him, for he has stood by his friend, and if there is anything that will recommend a man to
me, and if he can do anything to find his way to my heart, it is to be true to his friends, for that is
about all we have to live for in this world aside from our family ties.”

*kk *hkkdk *kkkk

The Wings did not come over in the Mayflower but they heard about it. It was too much for
them. They couldn’t drop the idea, especially since their lives were in danger. Bishop John Wing
of the Church of England held his services in London. His salary was large. But as time went on,
he grew in understanding of his God and Truth. Being courageous he spoke out too liberally and
independently to suit the Crown and the Established Church. He fled to Holland, carting his
family with him. It wasn’t home. He longed for his people. Dreaming of a freer world with his own
type, he again gathered his household and back they journeyed to England. Immediately he
purchased passage for all on a sailing ship, soon to leave for the new land but death stepped in.
Nothing daunted, his widow carried on his dream. Taking her four sons (leaving in England only
one married child) they stepped aboard the wooden deck to land months later in Massachusetts
in the year 1632. Settled in Saugus. Her name was Deborah.

All along the line wives gave forth large broods thus establishing a large family tree of little and
big Wings. The family is incorporated and it publishes the magazine “The Owl.” |
https://www.wingfamily.org/ ] Word got around that a shrine to the family would be nice -
somewhere in New England where the family had landed. They chose the ancestral home of
one of the more colorful of the early Wings, that of Stephen Wing. He had been active in the
provincial affairs, had fought and was killed in King Philip Indian Wars. The property was still
owned by his heirs, the house was made of stone and two storied. It was purchased, restored
and furnished with authentic articles and pieces and donated to all Wings.

Additional family data:

John Wing (the third son in a family of ten - father's name Matthew), born in England Jan. 1592
died in England 1630. Married Deborah Bachiler in 1609-10. Children were Deborah, married
and remained in England. Sons came to America: John B., Daniel, Stephen, Matthew. Our


https://www.wingfamily.org/

Wings come through Daniel. Deborah’s son Stephen volunteered to fill ranks of Cap. Michael
Piersen’s Plymouth Company among five to do so to fight the indians in the King Philip's War
and all were massacred March 26, 1676. He was the first Wing to die for his country. Stephen
built the Old Fort House at Sandwich, Cape Cod Mass, now in possession of the Wing Family of
America.

Grandfather of Russell Merritt Wing was named Thomas Wing. He married Sarah Brownell.
Lived in Dutchess County, NY.

Mother of Russell Wing - Mary Ann Wing died in 1903 when she was 94 years old.

House of Stephen Wing in Sandwich, Mass., built in 1641.

The oldest house in New England owned and occupied continuously by the
same family for over three centuries. Built in 1641, this house was traditionally
called the Fort House because of its possible use as a refuge from Indian
attack. In 1646 it became the home of Stephen Wing, one of the early settlers
of Sandwich, son of the Reverend John Wing and Deborah Bachelor. Source:
hitps:/f'www.wingfamily.org/wingfamilyforthouse.htmi

[ed. Note: now we return to the story]



There was another widow in the family who showed fearless doing. She didn’t brave the sea
and a new land; she braved one who sailed the sea and a new life with him. Along the keys of
her home port, strode a bold, gay pirate from Holland, who had been active in freebooting the
English freighters in the troubled times between the colonies and “dear” Old England.
Imagination fills in the disapproval that must have followed her marriage to him. Anyway, taking
her children with them, they departed the town and relatives to settle down in an ownership of a
tavern in New York City. The book “A History of New York” posts on its last page the list of the
first eight taxpayers of that city and among the eight is his name. He really started something for
his heirs have had to pay them ever since!

When the Wings left the Church of England, they became Puritans. Around their New England
abode were groups of Quakers, quiet but determined. They came in for some harsh treatment
from their neighboring Puritans, but the Wings were always tolerant. They stuck up for the
Religious freedom for the Quakers to the firey anger of their co-Puritans. The Wings were in
some trouble so they decided they had better find out what the Quakers were like, that they
were defending. They sneaked along wooded trails that led through the forest to the Quaker
meeting house. They liked what they found. They became Quakers. Now they really were in hot
water! But the family survived. They were Quakers down to the time when Russell and Mary
Ann Wing left the east to settle on a farm near Lisbon, lllinois. No Quaker Church was available
to them so they became Methodists.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

First of the children to arrive and to be wrapt in the beautifully embroidered robe, daintily
stitched by the young mother’s hand, in the household of Russell Merritt and Amelia Wing was a
pale faced laddie - Frederick Merritt. He cried and cried, for his stomach was mighty squeamish.
It would give him and his mother many a turn. She would toast bread till brown then pour over
some hot water and feed this by spoonfuls to the baby, and so he was kept alive. This one had
aristocratic tendencies. But again no snobbishness. He liked nice people, found them congenial.
He was fussy about minor things as good leather in luggage that would speak for one of good
breeding. He took good care of clothes - liked the best. From toys to manners and everything in
between, he was particular about them, kept things in order, took the best of care of all his
belongings - never damaged. As a man he would coach the young ones to hang up coats over
chairs or on hangers in closets, instead of heedlessly discarding them any old way. The bane of
his young life was a junior brother, who was careless by nature. The brother delighted in
borrowing Fred’s things, in particular his good looking clothes and without permission every
time, for he could never get that! It was easier to find Fred’s clothes, always in place, then to
hunt up his own, goodness knows where! Off he would go in these lifted fineries in search of his
gang, maybe to a dog fight, to erect a dam across the creek or slide home on the backyard
baseball diamond. By the time the apparel got home, they were fit to be dumped in the corner
where they were sure to find rest. Or Fred would meet his clothes coming down the sidewalk on
the back of his brother, mussed and rumpled, instead of hanging neatly in the closet where he
had left them. Big fights ensued. The parents couldn’t cope with them so off to boarding school
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went the younger brother. Fred was a tease, giving his mother and sister Bess a rough time.
They were proud enough to make easy targets. When the mother entertained friends at a lovely
luncheon, he would wander in to present himself for food. He would join them. This was his
meat! Glancing around the table, he would remark, “What! That old chicken again, huh, all wrapt
up in cream this time. Thought you said last week you were going to throw it out to the dogs.”
The guests would move uneasily - maybe he spilled out the truth; maybe just fussing. They
couldn’t be sure and the mother couldn’t be sure either how her guests were taking it all. Mother
Amelia would give him a sharp look to quiet him, but no luck. He would go on with, “Stop kicking
me under the table. | didn’t mean to give you away.” - making it worse instead of better. She
wouldn’t dream of doing anything as crude as kicking him under the table but would the guest
know? How she longed to paddle his bottom - at the right time, later. Bess would come in for
her share too. At the table with smiling guests glowing with approval at the charming “Miss”,
DEAR brother Fred would pipe up with, “Look out, Bess, eating like that you will flunder.” -
bringing in the stable into the dining room to embarrass her. Or he would go into an
ungrammatical comment, “Who? No.It aint me.” With his favorite sister, Stella, he was more
considerate. Teasing her wasn’t any fun anyway. She didn’t bother. Northwestern University
was chosen by him. It was only a few blocks from home. The Sigma Chi Fraternity pledged him.
His first brothers used the Wing adobe as their second home and Amelia became their mother.
One year they used the third floor for their meetings. A fire had driven them out of their Frat
house. The fellows would drop in for handouts from the maids or stay for meals frequently, for
they were always hungry --- especially for delicious home cooked meals. It was a lively house
for the girls with all the friendly happy-go-lucky fellows around. Stella married one of them. Later
Fred went on to Northwestern Law school, his father's alma mater. On graduation he became a
member of the Wing Law Firm. He disliked intensely speaking in court but he was excellent in
preparing detailed briefs for others to use. His real talent lay in near genius along mechanical
lines - later to include radio and TV. Dear to him were horses and dogs. He liked to hunt and
fish. He went in for hunting dogs at one time. He was never a lady’s man. People were people,
to be liked for themselves. Women acquaintances spoke of his fine manners; what a gentleman
he was. But they could not get close to him - beyond a point. He had two marriages and four
children - two to live. With his first wife Louise, he had one of the most beautiful babies, a son.
Mother and baby came home from the hospital into a freshly calcimined bedroom. The wee one
contracted pneumonia and died. Fred and Louise had the apartment across the hall from Stella
and her husband, on the north side of Chicago. Louise had a romantic nature. She had been
brought up on military posts by her father, who was an army officer. She didn’t know a mother’s
love for long. Hers was a life among men. After a couple of years with Fred, she grew restless,
her interest wandered and so did she. Someone new was more compelling. Greener pastures
lured her away. She ran off with another man. Her second husband had the same trouble. She
left him also for someone else. She wanted excitement and variety. After this experience Fred
remained single for sometime, living home with his parents. Then he met Ruth. They were
married. This was a true love match for both. He told her he hoped she would be as nice as his
sister Stella and she was. She was lovely and so much in love. But he was a tease and it was
soon too much for her in the end. It was too hard to take. Their homes were in North Chicago
suburbs near sister Stella or on a fruit farm near Hartford, Michigan, down the road a half mile
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from his favorite sister. Fred was busy with their two saddle horses and a span of driving mules
that were his pride and joy. Like in the Chicago days he trained the horses skillfully, to gait
them, to teach them tricks. To shack hands, to kneel, to roll over, to spin. First it was the shady
bridal trails in the Chicago Parks that were the scenes for his training of them. Later on it was
the dusty country roads that lent themselves to these tasks (when they lived near Hartford).
Come fall and Hartford Fair time, the whole community got out their best and their talents to
help to make it a success. Fred boxed up his best apples, fancily, with the clever help of Ruth to
win prizes. He was asked to serve as master of ceremonies for the grandstand and for the track,
on his gallant bay. He, of all that area, had the finest horse, the best riding ability. He was a
gentleman farmer. He called off entries in the grand-parade as well as everything else. His
niece rode this same horse for a blue ribbon - in the women'’s class. He had been a favorite son.
He expected the Gods to always smile on him. Sometimes he would grow jealous if others
seemed to excel him. He wanted to be top. But he was honorable and decent. He was generous
with birthday and xmas gifts, making nice, thoughtful selections. It was his near professional
talent with trees, shrubs and flowers that gave his yards that finished look of the garden
architect, both at the suburban home and on the ranch. He designed them, planted and cared
for them - a labor of love. It satisfied his desire for the beautiful and they were beautiful. They
became a show place, especially the ranch one. He loved to show them off, to tell how he
raised some of the plants from seeds, their latin names no one else knew or could remember.
People admired. When his sister Bess was dying of T. B., Ruth and he generously opened their
home to her. The open country air helped her during the last months of her life. Ruth lovingly
took care of her. She died in their home.

In his youth he took a trip to Mexico city. It was very foreign in those days. He used to laughingly
tell how as an onlooker he got involved in a fight and not speaking Spanish at all well, he
couldn’t explain his position, so off he went to jail with the lot of them. The American Counsel
had to get him out. This may have been only a tale to startle his family, anyhow he brought
home gorgeous hand drawn linens from there to please his mother and sisters. One rainy night
Fred and his brother-in-law waited in Fred’s car for the arrival of his niece, coming in via the
train from Ann Arbor. She arrived and was warmly greeted by father and uncle. She told them
by way of conversation that a Chinese fellow student would shortly pay the farm a visit. Fred
was quiet for a bit then spoke up “Why make friends with foreigners? Aren’t there enough
Americans for friends? | should think they would be much better, that you would like them
better.” ---- However, within the hour of her arrival, here came Uncle Fred to look the situation
over. Conversation flowed between them for an hour or so. On his way out the kitchen door and
down the back steps, he spoke to his niece, “She is a very remarkable person. She is lovely.
You will never go wrong with friends like her. | like her too. | am glad she is your friend. It's
alright.” This shows a fine open mind on his part. To change from one point of view to the
opposite, readily, shows a good mind, a big person. To see in another whose background is
unfamiliar true worth and loveliness speaks well of Fred’s discerning ability. His interest in his
niece’s good to the extent of bothering to come over at the earliest moment shows him to be
sweet and devoted to his family. He had greatness inherent in him. He loved his son Merritt
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devotedly and how he would have loved to have his daughter Ruth Virginia play around his feet
and to grow up to be a young lady before him! But events did not permit. Ahoy, Fred Wing.

*k*k *kkk *kkk

Again the embroidered robe was in use - to wrap another son, Albert DeLand, to be nicknamed
Bert. This little fellow was good natured, carefree, original, a bit of a show off, generous and a
little psychic. Come xmas one year little Bert was busy, busy. His mother wondered, “What on
Earth can Bert be up to now?” Searching she discovered him in the corner of the living room,
struggling over a makeshift tent of blankets. “What for Heaven’s sake are you doing, Bert?” she
demanded. “Oh, Mother! Look at my tent already for Santa. This year he will know just where to
put my presents. Right in here.” he pointed, his face aglow with happy expectations. Another
time mother hunted high and low for a pair of shears. Not a one to be found! She rounded up
her breed, “Where are my scissors? | know there was a pair in this drawer this morning for | put
them there myself. Now where are they?” Bert looked up, “Mother, | planted them all under the
pear tree out back. You never seem to have enough scissors, so | wanted you to have a scissor
tree. Now you can have all you want - dozens and dozens of them.” Mother got weak in the
knees over it. She laughed and laughed.

LIke all boys Bert would “get into it” sometimes. Then he would fly out the door and scamper up
the tallest tree, his father panting after him, switch in hand. Father looked up the tree helplessly;
Bert looked down as he swayed dangerously on the uppermost limb. Anger turned to fear.
“Come down from there, Bert. You will kill yourself. I'll not whip you, only come down,” father
pleaded. A breeze rustled the leaves; the branches trembled; the boy clutched the tree tighter,
still looking down expectantly. “By Gad, come down, boy, and I'll give you a dime ---- a quarter
then ---- how about fifty cents?” -- still no movement up the tree except the wind. “All right
seventy five. That's my offer.” The tree top churned; Bert slid down all the way with great ease.
He was grounded for the time being.

For friends he gathered to him a conglomeration of admirers, often from the poor section across
the tracks or Heaven knows where. His mother never did! It remained a mystery, like migrating
birds - Where from and where to. Their only requirement to be subjects to his spell. And that
was easy to do. What ideas and plans he had for them. He was the leader. They followed where
he led. Maybe a colored boy or two but always some ragamuffins among them. That was his
gang. Out back he found a wood crate to use as a table; drew a pack of well worn cards from
his pocket; put down a bottle of dark tea water for whiskey and invited the boys to join him in a
big tough time of it! Though it was fun to pretend to be wild and to drink, in real life when a man
he was sober, didn’t touch liquor for in his young days a chum drank too much and died in his
arms of Delirium Tremens. He was scared to death and liquor offered no charm after that. Or
the fellows would drag out the pointed wood-lath swords and with a resounding Highland cry be
at it with Bert in the center of the scramble. No blood flowing they would give up and wander
down to Lake Michigan to doff their clothes and spring into the surf. Here Bert out shown them
all for with continuous effort he was tops. The Wings are either mad about horses or mad about
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water. This one loved the water, was a perfect fish. His superb swimming won him blue ribbons
in competitions.

Several private schools were ordered for him so off he went - to Military Academy with a fancy
uniform. Early mornings he “got em up” with blasts from his shiny brass bugle that was hung
from a bright blue cord. Or he was a favorite with the Fathers at a Catholic school. They saw in
him a keen adversary for their beloved checker games. They played and played. He escaped
some hated tasks, some difficult lessons for he had the fool proof angle - another checker play
off. They taught him too well! He became champion over them all, teachers and pupils. Later he
won the highest place in a Checker Tournament in the Chicago area.

When not in Private schools, he attended the Evanston grammar school. His sister who came
right after him and followed in his footsteps was asked by one of the Evanston school teachers
who was about to be her room teacher, “Are you related to Albert Wing?” To which she replied,
“Yes, he is my brother.” “Well,” continued the teacher, “I hope you are as good a student as he
was. He was the smartest one | had.”

Llke Fred he entered Law School and took to it like a duck does to a pond. He joined a law
fraternity. When the courses were completed and with his diploma hardly dry he was given a
desk in his father’s law firm. Now enscrolled on the entrance door was WING AND SONS -
ATTORNEYS. There was little working in the backroom on cases for this son. He flourished in
the courtroom with his eloquent flow of language. He was the master of words. When young
folks gathered around, he would turn entertainer. Taking any old subject like the sun he would
rave about it, never using the same words and out would flow such words never heard on land
or sea, only found in his head and in the dictionary. His listeners would be enthralled and then
get the giggles. It was a real show!

He was a night bird. He liked to sleep “in” of a morning. Being a bachelor his ways were
independent and mysterious. Sometimes he was home with his parents; sometimes away. He
loved to eat. He would come home, sometimes late at night, and make tracks to the kitchen to
find what leftovers were stored in the ice box. Out would come the lettuce, the salad dressing
bottle, the tomatoes, the cucumbers, the onions, the radishes, a large can of sardines from the
pantry and tossing up a huge amount of greeneries and such he would sit himself down to enjoy
it. Eating on and on. How he loved his salads! Much that went into them came out of his garden
that he grew on the back lot in Evanston and Wilmette and Hartford. His vegetable gardens
were the rave of the neighborhood and he shared the overflow with them. His brother Fred was
also good with food. He made mouth-watering, fluffy waffles - out of this world. When he
proposed cooking up a batch of waffles, his prospective guests would hum-hum in delight. What
Fred was to the waffle; Bert was to the salad.

One summer, fall and winter Bert took off from Law and made his home with his sister Stella
and husband Clarence Mowry on their fruit farm in Hartford. He was a big help. He gave the
enterprise everything he had. With great gusto he picked peaches, pears and apples and got
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them ready for his brother-in-law to take to market. Also on the place was a hired man named
August, a smaller man who became his shadow like the little ragamuffins in his youth. He trailed
after him wherever he went and they were pals. Such fun they had together, working side by
side in the fruit. Come winter, the work slowed to a snail pace. Bert got out paint and calcimine
and the Mowry domicile over from head to foot, had a new and lovely face, his handy work. In
the evening after supper dishes were washed and put away and the damper in the kitchen
range was shut off, they gathered around the fire lit open hearth (in the living room) to listen to
Clarence read aloud out of Dickens. How Bert delighted in it, especially when “Pickwick Papers”
was on deck. One of the happiest times of his life he told them. When letters arrived from his
niece in college at Ann Arbor, they were read with relish. He listening in, along with the others,
and so he was taken back to his school days as a lad. He looked forward to the news of youth’s
goings and coming as though he were the father and if no letter came he was as disappointed
as any of them.

In his forties he gave serious thought to a charming friend of long standing. They had worked in
the same office building in Chicago but in different law firms. They had been friends for years
and thought so highly of each other. She saw in him his true worth, his fine ability and always
held success thought for him. She encouraged him to do and be his best. From time to time
they went out together. They knew some of the same people so were invited to the same social
events. Their paths met and intertwined. He would come home to his family and tell his mother
of his loyal, admiring companion who was urging him on to higher places, with deep faith in him.
It all moved him greatly for it was new to him to have such loyalty over the years. On a trip to
Michigan (Benton Harbor and St. Joe) with chums, this Kathryn called him up at Hartford, where
he was residing with his mother. He rushed over to spend the day with the girls -- and in
particular with Kathryn. They had a grand day’s outing. There was the wonderful Lake Michigan
for the drop scenery in the background. From then on things speeded up. Wedding bells rang.
United were two who found completeness and happiness together for their lifetime. Life went
merrily on. Kathryn worked in his Benton Harbor Law firm, for she was a law secretary. They
built a home overlooking his beloved Lake Michigan. Her friends became his friends. He grew to
be popular with them. He accepted the offer of Assistant Attorney of the State of Michigan. They
became close friends of the governor of the state and his household, and were frequent visitors
back and forth of each other. The Wings were always Democrats and Michigan had gone to that
party. His terms over, he again took up his practice in Benton Harbor. They found more leisurely
living if they resided in a pleasant hotel, so this became their choice of address. Two loves were
added to their own, a cuddly cat and a winsome spaniel.

About this time his niece was a social reporter in California. In her news gathering she
contacted a neighbor who was from Evanston, lllinois. Enthusiastically she told the woman that
her grandparents were also from Evanston. “What are their names?” she was asked. “Wings
and they are attorneys.” -- “Oh, my father’s attorney is Albert Wing of Benton Harbor and before
that it was his father, Judge R. M. Wing of Evanston.” Then the niece really got excited “Why
that is my Uncle and Grandfather. Isn’t that strange and wonderful!? Oh, how glad | am to talk to
you. How did your father know my people?” ---- “You see your grandparents hired my father’s
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plumbing firm to do their work and from your grandfather when he was gone, dad went to his
son, your uncle.”

Yes, Bert was psychic according to his friends. It goes in the family. He confided to his wife that
he would pass away in his seventy-sixth year. He had been in excellent health. They were living
active and useful lives. His seventy-sixth birthday was coming up and it needed some
celebration. They planned a birthday dinner in an attractive eating place in town - just for the two
of them. They were in wonderful spirits and had a grand time of it. The prediction of his passing
in that year, which he had made to Kathryn some years before, in no ways clouded the happy
occasion. He never felt better. In the middle of the night, after some hours of sleep, he was
taken seriously ill and was rushed to the hospital. His condition was serious but after a stay
there he was able to come home. Kathryn looked after him with loving care as he grew thinner
and thinner. Death came in what seemed a too short three or four months.

*kk *kk *k%k

“I hope this will be a girl,” whispered Papa Wing into Mama Wing’s ear. Sure enough it was.
Stella Electa had arrived to make her home with them. She was hale and hearty. The boys said,
“Ugh! A girl”” Father said, “How precious!” Mother said, “This one gives me some sleep.” But
she congratulated herself too soon for after a space of time another was on the way to upset all
sleep - another daughter to be named Bessie DeLand. The last baby was weak and tiny. She
needed constant care. Mother Amelia set herself to the loving task. She brought up a couch to
put beside the crib. Without undressing nights she slept with one eye open, ready for any
emergency at a moment's notice. With this devotion the infant survived but this round the clock
nursing left no time for little Stella. Her wee heart felt neglected. She felt an injustice in it. Time
on her hands, with no companionship, she set to making plans to be noticed. Gathering some
kindling and chunks of wood in her childish hands she stacked them against the back of her
frame home. Lighted match in hand, she poked it at the pile. The bonfire glowed and snapped.
Smoke rose in curls up the wall and over the roof. The hired man came running, grabbing a pail
of water as he went. Pail on pail doused the fire out. “Stella! Naughty Stella.”

Late one afternoon Papa came home with a gift in his pocket to keep small hands busy. Stella
ran to meet him and to be swept up into a bear hug. Papa pulled out the small package; Stella
joyfully unwrapped it. “Oh, a shiny pair of scissors and all for me.” Supper over, father said with
a twinkle in his eyes, “Stella, mama tells me you were a good girl today; how would you like to
sleep with me tonight?” “Weeeee, goody” and she clapped her hands -- to sleep with her darling
daddy. The paper was read, the affairs of the office discussed with his wife, Papa stretched,
yawned and proposed - “Bed.” Off the two went, hand in hand. Snip, snip, ship went the shears
well into the night. --- Next morning the sun came up with a flare - of pinkness. The sparrows
outside the window chirped gaily, busily. With rumpled hair on end, Merritt opened one eye and
then the other. “Oh, damn it, time to get up,” he muttered to himself. He crawled out of the warm
sheets. Mother Amelia cried, “Merritt, what has become of your shirt?! Didn’t you wear one?”
---------- Merritt looked down, “Why, yes, I'm sure | did. | always do..” Stella peaked out from
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under the coverlet, thoroughly awake now and thoroughly interested. Daddy DID look so funny.
Mother threw back the covers. There in piles and heaps were shreds, streamers, clippings of
linen. “There is your night shirt, Mr. Wing! Didn’t you hear anything?” ---- “Well, yes, | sort of
thought | did hear something. But | was so sleepy.” ----------- “What a man!” bemoaned Amelia.

Two or three times a week the housekeeper strolled across the street to buy fresh eggs or frying
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chickens for that evening’s meal. She would look up
Stella, who would be wandering around by herself or
making childish sketches with pencil or crayons. It
would give the youngster something to do. Hand in
hand they went or Stella would skip ahead. A knock at
the door brought the neighbor in answer. The two
women chatted, as eggs were put in the basket. But
Stella’s only interest was in the baby boy sitting in his
highchair, banging his spoon against his porridge bowl
with a clatter. She was intrigued and would stare at him,
all eyes. Little did she think that many years later he
would be her neighbor in California.

Being the well one and being sandwiched in among the
others and with many hours to herself and with much
necessity to fend for herself, she became independent
and self reliant. In later life she could always scare up
something that would interest her to do. She never
lacked in finding something vital to her tastes. Being
with her was an education in contentment over simple
things to do that were intriguing in their way. She was
not one to hunt up friends to chum with. It would be
more to her liking to study nature, biographies, books
on travel ,the news over radio or TV, to make
scrapbooks of jokes and riddles or sketch-tables of
flowers or Gibson Girls, to assist her great grandsons in
their mysterious boylike projects. Her life was full of a
variety of interests rather than much social hankering.
She would find fun getting the “where-for-all” to make a
hat or dress or coat and put it together, while her sister
Bess would go to the best stores and buy an adorable
outfit of the latest style. When she got married, she
stored a shelf of her truck [the manuscript has the word
truck but it probably should be trunk] with spools of
thread and “what have you” for the coming rain day of

wedlock. Her mother found them and laughed and laughed at her preparations.
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Going back to her childhood: One afternoon Stella rushed to get into her next best for she was
going into town with the hired man. The carriage drew up to the back stoop. The hired man
waited. The horse champed at his bit, pulling up and backing, impatient to be off. Gleaming from
top to toe Stella ran happily down the kitchen path, her pig-tails flying after. She stopped short of
the buggy, ready to climb aboard when the hired man spoke crossly to her, “Hurry up and get
in,” he ordered. She sprang to obey for an order was always an order to be obeyed. At that
instant the horse started up with a jerk. Her small hand slipped. She fell down under the wheel
that rolled over her back. She was carried limp into the house. A rush call was sent out for the
family doctor.

For a real pleasant stunt there was always the fun of hanging out of the front upstairs bedroom
window with sister Bess and calling to passersby on the sidewalk below, “Oh, you dropped
something.” Smiling faces would look up and nod their thanks. Turning around they looked
back. Childish voices chimed in again. “Your footsteps.” Then smiles turned into frowns as mad
steps hurried passed or fists were raised in angry defiance of their fun. Nice excitement! till
mother would hear and put them out of business - for awhile.

The cemetery up the carline fascinated Stella.
She couldn’t forget the neglected graves,
over-run with tall grass and weeds. “Who was
there to care for them?” she worried. So again
and again she would enlist the help of a girl
friend and off the two would go. With arms laden
with flowers, tin cans, a trowel, some scissors
they would climb aboard a trolley and head out
for the cemetery. Hours would slip by as they
busied themselves in cleaning up the rampant
growth and then trim the forgotten graves with
the brightest posies.

Stella loved her bicycle. Taking along her chum,
Evelyn, they would peddle beside the seashore,
the fresh lake breezes blowing their tresses
across their faces. They would laugh with
happiness in their carefree joyous existence.
Everything pleased them. Or they would choose
a byway through the woods, lush with spring or
summer blooms. Coming out into a deserted
orchard they would dismount and spread out
their basket lunch under a gnarled and ancient
apple tree. Many a book would be their
company; so lunch over, they would set to
reading out loud.

Stella Electa Wing - about 17 years old -
playing cards
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Books and more books were her favorite pastime. She could be found most everytime curled up
in a comfortable chair, bending over a rattling good book.

She longed for a piano but it went unvoiced. They were an unmusical lot - some couldn’t carry a
tune. While other families would sing in the bath, this family went in for poetry. Father Russell
Merritt indulged himself in reciting favorite lines of it out loud as he sauntered through the house
or stood shaving at the mirror. A well loved one was “Break, break break on these cold grey
stones, Oh, Sea, Oh that my tongue could utter the thoughts that arise in me.” She had to wait
until married days brought a gift of a piano from her father and lessons from teachers in
Wilmette.

A day came that was remembered for a resounding spanking, given by her teacher. The
teacher’s face was red from anger; Stella’s bottom was red from the stinging. After it was over
another pupil rushed up and said, “It wasn’t Stella that did it. It was Maude.” The teacher
groaned, “I'm just too all in for another spanking. I'll have to let Maude go. I'm sorry Stella.” But
Stella’s stinging went right on stinging.

As a young lady, she entered Northwestern University
Academy. When going through the campus next door to
the Academy, she would stop to watch a handsome
National Guard officer train raw recruits of the university
in military marching and tactics. - Clarence Harrison
Mowry, a senior there and a Sigma Chi, a friend of her
brother Fred, who was often in her home (It was the
time of the Spanish American War in Cuba and anything
might happen). He asked her to College dances and
later to be his wife.

During a serious kidney infection she spent many hours
in bed. A Sigma Chi entertained her by reading out loud
for long stretches. It was the nicest way for time to roll
around. They became the best of friends but she was
under eighteen years of age. So young but very
beautiful in her natural way. She had been studying at
the Chicago Art Institute and loved it. She was doing
Stella Wing, about 18 years of age well and was one of their more promising pupils. The
kidney ailment had stuck and stopped all that. But it was
another Sigma Chi that got in his proposal first -
Clarence Mowry. When she told her father about their plans for marriage, he couldn’t believe it,
he didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want his favorite daughter, so well beloved, so much to be
missed, to take on marriage when so young. He was sad but he didn’t believe in long
engagements. He gave his reluctant consent. On her wedding day she had her hair “put up” for
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the first time. They took their honeymoon to Newton,
Kansas, where they visited his parents and two sisters,
still home and unmarried - Mary and Ada.

*kkkk *kkk

The welcome mat was out; the royal wardrobe that is
always made by a young moher-to-be for her first born
was waiting; Mammy with her shiny smiling face was
installed; the apartment on Melrose Avenue, so close to
Lincoln Park that the lion’s roar gave a glimpse of jungle
life to the vicinity, held a suspended, expectant air. The
stork was expected. Amelia made frequent calls to see if
everything was in proper order for this first grandchild, her
arms laden with additional goodies and luxuries. The
moment arrived and it was a very long and trying
moment. Clarence, Amelia, a nurse and the doctor were
there in the apartment. No hospital for this one. If it were
a boy the name was chosen to be named after the father;
Stella with her only child, Virginia if a girl the name would be Virginia Russell - Russell

chosen for the grandfather - Russell Merritt. It was a girl.

The cord was wound around its neck, strangling it. It was
blue and all thought it dead. Clarence’s heart sank in sickening dread but when the cord was cut
the baby cried.

*k*k *kkk *kkk

No saga about Stella would be complete without relating how devoted she was to her father. Of
all persons in the world she idolized him most. To her he was perfect, loving, kind, generous,
truthful, courageous, understanding - the greatest of people. It is so rare for children to
wholeheartedly admire their parents without some reservations. For her there were no
reservations. There was no one like him. He was the finest. Likewise she was his jewel. Always
he was concerned if she was all right if she had enough. He would ask her what she needed. If
she needed a dollar, she received ten; if ten she got twenty-five; if fifty there was a hundred on
hand. He gave her charge accounts in his name wherever she needed them for he knew she
wouldn’t take advantage of his generosity. He didn’t do it for the rest. He went with her when
she bought her furniture for the Melrose apartment. And when Amelia saw their choice, such
fancy impractical delicate French inlaid pieces she threw a storm about how Stella could wind
her father around her little finger and come home with things not at all suitable for starting
housekeeping. But Stella and her father were content! Russell loved to cook but in Amelia’s well
run household there was no opportunity to indulge such goings on. So he would arrive at
Stella’s abode with a thick steak and the fixing and dash up a splendid meal just to his liking --
and the Mowrys had a feed fit for a king. Mammy was quite a cook also. She had been born into
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slavery in the south. Her cooking was southern style - corn pones, string beans with salt pork or
bacon, fried liver to melt in one’s mouth. On Stella’s “receiving day” callers would be startled by
Mammy coming in and inviting them to dinner. “We are going to have a fine roast of pork and
candied sweet potatoes tonight, the very best. It would be fine if you all would stay.” (Stella was
startled at first but she got used to it) Mammy would also come begging, “Now, Miss Stella, You
doesn’t need des here pair of shoes | found dis mornin in de bathroom. Dey is just de right fit for
me seemslike.” Mammy stayed on till Russell purchased a newly constructed house for his
Mowry family on Forrest Avenue, Wilmette, just north of Evanston - nearby the home nest.
Russell wanted to be sure his Stella had the security of a nice home always.

*kkk *hkkhkkk *kkk

When her baby grew old enough to understand, Stella amused her by tales from her girlhood.
How she loved to climb trees. In Morris there were so many to choose from. She was like a bird,
often perched in a tree. A rambling, wide spreading apple tree made a favorite haunt. With a
book under her arm she would settle herself down on a comfortable limb to make an afternoon
of it, far from nosey interruptions. In late summer and fall ripening apples made a handy source
of refreshments. An apple in hand to be munched and a book to be read made a Idyl of bliss.

Fond brothers called her “Skinny.” She was thin and agile. She told how she could wind her leg
over her head and hang it around the back of her neck. This was a startling piece of news to her
offspring who were so rigid that even somersaults were to be watched and not attempted.

Stella must have loved the night for she gave to her child a feeling of delight in the enchantment
of the dark, the witchery, the peace, the stiliness, and never any fear of it. And canopied above
in the blackness of the sky a running over of shiny stars and the milky way; a balmy breeze that
softly moves from bush to bush and merely touches the tip of each flower pedal - all this and
more to make the night a land of happy mystery. ------------- When lightning and thunder rolled
across the heavens, mother and child got busy building a pillow house for the little one to crawl
into. So storms were fun.

With pencil and tablet Stella sketched flowers, their leaves, their berries, their pods, found along
the trails she was exploring. She studied their names and added them to the pages for other’s
reference. Later on it was the feathered neighbors who took her interest. Out on the side lawn of
the Hartford farm, below the dining room window, was put a bird bath. Bird houses were put up
into the trees. All of this enthrallment over these flying morsels of the air seemed a foolishness
to daughter Virginia, now grown into her “wise” teens. But few can resist sincere enthusiasm.
She couldn’t. She too fell under the spell and had equal fun watching the birds. They did a lot of
it. Often they could be caught peeping from behind window curtains, spying on unsuspecting
birds. There was the time when the black snake tried to hypnotize a robin who had come to the
bath for a drink. A wren put deep mother love into the building of a nest in a birdhouse that
swung from a tree branch, though she had no mate; then spent the proper number of days
sitting on an empty nest. Time for the hatching she chirped and twitted over imaginary young till
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discouragement set in. She tried all over again in a different birdhouse and this went on all
spring and summer - each time with fresh hope - She did the best she knew how for no male
found her bewitching enough to suit him. A pair of Phoebe birds made their home on the ledge
of the front porch pillar. The young were hatched and fed. Along came Death to take one wee
one after another until they all lay stark and stiff on the porch floor - cause unknown. Father and
mother bird were frantic in their despair. When death took all, they mourned their dead with
outspreading and drooping wings, their heads bowed in sorrow over the empty nest. A most
pitiful sight. Then they flew off together and were not seen again for a couple of years though
they had previously made it their annual summer residence. It was a happy day for the Mowrys
when they returned and had a successful family again.

Stella believed in doing everything well and tried to instill this into her child with little success.
She wrote a letter: “Be careful of details in everything; that gives one’s mind a peaceful feeling.
You are sure that what you have done was done well. Everything of importance takes time in
your doing it. That is why so few succeed -- they give up too soon. You know it is darkest just
before dawn. | think you should learn to take pleasure in doing little simple things well. The only
thing of importance in the world is whether one is kind, truthful, etc. Don’t worry, everything turns
out well; think that thought often. Everything is for the best. That helps me not to worry.”

Stella wrote a beautiful, clear hand. It was an important talent to Russell - this writing with skill.
He told his granddaughter, “To write legible was showing nice consideration to the reader and
that it should be done.” It saddened him that the art was being lost. He himself, he confessed

did not write so well, so clearly (after his stroke) though he tried hard to do it.

This is my mother.

*kkkkk *kkk *kkk

22



Russell Merritt Wing family home in Morris, lllinois

“Mrs. Wing, your condition is serious. You are on the verge of Tuberculosis and nervous
exhaustion. You have been too confined, too much under a strain, worrying over the care of our
youngest. Bessie is coming along fine now. Now it is time for you to look after yourself or your
family won’t have a mother. | am speaking frankly to you, Mrs. Wing, for | have to,” advised the
family physician. “You have had a long pull. Now you will have to rest more at night. Get out of
doors in the day time and work in the garden. Best thing in the world for nerves. Work in the soil
with your hands out in the sunshine. It will do wonders for you. Get Frank, your hired man, to
dig up a large area for a rose garden. The digging would be too much for you but you do the
rest. Get roses and more roses; plant them and care for them. There is nothing like roses to give
the most satisfaction. You will be a different woman when | see you in a month, no longer a
jumpy one to crack up at a moments notice.” He patted her encouragingly on the arm and let
her out the office door. Merritt was all for it. Next day Frank was busy with the shovel. Amelia
had chosen a spot outside the dining room window at the side of the town house in Morris
where they were living at the time. She donned her shopping attire and went in search of roses.
The whole undertaking was a joy to her. The blooms came out in profusion. She grew strong
and robust again. Petite Bess was seldom far away. There was a deep understanding love and
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Russell and Amelia's home - 1925 Sherman Ave., Evanston, lllincis
(back yard). Left to right: Gene and Bess Willard, Amelia, Bert,
neighbor, judge Russell Wing and Judge McCallum (another
neighbor and fellow who commented on how Stella and Clarence's
wedding was so swell). - caption by Barbara La Favre

companionship between
them. They desired to be
together. Bess had winning
ways, a warm charm. She
made loads of friends
throughout her life and kept
them for she was loyal, kind,
sympathetic and
understanding. Through her
girlhood, dolls were people
and close to her heart. She
played with them till she was
sixteen. In her wicker doll
buggy she tucked her dollies
and took them on strolls in the
yard to give them some fresh
air. Chums flocked up to her
bedroom to chat and giggle.
Stella wanted to join the party,
to observe the YOUNGER
GENERATION, but they had
exclusive ideas and wanted
no onlookers. To get privacy
they locked the door. Much to
Stella’s disappointment and
anger. Disgruntled Stella
would wander off by herself.

Fine days would find Bess
and her pals on their bicycles,
laughing merrily in their high
young voices, as they
wheeled their way down
country ways and over wood
bridges to sit by a gurgling
stream for hours, playing with

dolls, picking wild flowers or munching sandwiches, fruit and pieces of cake. Or when she lived
in Evanston, she would invite friends to tea and have the dolls on hand for extra guests and

serve it all daintily on a lawn table in the pretty backyard.

[now missing pages 17 and 18 of manuscript continue on page 19]
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The St. Louis World’s Fair was on. Clarence
Mowry was asked by his company to take
charge of their booth and exhibit so he was
there for weeks on end. Plans were made in
advance for Bess and Gene to meet the
Mowrys at the Fair. Oh what fun to be all
together at that make believe Fairyland of
enchantment and strange sights. Under
gaslight the three Mowrys excitedly dressed
for travel and were down the dark sidewalk
headed for the station. Berths were all made
up. The colored porter swung down the aisle
of green curtains, half smothered under the
luggage as he led the way. He grinned
encouragement to the happy shy tot. Mother
and daughter shared the lower berth; daddy
had the upper. All tried to sleep - (but lightly).
During the night the train slowed, to creep
cautiously ahead. Mother and child rose up on
elbows to look out the window. There

Clarence Mowry, graduation photo, Northwestemn completely surrounding them was shining

University ink-blackness, speckled with firefly-like lights

moving here and there and on the distant

horizon rows of lights massed closely together. “What is this?” whispered Virginia thoroughly
awake by the mystery and beauty of it all. “It is the Mississippi River.” With warm greetings the
two families were united and ready to “do” the Fair. Sometimes holding Aunt Bess and Uncle
Gene’s hands, sometimes mother and daddy’s little Virginia tried to take it all in. --- there were
the commercial booths near daddy’s - Welch’s grape juice, Fairy soap with colorful peaches,
pears and apples made of soap, miniature Heinz pickles as souvenirs from the Heinz area, soap
dolls from Ivory - Chinese art shop, Japanese Tea Garden, Chinese Restaurant serving
delicious meals, the quaint railroad line with steam engine and coaches on a miniature scale
that took passengers far out into the country and around the grounds, the exotic hottentot
village, the Venetian arched bridges over expansive lagoons lighted at night, bright with colorful
flowers by day, and the day of surprises when the heavens opened up at each burst of a
skyrocket to rain down American flags of all sizes to be picked up by the watchers on the
ground or on roof tops.

Bess entertained beautifully. Her home was lovely. She studied interior decorating and used it
attractively in her home. It was elegant and glamorous, different with her exquisite furnishings -
Sterling silver, oriental rugs, a Persian silk prayer rug for the wall, Mahogany pieces, book
pictures, drapes, antique lamps, Chinese ornaments, unusual bricabracks. The Wing tribe did
not go in for liquor. They did not serve it - neither the Russell Wings, the Willards, the Mowrys or
Bert. It was something to be ashamed of and not proud of. It was the poor element generally
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speaking who guzzled it - the steel workers, the miners. It wasn’t the smart thing to do - but then
there wasn’t the river of liquor running through America that is today. Bess hated it.

The first grade room was quiet but not for long. Bess wanted to see the small fry do their stuff so
prettily attired the two sisters arrived to visit - Virginia and her classmates. Small folk are like
colts, rabbits, baby monkeys with unconscious funny ways. Innocence is mixed with naughty
cuteness, that is to Bess. Everything struck her as funny. She laughed and laughed, giggled and
giggled. Mother joined in. Bess got close to hysterics. With such an appreciative audience the
kids out did themselves but the poor teacher. Mother was worried - would the children have hurt
feelings or the teacher? It surely was time to go but Bess was having the time of her life. Bess
liked good children but friskey. The sisters taste differed as to favorite Sunday funnies - Bess
liked “Buster Brown,” Stella “The Katzinjamer Kids (Hans and Fritz).” Their reaction to children
was different.

The doctor reported to Bess that they couldn’t have any babies. In grandmother Amelia’s attic
were Bessie toys - dolls and doll buggy that had awaited the newcomers that wouldn’t arrive.
Bess mailed her mother a letter requesting that Virginia should have them to play with when she
was visiting grandmother’s. So one Sunday grandmother led the way up to the third floor and
showed her the toys. After that Virginia strolled the long upstairs hallway pushing the dolls in the
buggy or played with the elegant black carriage with yellow wheels and sorrel driving horse
made of iron. But how the child wished that Aunt Bess was there to play with her. At the end of
the hall was Bess'’s large bedroom always darkly closed when Bess and Gene were far away.
Virginia would stand outside the door feeling unhappy and lonely. Then there were the joyous
times when Bess and Gene were home from their wanderings and the door was thrown open
and everything was all right - gay and happy. The room bright and cheerful with Bess'’s pretty
things all around.

One night well after a little girls bedtime, Virginia was awakened by loud talking. She ran to the
window and looked out. Under the streetlight she saw an open one seated gig and a fancy
driving horse and above all Aunt Bess and Uncle Gene. She was shouting “We have come to
take Virginia for a drive.” Stella replied, “But she has gone to bed and is asleep.” Aunt Bess
called back “It won’t hurt her to get up this once. She loves horses and driving so.” Virginia was
dressed in a jiffy, ran down the stairs three at a time and was helped into the gig. Lightning
crossed the sky again and again. Aunt Bess reassured “It is only heat lightning.” But it did not
let up; only got more threatening. It was decided finally to turn back.

;Fourth of July arrived Stella had a family picnic as was her annual custom - out in the back yard
with Clarence making the delicious lemonade. Come darkness the whole group strolled to Lake
Michigan to see the fireworks. Bess, Gene and Virginia going side by side, back of the others.
Fire rockets were bursting in air noisily. Virginia hesitated. Aunt Bess looked down, “Are you
frightened by the fireworks dear? | know how it is for they used to scare me when | was a girl.
Gene, let’s not go any closer and if you are frightened by them we will go home.” They watched
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for awhile and then went home. Two adults gave up an evening’s pleasure willingly so a small
one wouldn’t be afraid. Acts of kindness so endearing to a child.

Music filled the theater. The overture played on as richly embellished curtain after curtain arose
to number five or six. The final curtain was up and there revealed was a child’s nursery and
bedroom. The music hushed; the lights dimmed. In the rear of the room was a wide open
window through which sparkling stars could be seen. Peter Pan flew across the heavens and in
through the window. There began before Aunt Bess’s and her niece’s eyes the unroliment of the
delightful fantasy “Never, Never Land.” Talented Maude Adams was bringing Peter Pan to life -
charming and debonair.

The stores were festive - bright splendor was everywhere for Xmas was right around the corner.
Aunt Bess and Virginia were shopping together. Among the tree tinsel was a radiant spun glass
bird - all white - Virginia’s eyes sparkled. How she would adore having it for the tree at home.
But she had no money. Aunt Bess came to her rescue and lent her the coins. In the holiday
excitement the debt was forgotten until Bess chided her, “Virginia? you have have not paid me
back the money you borrowed. It isn’t that | want the money but | do want you always to pay up
your debts. This is very, very important. Debts must always be paid. Remember that. You have
been careless. Never be that again.” To be found wanting in Aunt Bess’s eyes was a terrible
punishment. She felt so horribly ashamed. It was a good lesson well learned. Honor was very
important to Bess. Her ideals very high.

February brought snow. It was cozy to curl up on the floor beside the davenport where Aunt
Bess lay resting and listen to her read tales of Greek Mythology - about the Gods and
Goddesses. Bess closed the book and began to chat. “Next week is Valentine’s Day. | just love
Valentines, don’t you? We used to have fun at school. | suppose you will. Aren’t you thrilled?”
Virginia shook her head, “No, I'm not. | love Valentines but | don’t like it at school on that day.”
---- “For Heaven'’s sake why not?” --- “We have a Valentine box at school. | get a few but not a
lot like the rest. It isn’t a bit fun to sit there while the others keep getting them and getting more
and | just get one now and then. ’'m embarrassed. Guess | don’t have many friends and it
shows up.” At first Aunt Bess looked startled then thoughtful. She didn’t say a word. Come
Valentine’s Day there was a knock on the schoolroom door. The teacher opened the door a
crack, took a bundle of envelopes through the opening and dropped them all into the Valentine
box. Right after lunch the box was opened and distributed. Valentine after Valentine flooded
Virginia’s desk. --- The kids eyes bugged out --- Aunt Bess was the fairy godmother - a perfect
jewel.

Gene and Bess traveled out to Arizona for his health. They lived in a tent house with a wooden
floor for he had to live in the open. Arriving home after a day’s outing, they discovered a visitor -
a noisy visitor and just as objectionable -- a big coiled rattlesnake with all rattles going.

In California Bess contracted T. B. She wrote her family for help and her father sent it. Gene
and Bess went home but the Wilmette climate where her parents lived was too damp. It was
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thought that Hartford would be drier and so better for her. Fred and Ruth opened up their ranch
home generously to her. She used their upstairs backporch to stay in most of the time. Virginia
walked the mile to go see her. During the late spring of that 1914 the papers were full of the
trouble in Europe. While other people were busy with their own affairs and gave it small
attention for it was away off across the waters, Bess took it seriously. She seemed to sense how
the world would be involved while others saw it as just another of Europe's local turmoil. She
was a student of history and European affairs. She discussed at length with her niece. “This is
going to be very serious, not just a skirmish over there. It will spread all over the world. It will
involve us all. It will be terrible. So many people killed, so many wives and children left, so many
to weep and be made alone. So much suffering and loss. It is going to be awful.” So close to
her own passing she seemed to sense more than others the coming tragedy for so many. She
lived a matter of weeks after this and did not live to see her prediction come true. She was 31 -
My lovely Aunt Bess.

*kkk *kkkk *kkkk

Russell Merritt Wing

This man was Russell to some, Merritt to others, father to four, grandfather to three, R.M. Wing
or Judge Wing to business associates.

Though he was a busy man he took time out for travelling jaunts. He took his daughter Stella
and grandaughter to Colorado Springs to see his mother and sister Electa (Mrs. Abel Kemple)
and her household. Some sightseeing took them to Mother Nature’s freakish Garden of the
Gods, up the cog railroad to Pikes Peak, on a picnic in wild boulder and tree lined Cripple Creek
Canyon.

Travelling again he swung aboard the train accompanied by a doctor friend who had an intent
personality - what one would call a big talker. Merritt listened and went on listening. The doctor
talked on - about his odd experiences. He was going full steam ahead -- so was the train. Too
late the engineer saw another train coming toward him. Crash! Over went the train, splinters of
wood and glass flew. Passengers piled up. The train was on its side. Merritt broke the window
further to crawl out, pulled his friend out. And you know what happened? That doctor went right
on talking where he left off to finish his story, tapping his finger on Merritt's sore chest to
emphasize his point. Merritt grabbed hold of his arm and cried, “My God, man don’t you know
we have been in a bad train wreck?” The man looked around. He twinged, eyes popped, mouth
fell open. He was a surprised man. “Good God! Damn it what happened? | can’t believe it.” He
must have been hit on the head, knocked out and then come too, after he was dragged out of
the wreckage. Stretchers rushed up; Doctors took over. After a day or two Merritt returned
home. The railroad paid heavy indemnities to the injured passengers but when they asked
Merritt Wing for his claim, he refused. In appreciation of this, the Burlington Railroad gave him a
life pass on their lines.
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People in Evanston were changing from gas to electricity for illumination. The Wings did too but
there was a little matter of misunderstanding over a bill that was not adjusted to suit Judge Wing
so back the house went to gas lights. Never again in that house while they lived there did they
use electricity. A matter of principal!

Summer was in the air. Lake Michigan rolled with white horses. Too inviting not to be off on a
lake-boat excursion. Judge Wing invited a group of men to join him on a day’s outing. For his
cronies he put on ice in the galley 2 or 3 cases of beer to have plenty, though they didn’t serve it
in the home. This was different. The boat was nicely out in the lake when it was discovered that
the drinking water was nil. The only thing suitable to drink was Judge Wing’s beer. Cases were
opened and Judge Wing grandly acted as host to the small boat load of folks.

A somewhat similar situation occurred to his wife and daughter Bess. They were on the train
speeding toward California. The train broke down and was shuttled off on a siding way out in
nowhere to wait for the repair crew. No diner was supplied. Passengers grew hungry. Out of her
suitcase Amelia pulled boxes of chocolate bars, bonbons and other goodies that were to be
munched and taken to the hostesses in California. Chocolate was high powered food. She
passed them out and they stayed the hunger of her fellow passengers. So they were tided over.
Amelia always went prepared. Those days were different from today.

When things let up after a hard case, Merritt took off for Hot Springs, Arkansas. There he rested
and took mineral baths. Tragedy struck. An attendant at the spa left the water too long and too
hot around Merritt. He had a stroke. He never fully recovered. After quite some time he went
back to the law he loved but it never was the same again. While recovering he used to ride his
noble bay riding horse from his home in Evanston to Wilmette where Stella lived to chat awhile
with her. His son Fred had bought the horse for him and trained him well so he would be safe
for his father.

Friends told about the grandeur of the Wing domicile in their heyday before he was taken ill.
There was much luxury - an upstairs maid, a cook, a laundress, a colored coachman who drove
to the station of an evening with his team of matching steads to meet the incoming train and
Judge Wing. But all this was necessary when they enjoyed having the house full of young and
old. Amelia wanted everything properly and beautifully done. Entertaining was to her an art and
Merritt revelled in a household of folks. Fun! But after the stroke corners needed cutting. Amelia
took over more of the work in the home. Later they rented the Evanston house and purchased
the residence next door to Stella’s. The dwelling was remodelled and the Wings moved in. They
were very happy - Stella was next door and Fred and Ruth were nearby. Bert lived at home
most of the time. Only Bess and Gene were wanderers. Their address changed from city to city
from state to state but frequently they came home to stay for weeks. Then the whole tribe was
united - so nice.
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“THE MOWRYS”

Friends had a rustic lodge located on the uninhabited, woodsey Mackinack Island, off the wild
Northern Michigan coast. The Mowrys were invited to be their guests. Virginia was just out of
babyhood. It would be the first vacation trek for the three of them. The first leg of the journey
was taken by lake steamer, leaving the Port of Chicago on a hot July day. Hosts and guest were
aboard. The last lap was by row boat. Nearing the dense tangle, spread out along the island’s
shore, the party noticed a solitary moose swimming out to meet them on what seemed an
unofficial welcoming committee of one, his wide antlered head and nose just showing above the
water. But when he spied them approaching he quickly turned around and headed back to the
beach - to plunge onto the sand. He appeared momentarily before disappearing into the thicket.
It was a typical scene from that primeval locale. Their luggage had been lost in route. The ladies
were in light summer dresses, the men in white shirts with all their spares in the missing
baggage. In that rough setting of mother nature clothes were soon soiled. A conference was
held - “What to do?” It was decided that it would be nicer to turn the clothes inside out and wear
them than to stay in bed while garments were washed, for there was so much to see and do.
But it had disadvantages for that side got dirty too. By comparison the outside was cleaner,
seemed quite respectable. Again the garments were turned. This went on, turning from outside
to inside and back again until with a sigh of relief the bags arrived. One evening the pines’
whispering branches lured the Mowrys into making exploratory plans for the next morning. The
wilds beckoned intriguingly and a nature hunt couldn’t be put off further. The sun was up;
breakfast was over, the three Mowrys climbed into the birchbark canoe. Father took up the
paddle. Waterways laced the island. The gentle flowing water paths were narrow for a thick
growth of reeds, cattails and water lilies choked the course from bank to near the middle,
leaving only a thin slice of water, just enough for the slender canoe. Above, swinging from a mat
of overhanging boughs, wild grape vines trailed down into the clear water. The streamlet led
through dark shadows from the lush vegetation that grew everywhere. Here and there small
openings allowed the sunlight to sift through making patches of brightness in the semi-darkness.
Continuously winding, vistas of surprising beauty were revealed at each turn. A blue heron
stood knee deep amid the cattails and was startled into a rush of wings as the canoe nosed
itself around a jagged ledge and into full view. A loon called crazily in the distance, adding an
eerie note to the stillness. Only the soft dipping of the paddle could be heard regularly. Round a
bend came the canoe and there spread out before them was a small lake, green as an emerald.
The banks were densely wooded. Skirting the shore they made out another passage, leading
away between rocky bluffs. Taking it they went on to discover a mossy bank under alders and
swamp maples. A perfect picnic spot. Beaching the boat they clambered ashore, father carrying
the lunch box under his arm. The meal over they sprawled out to relax and to absorb the peace
of it all. On their return in the late afternoon they recrossed the lake. Now the fish were jumping
hungrily for their supper, making wide rippling circles on the placid surface of the water. Tired
but still enthusiastic they were back at the lodge.

In the moist climate of Wilmette wild flowers grew in profusion to carpet virgin woodlands. The
color and varieties outdoing a candy counter. Still remaining within easy walking distance were
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the original lroquois trails to Fort
Dearborn, now named Chicago. The
Mowrys donned walking garb and were
off to tramp the woods. Years before
sapplings had been bent to make way for
the indian moccasins. Now they were
frozen into twisted, grotesque shapes as
they leaned away from the path. The trail
found its way among the forest trees, the
bushes, along dirt ledges, passed murky
pools - lurking among the pawpaw and
the mayflowers and the oaks. Paths
wound back and forth over rotting logs
that sheltered trilliums, blue, white,
yellow, violets, down into a fern ravine,
along the edge of a bog - yellow with
cowslips, through a grassy glen sprinkled
generously with with hepaticas, dogtooth
violets and jack-in-the-pulpits. One ftralil
took them through the thicket and out
onto an opening of the green, undulating
golf links of the Wilmette Country Club,
Virginia Mowry where the Mowrys were members. Half

hidden under a clump of oaks, maples

and elderberries and blending naturally
into the setting was a simple, brown wooden clubhouse, in the center of the clearing. Passing
here they entered a growth of small trees and shrubs in rows. It was a new sort of place for
Virginia. “What is this™ she inquired of her daddy. He was striding ahead with long steps but
called back over his shoulder, “Oh, a nursery.” Young Virginia looked around for the babies.
None! How could it be a nursery without small children she thought. By now father, with mother
trailing close behind, was in the distance, rounding a clump of more short trees and soon to be
out of sight. Virginia rushed to keep up, mentally shaking her head over it but who was she to
question it. But it sure was a puzzler. In the distance could now be heard the booming of the
surf. Lake Michigan was close at hand. All of a sudden the underbrush opened up and there
before them lay the expansive waters, rolling with white horses.

The Wilmette house was built with a two foot balustrade enclosing the front porch roof. On hot
summer nights with the thermometer in the upstairs bedrooms breaking over 90 degrees, the
Mowrys longed for a sleeping porch to take advantage of the wispy yet cool evening breezes.
This porch roof being flat approximated one, the only drawback - no door! The entrance would
have to be made through a tiny two foot by three foot window, that opened from the upstairs
hallway onto this roof. As the nights grew hotter and hotter, the window got larger and larger in a
strange way! They decided to chance it. Better the effort of squeezing things needed and
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themselves through the aperture than to smother all night long. Opening the window they
stuffed mattresses, sheets, pillows and blankets through. That done father made himself small
and sluiced himself onto the other side. Mother was another matter. She had left skinny ways
and was nicely plump. Father pulled; Virginia pushed; Mother wiggled. Success! Then Virginia
scrambled through. They settled down to a pleasant night’s sleep. The bright stars glistened
high above; showering stars cascaded down into the horizon from all directions, Heaven’s
fireworks. They were very content for they were cool and most of all above the mosquito line.
This would continue to be their sleeping porch for the summer. But too often raindrops began to
drip and then to trickle down a nose or two. The sleepers drowsily awakened. “Oh! No! Please
no rain!” was the wish of all three. It paid no attention. The rain hurried on. It had to be “IN” for
the Mowrys. In a rush they gathered up all their trappings and shot them through first. Darn it!
The window had shrunk. They had a heck of a time but mother was finally poked in. The other
two made a grab for it. Crash! Rain drops increased to riverlets. Two half drowned rats crept
through, one at a time. In the gaslight they turned out to be Clarence and Virginia.
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Mowry home in Wilmette

The Blakes were our next door neighbors - Mr. and Mrs., Eleanor and Aunt Eva. They were a
jolly family. It was lots of fun to be with them. Their ideas for outings were delightful. Trips to
enchantingly woodsy Ravinia Park to hear symphonies was a special treat. The two families
boarded the interurban and were off, going north. Alighting at the wood frame archway, they
strolled to the open air pavilion. By taking a picnic supper they could hear both afternoon and
evening concerts at no additional expense. It was always a lovely outing for where else could
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such delicious lemoney lemon drops be purchased as right there in the pavillion? In the long
shadows of early evening they ate their supper under trees on a table provided by the park. The
Blakes had the nicest dainties to eat - sugar buns, frosty cakes. Virginia wondered ruefully,
“Why don’t we have nice things to eat too?” She watched the goodies slip out of sight, longingly.
Ben Greek put on Shakespearean plays on a grassy stage neighboring the pavillion. A flash of
rose smoke was hurld upwards; a beast half donkey and half man arose from the huge box. It
was “Midsummer’s Night Dream.”

Other times the two families decided on a beach cookout. Ladden to the hilt the members of the
raid strung themselves out along the sidewalk to the lake. Arriving the men assembled a heap of
driftwood and soon a fire was crackling cheerfully on the beach. The steaming coffee permeated
the air with its delicious fragrance. The women wrapt blankets around slender willows to make a
private bath house. When they emerged, they were modestly, yes modestly, attired. Their
ballooning swimsuits were as fetching as a Santa oultfit only in black or navy. Somehow they
managed to swim; only Virginia remained on her feet. The water was too wet for her. She
hunted among the driftwood for foot long slim pieces. Tying strings to each she collected her
fleet of ships. Wading close in to shore, she trailed them behind her, the finest armada afloat.

Father Blake had a great store of funny stories. He told them well. It was an hilarious evening,
these that brought the group around the Blake’s dining table to play all sorts of games - to
laugh, joke and win if one could. Young and adult alike having a merry time together. The best
fun is family fun, in a warm jolly togetherness. Mr. Blake didn’t smoke or drink. His taste ran to
candy. A tall glass jar of beadlike gum drops stood on the pantry shelf to be shared with the
company.

On snappy fall nights Northwestern University and the town of Evanston put on a torchlight
parade through the center of the business district. Mr. Blake’s architects office was on the
second floor overlooking one of the main streets, an ideal place to witness the event. Chairs
would be arranged in a row before the windows for the spectators. Down the street came bands,
clowns, floats, etc. The football season was honored gayly. Both households took it in thus.

Eleanor Blake had a treehouse that her father built for her. The small fry found it exciting. Up
they climbed the steep ladder. Doll tea was served from acorn cups or tiny china ones which
worked better.

On Memorial Day the Blakes often invited Virginia to accompany them to Rose Hill cemetery,
where the Blakes’ oldest daughter lay. Both yards were rich in blooms, Syringa, Wegelia,
honeysuckle, bleeding hearts lilacs and all. With hands full they took the train to the cemetery
and lovingly placed them on Marion’s grave. Virginia liked especially to go - the place was so
peaceful so bright with flowers.

Only one morning of summertime found Virginia the earliest riser - the Fourth of July. She must
have been awake for over an hour, waiting with wiggly toes to get dressed and shootoff her tiny
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firecrackers or snakes. It was all of 5:30, surely late enough for it. But when father was
approached, he growled, “It is much too early. You will wake the whole neighborhood. Quarter
of seven is early enough.” Father made the most tasty lemonade, sugar just right, lemon just
right, water just right; no one could beat him. His brood waited in the cool east side of the yard
in the shade of the house while he squeezed the lemons. In an ample pitcher, frosty with ice, he
carried it to them. Um, good!

Talking of favorite food, Mother chuckling over her childish excursion to the corner grocery
store. Bess and she skipped along to the corner, Stella clutching her coins in a moist palm.
There, she looked up at the clerk, and sweetly ordered “A dozen pianos, please.” The clerk
looked startled; Bess looked annoyed at her older sister. She corrected, “She doesn’t mean
pianos, she means bananas. She loves them but she can’t talk plain.” Stella needed Bess to set
things straight. Father enjoyed entertaining University students from all over the world. The
Blakes, good sports that they were, joined in. There was foreign tasting food prepared by the
men, East Indian tricks to watch, croquet to play in the backyard. It was a cosmopolitan home.
Mother looked out the back window to watch some crazy antics. There was her father, Judge
Wing, playing croquet with her offspring. Each were near the home stake but not able to hit it.
Could it be that neither one wanted to win over the other?

Two older girls living across the street used to pay Virginia occasional visits and entertain
themselves by running off and hiding from the little girl. It got to be an old story -- and a tiresome
one. So one time Virginia gently turned the key in the closet door where they were hiding. Such
a racket of screams and kicks ensued. Virginia sat comfortably on a couch outside not far off,
listening contentedly. Let'em squawk she thought. But with mother it was a different matter. She
heard them from way downstairs in the kitchen and hastened to see what was up. She
discovered the locked door and her gloating daughter. The door unlocked the girls rushed out
with noses high in the air and hurried by the little monster. It was a long time before they did it
again -- in fact never.

Stella was disturbed by the ringing of her backdoor bell on frequent occasions to find no one
there. A boy on his way to school found it fun to ring it. She was fed up. With a pail full of water
resting on the kitchen window sill above the walk, she patiently waited for him. Along he came.
Over went the pail of water. The boy stood below the empty open window telling what earth
shaking things he was going to do. But one thing he didn’t do --- he didn’t come by that way
again. Nor did he do anything else!

*kkk *kkkk *hkkk

In June the summer of 1910 looked like any other summer but it wasn’t. First off there was a
trip to Newagoo Lakes to stay at an old resort on the edge of a wide lake that was encircled with
trees and underbrush. They had fun rowing the ancient boat and in swimming. Second outing
was with father’s boy scouts to Sawgatuck on the shore of Lake Michigan. Stella and Virginia
had a tent way off from the others. A terrific storm came up in the middle of the night and shook
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the tent like a dog shakes a rat. Both thought it was the end of the world. Virginia complained
she couldn’t breath and so literally stuck her nose out the tent flap and let the sand, twigs and
debris bounce off her nose. Many of the tents and trees went down with resounding crashes. ---
In the late summer an invitation arrived to spend a few days on a Michigan fruit farm. Oh what
fun! They were met at the station with a team of horses and a surrey with fringe on top. Mother
got too much sun and had to go to bed. The owners granddaughter was living with them but the
two small girls didn’t hit it off. Virginia found her joy in tramping around and playing with the
horses. Horses were more congenial than this clever little Miss who hated to share her dolls. A
gang of young ones lived across the road and loved wild games of tag -- Right down Virginia’s
alley. But she disobeyed her father's command and couldn’t play with them anymore. But still
there were the horses!

Father got the lovely idea of buying a farm. Grandfather Russell Merritt didn’t like the idea but
he was won over on his first visit to it. Clarence had looked for the ideal spot in the Virginias with
no success. It took the state of Michigan to provide it. The family was taken to inspect it. There
were twenty acres of fruit trees, a woodlot, a red barn, miscellaneous sheds, a white house
nestled under tall trees - tulip, maple, black walnut, dogwood - and round about were clustered
clumps of lavender lilacs. Houses have a way welcoming the just right owners. This one did. It
was cozy and hospitable; and though it was remodeled it still kept the original warm
motherliness.
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Stella (second from left) and Virginia (far right) - at their 20 acre farm (apple orchard) in Hartford, Michigan.

In the spring the orchards bloomed profusely, a veritable fairyland; in summer cherry and peach
trees were bright with ripe fruit ready to be picked by a hungry child or “fruit hands;” in the fall
branches were laden down to the breaking point with red and golden apples; in winter, ice and
snow brought more leisure time - still there was the cow to be milked, the horses to be fed and
bedded down, the eggs to be gathered, the furnace to be stoked with coal, the kitchen stove to
be kept glowing with short sticks of wood, the orchard trimmed, some schooling in a nearby
country, one-room school, canned fruit, pickles and sauerkraut brought up from the spicey cellar
or the apples from outdoors underground pit that was covered by planks, hay and snow. Still
there was more leisure time - for bobsledding, for old and young alike, down the steep hill close
by; gathering around the snapping, blazing fireplace, eating popcorn and apples while father
read beautifully from Dickens, Victor Hugo or James Barry to his enthusiastic listeners or they
were propped up in bed in a line, for the porch beds had been moved into Virginia’s bedroom for
the winter, mother and daughter busily sewing or crocheting while father read on far into the
night; for tramping in the woods over snowy trails that wound amid trees glistening with ice or
powdery with soft dry snow.
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The North Bell Progressive Club, that father got together, met evenings every two weeks in the
farmhouses up and down the country roads for an instructive program, games and
refreshments. Hartford doctors, ministers and teachers spoke; the male quartet, with father
singing bass, sang, two violins and a piano gave forth music (Virginia struggled along with a
violin under her chin for a younger girl living next door had taught her). Talent was local. Mrs.
Havens gave readings, effectively, for Virginia always cried at her sad stories. The Mowry’s turn
came. When most of the members had arrived, a knock at the front door announced the
surprise visit of two slim Civil War officers in uniform, swords at the side, caps pulled well over
faces. Conversation stopped. The new guests seated themselves side by side. Politeness
restricted observation, but didn’t stop speculations. It was a joke put on by two neighborhood
women. Ancestors had worn the uniforms in the Civil War - for the south.

Virginia was mad about horses. Ever since she could remember it was horses and more horses
in her play and in her daydreaming. It was either galloping fire horse with the gang of boys in the
vicinity, or playing horse under the dining room table, which was a fine stable, or riding her
bicycle at full speed, that in her mind was a gorgeous black (except it never whinnied), or just
pulling her toy bay over the playroom floor. Now at last the farm gave her the
“‘dream-come-true.” She had her own horse at last to ride and drive. Oh yes, the farm was the
nicest place! Virginia found it fun to race, to leap over the creek with the other kids but her
instruction had been not to race her horse. She had always been a consistent obeyer but the
racing had gotten into her blood. It was too much for her. Neighbor adults love to wise up
parents and this was no exception. But Virginia raced on. Whose neck was she risking anyway?
Why the horse’s of course!

One winter, snow had fallen on snow, piling it high against the tree trunks and over fences.
Virginia had a pair of homemade skis which she loved to use. As a rule she trailed along the
roads or footpaths but now with the fences completely covered the whole wide world was hers.
There were no barriers. She sailed along everywhere over the crusty snowfields, feeling free as
a bird. Going to Hartford High School was fun too. Mother put up the ample lunch each morning.
Father put the horse IN THE SLEIGH shafts. Virginia had her books under her arm. She was
off to school. This particular afternoon a wild snow storm descended from the grey glowering
sky. It was late, nearing 4:30 before Virginia got away from school. She harnessed her sorrel
and was soon ready to go. Snow was falling faster and faster. Horse and girl were anxious to be
home. At first the horse made good time but as the roadbed thickened with the white stuff, the
going got rough and slower. It was darking fast; the wind rose. The main road was just passable
when they had to turn off on the last lap of two miles. The wind blew the stinging sleet and snow
sharp against the faces. Snow drifts piled over snow drift. There was no way for Virginia to know
the road from the ditch. All was covered deep. There was only one thing to do - give the mare
free rein. They made it safely home through the horse’s unerring instinct. The lights were on in
the house, waiting. Parents, the mare and the girl were mighty glad to have made it home.

During the spring thaws, the maple trees were tapped. Buckets and buckets of sap were
brought in and spilled into the shallow pan 8 feet by 4 feet, going full blast in the backyard.
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Boiled down into golden brown syrup, it made a delicious topping for buckwheat cakes or ice
cream made of snow and cream.

Box socials were a pain in the neck for shy Virginia, but this one couldn’t be avoided. Mother,
Daddy and, so of necessity, was Virginia in on it. Virginia went around with furrowed brow. What
was the least worst way. The idea grew. | can tell right now it wasn’t any good but it grew. She
had a loyal boy friend, some years younger. He was walking home with her after school one
day, alone. With a courage from desperation she blurted out, “You know that box social next
Saturday night, will you buy my box?” He looked around quickly, startled. He hesitated before
he replied, “Yes, | was going to anyway.”

The letter lay on the table. It was an invitation
from the Mowrys to the Blakes to spend an old
fashioned country Xmas on the Mowry farm.
That night the Blakes talked it over. Eleanor
thought it would be exciting. It was decided.
They accepted. Out on the farm the Mowrys
made eager preparations - the Blakes were
coming! The month of December had been
especially cold. Snow lay thick underfoot; was
piled feet deep along Polliwog Road to town as
well as over the whole countryside. The day
arrived. Father hitched the team to the bobsled,
ready to fly to the station. The horses’ nostrils
smoked in the cold, clear air. The sleigh started
up; the harness bells jingled cheerfully at each
step. The sky above was blue. Puffy white
clouds floated by. The crusty snow glistened in
the bright sunlight. It was a beautiful day but
shappy - very! The city folks brought new
interests. There was much to chat about. Xmas
festivities were around the open hearth, glowing
with the yule log and around the dining room
table set with the best china and laden with a
variety of choice holiday fare - turkey on down.
Xmas over, Clarence settled indoors with a
gruesome cold. It was thought best for him to
stay in bed. Alas, there was the cow! The Blakes
volunteered bravely. Milking is a mighty tricky business with many unexplored angles for the
uninitiated. But the Blakes were game. Mr. Blake tried it; then Eleanor. Back and forth they
struggled, taking turns on the milk stool. The cow tried to help by wagging her tail like an
encouraging puppy in a very friendly mood. Yet it didn’t help, no not a bit, for it alternated from
being in the milk pail to being in Mr. Blake’s perspiring face. Those in the house grew uneasy,

Mowrey house in Hartford, years later. Barbara
Barber La Favre an right
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then worried, as the morning drifted toward noon. No Blakes; no milk. At last when the sun was
at full tide, the Blakes were seen from the kitchen window, approaching the path through the
knee deep snow drifts, the milk pail dangling hopelessly from Mr. Blake’s hand. Yes, there was
some milk, a little. A real accomplishment and don’t think it wasn't.

Virginia Mowry, about 18 years of age

Fred and Ruth were living with the Mowry’s for a
month or so while their lovely ranch home was
being finished. Everyone wanted chicken for
that Sunday dinner but no one wanted to do the
killing of the pets. Finally the hunter in the
household stepped up, “I guess it won’t be too
bad if | stand away far enough and shoot it.
Which rooster do you want me to get?” Fred got
down his shotgun, put on his hunting jacket,
drew on his high boots and was off down the
path to the barn. He spotted the right rooster all
right but the rooster had already spotted him.
He took wing for the neighboring farm and
wasn’t seen for three days. “Oh, well, there are
three other roosters. I'll just get one of the
others. What's the difference, they are all tough
anyway!” muttered Fred to himself. But the
panic was mutual. One after the other took to
his heels, Fred moving in fast behind them, all
on the dead run. The gun was aimed as he
dashed. Round and round they circled. The
situation was growing desperate if they were to
have chicken and dumplings the next day, for by
now all had disappeared except the sassy black
one. Up and down, thither and yon they
galloped, the gun going crack, crack, crack,

crack. The women watched amazed through the window, “Was that the way to bring a chicken
to the pot? What a funny sight a big man, coat tail flying, running pell mell after a mere chicken.
There must be an easier way (for all them being pets).” The rooster was running for his life; Fred
for his dinner. The dinner won. The dumplings were delicious; but the chicken was loaded with

gunshot that crunched against one’s teeth.

In that out of the way place in that time, company was pretty sparse so when the talkative
lightning rod salesman drove up the lane around lunch time he was warmly welcomed in to
supper. After the plates were removed from the table, the cigarettes came out and were lighted,
chairs were tipped back and the true yarn came to life, “| always loathed motorcycles, too noisy,
too fast, too dangerous to my mind. Didn’t have any use for folks who rode ‘em - just
scatterbrains was my opinion. I'd never got on one | can tell you until one time - | had sold my
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farm and was anxious to close the deal for | didn’t think much of the property. | hadn’t it long,
only long enough to find out about it. Tweren’t much good. | wanted to get it signed and sealed
before the new buyer found out about it, too. | got the old fliffer out of the shed but couldn’t get
it out of the yard; kept stalling on me. Finally | gave up and left it smack in the middle of the mud
puddle, where it had last gave a weak snort. But | had to make it to the city if it took all day to
walk it, which it would at that distance. | started out and walked some miles, when out of the
rear came a snorting roaring noise. You guessed it: a motorcycle and on it a young fellow who
lived over a bit from my farm. We had joshed back and forth a time or two. He stopped and
leaned around “Hey, Pop, where to and how come?” | told him the whole situation. “You're in
luck, Dad, for I'm going right passed there and will drop you off at the bank. Hop on.” | wasn’t at
all sure about the luck. | shook my head, “Not this time, Laddie; nor never, not on that
contraption.” ------ "You'll never make it on foot, Pop, not that far. I'm going slow; can’t make
speed after the rain on these roads. You'll be safe as on a feathered mattress.” | didn’t think so
but he was right. | wouldn’t make it. “Slow, huh? All right.” Gingerly | climbed astraddle and we
were off. The wind blew my hat off. | let it go. “Hang on, Dad” he yelled over his shoulder
through the roar as though | wasn’t hanging on like a leach. Just as | was feeling a bit at home,
we hit the main road. Away we zoomed, must have been 70 or 80 miles per hour felt like a
hundred. | said to myself, “You old Coot, what are you doing on one of these things! You've lost
your sense. Right my old homestead looked mighty good to me. I'll never see it again.” My hair
stood on end. | couldn’t get it down for a week after. Far ahead | saw some road work going on
and then we were there. Didn’t seem like he slowed up much. Dirt and sand were piled up
along side and here and there. We went into, over a bump and down. When | went down, there
weren’t no seat under me, | just hit a soft mushy mound of sand. And there | sat while the
motorcycle disappeared quickly in the distance and what's more | didn’t care. | was on my feet
again or soon would be. | got up and felt my bones. Nothing broken - more than | deserved. |
started walking again. Felt mighty good. After a spell | spied a motorcycle coming back toward
me. It was the fellow. “Why, Pop, what happened? When | spoke and got no answer | looked
around and no one there. Gosh | was worried.” ---- “Well, you see, it just goes to show that thing
and | just don’t mix.” ----------- “Oh, don’t feel that way about it. Hop on again.” But that was the
only time | ever got on one and | walked till | was picked up by a car.

“Come on, kids, pile in but don’t sit on the hen.” Everyone was aboard. Virginia slapped the
reins on Dick’s rump and they were off at a smart trot. The wheels rattled and crunched against
the rocky road. Fields, orchards, barns rolled by. The pet hen settled herself contentedly, regally
next to the driver and took it all in. This was what she had been waiting for all day long as she
squatted in the buggy - till Virginia came home from school with her pals and hitched Dick to the
shafts. How else could a hen see the world? After jaunting up and down rural byways time and
again with the neighborhood small fry, a chicken yard was a mighty stale place and not at all a
proper setting for a lady hen with a traveled background.

She wasn’t the only special fowl. Another one came in for loving attention. Among that Spring’s
cluster of chicks was one with a broken leg. She was singled out. Father set it and put on a
splint. A corner of the back porch was set aside as her yard. A box was made into a roost and
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put into the makeshift enclosure. Days went by. She grew and the leg mended. As the shadows
of night fell, she peeped her evening prayers gently, peacefully - a very pleasant sound of trust
to her new family - the THREE MOWRYS. But as with life, changes came. She became a pullet,
too large for her corner. Besides she was healed, even though a decided limp remained. Out
into the real chicken house she was taken. She enjoyed the companionship of her own kind -
true, but she couldn't forget her adopted family. Late afternoon after the fowls had taken to their
roosts and all was quiet in the hen house with feathered heads nodding in repose, she took to
the winding path that led from the barnyard to the house, cheeping her vesper song to notify her
human friends that she was coming home to bed.

Again father was making plans for a change. This time it was California. Virginia was sent on
ahead to attend Pomona College for her junior year. Mother and father made arrangements to
come to the coast via train passage with Ruth Wing, young Merritt and baby Virginia. Soon
Xmas was arriving and with it an invitation to spend it with Ruth and her children in San Diego.
She had a lovely apartment overlooking Balboa Park. Mother and father stayed in a hotel but
Virginia stayed with her Aunt Ruth. Virginia fell in love with baby Virginia. To her the wee one
was the prettiest, the sweetest, the dearest - such a good baby. There were excursions into
fascinating Balboa Park, to see the lush plantings, the Moorish type exposition buildings, the
zoo. Ruth saw to it that they had a marvelous holiday.

The outing over, father and mother took a room off Pomona College campus. The winter
weather was soft, warm, sunny. It lured them out of doors. They explored the countryside on
foot. Passing by citrus groves laden with lemons or sweet scented oranges and on through
rough sagebrush land dotted by the graceful, grey barked sycamore and into neglected olive
orchards to arrive finally at the south of a rugged canyon, down which tossed a clear, dashing
mountain stream, cold, cold. The stream churned and gurgled over boulders, half hidden under
alders, swamp maples and thick underbrush. There sitting on a flat rock the three ate their
picnic lunch. In great variety such hikes were enjoyed over the months when studies were over
for the day or week. A companionable, delightful winter for in addition to the scenery so new to
easterners, there were different flowers and birds - the wild peony, monkey flowers, brodias,
mocking birds, road runners, quail.

The next trip to California came the following late September and it was for keeps. They had
purchased 8 acres on Avocado Terrace, Puente, to plant avocados, a variety of ornamentals, a
home orchard of citrus and peaches and to build their attractive hilltop home of gleaming white
stucco. This abode was to be their home for many colorful years. Here Virginia was courted
and married by Theodore Barber, their baby Barbara arrived under its roof, many, many parties
made happy guests of friend and relatives, the pool in the backyard afforded quantities of
swimming by all. But the overland trek from the Hartford (Michigan) farm to the Puente ranch,
taken by the Willis Knight touring car, was something to remember. Daddy had purchased a
second hand army tent with a long center pole, sleeping cots for each, a gasoline stove and a
table. Every night the whole thing had to be set up, often in the rain for it was fall, so it
frequently meant hurry, hurry, hurry before one was drowned like a rat. All in all it was like
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pioneer days with a little imagination. Many new and different places were seen on the way. --
lowa with its corn and rain; Colorado with its rugged Western Rocky Mountain scenery; New
Mexico with its pinon pines, its unfriendly Indians that frowned on picture taking, the exotic
Indian adobes with strings of brilliant red peppers cascading down the fall from the roof; Arizona
with the magnificent and moving Grand Canyon, the colorless scorpion that moves into
traveler's tents, the devastating heat of Needles, California and home.

[The manuscript text ends at this point. ]
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Mowry home, in what is now Hacienda Heights, CA
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The land that Clarence and Stella purchased in what is now known as Hacienda Heights,
California, was lot 31. The house was located just right of where the number 31 is marked on
map, at the top of a hill with a magnificent view of the San Gabriel Valley below. The above
image is a composite of a Google Map of the same area, with current property lines marked in

red. A surveyor’'s drawing of lot 31 is in black lines. At that time (the 1920s), Turnbull Canyon
Road was named North Whittier Blvd.
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Oliver “Dutch” Chester, with his
sister Emily. I believe this
photo was taken at the cabin on
Nimshew Ridge, but am not
sure. The vehicle is my
parent’s (Barbara and Howard
La Favre), an International
Travelall that they used to pull
their travel trailer.
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My grandmother’s gravestone. She is buried in the Nimshew Cemetery, not far from from
the cabin on Nimshew Ridge. Rest in Peace, Gingy.
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