
A Ribbon on the Stairs 
By Virginia Russell Mowry Barber Chester 

 
The hansom cab swished by. Close behind 
trotted a pair of gorgeous black carriage 
horses, drawing a swank landau. Heads were 
checked high; harness was shiny from much 
polishing. Up front sat the straight backed, 
colored coachman in natty grey, whip jauntily 
outstretched. Two women were on the 
backseat, chatting amiably. Furs, picture hats, 
light coats showed the latest fashion. Coming 
round the corner in the opposite direction was 
a team of bays, that strained in their collars to 
pull the heavily laden dray. They had seen 
much service. Horses looked tired; the 
harness was worn; the dray was scarred, dirty 
yellow. A Western Union boy went whistling 
by on his cycle, carefree and young. Click, 
clang, click chanted the horse drawn streetcar 
as it pursued its way up he middle of the 
street to stop at the corner to unload its late 
afternoon passengers. A wagon, loaded high 
with barrels, slowly passed. The man, waiting 
at the corner, enjoyed watching the array of 
contrasting vehicles. Yes, Brooklyn was 

growing into a busy suburb. The street cleared enough to cross. Stepping off the curb he made 
his way to the other side and continued on for several blocks away from the crowded 
thoroughfare. Here it was much quieter. Pleasant residences snuggled up to each other in a 
chummy embrace, side by side. All were built of brownstone - that is the fronts. Of course the 
backs that no one ever saw were made of humble bricks. The lonely window box above the 
sidewalk was no longer downhearted, for two rows of gay crocuses were stretching their thin 
necks up and up, their many colored blooms laughing in the wind. “Where did they come from 
all of a sudden? Here I’ve been passing by every day and the last time I noticed, the box was 
empty!” And there right before his eyes was the tree that grew in Brooklyn. Its leaves were 
unfurled - glossy green and new. He walked under it and left it behind. The air was crisp and 
cool but it was Spring. And who said, “A young man’s fancy lightly turns to thought of ---- “ but 
he was no longer young! 
 
His interest now was centered on a certain window curtain. Did it move? He was certain that it 
did, though he was some distance away. She would be waiting for him, looking out the window 
to see if he was coming up the block at this, his regular hour. She so often did, when she could. 
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A warm glow passed through him. Strange after all these long years of waiting, he still felt 
youthful when he thought of her, still had the happiness of those first years of their courtship. 
How it had lasted, that tender longing. He had waited and waited to have her but she was the 
only one. He couldn’t see another. There was nothing to do but wait.  
 
“I wonder how long it’s going to be before we can be married?” he thought, “And how many 
times I’ve wondered it!” 
 
HIs step quickened in anticipation of her welcoming him home from work. She would open the 
door, as was her want, wave a greeting to him and wait for his evening kiss. Then there were 
those precious minutes of private murmurings to hear the days happenings and to tell them - 
each an eager listener. Tonight would be all that and more, for there would be the “Goodbyes” 
too. Near midnight he would be boarding the train for the Carolinas and points south. These 
partings were always a little sad. The time away seemed to stretch out twice as long as it really 
was. But they had to be - three or four times a year. Came around fast this need for business 
travel. He’d spend extra time with her now to make up for the loneliness of the days and nights 
ahead. 
 
Why didn’t the door open? There had been plenty of time. It remained closed. He was in front of 
the house. Anxiously he looked up at the window and to his dismay he saw a carroty paw 
playing with the window shade tassel. At each swat the curtain swayed. It had not been his 
beloved Theodosia at all but Little old Red Riddinghood, her pet cat. His heart sank. So he 
wouldn’t see her tonight nor would he see her before leaving, for if she could, she would have 
been there - the only possible time to be together with all the rest of the evening taken up with 
the fixings for her demanding old folks. Must be that the old man had another of his turns for the 
worst or it might be the mother; most likely the father, for when night was falling he’d so often 
get a spell. Gad! Were they going to live forever! Then how ashamed he felt of himself for the 
thought! After all they were her parents. She loved them and felt a duty to take care of them in 
their old age. But they sure could be trying on occasion. LIke tonight. He knew she would miss 
their meeting and the “Goodbye” as much as he. All of it was tough. 
 
Still he was lucky, he told himself. He roomed next door. That was close, not close enough, but 
close. He saw her often.  But tonight would not be one of the times. He consoled himself with 
plans - he would send her a note from the station and many letters during his three weeks 
absence but best of all he could search through the stores down there for some nice gift to 
please her, something southern, a little different, although goodness knows the stores there had 
been picked clean of almost everything during the scant war years and the reconstruction period 
that followed. Still there would be something he felt sure. He’d hunt it out and that would be fun. 
It would bring her close while he hunted.  
 
He got out his watch and noted the hour. It was early enough for a quick supper and several 
visits on “stay-at-homes” before lodge. There dear Mrs. Hardy, a recent widow of one of their 
best members, loyal, always present - a fine man. She would be alone and very sad since the 
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funeral last week. Yes, he’d go there and he’d see old Dick, laid up with the gout and grouchy 
and maybe Bill, home from the hospital. So intent was he on the watch and his arrangements 
that he didn’t notice the door farther down open and an older man appear in his shirt sleeves. 
 
 “Hey there, Em, you going to lodge tonight, as though you ever missed! I’d like to go along - 
company you know.” 
 
“Fine, only I’ll be going early for I want to get in a few calls on our sick members before meeting. 
Come along too. The more the better the talk. It’s what we Masons should do. I’m going on a 
business trip and will be gone for awhile so I have to do it tonight.” 
 
“Ho! Ho! Going to peddle your company’s shoes to those bewitching southern belles, eh? That 
must be fetching with those “Honey Childs” and Darlings, what a flirty scene with you being 
Prince Charming. You lucky bachelor you. Now if I -- I think I could do it better, a lot better but 
not with those dames! No, sir!” Seeing that Em was going to remonstrate with heat for 
annoyance shown plainly, he held up his hand and continued, “Oh, yes, I know you sell to the 
stores but you can’t say that the southern belles don’t finally get ‘em and you can’t say you 
aren’t stuck on those damn secessionists and you a damn Yankee to them! By Gad, maybe you 
aren’t! You sure get along with them. How come? They’d like to put a cannonball in us, if they 
had one, but you can go down there and be taken in. What you got? Guess it helps to like ‘em. I 
know you mean it when you say they are the best people. Maybe they are all right but it is hard 
to forget the war. There is so much hatred on all sides.” 
 
“I don’t feel that way. If we had left them alone, they would have worked it out themselves 
without all the bloodshed. They are smart people and honorable.” 
 
“Yea, I know how you feel, Em. About tonight, the little old lady has been at me to fix her leaky 
faucet in the kitchen. Guess I’ll do that before I go to lodge. You go ahead, Em. You are a good 
one to go. You always do. You’re good at it - lots of experience, you know - Ha - Ha. See you at 
lodge. Night,” and he was gone through the door. 
 
Em put up his watch and slowly ascended the few steps to his front door. On the hall table were 
three letters for him. He sorted them as he climbed the stairs to his back bedroom. One was 
from his brother Cal. On the envelope was printed (or perhaps engraved!) an impressive Dr. Cal 
Barber and his address. Taking off his coat and tie, he unbuttoned his collar and shirt - after 
entering his room. He seated himself on the edge of the bed and slit open the envelope with his 
finger: 
 
Dear Brother-in-arms: 
      This acknowledges receipt of your last check. I sent it along with mine to Sis. Only two more 
checks and we will be off the hook. She will be a full fledged teacher in June and tells me she 
has a good prospect to teach there in Brooklyn - your town, Em. She is no beauty so needs a 
means to support herself. Together we have done it. It’s good but it is better that it is all but 
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over. Now you can save to get married and when is that? Excuse an older brother’s curiosity. 
And I can put aside more to work toward my hospital. 
 
                                                                                 Yours, 
                                                                                 Cal 
 
Em thoughtfully folded the letter. Why did he always use “Brother-in-arms”? He had been in the 
Union Army but I haven’t. He knows that full well. I wouldn’t serve on principal! Kill my Southern 
friends. Never! He got hot thinking about it. Why it was they who had made his success; took 
him in on his very first business trip and ever after. Showed him friendship, hospitality, warmth, 
generosity. Why they were more like his own people than those in the north. He loved them. 
They were wonderful to him. Then he grinned, felt better as he thought how he had fixed it up. 
When his number came up in the draft, he could either serve or find someone else to do it. 
Thank God, he had the money to hire someone. He had spent hours tracking down the just right 
bum on the waterfront, who couldn’t hit a barn if he had six eyes. Yea, that did it. And Cal didn’t 
have any blood on his hands either, unless it was the blood of the sufferer. They had put him in 
the medical corp right away and trained him as a surgeon. According to him, he worked on grey 
and blue - whoever was brought into his tent. So he didn’t kill anyone unless his knife slipped. 
Thank God! I can go to my Southern friends with a clear conscience. But he thought out loud, 
“This reminiscing won’t get my packing done. I’ll pack before dinner and pick up my things after 
lodge.” 
 
[ editorial note by Jeffrey La Favre - for some reason my grandmother has confused the name 
of Emery Barber’s older brother.  According to my research, available at this link: 
http://lafavre.us/genealogy/emery_theodosia_barber.htm​ , Emery’s older brother was named  
Isaac Henry Barber, who was a noted physician in New York City.  However, Isaac had a son 
named Calvin, who was also a physician.  But Cal was only 10 years old in 1870 (according to 
US. Census).  Therefore, his age does not fit with my grandmother’s story.]  
 
 
He got down his two traveling boxes and his satchel from the closet shelf and went to work on it. 
In went the things. All packed he looked down on his lovely boxes, ran his finger over the satiny 
parquetry of dark and light wood, his inlaid initials “E.G.B.” They had gone with him on many a 
trip and again tonight. He washed, put on a clean shirt, a better suit, his best shoes. He was 
ready for dinner, to go visiting and on to lodge. 
 
******                                                                    ******                                                 ***** 
 
At last the wedding was over [Ed. note: January 7, 1879]. He had been more nervous than he 
had planned on but Theodosia was calm. He was proud of her. She had handled many 
incidents in the past years with self possession and - resignation. The frequent illnesses of her 
parents, some real, others imagined, their fussy demands and finally the two funerals not far 
apart. He was glad that often he could help her. Now that they were married he could do much 
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more for her. He had watched her mingle with their wedding guests - a few old time friends and 
some relatives. How gentle and sweet she was with them. They certainly received many warm 
wishes for their happiness. It had been a simple, home affair. He had liked that. With her cultural 
background, her years in a Brooklyn Finishing school for girls might have lead her to choose a 
more elaborate wedding but their age, the death of her parents and her innate simplicity had her 
choose the smaller affair. He was suited. Unlike her - a city girl - he was at heart a country boy, 
where he was born and raised, up state New York. Long since he had become a city man with a 
yearning hunger for rural places, for green pastures with shady trees under which cows could 
rest on hot days and with a meandering stream where they could drink; for an orchard loaded 
with red, ripe apples and ladders leaning against the tree trunks ready to begin the harvest; for a 
hedge row along the winding road, thick with sumac, pawpaw apples, blackberry vines, 
sassafras and crooked rail fence that had been hand hewed; for the country lane leading up to 
the white farmhouse under butternut trees and farther back the red barn. Already he was 
planning on taking his bride to some of his favorite spots in the country. She would grow to love 
it all as he did. The minister had said the words to change her name from Miss Theodosia 
Underhill to his name. Now and forever after she would be Mrs. Emery Gardner Barber.  
[Ed. note: Emery’s middle name was Livermore.  I have several documents that list his middle 
name with the initial L. And his gravestone lists his middle name as ​Livermore​  However, Emery 
and Theodosia’s oldest son was named Emery Gardner Barber, as is listed on the same 
gravestone. ] 
 
**********                                                              **********                                            ******** 
 
Theodosia rocked back and forth in the comfortable low walnut rocker, her small son standing 
before her. He was taking long and loving licks on the stub of a peppermint stick. The red 
stripes had all but disappeared but the flavor lasted. 
 
“Hold up your hands so I can see. My goodness! And just look at that face, Gardner! I do 
believe you are sticky from head to toe.” 
 
“But, Mama, you oughter see my stomick. It’s an awful sticky mess.” Theodosia gave a slight 
chuckle, “Yes, I don’t doubt it, Love, but I won’t bother to this time. We will settle for washing just 
the outside. Come along with mother to the kitchen. Your father will soon be home.” She 
attempted to rinse clumsily but the tot pushed his hands against her apron to stop her. 
 
“Mama, tell me when is sister coming? You have promised me but I never see her. Will she 
come on the train that brings father and me and the eggs and the butter and stuff from Granny 
Week’s place at the Oyster?” Theodosia chuckled again. “Not the Oyster, Love, but Oyster Bay. 
All I know now is that she will be here one day to play with you. I can’t promise when. No, she 
won’t come on the train. She will just be here.” 
 
“Will she wear a blue ribbon in her hair like the girl next door? But I like a red ribbons best!” 
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“Oh, my goodness! She won’t have a ribbon. She will be in a basket.”  
 
“A basket! A basket? How can I play with her in a basket? Why only kittens come in baskets; I 
want a big sister like me. I’m five. I was going to let her play with my ball and fire engine.” Tears 
of frustration welled up into his eyes. 
 
Theodosia put her arm around him to comfort him. He put his face against her and gave a sob. 
He changed his mind and drew angry. His round face, like a moon, a moment before had been 
eager and happy. It was now stormy and might break into tears any time. He jammed the last of 
the candy into his mouth and crunched down noisily on it to keep from crying. Theodosia 
ushered him through the dining room down the short flight of stairs to the half basement kitchen. 
The last rays of the afternoon sun slanted through the curtains, that hung at the high windows 
 
***********                                                        ************                                         *********** 
 
The third of May came and went. It was the fourth. Theodosia lay still on the bed, her face white 
against the pillow. The anguish and pain were over. Em had paced up and down during the 
ordeal. He had made up his mind. “This is the last time. She is 45 years old and we will have a 
nice family - a boy and a girl. She is brave but enough is enough. “The baby gave a wail. “She is 
here; Thank God for that.” He rushed over. The doctor spoke, “Well, Em, your little girl is here, 
only its a boy.” Em was taken back for a moment, then he went over to the bed. He took 
Theodosia’s hand in his to comfort her. “Dear, it’s another boy but we will love him just the 
same. The two boys will be company for each other. We will still name the baby after you. How 
would you like Theodore Underhill Barber for a name? Gardner is named after me and this one 
will carry your name. “She smiled slightly in appreciation, closed her eyes and went to sleep. 
She was very tired. 
 
[Ed. note: in pencil on the manuscript is written “42 according to records” with a line pointing to 
the number 45. I believe this was added by my mother, Barbara Barber La Favre. The 1900 US 
Census lists Theodosia as born in February, 1843 and her gravestone lists the year of birth as 
1843.  Therefore, she was age 42 at the time of Theodore’s birth on May 4, 1885. 
Web site for Cedar Grove Cemetery provides the following dates of death: E. L Barber August 
1, 1904; Theodosia Barber March 8, 1926.] 
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***********                                       **************                                                        *********** 
 
Theodore’s earliest recollection was the great snow storm of the 80’s, when snow fell fast and 
furiously for several days. It piled up to second story windows. Telephone lines were down. 
Transportation was at a standstill. Snowed in, everyone stayed inside and did the best they 
could about fuel and food. When the big blizzard finally had spent itself, people looked out of 
second story windows on a world of whiteness at their fingertips, spreading out all around them. 
Amazing! Theodore couldn’t believe his eyes when he looked out of his upstairs bedroom 
window. What was all that whiteness that extended so close to the sky? Snow? Mother opened 
a window a mite and he stuck his hand out to pat it. He drew it back quickly it was so cold. 
“Ooo” 
 
***********                                         **********                                                      ********* 
 
The two boys were saucily dressed in their best - boxy Eton jackets, knee britches, 
uncomfortable, round Dutch collars. They stood in the doorway and surveyed the shiny parlor 
through the fringed portiera. No dust; much polish. It was ready for the Tea. Soon ladies, 
dressed in their finery, would be arriving - neighbors, friends, relatives. Prominent in the room 

7 



were the two white wedding vases placed at each end of the mantel, an ornate gold clock in the 
middle. The boys whispered, not daring to raise their voices in the sanctity of the place, but their 
thoughts had sailed off into mischief. Their plans got bigger and better as they worked on them. 
 
“How do you like those vases, Dorey?” questioned Gardner. The little boy was flattered by his 
big brother’s attention and gave it a lot of thought. “A-a-a-a the sail boats painted on them are all 
right I think.” 
 
“Yes, but do you notice how lonesome they are? Ought to be something else there.” 
 
“There’s the clock.” Theodore tried to be helpful. 
 
“Not enough. I’ll tell you - let’s put up there, father’s gold cuspidor. That ought to do it.” 
 
Theodore’s eyes popped. He gasped back an excited squeal. “Dare we?” 
 
Gardner beamed with delight. “Nothing ventured; nothing lost, says mother.” So off they went, 
to silently creep up the carpeted stairs. Cuspidor in hand they returned to the parlor with it as 
stealthily as they had left. They moved the clock over and substituted the brass cuspidor, that 
has long been in use but not as an object of beauty. The cuspidor had the seat of honor in the 
room. They hurried out and were in time at the front door to call out, “Here they are, mother!” 
They were all smiles as they helped their mother welcome the arrivals. They opened and closed 
the front door, took the wraps and hung them in the hall closet. Mother and sons stood in the 
hall as guests arrived in twos and threes. The women gushed over the boys. They were the 
center of interest. “What little cherubs. See their sweet, innocent faces. Look at that angelic 
smile! Mrs. Barber, you have such dears. How fortunate you are. So well behaved.“ Theodosia 
beamed proudly, very content and answered them, “Yes, they are good boys,” and patted 
Theodore on the head. Little gentlemen, every inch of the two.  
 
How soon the guests noticed is anyone's guess. But what else was there to look at till the 
hostess had finished greeting her guests and had left the front door to come into the parlor? 
Mother Barber didn’t notice at first for she was busy seeing that her friends were comfortable, 
had made polite inquiries of other members of their families, had filled in amiable chat at others 
low tide, had served tea to some. Then the blow had fallen. She thought with sinking heart - 
Good housekeeping is a must. Knowledge of any failure would be tossed from tongue to 
tongue. Oh, those boys! Those angelic boys wouldn’t be suspected. It would be her dead 
mouse in the trap. Too late to apologize. There never could be a good reason. She should have 
seen to it before. But if I could lay my hands on those boys……. 
 
However, by that time the boys were busy playing ball on one street or another. They had 
changed from their gladrags to their rough and tumble clothes and were trying successfully to 
keep ahead of the police along with their playmates. It was against the law to play ball in the 
streets - too destructive to windows, to pedestrians’ heads. But that didn’t stop the boys. Only 
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made them quicker and faster. They’d have a few plays on one street until some watchful eye 
would call out, “Jiggers, the cops!” Then there was a scurry. Like mice they ran in all directions 
to meet on the other street. Through a dark alleyway, over a high wood fence or brick wall, 
sliding by a dilapidated wood shed in a backyard, in by a basement gate and out, using some 
secret passage only they had discovered, then they were playing again, taking up the game 
where they had left off. Always a little ahead of the police. The boys had the fun; the cops the 
exercise. 
 
*********                                                   ****************                                     *********** 
 
 

“Hold still a minute while I straighten your hat, 
Dorey, and don’t frown! Look at Gardner. He’s 
smiling! The nice man is going to take our 
picture and don’t you spoil it!” 
 
“But I don’t want my picture taken!” and he 
didn’t like the NICE man. 
 
“Don’t worry Mr. Barber. I know how to handle 
these little fellows. Now smile Little Man, 
Watch the birdie. He will come out right here. 
Smile, smile, smile.” And he demonstrated by 
showing all his teeth. Theodore thought that is 
just the way the wolf looked in Red 
Ridinghood. It was going to be worse than he 
thought. His frown deepened! 
 
“Watch the birdie!” Flash went the bulb. 
 
[Ed. note: I am guessing my grandmother was 
looking at this photo when she wrote the lines 
above.  Perhaps her husband also related that 
he hated to have his photo taken when he 
was young.  I am not sure a flash was 
required for an outdoor photo, but in those 
days the film speeds  were slow. Or perhaps 
the flash was just used to fill in the shadows a 
bit, as is done sometimes, even today. - J. La 
Favre] 
 
 

*********                                                                      *************                                     ******** 
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“Mother, isn’t it my turn to go with papa to Granny Week’s. Gardner went last time.” 
 
“Yes, Love, father will take you. Won’t that be nice? Maybe you can drive old Nell.” And she 
added as she saw Theodore’s face light up, “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
It was still dark when mother woke him. The farm flashed through his mind and he was at once 
all excitement and all thumbs. Mother had to help to get him properly dressed. Breakfast was 
eaten - the food pushed down. As the front door closed behind them, it was still dark. Theodore 
had a small basket on his arm; father a big one. 
 
The train sped out of the city onto Long Island but it wasn’t fast enough to suit the boy. Dawn 
broke over the sky in rosy shades. Glimpses could be caught from time to time of the Sea 
coming onto the shore of the Sound in great rolling breakers.  Farm lands shifted to meadows, 
from meadows to wood lots. Houses dotted the scene in isolated places. Horses and cows were 
grazing in the early morning light. They were at the station. Henry, the hired man, was there to 
meet them with old Nell and the surrey. Theodore scampered down the train steps and rushed 
over to Henry, who picked him up and swung him into the front seat and then shook hands with 
Mr. Barber. 
 
“Want to drive, young fellow?” Henry inquired as he passed over the reins. Away the carriage 
rattled. The iron shoes on the horse sent out sparks as they met up with the rocks in the 
roadbed. Round and round the farm went Theodore, his short legs as busy as bees. So much to 
see. There was the chicken house, where the roosters strutted and the hens cackled proudly 
over each new laid egg as though it had never been done before; the barn with the hayloft and 
the stalls where the horses stamped the flies off their legs; the meadow where the cows and 
calves were hunting out the greenest grass from among the daisies; the spring - cool and 
peaceful, where father would gather the dew-bedecked watercress that mother loved; the brook 
with the wobbly log over it and the flat rock where the green frog sat sunning himself and 
croaking to a lady friend so Henry said; the woodlot where squirrels sometimes scolded him 
from a tree branch - he didn’t know why. Henry hadn’t told him. A big iron bell by the kitchen 
door called them to lunch, only they called it dinner and it sure was. Fried chicken, cold ham, 
mashed potatoes, gravy, pickled pigs feet (he didn’t like but father loved) vegetables from the 
garden, hot biscuits, honey and jam, pickles, potato salad, pickled beets, three kinds of pies and 
two cakes and lots of coffee. 
 
Theodore’s eyes were heavy with sleep but he didn’t want to give in. The train sped through the 
night. The gas lights down the center of the coach were lighted and they swung with the 
movement of the car, sending flickering shadows on the ceiling that he could watch. Growing 
tired of this, he concentrated on their heaped baskets, sitting at their feet. In them he could see 
butter in a stone jar, homemade bread wrapped in a clean tea-towel, pickled pigs feet in a crock, 
dozens of eggs, jams, vegetables, fruit that he had helped pick, mother’s watercress. All there. 
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*******                                                                    **********                                    ********** 
 
Blood streamed down from a nasty gash on Theodore’s forehead. Tears were coming down too 
as he ran to his mother. “Whatever happened, Dory? she cried. “Let’s see. Oh, my goodness! 
Quick, I’ll take you to Uncle Cal. I’ll get my purse and hat.”  
 
 
“Not Uncle Cal! Why Uncle Cal?” 
 
They were out the door and down the street. --------------- 
 
“Is it bad, Cal?” 
 
“There will be some stitches.”  And forthwith he got his sterile needle and surgeon’s floss. 
 
“Now you hold still and stop your snivelling.” Theodore’s under lip quivered. The needle went in. 
Theodore gave a cry. The doctor stopped. 
 
“See here, do you want this done or don’t you? If you do, keep quiet. I’m a busy man.” 
 
“But, Cal,” put in Theodosia, “Aren’t you going to use some anesthetic?”  
 
“He’s a boy isn’t he?” and went on working. Theodore didn’t let out a whimper. Tears stood in 
his eyes; angry, hate and pain put them there. 
 
They got home. Father was there ahead of them. 
 
Theodosia threw down her hat on the sofa and said to her husband, “Brother or no brother that 
is the last time I go to Cal. His is a brute. I never did like him and I like him less. That army took 
all the human out of him.” 
 
[Ed. note: here again we have mention of Calvin Barber, who was a physician as was his father 
Isaac.  It was Isaac that served in the Civil War, but now it may be possible that his son was 
also practicing medicine.  But if it was Calvin, he should not be referred to as an Uncle but as a 
cousin of Theodore’s.  However, Calvin was 25 years senior to his cousin, and we could accept 
the title of Uncle. Isaac Henry Barber died ​February 5, 1896​.  We can’t tell the age of Theodore 
in this story, so it could be before or after the death of Isaac.  We are left wondering which 
doctor treated a relative.  And perhaps we can understand the confusion of Virginia, the 
married-in, who wrote the story probably more than 10 years after the death of her husband, 
Theodore.] 
 
*********                                                     ***************                                                *********** 
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In Brooklyn there still remained rural areas. A few blocks from the Barber house were some 
open lots where a German family kept cows. Theodore, being the youngest, ran most of the 
errands. It was his chore to take a pail down to this family for their daily milk. He loved going. 
He’d hop and skip, climb the wire fence or go through, and run down the path to keep ahead of 
the grazing cows and onto the backdoor. 
 
*******                                                           *********                                              ********* 
 
It was a good supper. The red and green glass shade threw a flattering light on those around 
the table. The two men pushed back their chairs, ready to rise. 
 
“Thanks for a fine dinner, Theodosia. Get out the cards, Em. This is my lucky night. You always 
go to bed at nine, Em, so let’s get at it. Oh, by the way before I forget it. Martha would like to 
have all of you to dinner Sunday. Can you make it?” 
 
“Yes, indeed. We’d like to. The boys always enjoy it so. They think it great to be met at the 
station by your carriage and colored coachman. That’s a big treat to them you know, isn’t it 
boys? You two are their favorite aunt and uncle.” 
 
Uncle James chuckled, “So you like to visit us?” 
 
“Oh, yes! We like the hot cookies that Alice makes for us.” He looked to Gardner for 
acknowledgment.They all laughed and Theodosia added, I like for them to go to a really lovely 
home like yours. It’s good training and you all are so nice to them. They are spoiled there but it 
does everyone good to be spoiled once in awhile. I like it myself. Who doesn’t? It's the most 
luxurious place we go. Alice is such a fine cook and southern style too. Em likes that in 
particular. He is always telling how grand the south is and how good the negro cooks are. Now I 
know by Alice’s.”  
 
Uncle James was in an expansive mood after all the complimentary talk. “Em, how about taking 
on Dory and teaching him cribbage? He is always after us to do it and I think he is old enough 
now.” 
 
Theodore waited anxiously for his father’s reply. It was a yes. Pegs went round and round. “My 
golly, Em. We are going to have to look sharp to our glory to keep up with this fellow. You’ve 
been eavesdropping too much over our shoulder, Dory.” 
 
***********                                                        ****************                                        ************ 
 
Theodosia was happy. They were all going out to the Weeks’ farm for a month - Gardner, little 
Theodore and she. Father would commute. He’d have his ten days there and that would really 
be nice. The boys couldn’t contain themselves They were bouncing all over the place and 
asking a thousand questions. Theodore insisted on taking his black and white terrier, Tippy. 
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Having finished the boys’ packing, she started on her own and Em’s. ----- Theodore raced into 
the cool house and out into the kitchen where mother was helping Granny Weeks. “Mama, 
Henry says he will take me to town and I can drive Old Nell.” His face beamed. 
 
“Go ahead, Dear,” and away he flew. Mother Barber turned to Granny. “How do you like a 
houseful of boys? Henry helps to keep them busy. He is such a good man, so good with the 
boys. Wonder why he never married. He goes to church Sundays, but Catholics always do that, 
and doesn’t have bad habits. Course he smokes.” 
 
*********                                                    ****************                                            ******** 
 
Another summer the mother and boys went up state New York with second cousins and father 
came up over Sunday. They rented an old school house and hung curtains to divide it off into 
rooms. It was beautiful countryside, a quaint village. They all loved it. The boys had fun 
exploring, hiking, swimming in the creek’s wide, deep old swimming hole along with the local 
kids. Then there was the willow stick, a pin and worm for some fishing in the same creek with 
the boys. The boys knew the best places and they shared them. Of course Gardner’s pole was 
a bought one. He was the elder. The young cousins in the group were all girls. They loved to 
read out loud,especially romantic tales but there were some adventure stories too. They would 
gather on the front lawn, day after day, when the work was done, and sit in a circle on the grass, 
taking turns reading the best books. Theodore was in on it but he never read out loud. He got a 
wonderful education in literature that summer and the next summer or two, when they were 
together. They read Dickens, Scott (Ivanhoe), Victor Hugo, Thackery, Barry, Leather Stocking 
Tales (Last of the Mohicans). The next two summers they rented a house for the group in the 
same area. It was more comfortable. Theodosia couldn’t go for father was ill and she was 
needed by his side. 
 
****                                                                        *****                                                        **** 
 
The house was quiet, very quiet. Theodore came home from school, crept up the stairs on tiptoe 
and stood forlornly at the closed door of this parents’ bedroom. These days there was an awful 
lost feeling in the house. It had been scary at first. Would father live; would he get well? Who 
would take him to the farm? He put his head on his arm and leaned against the door casing, 
shuffling his feet back and forth against the wall. Father got better but he wasn’t the same. Nice 
days he came down stairs to sit by the front window. Time went by and finally he went back to 
work part time. 
 
Always they were economical and they continued even more so after he was taken ill. Over the 
years they had laid by several thousands. Emery thought it advisable to invest it. What would be 
safe? A mortgage of course. So half went into that. But he had been hearing about a newish 
company, Standard Oil of New Jersey, with good reports. The other half went into that. Years 
proved how wise he had been to buy stock in that business. Out of it Theodosia had her large 
nest egg. The mortgage was a headache; the collection of interest and principal payments 

13 



difficult. Like getting blood out of a turnip. When father was no longer able to go to collect, 
Gardner and Theodore took turns camping on the doorstep and got a dribble now and then. 
After Gardner was married and finally went to work for, of all companies, Standard Oil of New 
Jersey and was coming up the line fast, Mother Barber sold her home, added some of the 
earnings of her stock and built a lovely two-storied colonial house in the select suburb of 
Ridgewood, New Jersey. The new house housed five - Gardner, Sarah, their two children Em 
and Caroline and Mother Barber. They were all happy together. Mother Barber had the big front 
bedroom upstairs. She took almost complete charge of Caroline. Her dream of having a 
daughter was answered by her granddaughter. Her joy knew no bounds. 
 
****                                                                        ****                                                        ***** 
Theodore bent over the kitchen table. It was a mess. Spools, pieces of wood, glue, heavy wire, 
tools lay about. He was intent on cutting a spool in two. They would make wheels, when 
attached in two pairs to a small wooden cheese box, his mother had given him for the purpose. 
It was an additional car for his railroad project in the basement. Down there, was a maze of 2 
inch tracks made of narrow strips of wood. He had started high up the side of the wall and at a 
gradual slope down he had erected these tracks. They wound down, sometimes going under 
the tracks above, circling round and round the room - an intricate setup. He had several 
homemade cars like the one he was building, fitted perfectly on the tracks. Sometimes he would 
use one car; other times a train of them. He would climb up the several steps to reach the 
starting point, put on the car and let go. Down it zoomed. Fascinating to watch. Took quite a 
little time before it reached the end, on the floor. The fellows in the neighborhood liked to come 
over and play with it. 
 
******                                                                 *******                                                         ******* 
 
It was halloween time. The boys talked it over. A Jew in the next block was very unpopular with 
them. He was always crabbing at them when they played in his block. They suspected him, with 
good cause, of calling the police at these times. Here was their chance. They got a “Tick-Tack” 
rattle and a long string to pull it by. This they would use on his front plate glass window. By 
rubbing and pulling the string a cracking noise loud enough to wake the dead would be made. 
Adding to this equipment was a large sheet of glass. The boys were ready. It was early evening. 
Stealthily they took their places. The Tick-Tack was stuck on the window. The string pullers 
were hidden behind the next door stoop. The fellow with the glass had a narrow footing on the 
ledge above the window. Several had rocks in their hands. At a signal the rocks were heaved at 
the front steps and at the foot of the brick house; the fellows rubbed the string back and forth. 
Rattle, crack, bang! The front door flew open; the boy let go the sheet of glass. CRASH! GLASS 
EVERYWHERE! The Jew threw up his hands over his head and screamed, “They have broken 
my plate glass window. Look at the rocks, look at all my good glass, broken all over the 
sidewalk. It cost a hundred dollars. Catch them somebody. There they go. OH! My 100 dollar 
window. I’ll call the police!” ----------------------------- Yes, Theodore was there. 
 
*********                                                              **************                                           ******** 
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“My,gosh, we don’t have to go there again do we? We were there last week.” 
 
“It was not last week. It's been weeks and your father likes to visit his sister when he can AND 
we are going Saturday night and you are going to be two good boys!” 
 
They groaned. “All we do is sit and have to listen all about how wonderful their son is, and I 
can’t stand him. How smart he is and how smart and clever they are. How would you like to go 
to hs school and have him superintendent over us! He’d have us in his office all the time just 
because we are relatives! He’d collar us. I’d fool him I wouldn’t wear a collar. HO-HO to him.” 
 
“Now boys, they are your father’s relatives and yours too.”  
 
“We don’t claim em. Harry’s all right. How did he ever get into that family! Must have been left in 
a basket somewhere in their bullrushes.” 
 
“Now boys, be good.” 
 
“ You got to admit they always make fun of him, act ashamed of him and he is a good guy. 
Everytime we sit down to the table they send him away to eat in the kitchen with their colored 
cook. I think she is nicer than they are, but I don’t see anything he does wrong. Guess they got 
it in for him cus he isn’t a sissy like his brother. I got an idea -- we’ll eat in the kitchen with Harry 
and the cook. That will be good.” 
 
“You will do no such thing. You will eat with us.” 
 
***********                                                       *************                                              *********** 
 
Winter came and with it snow. It was bitter cold. The lake in Central Park was frozen solid. After 
school the boys rushed home for ice skates and down to the park. Fires glowed on the edge of 
the ice to warm freezing toes and fingers. Logs were placed to sit on while strapping on their 
skates. Theodore had his on, had his stick and the wooden puck. The other guys were just 
behind him. Teams were made up and away they flew after the puck to see that their side won. 
 
In other seasons Theodore often stopped off from school with his German buddies to enjoy their 
family coffee hour, held in the late afternoon. It was a homey, pleasant affair, with delicious, 
spicy sweet breads or fruit cake served with coffee. Milk was added to the young peoples’ 
coffee. They were all there talking and laughing over the day’s happenings. Even father joined 
for his business was local, often right under the apartment above where they lived. They were 
small shopkeepers - many of them grocers. Generally they spoke in German with a few English 
words put in. Theodore picked up a lot of their German but later lost the art 
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When he was a young man, Theodore frequented their friendly German restaurants, which were 
famous in that area for their fine food and good orchestras. There was great hospitality in these 
places. The whole family went together for the entire evening’s fun. Each family had their own 
table. They went every weekend so knew all the others. It was a party. There would be the 
dinner, the beer, the singing and a little old country dancing. In summer, tables were placed in 
an enclosed garden at the rear of the restaurant to be used by their regular customers and their 
friends. The Strauss waltzes and the pokas filled the air under the stars. Theodore loved it. 
 
Sometimes an extra penny or two jingled in his pocket while coming away from school. He’d 
stop at the corner grocery store to buy a penny dill pickle from the huge barrel of them, as often 
as he’d get candy. Most likely oftener. Or if money allowed he’d get a slice of cheese from the 
great round of it on the grocery counter and then he was entitled to help himself to crackers out 
of the cracker barrel placed near the cheese for the purpose. The crackers were on the house. 
 
*******                                                    ******                                                    ******* 
 
The gangs were gathering again. It was that time of year. Gardner wouldn’t be around to take 
part. He was nearly a man. He had a job. It was up to Theodore to help defend their Putnam 
Avenue, along with the other guys on the street. There were several gangs - the Irish from the 
other side of town who loved to scrap for the fun of it and from a lot of practice were good at it; 
and the tough gangs - (a lot of them foreigners with gripes and chips on their shoulders) from 
slums who traveled far for a real fight and really meant it. A lot of blood could flow from them. 
Many of these were bigger fellows, brawny and stupid. So it was muscles against brains. A plus 
for the smaller kids on Putnam. Gardner had set up a boxing ring with mat in the Barber 
basement and his pals trained down there. The younger boys had watched and fooled around. 
Now they got the older boys to train them for the gang wars. The older didn’t spare the younger, 
so the kids looked a mess - black eyes, bruises, blood. 
 
Theodore was in the ring. Tap on the nose. Blood spurted. 
 
“There goes Dory again. Get the bucket. Catch the blood!” 
 
“His nose bleeds if he sneezes!” 
 
“He’s not so bad now. You ought to have seen him when he was a little tyke. When he went 
anywhere, mother had to take a bushel of handkerchiefs just in case.” 
 
“What did you do for it, Dory? Just outgrow it?” 
 
“No, the doctor told me to snuff up powdered alum twice a day. It stings like blazes, but it has 
toughened up the membranes of my nose and I’m not bothered so much.” 
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“And another odd thing about my brother - he walks in his sleep. We have had to lock him into 
his room at night so he won’t fall down the stairs.” 
 
“What’s odd about your, Gardner?” 
 
“Nothing.” 
 
Theodore’s nose was behaving better so he could get in his two cents worth. “Just ask him 
where his nose is all the time. It’s in a book. He’s a book worm.” 
 
“Just get up in the ring, you welp, and I’ll show what kind of a book worm I am!” 
 
After much training Theodore got the feeling of the ring. He learned that the timing is the 
important thing in boxing. He used this knowledge in the ring and out of it all his life. It was 
invaluable to him in later life in handling the gangs of men under him. It helped to make him 
successful in his work over them, for the same technique could be used in oral arguments. The 
thing was if there was going to be trouble, hit first. This throws the timing of the other fellow off, 
for he is not quite ready and it is very difficult once in a fight to get ones timing right after it is off. 
He’s off balance all the time. It works the same way in an argument. They will usually back down 
quickly and think to try some other time. They can’t get their wits together. The “starter” that hits 
hard has the advantage. The fuss often will stop right at the beginning. This is the way it worked 
with Theodore and he had some mighty tough men to work under him. When labor was short in 
the desert and palm trees had to be planted - (for the shoots had arrived from Persia) bums 
were pulled off of freight cars that went through that Coachella Valley. Sometimes they sneaked 
off on the next night’s train; other times they stuck it out for awhile. But they were dangerous to 
handle. A lot of them were criminals on the run. 
 
*****                                                                   ******                                                          ******* 
 
While upstate with his cousins who were renting, Theodore had made plans with a neighbor to 
help on the farm the next summer. The girls of this family had quite a successful business. They 
made gallons of ice cream from a precious receipt during the hot weather and sold it from a 
stand on the front lawn. Over the years their fame had spread. It was delicious and so popular. 
People came from far and near. They needed help. Theodore was hired. The girls were going to 
use their money for college expenses. That was really fun that summer for Theodore. It wasn’t 
too hard work; they were lovely people; there was plenty of ice cream. He helped with the 
milking and care of the cows, the haying and the turning of the great freezers that had to work 
overtime to  keep the supply on hand. He was outdoors a lot. His skin turned from white to 
brown. He grew taller. His parents wrote him: “Your father needs a vacation. He is so tired. We 
have decided to take cousin’s invitation and come up there for a week or so. We will be near 
you. Would appreciate you meeting us on the train. Will come Saturday at noon.” And added by 
father were the words, “Dear son, Your Mother will need you to help with the baggage, so be 
there at the station. See you soon.” Dad. ------------------- 
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The train pulled in. The Barbers got off. The porter put the baggage on the platform. They 
looked around for their son. No Theodore. They were very disappointed for they had counted on 
him. They’d ask the young Indian with the black, black hair who stood squinting at the train how 
to get to their location. “Young man, do you ---” He turned; smiled recognition. It was their 
Theodore. They hadn’t known their own son! 
 
****                                                         ****                                                           **** 
 
“What in the world is wrong with these kids? They are all broken out with a red rash and have a 
high fever.” Theodore was among the patients. Sick; sick. Fortunately one of the women was a 
good doctor - one of the earliest women physicians. She practiced in Brooklyn and was Mother 
Barber’s doctor since she would no longer go to brother Cal. With all her skill she pulled them all 
through. The cause: polluted water where they swam. The kids had been playing in the pond 
below the paper mill that emptied the dye water into that stream, when they were through with it. 
 
*********                                                             *************                                        ********* 
 
 
Father was worse again. He had had other strokes. For sometime now work had been too much 
for him. He was home to stay. Gardner had long since quit grammar school and had found a job 
to help out with the expenses. It was decided to keep Theodore in school for as long as 
possible. He could work summers to earn money for clothes, school necessities and spending 
allowance. Gardner’s job was in New York City, in the wholesale produce market, selling fruit 
and vegetables. He liked to sleep late in the morning. All this was over. The early hours of this 
job were rough on him but he gallantly stuck it out for several years. Perishables were not 
refrigerated in those days so they had to be moved out early and fast to be sold retail that day. 
Especially strawberries. They meant earlier hours than ever.  Not long after midnight he would 
have to be up and soon away to the city. It was this strawberry deal one late spring that did it. 
 He threw in the sponge and said, “Never again.” He sought other jobs and finally came up with 
a dandy - in the sales department of Standard Oil of New Jersey. He had to cover the same 
southern states his father had sold years before. From sales he stepped into the transportation 
department, which was coseley affiliated with sales. Before he retired he was head of this 
department and then became director of Standard Oil of Delaware, which handled sales and 
transportation for the parent company - Standard Oil of New Jersey. It was said of him that he 
was a terrific worker, never left this desk no matter how late it was until it was cleared of all 
paperwork. He also believed in doing what the Romans did so he fitted himself into what the 
other fellow was doing and did it the same way, wherever he went. He got along well this way. 
He had a bad temper, flew off the handle easily, but soon forgot it. He was quick and smart. His 
brother Theodore had an even temper, smart and a good manager too. For recreation now that 
school days were over forever, Gardner joined one of the Athletic Clubs in the city. They had 
good football teams that competed with each other. Gardner played on one. According to his 
brother Theodore, who was an ardent fan of football and his brother in particular, Gardner was 
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the best player he ever saw. Theodore was well informed on the game from study of it and 
seeing games - both big and small - during the seasons, wherever he was, going to all of them 
until the last years of his life. Other interests of this older brother were music, reading and 
seeing shows - in particular Musical Comedies. After seeing one he would come home 
humming and singing the words of all the arias. He would get out his banjo or guitar and 
perform. The home folks got the show given to them to their enjoyment. Generosity prompted 
him to take his younger brother to many of them after Theodore got old enough to go. Theodore 
became enthusiastic over them too. 
 
*****                                                                 *****                                                       **** 
 
Stan nugged Theodore. They were in the school’s locker room. “There’s that girl again, staring 
at you. She has it bad. She is always on your trail.” Quickly Theodore looked over this shoulder, 
saw her and frowned, “Darn it! Hasn’t she got anything else to do.” 
 
“Seems not. I saw her poke her head into our history class yesterday. She is always around.” 
He hit Theodore on the shoulder, “You got a girl, Dory!” 
 
“GIRL, not me! Hey, can’t we talk about something else. Let’s sneak out the backway and miss 
her.” 
 
“Now that’s not a nice thing to do to that sweet girl.” 
 
“Get lost.” And they did take the backway. 
 
“Where to now, Dory?” 
 
“Father will be waiting for me again. I’ll have to go home. When I get there, Father is waiting by 
the front window, cribbage board and cards ready.” 
 
“Gee, sorry about your father. Miss you on the field. So long.” 
 
School was out. Theodore was packed and was waiting for the two fellows to arrive. They would 
work all summer on the farm up state. ----------- 
 
At the farm the boys were given the two beds in the attic. Stan and Theodore slept in the double 
bed. The other boy had the cot. There was no inside stairs so the boys climbed the ladder on 
the outside of the house and entered through a smallish window. Haying, hoeing, milking, 
delivering the full cans of milk early morning to the station. The milk would be headed for New 
York City. They were busy. Theodore rode the dark mare bareback after the cows, morning and 
night. Down the road and into the pasture they went, the farm’s Shepherd dog running on 
ahead. Often to escape the worse heat of the day the cows wandered into the back woods but 
would come to gather near the gate for the milking, except a few humorous souls. Choosing a 
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dense thicket, each one her own, they would stand perfectly still so their bells wouldn’t ring and 
give them away. Theodore would count the heard - three missing. Darn! But the dog already 
knew. Away she streaked for the woods. Without the dog and her good sense of smell the job 
would be almost hopeless. Boy and dog ferreted them out. Already late, no patience or mercy 
was shown. The dog nipped their heels to encourage their speed. Taking a nip she would jump 
away before revengeful hoofs caught her on the chin or side. Training and experience made her 
a valuable ally.  
 
Over the hill, some miles away, lived the owner of the farm. The people in the house were 
workers on the place, along with the boys. Ample money had been paid to them for feeding the 
three extras. But they were very stingy, in fact they were tight, so meals were on the scant side. 
Food was locked up between meals. The boys were always hungry. To survive the famine they 
drank quarts of hot milk straight from the cows as they milked, drinking it out of the top of the 
milk cans. Ever after Theodore couldn’t stand to drink milk, especially hot milk. 
 
Tiring of their meager fare, Stan and  Theodore decided to get a good meal in town. Being also 
on the tight side, the other kid stayed home. It was late when the two tired boys climbed the 
ladder and went to bed. But not for long. Bang went all the insides of the bed! The slates had 
been removed. Smothered laughing under quilts from the cot revealed the culprit. The two 
fellows ground their teeth and said nothing. They would bide their time! In the dark, all in from 
long hours at work and the extra of town gadding, they struggled to put the bed together enough 
to sleep. In the days following they never mentioned it. The boy congratulated himself on his 
cleverness and on getting away with it. One day he noticed Stan eating some chocolate candy 
and not offering it around. 
 
“How come you don’t give me some of your candy, you tight wad?” 
 
 “Oh! You want some of these? Why just help yourself,” as he held out the box to him. He was 
careful to keep the name on the box covered. 
 
“Of course I do. I love candy.” So busy was he in getting a big supply for himself he didn’t notice 
the gleam in Stan’s eyes. 
 
Eagerly he stuffed the chocolate squares into his mouth, enjoying every one. 
 
Theodore was convulsed with laughter but he couldn’t let out a sound to spoil their beautiful 
revenge. He thought of the long, long trip up and down the ladder, the spooky path amid the 
dense thicket to the wayfarer’s hut out back when the night was dark. And it would be dark. 
There would be no moon to comfort the solitary traveler and this candy muncher would be that 
traveler. He couldn’t  help himself for the candy was not candy. It was X-Lax [a laxative]. 
Theodore was full of glee from his shoe strings to his Adams apple. 
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There was no sleep that night. The two in the bed didn’t want to miss anything; the one on the 
cot couldn’t. All night long he was busy, busy - climbing down, stumbling back, climbing up, only 
to repeat the performance a few minutes later. And he had no sympathy. Weak as he was when 
the morning milk train left for New York he was aboard. There is no place like home. 
 
The boys’ hunger didn’t let up. They couldn’t keep their eyes off a gorgeous turkey that was 
being fattened up by the “tenant-workers” for their OWN Thanksgiving, though it was only late 
August. What chance would the two boys ever have of sampling the bird when it was always 
under the watchful eyes of its owners? None! Some maybe interested in blonds; others in 
turkeys - depending on the state of their stomachs. Both can just remain only a tantalizing 
temptation. Yes, it definitely was hopeless. But luck is luck. 
 
Around the evening table hunched the eaters, industriously gobbling the scant vitals. The usual 
meager conversation splattered the silence, a drop here, a drop there, but all at once it took the 
turn of a visit. The boys picked up their four ears and tuned in. 
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“You know very well we have to make that trip over to your ma’s, even if it is a galdarn ways. 
She is too sick not to - when she has that nice little estate for some one and we might as well 
have it as the others. You bet they will be there too. We got to be on hand to look after getting 
it.” 
 
The wife nodded agreement, her mouth being too full of a tough piece of stew she was trying to 
get the best of. 
 
The man turned to the boys, “Now, fellows, do you think you can take care of things here? 
There isn’t much to do. We will have to be gone a couple three days? We can’t make it off till 
tomorrow night.” 
 
Never were boys so willing and eager. Quickly they lowered their eye lids to cover the TURKEY 
that must be printed plainly on their eyes. 
 
That night after the last of the chores were hung up, the chums took the wooded trail over the 
hill to the owner’s home - some miles away. The stars shown above. The wispy breezes rustled 
the leaves overhead and cooled down the heat of the day. The two were no longer tired. They 
had a happy plan. 
 
The owner family were surprised and delighted to see them. They sat around, chatting and 
eating hot buttered popcorn. When they rose to go, they spoke casually, “How would you people 
like a nice fat turkey? We know where we can get one. Say tomorrow night. We will kill it and 
clean it and if you will cook it, we can all have a great dinner.” 
 
Everyone agreed it was a splendid idea. They would put on a big feed with all the delectable 
fixings the next day, which would be Sunday. And best of all no questions were asked although 
some surely were in order, since Mr. Farm Owner had passed by Mr. Gobbler many times on 
his frequent tour of inspections on that farm. 
 
The sun was setting. Stan came running into the cowshed where Dory was putting the last 
loving touches on the long string of cows, that soon would be released out the side door into the 
pasture. “They’re gone, Whoopey!” shouted Stan. “Just drove down the road in their old rickety 
surrey, piled high on the back seat with all the cooked food I think. The Stinkers. Let’s get at it.” 
 
“Better wait. It would be like them to come back for something - if only to check up on us.” 
 
It was thoroughly dark when they tackled the turkey -- which turned out to be livelier, nosier and 
a tougher kicker than they had anticipated. Still he did make the long trip over the hill with them; 
heavy, heavy; delicious, delicious; and there was plenty of gravy. 
 
*****                                                                 ******                                                            ****** 
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Come fall, Theodore and Stan went to Pratt Institute, half high school - half college. It was the 
most advanced school in the country. They were trying out new ideas in education. Since it was 
in Brooklyn, it was close by. Shop, art, domestic science, business and allied fields had been 
introduced. In woodwork Theodore excelled. He turned out a beautiful long mahogany box with 
a parquette hinged top and some walnut bookends. That year his school did well in inter school 
athletics and he did his part. He was on the winning hockey team, having learned the art of fast 
ice skating as a kid in Central Park, and in spring he went out for track. He won medals for his 
part on the relay team and for the dash.  
 
The coach in the gym was popular with the fellows. Extra hours were spent practicing to gain 
added skill on bars, rings, ropes. A line of young men waited their turns to jump over the padded 
horse to the mat beyond. Theodore was among the best at this. He would race up, leap and fly 
over like an eagle to the mat that broke his fall. Disaster met him one time, for one of the fellows 
had removed the mat without warning Theodore. Over he went. He saw that the mat was not 
there. Too late. He fell with a crash onto the hard floor and was knocked unconscious. There he 
lay. Ever after his back gave him trouble, especially after a day of hard physical work. A gentle 
rub of an evening would lessen the ache and he would feel all right again. It wasn’t too bad; only 
it was always there. 
 
It was a bitterly cold day and evening but Theodore was so engrossed he didn’t realize his ears 
were freezing. He came into the house to get warm. He was chilled to the bone but still didn’t 
know his ears were frostbitten and so didn’t take the care to unfreeze them slowly. His ears got 
sore and ran - the outside rim of them.  This gave him trouble for many years afterwards. 
Sometimes they would crack, bleed, run and scale off if weather conditions aggravated them. 
 
On the way home from school Theodore saw a man filter into their neighborhood saloon by the 
backdoor. It looked like Father. It couldn’t be him. He never went there but he had best check as 
Father was more and more his care with Gardner working. It was Father. Father explained that 
the doctor had ordered a glass of wine a day but since Mother hated the stuff and wouldn’t have 
it in the house, he had ignored the order until the doctor had insisted. Then he tried to get it as 
inconspicuously as possible for he knew there was a stigma on families that patronized the 
lowly saloon. Theodore was upset. If it would help Father, he should have it, but in his own 
home. Gardner and he had a heated talk with mother. The outcome settled the wine. Father had 
it at home from then on -- often purchased by mother!  
 
Father’s mind began to wander and with it his steps. He would get lost in his own neighborhood. 
They did their best to keep an eye on him but he would get away. Then it was up to Dory to 
locate him. Sometimes he would be blocks away from home base. It would seem impossible he 
could get so far. Theodore would take his arm and bring him home. After this experience, Dory 
dreaded old age and senility. He wanted to die before this happened to him.  
 
***********                                                                 ***********                                                ****** 
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One of the blessings of Mrs. Barber in these trying times was a good friend next door. She was 
a Scot. They would tap messages back and forth on their adjoining walls, for houses in that area 
were built wall to wall. The thinnest spot in the Barber's house was in an upstairs bedroom 
closet, Theodosia found. Every afternoon they would have tea together. The only place that she 
could visit, with father being home and sick and the boys at work or school, was at this friend’s. 
She would leave father for a time with a stick he could pound on the wall and be on the other 
side in an upstairs sitting and sewing room. It was a much needed change. But Theodore 
remembered her most because of her delicious cartwheel shortbreads she would make for the 
boys around the Holidays. Rich and Ummy. Come the season to hang up the mistletoe and 
holly or to color the Easter eggs, Theodore would hungrily watch her front door and sniff the air 
around it for signs. He loved it and when he got his, he cherished it. 
 
*********                                                                      ******************                                    ****** 
 
The rosewood clock ticked on and on from the kitchen shelf. Theodore sat with his head in his 
hands, elbows resting on the kitchen table. Mother was up with the doctor and father. He tried to 
think of something else. He watched the clock. The pendulum swung back and forth, back and 
forth. It never seemed to get tired. It was a nice clock of simple lines made of beautiful satiny 
wood. He liked wood best since he had been working so much with it of late. It used to be the 
front room timepiece till they got the gold and marble one. Then it had to take a back seat, way 
out on the shadowy kitchen ledge. But he liked this clock by far the best. “Tick tock” it said to the 
waiting boy. “If it goes any further out the house, I will ask for it and it will be mine. I’ll have it 
always.” Then his thoughts came back to the sadness of the hour. Father was dying. But it was 
best. Father would be free at last. 
 
Funeral arrangements had to be made. The Masons came forward with offers to conduct the 
services in style. They were turned down. The boys were furious. In the years of his long illness 
only a few came at first and then no one - too busy or didn’t care. Gardner told them off in no 
uncertain words. They had to go back to lodge and lick their wounds. As long as their father was 
able, he called and kept calling on the ill, the bedfast, the bereaved, conscientiously and warm 
heartedly. He never neglected anyone but when it was his turn to be ill, he was deserted. He 
had been lonely and so in need of man’s talk that the boys couldn’t give. He loved his lodge, 
never missed a meeting when he was at home. The boys knew he became broken hearted over 
it. How he would have enjoyed hearing the news about it. Both boys never forgot this. They 
swore they would never join the Masons or a Man’s lodge and they never did. 
 
*******                                                                        **************                                     ******** 
  Now it was time for Theodore to leave school and go to work. His first job was office boy to the 
President of one of the big New York Banks. They were both in the same small office - just the 
two. Each had his own desk -side by side. When asked about his job, he would reply with a 
straight face, “I have the desk next to the president.” Over the months, being so close together, 
the two got well acquainted. The boy was liked and for as long as he worked there, the 
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president took a personal interest in him, to push him along when feasible. At first his salary was 
a paltry sum - enough for carfare and simple lunches. Right at the beginning he carried his 
lunch but found out in a hurry that the bank frowned on this. He gave it up. Another thing he 
learned was that to be successful in a bank, one had to be well dressed so with increasing 
salary more and more went into clothes. This often meant scrimping on meals and car fare. 
Again he did it. On nice days he could take the long walk. It was good for him. And he learned 
where to get free meals so he wouldn’t go hungry. In those days saloons put out food, free 
gratis to their customers. It was put on the bar and you helped yourself. Theodore found by 
sampling the different saloons that you got the heartiest meals on the waterfront. This is where 
he went. With a 5 cent mug of beer he got ham sandwiches (as many as he wanted) mustard, 
large helping of potato salad, pickles and cabbage salad. Quite a handout, especially at the end 
of the month! The financial district was close to the harbor. Noon hours would find Theodore 
exploring the wharfs, watching the unloading and loading of cargo. Ships came in from all over 
the world. Their cargo was varied and interesting - bunches of red bananas, coconuts, tea in 
large cartons (sometimes red but always brilliant with Chinese stickers of homeland scenes and 
strings of black characters going up and down for writing), huge barrels of rum, foreign woods 
with a far away aroma, crates of black ebony furniture from the orient, boxes of straw with brass 
in full view. Fascinating place he never got tired of visiting. And he took in a lot; the different 
kinds of ships and their sailors in their mixture of garb. He got so he could tell at a glance where 
they were from. He speculated on where they were going. 
 
****                                                                             ******                                                  ***** 
 
Though Theodore’s job was at the bottom of the ladder yet he was thrown with financial tycoons 
of the era because he did the errands for the President of the bank, both business and personal, 
whose friends and associates were these very men. One was J. P. Morgan - a rough, tough self 
made man, whose successes were often at the expense of others, so stories went. One time 
Morgan was busy with another person. Theodore had to wait. Kid like, his interest wandered 
until a bellow loud enough for the whole room to hear brought him back on his toes, “BOY! PAY 
ATTENTION. WHAT YOU DOING THERE? IF YOU WERE WORKING FOR ME YOU WOULD 
BE FIRED. BY GOD! STEP IN HERE AND DON’T KEEP ME WAITING. WHAT DO YOU THINK 
MY TIME IS FOR - TO WAIT ON YOU?” 
 
Theodore was shaking. He hated this man from then on. 
 
His boss was a college man and he always went to the football games of his Alma Mater. 
Tickets had to be gotten for them. Often guests were taken too. It was up to Theodore to see to 
this. Among the jobs was the depositing of the President’s personal moneys. He would take this 
money from time to time along with the deposit book and go to a teller’s window. On one 
occasion the teller handed the book back, open so he could see, asking, “How would you like to 
have that for your bank account?” Theodore stared and stared, his eyes glued to the figures - 
over a million dollars! He couldn’t believe it. He was stunned. His few important dollars per week 
faded to nothing. During his years in the bank he got a dislike for money for money’s sake. It 
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was too cold; and unscrupulous, wealthy men manipulated others and almost owned their souls. 
He grew to believe that it was not right for one man to have so much, so much power. 
 
****                                                                       *****                                                   ****** 
 
From office boy he became a street runner. This meant leaving the President’s office. His job 
now was to take checks and money from his bank to the other city banks, part of the local 
clearinghouse system. Boys, fleet of foot, were used for this. Theodore’s long legs and his 
speed got him the raise. At fixed hours during the day a chest containing cancelled checks and 
moneys belonging to other banks were delivered to them. Two boys carried it. Their wrists were 
handcuffed and chained to the handles at each and away they scooted, followed by one to two 
armed guards. The last run of the day was the rough one on nerves. The runners were held at 
their bank till the last minute and then in a flash they were released. Top speed was necessary 
to make it but they had to take exceeding care not to knock pedestrians down - with the street 
full of them at that hour of the afternoon. The chest was heavy and awkwardly wide, difficult to 
manipulate through the crowded area at speed, without getting someone tangled up with them. 
At the final ditch they would make it by sliding through a closing bank door. 
 
**********                                                     *************                                                  ******** 

 
Now the good clothes paid off. He became a teller - the 
youngest one. At last he was under bond. In the days when 
he was office boy, he had to go to the bonding house with 
papers, etc, so while waiting for his turn to come up, he 
watched the detectives come in and out with their reports. He 
got to know their faces, so when it came time for him to be 
trailed to see what he was doing, he had them spotted. There 
were many “Donts” for these bank employees that handled 
the books, the tellers’ and cashiers’ windows, those who 
counted the money out back. They couldn’t gamble privately, 
buy stocks and bonds on margin, bet on athletic events or 
anything else including horse racing, nor get involved with 
shady women, chorus girls, etc. Your life wasn’t your own but 
you stood it for your job’s sake. If the detective found one of 
these bonded employees up to a “dont,” the bank was 
immediately notified that his bond was cancelled of the 
moment; and that employee was out on the street, hat and 
coat in hand, before he could draw another breath, with no 
job. Theodore saw it done time and again when someone got 

weak or venturesome. But he had the edge on the rest of them. Come noon he’d feel someone 
watching him, following. Sure enough a familiar visage - a detective on this heels. They were 
great on trailing at noon time. Theodore would grin to himself and decide to have some fun. 
He’d get into the  bank’s elevator or go into another building’s elevator, closeby, give a floor 
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number, stand close to the door. The detective would also get in but invariably stand in back. At 
some floor before reaching the one he had given and just as the elevator door was closing, he 
would slither out. Up the detective would go helplessly. Theodore would rush down the stairs or 
get in another elevator going in the opposite direction, if one was handy, and be on his way 
alone. Finally the detectives got wise to him and left him alone. Being sheepish about not being 
able to keep track of him (and they wanted to keep their jobs too) and it being no crime to be 
smarter than they at their own game of hide and seek, they couldn’t report anything against him. 
They never could find out what he did, but Theodore stayed employed with the bank. 
 
*********                                                       *******                                                     ****** 
 
About the third or fourth fall after Theodore was in the bank Stanton and he talked over the good 
old times and how they would like more of the same. Why not take their two weeks vacation that 
coming summer in the Adirondacks, camping out. They could get a few other fellows to join 
them.  It was a good idea. They would do it. Theodore wanted a boat for the outing. He got busy 
down in their basement, building a canoe. He worked on it all winter. Stan helped a little toward 
the end. It was a beauty, but they liked getting it out of the cellar come summertime and the 
vacation at hand. The spot they chose for a campsite was between two huge boulders that rose 
out of the wide deep stream, at its very edge. A canvas was tied between trees as a shelter - 
their “make-shift” tent. They took turns cooking and washing dishes, till they found the best 
cook. Stan and Theodore were then the first and second chefs. Most of the time the fellows 
were in the water or on it in the canoe - swimming or fishing or exploring the wild waterway that 
coursed through the virgin forest. They could stand on the boulder by their camp and dive off 
into deep green water. One of the lads got too familiar with Miss Poison Ivy. He had it! The 
others told him to lay off using any of their things because the rest were immune but he got 
careless and used Theodore’s towel for his own. Mad as a wet hen Theodore came down with it 
too but was better enough by vacation end to go back to work. An Indian - tall, lithe, dark, 
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handsome, older than they - came along early in their stay. He went swimming and fishing with 
them. Perhaps it was the canoe that drew him. An excellent top swimmer he taught the others 
greater speed, greater grace and art in it. They all improved. They loved him. He was staying at 
the hotel. He was part of an Indian fancy riding act for the Buffalo Bill Show but was having 
trouble with tuberculosis and was there for the summer on his health account. His salary had 
been good. My how fancy he dressed on Sunday! In the latest men’s fashion (the whites of 
course). He had enough of Indian paraphernalia in the show. Straight and idealistic, with Indian 
lore at his finger tip, he was a fine influence on the boys. His name was Jim Thorpe.  
 
**********                                                              ****                                                       ***** 
At the bank window Theodore learned much. There was the skill of reading people. Once 
acquired he kept it always. His window never lost any money because this added perception 
warned him of fraud - almost intuitively. He would get a feeling something was wrong. Often 
didn’t know what but the feeling would persist. He’d stop and check till he located the trouble. 
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One time a couple of men came in together and handed him a check. It looked alright but he 
had this uneasiness. Check in hand he scrutinized it intently, turning it over, back and forth, not 
saying anything. The men grew scared. They thought he knew something. Fled. He was saved 
from paying out on a bad check. Another time a person brought in bonds with coupons attached 
to be cashed. Again an uneasy flash. He asked a few questions. The person quickly slithered 
out of the line and was gone, Theodore still holding the bonds. On checking he located the 
rightful owner. The bonds had been stolen. An armed guard was always on the floor, usually by 
the front door. Theodore’s red signal inside of him went up. To play it safe he signaled for the 
guard, just in time to stop a holdup. The robber was handcuffed and was marched off to the 
police station. Phoney money was easy for him to spot yet some of it was mighty clever. But 
then came a day that took the cake. Theodore was handed some coupons. “Take care,” said 
the Good Fairy. 
 
“You will have to wait for me to check on this before I pay it out.” The customer nodded and sat 
down to wait. In came some more of the same before he had time to check on them. Then 
more. By now something was wrong. The bank was full of these waiting people. From time to 
time he noticed that a few had singed edges. Queer! After getting someone to take over his 
window, he went to a higher up and in a flurry he began to look into it. Yes, they were no good - 
obsolete since the day before. These were Mexico railroad bonds, that had been taken over by 
the government and payment on them had been repudiated. The public had not been notified, 
only the bank who paid out on the coupons (which was their bank). The two went back to a 
couple of the waiting people and asked, “Where did you get these?” 
 
“I found mine right across the street in the gutter. Is something wrong?” 
 
“Mine I picked up as it was blowing around my feet back a block. Thought I might as well cash it 
in.” 
 
“We have always burned coupons that were defunct. I don’t understand why we didn’t this time,” 
said the bank official. 
 
“We aren’t going to get paid? Oh, that’s a jip!” 
 
“Now we will check to see why they weren’t destroyed.” 
 
Down in the basement was a furnace used only to burn up bank “paper-scrap” and documents 
of no further use. “Yes,” they were told, “an order had gone out the evening before to burn these 
bonds and coupons.” Clerk and janitor stood firm that they had been burned. But they hadn’t. 
For the first time the furnace had acted up. Instead of burning, the lighter coupons caught in a 
steep draft, had sailed up the three storey furnace chimney and out over the nearby streets. The 
heavier bonds had stayed in the furnace. 
 

32 



Theodore was told, “Do what you can BUT get those coupons off the street, for other banks will 
cash them as they do not know they are defunct.” 
 
Theodore called in the boys of the street. He had been one of them himself. Remember? He 
offered them 25 cents per each coupon. Out the bank they scurried like field mice and in twenty 
minutes the streets were clear of them, as though an army of Dutch housewives had moved in 
with pails and brushes. 
 
**********                                                      *************                                                     ***** 
 
Once a month certain of the bank personnel had to work late to balance the monthly books. A 
delicious dinner was brought in and served by the finest restaurant in the gorgeous paneled 
room, where the bank directors met, at the expense of the bank. If they had to work till midnight, 
rooms at the best downtown hotel were provided for them. This included tellers, cashiers, etc. 
so of course Theodore was in on it. The worse time was during the stock market slump and 
bank failures in 1907. They were in a madhouse.The men were worried about their jobs too. 
Would they suddenly be out on the street, pounding the pavement to find work that wasn’t. Night 
after night they had to work to midnight, for the closing of other banks pushed the banking on to 
their shoulders. Theodore was in the thick of it till he was ready to drop. The bank did a splendid 
job. Some months after, it paid off. One morning before the bank’s doors were thrown open, all 
the men were told their bank had bought another bank and that there would be several good 
advances for them. A few from the other bank would be brought over at lesser positions; most 
would be let out.  The advantage would come to their own bank personnel. Overnight the others 
lost their jobs. Theodore thought, “It could just as well been the other way around and I would 
be out of work this morning. A tragedy for many families to support.” He didn’t like the power of 
big corporations to bring disaster to the working man. They had no inkling of the purchase. 
Neither did the other bank. They should have been given a warning of a couple of weeks so it 
wouldn’t hit so hard - for those who lost their positions through no fault of their own. Theodore 
was advanced to Chief coupon cashier, head of that department, and so young! At $5,000 a 
year. 
 
In the transfer of man power from the other bank -(among the few)- came a man of aristocratic 
and artistic taste, an older man with much banking experience, of an old wealthy family that had 
lost their money and position. He remained unmarried, living in a New York apartment with a 
maiden sister. The two were all that were left of the family. Theodore was often a dinner guest in 
their apartment. It was a charming place - beautiful and expensive mahogany furniture, many 
books, works of art, gorgeous china, linen and silver. Much had been handed down from the 
family but there had been frequent additions to it for the man haunted Tiffanys and similar stores 
on the lookout for bargains, a price reduction on some rare piece or part of a set where the 
others had been sold or broken and it was left over. It was his hobby of long standing and he 
knew his stuff. To Theodore at Xmas time he would present a fancy holiday box. Within would 
be a unique and valuable piece of china that he had found for him. At times they would get 
tickets for some good music and go together. 
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“What are you doing tonight, Theodore?” 
 
“I am going home with Sterling for an early dinner, dress there in my tux and go to Carnegie Hall 
to hear the violin recital.” 
 
“Hello! You must have got the job to usher at the Carnegie last week. What do you know! Had to 
buy a tux. Some style, eh?” 
 
“The best music, the best people!” 
 
“You and the best people or the best people and you?” 
 
“Why don’t you try out too? You like good music, and find out.” 
 
“What! Get in with my pimply face! Of course I might put on a mask and scare them all.” 
 
“I saw the program of coming events posted on the wall when I applied for the job. The best! 
Listen to this - Next week the top soprano star of the Met.; after that a string quartet playing 
Hayden, Bach, Schumann - too long hair for me but you take the bitter with the sweet on this 
job. But the following week Stoddard’s illustrated travelogue and a month from that Dr. Holmes 
gives one on India. I’ll sure like that.” 
 
“Sounds great. Wish I could do it but it conflicts with the sports arena. That’s first with me. By 
the way you like Sterling don’t you? You are the only one, too distant for me. Thinks he’s better.” 
 
“Oh, I don’t know. I think he is a fine man. I enjoy him a lot. Nice to talk to. Learn a lot. He has 
been around in his younger days. Traveled in Europe.” 
 
“Speaking about people. What do you think of the new man in our department? Do you think he 
is the old man’s son? You ought to know. You were his office boy once.” 
 
“Bachelors aren’t supposed to have sons, are they? That is generally? And he certainly never 
took his office boy into his confidence about his lady lovers. So what I know is nothing. He did 
make frequent trips down to that southern town, where the young man is from. I know that for I 
often bought his ticket. He liked it down there. He said so. A friendly place with much social life 
for him. He knew people but that means nothing in this case. So I don’t know anything.” 
 
“The whole place buzzes with it. Everyone surmises he must be a son -- for why all the 
advances? He never stays long enough to warm a stool! But he is supposed to be learning the 
banking business from the bottom up! He is fresh from college and doesn’t know anything. I 
hear that all along the line the others have to correct his many mistakes but does that make any 
difference? NO! He just goes on a step. Tell me does that make sense?” 
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“Course not. He certainly can’t add. I’ve found plenty of errors myself. I have to watch him like a 
cat, otherwise it will come down on my shoulders -- if there is any mistake in my department. But 
you know they are from the same school and the boss loves his Alma Mater.” 
 
“There is more to it than that, if you ask me. Kind of makes one sore. It takes so much for us to 
advance and he goes sliding along on nothing -- if you can call “pull” nothing!” 
 
Theodore laughed, “Be seeing you tomorrow. Don’t let it get you down.” A quick step took him 
down the street, his thoughts racing ahead to the pleasure of a good concert. In a few weeks 
he’d hear the New York Symphony. He’d like that - what an opportunity to hear the best that his 
pocketbook wouldn’t allow yet with the other expenses! 
 
Time went along. At one of the concerts in Carnegie Hall Madame Schumann Heincke sang. 
There was a great ovation after each series of her songs. The curtain would go down and then 
up. She would come out of the wings, take a bow and go back only to be brought out again by 
more and louder clapping and bravos. Theodore waited for the right time to present her with a 
large bouquet of red roses. He stepped up to hand them to her and she let out curses at him to 
this effect … “God Damn you for a fool! Why didn’t you wait? I want to sing an encore. Take ‘em 
back and bring them later when I am through.” 
 
Taken back by the language and the anger, he wanted to throw them at her but thought better 
of it. But her name went down on the black slate along with J.P. Morgan. Temper and 
temperament in high places, when COMMON people, unrefined, think they are better than 
others. 
 
************                                                                       ******                                         ******* 
 
“What are you doing with these pots, Dory?” 
 
“Planting tulips, mother. I had such good luck last year, I want to try it again. I am using my 
bulbs I saved and some new varieties I bought. A few really good ones from Holland that the 
florist imported. See these? They are twice as big as the others.” 
 
“They are all of that. They ought to have some rare blooms on them.” 
 
“Around late March or April we will know. The pictures on the boxes at the florist were beautiful. 
If they come out as nice as that, we will have some beauties to look at.” 
 
“That’s wonderful, son. I enjoyed them last spring when everything outside was so dull and you 
ought to have at least double the amount.” 
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“Now for some water to get them started.” Theodore picked up an old can and was about to 
make tracks down the hall for the water. 
 
“My goodness, can’t you find anything better than that old tin for your watering, Dory?” 
 
“I suppose so but I haven’t. It does all right if I make a couple of trips.” 
 
*******                                                                          ***********                                          ******* 

 
It was storming outside. Gusts threw the snow flakes 
against the window panes. Two women sat by the fire, 
having tea. Theodosia poured and then offered her friend 
the plate of shortbreads. 
 
“Do have some of your own delicious cakes with your tea. 
It was thoughtful of you to bring them over, especially 
since my cupboard is bare and they are so good and so 
right for this time of the season. Looks like I was counting 
on them or at least hoping ---” Both laughed happily.  
 
“I see you have some holly up. You are the early bird 
again. Have you done any Xmas shopping yet? I’ve done 
a bit.” 
 
“Oh, that reminds me. I want to show you what I got for 
Dory. He has the tulips planted you know and so I bought 
him something. I’ll get it and show you ---- See this 
copper watering can. Don’t you think it will be just dandy? 
Look at the long spout, long enough to get the water to 
the roots without interfering with the leaves and flowers. 

He had been using an old can. I think these embossed flower designs on the sides make it real 
pretty.” 
 
“He will like that I am sure and you have another package there with something copper in it too.” 
 
“Yes, that goes with it. It’s a planter for his bedroom window sill. I believe it ought to hold four, 
five or six tulips, don’t you?” 
 
“You are encouraging his green thumb I do believe. Well, what could be better! Gardner doesn’t 
like to putter around in that way, does he? They are different. I can see that. But all young folks 
are. How is Gardner’s girlfriend?” 
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“This one is a fine girl. I wouldn’t be at all surprised but what she is the one. They have been 
going together quite long now, and she seems to be right for him. Shis is slow and easy with a 
even temper, has plenty of patience, while his is quick, hot tempered and impatient. He needs a 
wife calm like she is and I think he is smart enough to know it. He hasn’t talked too much but I 
can tell.” 
 
“You are fortunate to like her that well if she is the one.” 
 
“Right in her parents’ home she is teaching the neighborhood small tikes kindergarten. Gardner 
says she is good with them and loves it.” 
 
“Does she charge or is she doing it to keep busy?” 
 
“She charges all right. Makes a nice amount of money for herself. Her family haven’t too  much, 
just enough to get by but not enough to suit the two girls for the extra things they like.” 
 
“What about Dory? Has he a girl yet? It’s about time.” 
 
“No, no. He goes out once in awhile. Not the same girl. Hardly ever but he likes to dance and 
there are parties where he needs a partner or maybe the boys go together and the girls, to have 
some fun at someone's home. But he never has really had a girl. But he loves to go. Always has 
something going. He is full of plans. Likes people and fun. I hope he can find as fine a person as 
Sara for his wife. He is more sensitive than Gardner easier hurt so he needs the best, the very 
best.” 
 
“I suppose you won’t admit it - mothers seldom do, but I’d  say Theodore is someone very 
special to his mother; we won’t say the favorite but I think we could!” 
 
“Theodosia smiled knowingly, “He is my baby you know.” 
 
They sipped their tea in silence, both deep in their thoughts. Theodosia put down her cup and 
went on to say, “I gave Dory his father’s tools. He was very happy with them. Both father and 
son liked to putter around with wood and tools so I thought he ought to have them. He was the 
one who was so often with his father. Gardner was working and not at home so much. And 
guess what Dory asked for! The old kitchen clock! He has it all cleaned up and there it ticks in 
his room on his father’s walnut highboy. He’s had that for some time. He says he can remember 
that old clock when we had it on the parlor mantel piece. He must have been under five at the 
time we bought our good French clock. But he remembers. Gardner doesn’t like what he calls 
the ‘Old stuff.’ He wants everything new.” 
 
“There they go again. They are so different. I know your young son loves the old things. He tells 
me how elegant my old furniture is because of the beautiful wood. He wouldn’t say it in those 
words but that is what he means. I think he tries to sell me my own stuff for fear I don’t 
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appreciate it and might get rid of it! What a boy! Most young ones wouldn’t give a care about us 
old folks but he does. I’m really very fond of him. I feel closer to him than to Gardner.” 
 
The front door was opened and shut. “Must be that Dory is home. Things must have worked out 
well at the bank. I have to hide these things quickly.” 
 
The youth stood in the doorway, a few flakes of snow showing after taking off his overcoat and 
hat. His nose was red from the frosty air and his cheeks. His mother offered him a cup of tea 
and some of the shortbreads. He welcomed both and sat on the stool by the fire while he 
enjoyed them. He was hungry. 
 
“You won’t guess but someone nice brought over your holiday round of shortbread, so I don’t 
know that I should have given you mine.” 
 
The young man grinned, “It’s late for you to be saying that, for this is what I have left.” And he 
held up a crumb of the shortbread and turned to thank for his favorite gift.. 
 
“What have you been doing lately, young man?” 
 
He thought. “Well, one of the best things was the musical comedy that Gardner took me to. It 
was something big. They had these girls sitting in swings, the ropes going way up into the 
ceiling behind the curtain, all in a row, just above the foot lights; and to their singing and in time 
with the orchestra, they swung out over the heads of the audience back and forth. I’ll never 
forget it! It was beautiful. Their costumes were all pastel shades, down to their ankles and fluffy. 
And we saw “Wizard of Oz” this season. That is a new one. I laughed and laughed. That 
strawman was a riot and the tin man and the lion. You ought to have heard Gardner roar, all 
over the place but I was doing pretty well myself.” [ the Broadway musical came out in 1902 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Wizard_of_Oz_(1902_musical)​ ]. 
 
“Tell us again about your friend that came to the city to see you and you showed him around. 
He had never been out of that small country place were Dory worked that last summer. Dory 
asked him to come up and I think he had more fun showing him the sights than the country boy 
did, although it sounded like he had a great time of it too,” chatted mother. 
 
“Oh, boy, he will never be the same again, not after all we did. He was agog everywhere we 
went but most of all at the show I took him to. He hadn’t seen anything in that backwoods place 
but he is one of the finest fellows. I knew he’d get a wallop out of it but had no idea how big till I 
found out. He couldn’t take in all the people, the noise, the rush, the huge buildings, so much of 
everything but how excited he was and pleased with everything until the climax! We dined in 
style and then went to the theatre - fancy girls, gorgeous scenery of royal palaces, music, 
dancing with a lot of high kicking, and then the jokes. He laughed so uproariously that he just 
about stopped the show. He did some times! The people got to watching him and laughing with 
him. He was really better than the show. He laughed so loud the chandeliers rocked. That is all 
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you could hear all over the theatre. It was time then to put him on the train for home. I didn’t 
want him to split himself and be responsible.” 
 
Theodore put down his cup and arose to stand by the mantel. He looked at his mother, “I am 
going to see the ice hockey game in the Winter Gardens tonight with some of the fellows from 
the bank. I’ll pick up my dinner in the city. Thanks for the tea.” He stooped to kiss his mother on 
the cheek and turning to the guest, he added “The shortbread is up to your high standard again. 
Always is. It takes a Scot lady to give it that just right taste. Thank you for my cake. I don’t have 
to give back to mother part of mine now, do I?” A flashing smile and he was gone by the stairs 
to his room. 
 
The women continued to reminisce. Neither had husbands coming home for dinner, so they 
could just sit and talk. It didn’t take long to get the little they needed to eat. Gardner would be 
away also, having dinner at Sara’s, again. 
 
“You were telling me about the boys’ blocks and were wondering what to do with them. There is 
that cripple boy up the block. He hasn’t too much to play with and has so much time on his 
hands. I don’t know what you would think about it. I have forgotten what they look like - it's been 
so long since they were laddies and had them out to play with.” 
 
Theodosia rose, “I’ll get them. They are in the hall closet. They are very unusual blocks. They 
are made out of stone and in all colors and shapes - just right to make castles, churches, 
houses, turrets and towers. My! What fun the boys got out of them, especially Dory who has a 
flare for building and making plans for them. He made some really attractive structures out of 
them as he grew older. I hate to give them away but some boy would get a lot of good out of 
them. There are many wood blocks but these are the only stone ones I ever saw. I remember 
now how Dory liked to erect bridges. He would have them on the kitchen floor and I liked to 
break my neck for tripping over them.” 
 
The women were listening as the fire ball bounced down the stairs, opened the front door and 
was gone. A smile flashed between them as old age appreciated youth. 
 
“Let me see your cup, Theodosia, and make a wish.” 
 
“Are we going to have some of that nonsense!” But she was pleased. 
 
Cup in hand and eyes intent on the jumble of soggy leaves, the fortune began. “A wedding! Yes, 
indeed. A large wedding -- in a home I think. Flowers everywhere, piles of gifts and many 
guests. Must be Gardner, for the groom has so little hair on the top of his head.” 
 
“Yes, that worries Gardner. I had a mighty sick boy on my hands. I sat up all night after night not 
knowing whether we could pull him through. The fever was so high it cooked the hair roots I 
believe. After the fever broke, his hair began to fall out in handfuls and never came in again.” 
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“That’s Typhoid for you. He was lucky to come through; so many don’t. Except for his hair he is 
fine looking, really. Once you know him, it’s forgotten. It is too bad. Well, no matter, except to 
him.” 
 
“Is it going to be a good Marriage?” 
 
“Yes, there is no doubt about that. Here it is again - lots of money, lots of honor, lots of success 
for him and some children -- two -- no three. I always get so much of his future in your cup, 
Theodosia. Must be that your life is going to be linked to theirs some way; maybe you will all live 
together and so be under his stars. I don’t get Theodore’s that way. He has a separate fortune. 
But you are going to be very happy and content in this marriage.  It is all brightness. Now let's 
take a look at Theodore’s cup there. You can tell him about it later. He will laugh at us. But 
never mind. It comes true. My old dear Scot grandmother with the sixth sense saw to that!” 
 
“Yes, you are very clever.” 
 
“This cup has more ups and downs, many changes and moves. It’s an adventurist’s cup; Oh, I 
don’t mean he is going off to hunt lions and live cozily with head hunters, but he is interested in 
new things and will try them out. Some will turn out all right; others will fail. He will have many 
men work under him at times and be a very successful boss. --- Let’s look at the romance in his 
life again. Oh! This time it is different. There is going to be a girl and soon! There are other boy 
friends circling round, close to her. Competition! She is good with the boys. She knows how to 
handle them. She is going to be too skilled for him to get away, even if he wants to, which I 
doubt. I think she will get him. She will have the opportunity. Maybe others too. I see a church. 
She is connected with it in some way but I don’t feel that her father is the minister. No, there is 
too much money in the family for that. There is quite a lot of money. They are going to have 
“airs.” They think they are a little better than others. Quite a bit better, especially this girl. The 
parents aren’t too bad. They are going to feel superior to the Barbers but they aren’t really. They 
have much more money, true, but they are going to lose a lot of it and that will bring them to 
earth --- maybe through a partner of the father. The father is going to lose it. All this show they 
put on and snobbishness isn’t going to go with Theodore. It isn’t going to affect him in any way. 
Gardner isn’t going to go for her at any time. He doesn’t like her and it will be mutual, I’ll guess.” 
 
“Oh dear, the boys never could see snobbishness or airs. Doesn’t seem likely that he could take 
to such a girl.” 
 
“He won’t see that till later, but he is too much of a man to let it affect him. He stands on his two 
feet and does his own thinking and it is not along that line. He will be free of it, don’t worry. He 
likes nice people; they like him. He can go with the best but it never goes to his head. A fine 
person ---There is an advance in his position again and more money. Quite a bit. How he is 
going up in his bank; ------ MMmmmm Let’s see. You aren’t going to like this, Theodosia. 
Perhaps I’d better stop.” 
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“No, no. Go on; go ahead.” 
 
“I see a train, a long journey, a new country - orange and lemon trees and waving palms, a sort 
of tropical country.” 
 
“Probably just a trip.” 
 
“No, I feel that it is more than a trip. It is a change in residence. But it won’t happen for quite a 
few years and things might change. They can you know; so we won’t go into that anymore. 
There may be a wedding. I see white bells. There may or may not be a marriage. It is up to the 
girl, like I said. She will have the proposal. But it won’t be right away. He is going to meet her 
soon, though. At a party - a lot of young folks around. A dance I think. She likes to dance like 
Theodore does and is very good at it. She likes music. I wonder if it is that music that connects 
her with the church. I see the church, the girl and Theodore together and it is not their wedding. 
But there it is. He is going to be taken by her from the first.” 
 
“Tell me more. What is she like? My poor Dory! I want for him the very best.” 
 
“She is a blond, nearly; quite pretty; jolly, a flirt, gay, not too deep - This is what will bother 
Gardner in part - older by a year or two; not an outdoor girl at all, doesn’t like to walk - her feet 
hurt her she will say but Oh how she can dance, won’t garden; likes to read especially light book 
romances, does lots of it. She likes to sew, has many pretty dresses, knows how to dress 
becomingly, cooks well, likes housework and will keep it up spotlessly, I would say. She likes 
going out, cards, in a group, bridge for instance. She likes parties and plenty of attention from 
the men always. And they will continue to cluster around but none of the sports for her nor the 
out of doors.” 
 
“Oh my! Oh my! And Dory such a lover of the countryside like his father, loves so to fish, camp 
out, swim, to hike, flowers in a garden, to work with growing plants. He loves the mountains and 
the lakes. He needs an outdoor girl so badly.” 
 
“It doesn’t say but who knows? Life comes around in mysterious ways. There maybe another 
girl more suited to him,one who loves the nature of all things out of doors, who will be more 
compatible. We will hope so.” [perhaps someone like the author of this story? - J. La Favre] 
 
“You said something about ups and downs. I hope he won’t have a lot of trouble. You know how 
kind and considerate he is, how generous and easily hurt, so sensitive.” 
 
“Let’s see again. Yes, there are these changes until the later part of his life, when he will be 
staying on one ranch of trees with wide green, green leaves. I don’t know what kind of tree this 
is. I never saw them. There is a lovely home and I hear this, “These years I spent here are the 
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happiest in my life.” So you see in the end, he comes to  rest in a beautiful spot that he loves. 
On the whole it will be a good and useful life. Who can ask for more?” 
 
*****                                                                       ******                                               ******** 
 
The suit of the finest wool and in its last stage of construction lay waiting on the top shelf of the 
taylor’s shop - for the final fitting.  
 
“The coat should come in here about a quarter inch I would say. The shoulders aren’t right 
either. I don’t want it to show that my shoulders aren’t the same. Pad it more, maybe an eighth 
of an inch would be enough.” 
 
“It fits fine to me but how is this? We could put in a very thin pad here if you like.” 
 
The customer nodded agreement as he scanned his image in the long mirror. 
 
“We want our customers to be satisfied at all times. We like them particular for that is our 
business. They can’t be too particular to suit us. You are one of our good customers, Mr. 
Barber. You know what you want and are always particular. We like that. But I want to give you 
an extra fitting, say next Tuesday at five, for I can see this suit is something special to you.” 
 
“I can make it then but I must have the suit by Friday.” The customer was all business. 
 
“We will have it for you then. I notice you always choose a single breasted suit. That is 
excellent, conservative taste; none of the flashy styles or materials for you. Speaking of noticing 
- Good luck with the young lady and invite us to the wedding!” 
 
Theodore frowned and the taylor grinned. “After all our years of experience handling men, you 
don’t think we can’t tell: There is that something intense for the fit. When I see that, I always say 
- Cherchez La Femme.” And he chuckled at his cleverness. 
 
But it wasn’t funny to the customer. He left the shop a little annoyed but he was satisfied he’d 
have one of the top suits in the city. 
 
**********                                                                    *******                                              ******* 
 
At last the moon poked its face through the widening hole in the fleecy clouds and shown 
brilliantly down the avenue. Lines of the buildings stood out fantastically clear, yet over all 
spread an unreal, almost eerie atmosphere. Delightful; beautiful. But to the young man hurrying 
to keep a date there was no time to stop and admire. He had to take it in on the wing. His step 
was quick; eagerness was mixed with anxiety. He pulled out his watch and barely could make 
out the hands in the moonlight. “Darn! I’ll be late - Maybe miss  her. That darn shrimp will take 
her home. Not if I can help it!” He increased his speed and rounded the corner. There stood the 
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church - serene after all the rush; and through the open, stained glass window streamed the 
yellow light. As he looked, the voices of the choir burst into song in a rising crescendo. The 
opening lines of one of their sacred music that he knew by heart, so often had he sat there 
waiting for her, though he couldn’t have sung a word of it. He was in luck: The choirmaster was 
keeping them late. 
 
Opening the heavy front door, he entered quietly and seated himself in the last pew. He relaxed. 
He watched his love among the sopranos. A thrill of delight went through him. He forgot how 
unhappy he had been the week before when he had come to her home on their date to find 
another young scoundrel enthroned on the parlor sofa. Why were there so many fellows 
around? What could she see in them, especially that one! He was always over there, nearly as 
much as he was! Darn ‘em. --- Then she smiled out into the semi-darkness of the church. She 
must know I am here waiting for her and he purred with happiness again. She must care for me 
but why does she play up to the others if she does? She keeps me in hot water but I have to 
have her. He was hot and cold all over at the same time with hope and despair, with longing and 
self control. Be best to know one way or the other. Could he stand it if it turned out the “other”? 
But it would be best to have the answer. This up and down was getting him. He liked things in 
the open, above board, on the level, but he was getting too little of it. He’d have to find out by 
asking, maybe tonight. It was romantically moonlit out. That might help. And the air was so soft. 
They had been going together long enough for her to know surely - he knew - there were the 
parties, the dances, the shows, the beach outings, and best of all the times they were alone. 
Yes, he would ask her -- on the way home as they walked hand in hand or with his arm close 
around her; a kiss, another. Yes, tonight would be good. 
 
*****                                                                                ****                                              **** 
 
A thin light under the bedroom door was pencilled in the darkness of the upstairs hall. Theodore 
was up. Theodosia hesitated before the door, her hand raised to knock. Should she interrupt? 
She knocked. 
 
“Come in, mother.” As she entered, he turned around in his chair away from the lighted table 
and smiled at her. 
 
“You are working late tonight, son.” 
 
“Oh, I am just fooling around. I got started on this sketch and was so interested I didn’t want to 
stop. Is it late? I guess it is. Time just flies when I do this.” 
 
“Another sketch!” She looked over his shoulder. “You are so clever at this. A ship again and he 
shaded rocks and water. It’s just black and white yet it tells the story. It’s lovely, Dory. This 
means to you what fancy work is to me. It’s a good out. I liked your New England town with the 
church spire in the distance that you did last week. I found it when I cleaned your room. Wonder 
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if you would liked to have been an architect if we could have sent you on to school. You have a 
feeling of line and proportion but you have gone up so fast in the bank.” 
 
Theodore broke in abruptly, “Mother, I am getting married in a couple of months. Adelaide 
hasn’t set the date yet.” 
 
Theodosia’s heart stood still for a moment but she didn’t let on. She put her arm lovingly across 
his shoulders, “Son, I want all the happiness in the world for you. You are 24 and it is time for 
you to have your own home. If you love this girl, and I know you do, I’ll love her too. She will be 
another pretty daughter so I will have four children instead of my two.” 
 
*************                                                                        ******                                               **** 
 
The wedding was traditional even to the honeymoon taken at Niagara Falls. The bride in white, 
coming in on the arm of her father, the flowers, the cutting of the cake, the well dressed guests, 
the many lovely gifts, the warm wishes for happiness and the cordial congratulations, all in the 
mode of the time. 
 
The next vital event for them was the birth of their wee one - a daughter Ruth - to be their only 
child. She was a bouncing, gurgling infant, a delight to her parents, her grandparents and to a 
doting aunt Florence. 
 
The vacation spot was chosen - Lake Chautauqua in upstate New York. They talked it over pro 
and con and decided it would be a good idea to invite sister Florence to join them in the outing. 
While Adelaide stayed in the cottage enjoying the latest romance in book form, Theodore and 
Florence donned their rough walking clothes and away they hiked over hill up mountain trials. 
They found good fishing for the man. Or they strolled down country lanes, passed farm houses 
and barn lots to admire the fat livestock running free among the cowslips or lying  content under 
spreading apple trees, loaded with early Sheep Noses. Glancing around to locate a bull (if any) 
or an interested farmer and finding none, the young man was elected by his sister-in-law to do 
the fence and tree climbing. With a hat full of beautiful red apples they seated themselves in the 
shade of a locust thicket by the edge of the road and began to munch. They had a rare and 
congenial comradeship. She was a good sport, ready for anything in the out of doors. Theodore 
was so well entertained by his sister-in-law that he didn’t miss his wife; and in the evenings he 
switched women and had a delightful companion in his wife to go dancing at the outdoor 
pavilion with the soft colored lights or in the elegant ballroom at the fashionable hotel, after a 
fabulous dinner in the dining salon. 
 
The strain at the bank was beginning to tell on Theodore. Terrific pain in his stomach would 
grab hold of him and nearly double him up without warning, wherever he was. Often it occurred 
on the streetcar and he would have to get out and walk. Perspiration would roll off him because 
of the intense pain. He had to have help from the doctor. Fortunately the doctor prescribed the 
just right medicine. When the pain started, the patient flew for the bottle and gulped down the 
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spoonful and all was well. Since it was in liquid form and he had to have it with him at all times, 
Theodore carried his bottle with him in his hip pocket, as all gay young men are want to do. 
 
His had a swank office. A blindfolded captive taken into it and released would never guess it 
was three stories down under ground. It was marble and polished mahogany, every inch, but 
that didn’t give sunny light and natural fresh air. Theodore was developing a bad and constant 
cough. Winter times brought severe colds that were hard to shake. About this time the 
Valentines decided to move bag and baggage out to the enchanting California, lured by colored 
brochures that couldn’t say enough about the virtues of that land of sunshine, summer and 
winter. They bought a few acres of fruit trees and ornamentals, an up and down redwood house 
of an ancient and gloomy vintage in Altadena, which they fixed up to be very homelike. Their 
letters to their children were persuasive. Eagerly the Barbers were talked into it. Adelaide began 
to pack with Theodore’s firm arms doing the lifting, the hard work. It came the day when his 
“long ago” boss that still was top man must be told of their decision to move to California. He 
walked into his office and sat down (after the warm hand shakes, for here before the president 
of the bank was one of his favorite employees).  
 
“I have such fine reports of you. You are doing a splendid job for the bank. What can I do for 
you?” 
 
“My wife’s people are in California. We have their only grandchild. They are very anxious for us 
to come out there to live and my wife wants to go. I hear nothing but ‘Let’s go out there and try 
it,’ so I have at last agreed.” 
 
The president was silent. He studied the man before him; then shook his head. “You are making 
a mistake. Aren’t you satisfied here? You have gone up faster than almost anyone else. Here in 
this bank, you have a great future ahead of you under me. You will go places right where you 
are. Why change? It won’t be so easy somewhere else, believe me. Business is tough, 
generally. If you leave here, it will be one of your big mistakes of your life. Think it over.” 
 
“I appreciate all you have done for me and the fine opportunities that have come my way but our 
plans are made. We have decided definitely to go to California. All around we feel it will be 
better.  All the outdoor living will be good for our little girl. Apartment living in New York or 
Brooklyn is not right for children.” 
 
The president remained silent. He put the tips of his fingers together to form a tent. “You have 
made up your mind I can see. All that remains for me to do for you is to write a letter of 
recommendation to the California bank with whom we do business. Shall it be a Los Angeles 
bank or one in San Francisco? Los Angeles then. Come in before you go and I’ll have it ready 
for you.” 
 
****                                                                                    ****                                                   **** 
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As the train roared down the track and came to a sandy crossing, it gave out a merry whistle, 
saying, “Golden California, here we are” and the toot toot resounded against the high Sierras to 
bounce back a mocking, hollow echo. The Barbers crowded to peer out the window at the 
fleeing telephone poles, the clumps of scrawny and bedraggled trees, the fields of sand and 
sagebrush. ----- The Valentines were at the station waiting beside their open touring car. Kisses 
and greetings over, they climbed aboard and headed for the hills. The Barbers were shown the 
small cottage out back that was to be theirs. They wasted no time settling in. With their pretty 
furnishing that had arrived from the east and some of the “cast-offs” from the big house and the 
curtains that Adelaide had made with denim and embroidery floss, the hut took on a 
comfortable, pleasant mien.  It was homelike though a bit on the squeezy. 
 
The touring car, with Theodore often at the wheel, snorted and huffed upgrades but flew like a 
bird down slope, all over the landscape, for the Valentines were showing the Barbers the locale 
of their new home. What a different, bewitching land, heavy with orange blossom aroma; 
tropical trees and shrubs everywhere; and the tumbling streams that cascaded down over huge 
boulders on the mountain canyon bed to disappear before one’s very eyes into the sand; gone!; 
and not forgetting fabulous Hollywood, arrogant over its gaudy and often makeshift studies, 
Mary Pickford’s mansion and others of the “get-rich-quick” clan, all raise up like a begemmed, 
golden or tinseled mushroom from a tale of the “Arabian Nights.” But all of this was not putting 
sausage and sauerkraut on the Barber table. Papa would have to go to work. 
 
The magic letter safe in his breast pocket, Theodore rode the street car into Los Angeles. He 
noted all that he passed. Los Angeles was like a boy fast growing out of his 
“Sunday-go-meeting” clothes - legs and arms dangling. It was half town and half city but very 
proud of itself. --- In the outer office Theodore waited with great confidence, the letter in hand. At 
last he was admitted to the Great Presence. The letter was read and put face down on the 
polished desk. The president looked up, “So you are from New York. Yes, I have heard about 
that city. But of course California isn’t New York City.” Away stretched the banker’s brains but 
they couldn’t make it - not all the way across the continent - for there was the sand and more 
sand, the towering snow capped Rockies, the wide Mississippi River down the breadth of the 
land and acres and acres filled with snorting buffalos; hell raising, painted Indians; wild, 
galloping horses; talkative medicine peddlers and their gaily decorated wagons; campfires of 
colorful, wandering gypsies loaded down with stolen chickens and golden rings of coins; and 
last of all the dreaded wind, Oh yes the wind - lots of wind. His brain never got through. He gave 
up. New York was nothing to him. 
 
“We don’t have an opening but there might be something at the bottom. The pay would be 
$____.” 
 
The young man before him was agast. “Don’t you pay your men more than that? How do they 
live?” 
 
“That is no concern of ours. We can get plenty of men and they are glad of the pay.” 
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“Will you tell me how much your head cashiers get?” 
 
“Certainly, $ _____ .” 
 
“Your pay is very low. It isn’t a living wage for this class of people who have to keep up a certain 
refined way of life. I made $5000 for that!” 
 
“My advice to you youngster is to go back where you came from.” And the interview was ended. 
 
Theodore tried other places with little success. Few jobs were available and the pay 
monstrously low. Times were very slow on the Pacific coast. They hadn’t grown up to the 
prosperity of the east. In writing back to his family he mentioned his predicament. He was using 
up his savings to eat. All he could find to do was to help his father-in-law in the vegetable 
garden and with the fruit trees and in the picking of the very prized fruit that hung on the limbs. 
This was not enough for an ambitious fellow with a wife and child. 
 
The year was 1912. 
 
Gardner got hold of the letter. He was all brotherly concern. In some way he must help. His 
standing with his company was so good that his call for help on higher ups was acted upon 
immediately. A letter was sent out to the Standard Oil Company of California, requesting a 
position for the younger brother. As it turned out both companies felt very chummy toward each 
other. Theodore got a job and was given a desk for his accounting work in the downtown office, 
Los Angeles, on Main Street, near the old Santa Fe Railroad station. Daily he commuted to the 
city by street car, transferring in Pasadena. Later he got an auto. 
 
****                                                                   *****                                                       **** 
 
Quite a little social life was spinning a web of parties and friendships in the semi rural area of 
Altadena. The Valentines were in on it. They had gathered to them a nice group of intimates 
which they shared with their children. There was the Noble family, well to do and refined. The 
Aristocratic mother was living; the father was dead. With her were two unmarried sisters and a 
bachelor brother, Will. Will had a small house out back where he did about what he pleased. 
The family ate together however and their entertaining, which was always elaborate and 
beautifully done, was sometimes individual but more often as a family. They were great for 
wonderful dinners and such bridge. Next door lived a very fine young woman in her late thirties, 
Clara Smith (with her family). It was conveniently close for the bachelor. A few steps and there 
he was on her backstep ready and willing to do his courting. They built up a devoted friendship 
that lasted over the years. Theodore and Will found much in common. They took to each other 
like two turtle doves. When Theodore had to  make business trips all over Southern California, 
Will went along. If distance necessitated an overnight stay, they would locate a nice spot, have 
dinner and set out the cards for some cribbage. One time when stranded in a small village in the 
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backcountry, they found out that the few available rooms were already taken but the mistress of 
the hotel was helpful, “Out about four miles is a girls’ school. I believe they would put you up 
there if the head teacher takes a fancy to you. You can try. You two seem like nice reliable men” 
That night they slept lightly, not being used to a houseful of young ladies and the very feminine 
room which was given to them. The tale leaked out some way and Will never lived down the 
time he spent the night in an all girl school - the wild and wooly bachelor. You never can tell 
about them. This fine comradeship that grew up between the two men brought them happiness 
for the rest of their lives. They had much fun and their women were included in most of it. There 
was the Rose Parade, the Rose Bowl football games, outings up north in the redwoods, theatre 
parties, much dining out, family dinners, cards, visits into Crestline country, Halloween parties 
and such. All were delightfully and interestingly done. 
 
Then there were the Popenoes. The man of the family was born with a radio in his mouth. He 
was fluent and persuasive. Could anyone resist him? Even Eskimos in the far north that sat 
huddled together in their ice igloos, shivering, would put out their little hard frozen cash to buy a 
beautiful cool “air conditioner” in case sometime it might get hot - if Popenoe got with them with 
his silver tongue. A man with both arms gone would consider it a privilege to purchase a 
typewriter for himself to use some rainy day, when Popenoe stepped up to his front door with 
that most intriguing of all mechanical devices. Popenoe had it! He began working on Theodore. 
They would do just great in a subtropical nursery, right there in Altadena, as partners. He knew 
of a fine piece of ground that could be bought reasonably. Later if Theodore had had one wish, 
he would have wished he never set eyes on him! They did form a partnership - Popenoe and 
Barber; did buy the land; put up an office crosswise on this corner property, with a lath house 
out back and still farther back had fields to raise their fruit tree stock. Popenoe did the talking; 
Theodore the work. The office was small. It was painted white. The lath house was extensive. 
Popenoe was enthusiastic about their location. True it was away from the public but the area 
was absolutely frost free, which was necessary for their tropical nursery. Theodore had invested 
all his savings, but to work outdoor with living trees and make a good living out of it was a 
miracle. And what followed is a long tale. 
 
***********                                                                      ******                                          ***** 
 
The avocado was a coming fruit. From a backdoor tree it could be made into a commercial crop, 
if it were pushed. They would try. Also they would develop better banana, loquats, dates, etc., 
but the alligator pear, as the Floridians called the avocado, would be their main concern. Seeds 
were scarce, budwood even more so, although many a single tree owner thought he had the 
champion. Tales of the perfect variety from a homegrown seedling were all over the place and 
had to be sifted out to find the really good one. This was Theodore’s job. In his car he traveled 
all over southern California. Seeds were purchased from all sources and were planted out back 
in the fields, later to be budded by Theodore and the help. Though Popenoe had a fine 
authentic budding knife which he delighted to wave under any buyer’s nose to prove he was an 
expert avocado man, he never used it. Sacks of seeds were brought to the nursery and brought 
the nice price of five cents each. His journeys took him into strange places. Down in Orange 
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County was a “Co-op” religious colony of the Amish sect. They subsisted on their own land by 
their own labor without outside help. It was known that they had some fine fruit but also that 
none could get in. Theodore decided to try. He haunted the outside of the place. A high wire 
fence circled the ranch and over it grew thick rose bushes, heavy with thorns, and back of that 
dense trees. It was near impossible to see in. Finally he got the attention of an inmate who was 
watering the roses. Could he see the head man? He was interested in their superior avocados 
and loquats to  raise some like them for the general public. Politely the man said he would see. 
The head man came to the gate and talked. Yes, they would let him in and would share the 
needed buds. 
 
Theodore was shown the place. Everywhere was neatness, wonderful crops, plain and simple 
living, great industry and great contentment. The women were in one dormitory, the men in 
another, but they ate together. From then on Theodore was a welcome guest; always was 
invited to stay for lunch, which he often did. 
 
Another time he was in San Diego County and ran across a very interesting, well known and 
successful early Californian, of a prominent family, an old, old man with fascinating tales of the 
old days that Theodore never got tired of hearing. Years before when he was young, this man 
had a strong desire to set out to locate his homestead for his family that would surely come. On 
horseback he started his search. Miles and miles were covered. Finally he entered San Diego 
County. One night he had a dream. Over low mountains on a little used trail he rode. Reaching 
the top he looked down on a secluded valley, beautiful to behold - a stream meandering through 
trees, much grass for cattle, a truly delightful place, better than he had ever seen before. This 
was his future home but where was it? One thing he knew. It was in the mountains, very 
isolated. He shifted his search. After days of wandering, he grew tired and discouraged. His 
head hung down, nodding freely at the horse’s every step, as he let the animal choose its own 
path. Looking up - the rocky, bleak countryside seemed a bit familiar. Up, up they went. 
Eagerness replaced the tiredness. He urged on to a quicker pace. Reaching the crest he looked 
down and there below him was the lovely valley of his dream. He knew it was his. Purchasing it, 
he built it up into a cattle empire and a home full of graciousness for his household and many 
friends. 
 
A man was sent into Mexico, the home of the avocado, to bring back some of their best bud 
stock. Among these was the Fuerte, which engendered a lot of enthusiasm at the nursery. They 
introduced it to the public and for years it was the top commercial and home favorite. 
 
Popenoe wasn’t satisfied with their success. He wanted greater empires. For sometime his little 
old bean had been working on high. Boy! What an idea. The Imperial and Coachella Valleys 
could be made into a veritable Arabian Nights country with camels and date farms and he could 
be the center of it. Again Theodore was persuaded. Another man was sent off to Persia to find 
and ship back date shoots. Land was bought in Coachella Valley - lots of it - and Theodore left 
the nursery to take charge of the development in that fiery inferno --- he was younger! Though 
summer was upon them, work of clearing the land of sage brush, tamaracks, greasewood, 
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cactus and rattlesnakes, had to go on, for the shoots would be arriving. At first Theodore 
thought staying at the hotel would be best. He had breakfast and dinners there. One evening he 
was dining alone, as it was late. Hot! Hot! Insufferable -- when suddenly the ceiling of the dining 
room began to leak water in rivulets. Theodore grabbed his place and cup and dashed for the 
hallway. One of the upstairs roomers couldn’t stand the intense heat any longer so he had 
dragged the hose upstairs and let fly. Water spurted over walls, ceilings, and floor - everything 
was dampened down and then some. 
 
Theodore decided it would be better to build a screen house on the ranch and “bach” it out there 
with some of the other men. Out on the ranch all of them had to watch out for the ever present 
rattlesnakes, the small side winder being particularly vile. Hardly before they were ready the 
shoots began to arrive and had to be planted immediately for they already were long out of the 
ground. Labor was scarce. Men were dragged off freighters as the trains stopped for water 
nearby. Some stayed a few hours till the next train, others stuck it out for a few days to a few 
weeks. But when they wanted to go, they demanded their money right then, in no uncertain 
terms and you just better have it or else! Theodore was responsible for the pay and oh yes 
Popenoe would always have it there on time! Not being too sure of him, Theodore wisely had on 
him a money belt of his own personal money just in case. Come a week and no money; he 
telephoned. Oh yes it would be there the next day or so, but it didn’t come so Theodore paid off 
in his own coin. The next day he took the train for Altadena as mad as a swarm of hornets. 
 
“Look here, Popenoe, do you want my head mashed in? Don’t you understand that with this 
tough outfit I have, I can’t just promise money to them. We have it and I have to have it to pay 
them off. From now on I will have to have the source of the paying myself. I can’t trust you 
getting it to me any longer. If I hadn’t my own money, I wouldn’t be here today.” 
 
The ranch began losing shoots at night. They had built a shed to store them. Somebody would 
have to sleep out there with one eye open. Among the men, not the bums, was a huge fellow. 
He was elected. From the nearby railroad bed he gathered a supply of steel plates, just right to 
go hurtling through the atmosphere if needed. It was a moonlit night. Mexican small ranch 
owners abounded in the area. Someone was restless that night. Stealthily the sliding barn door 
was opened and framed in the shaddowy doorway was a man’s figure. By now the watchman 
was thoroughly awake. In the dark corner he raised the steel plate and let if fly. It sailed through 
the air to crash against the door jam, going in some three or four inches, enough to cut a man’s 
head off, a miss of inches only. Out across the sagebrush dashed a fleeing shape to disappear 
forever. They were never bothered again. The grapevine had tapped out the news. 
 
Theodore was developing one of the first date farms in the valley and the largest but he never 
realized on the project, for Popenoe - the senior partner - was always off on some tangent and 
besides disaster was to strike the nursery that winter. 
 
But first a little about some of the characters that worked in the nursery and about Henry Ford, 
who spent a few winters near the Valentine address. He had rented a home nearby for his 
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family and himself. Theodore would often see him puttering with an old Ford in the yard or on 
the driveway. After tinkering he would get in the old car and away he would “clug” around the 
block or so. With a free moment or two, Theodore would stop to chat. Ford was just folks. He 
didn’t want any fuss made over him. Sometimes the two men would take the run together to see 
how the car made out. If Ford heard of any neighbor having a rough time, they would receive 
needed rent money or find groceries stacked on the back porch or whatever was needed, done 
in secret by Henry Ford, only known by the Groceryman or others involved who did the service. 
It was never known to the recipient. Ford wouldn’t want to be bother by hangers on, stranding 
themselves on his front door. 
 
A sandy-red haired boy came out of the southern midwest after leaving the parental roof with 
pleasure, for the father was a severe taskmaster. Shyly he applied at the nursery for a job and 
down on the paysheet went his name - Carter Barrett. They taught him to hoe, to bud, to ball 
trees, to know the names of the different avocado varieties. Being a good boy, well brought up, 
he attended the local Episcopalian Church and in due time met the Reverend’s daughter, 
Bessie Dodge. His heart fell at her feet and he became her slave. She only tossed her head, 
which only made the lad more eager. His suit seemed hopeless but did he give up? An English 
boy give up? Nonsense! After the “meeting” all church socials and dinners were a must for 
Carter - she would be there. The Valentines and the Barbers also went. Mrs. Valentine 
befriended the awkward fellow. She listened to his tale of love. At the dinners he was want to sit 
near them. One time she looked down the table at his loaded plate with a pile of brown. “Oh, 
Carter,” she asked innocently, “don’t you like your beans?” --- To which he answered, “Mrs. 
Valentine, they aren’t beans they are olive seeds. Yes, Carter loved olives. The walk to his 
Love’s house was long. Carter had a few dollars in his pocket that he had earned. A bicycle 
seemed like a dandy idea. How about that? He had never ridden one but kids rode them all 
over. There couldn’t be any trick to it. He got a second hand one, took it to the top of the hill 
near the nursery. Dolled up in his best he jumped on and headed for Pasadena and his flame. 
But down a ways there was a dead end. He  forgot. He would have to make a turn. The bicycle 
gathered speed. Faster and faster he sailed until right over the handlebars into a thick hedge at 
the end of the street. The bicycle smashed up against a tree. He picked himself up out of the 
thorny bushes, bloody but unbroken, torn but game. “When he got the next bicycle he’d better 
find out how to stop it first.” There was more to it than he had thought. World War One was in 
the making. Carter was drafted and made a cook. Bessie by now was in a swank girls’ school in 
the East sent there by a wealthy aunt. Carter’s outfit was in New York, ready to be sent by ship 
to France the next day but he managed to get a twelve hour leave so as to see the girl friend. 
Swiftly the hours passed, holding Bessie’s hand. It was much after midnight. Bessie would have 
to get into the dorm; he would have to  get a few hours sleep before catching the street car for 
the dock. The alarm didn’t go off. He slept on. Some kind of soul came along to awaken him. He 
took a look at the clock, sprang out of bed, grabbed his uniform and started for the car tracks, 
putting on his clothes as he ran. He was half dressed as the Brooklyn street car stopped for him. 
The conductor helped him on, for his hands were full of wearing apparel and his “wind on 
puttees” of that era were streaming out behind him and liable to trip him. He caused quite a stir 
as he boarded, for sedate New Yorkers weren’t used to having their trolleys used as a dressing 
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room but this was war time and people did come in from the sticks on their way out 
-(fortunately). 
 
The other young man who was hired at this time was great on the talking, light on the work. His 
boss Theodore worried that the fellow would never make much. But he was very likeable so 
they put up with him. Some years later Theodore met him in Santa Barbara, dressed 
handsomely. He held a high position with the Armour Meat Packing Company as general 
manager of their huge land holdings and cattle ranches in the Solvang district. Who says charm 
doesn’t pay? 
 
****                                                                   ****                                                     **** 

 
The navel oranges were 
ripe. They hung sweet yet 
tangy on the loaded limbs. 
It was that time of year. 
Xmas had come and 
gone. In the nursery the 
young avocado trees were 
lush with new growth. Tall 
and stately. With the 
excellent care and with 
much water and fertilizer, 
they had out run the 
fondest expectations. Best 
of all they were ready for 
the market. Now skimpy 
purses would be filled; 
scant, long months of 
waiting were over; the till 
would ring with money; 
everyone would be able to 
take it easier, pleasanter. 
Balled trees were bringing 

top prices and theirs were winning favorites with the clamoring buyers. Everything looked 
wonderful. But there was something in the air. One could smell it. A crispness. The day turned 
colder by evening. There was no worry for the nursery of course, for it was high up on the 
sloping Altadena. Everyone knew it was absolutely frost free. Yet as the evening stars came out 
on that clear, clear night, it was indeed cold, with the thermometer knowing no better than to be 
plunging down and down. Around midnight Theodore woke up with an uneasy feeling. Dressed 
in his pajamas and slippers he went outside to check. My Gad! It showed below freezing! 
Jumping into his clothes and into his car, away he thundered, off to the nursery and there found 
to his dismay an even colder temperature! He looked out sadly over the field of trees and there 
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witnessed their forlorn whisperings to each other as lost wisps of air caught their leaves up in an 
icey grasp. He knew he couldn’t save them but maybe he could save those in the lath house. 
He could try. Quickly he ran to the telephone and got out Carter Barrett from his warm bed. Told 
him to get the others and come to the nursery, pronto; the nursery was freezing. Out back were 
gallon and five gallon cans meant for the young trees. He gathered them up and distributed 
them in the aisles. With a bucket in his hand he carried the oil to the tins. The help began to 
arrive; the fires started. The thermometer began to rise. The second day was colder. They kept 
the fires going all day. More oil was brought in. The temperature outside by the office during the 
day didn’t rise over 9 degrees. Icicles hanging from the roof  stayed firm and long. That night 
around midnight the lath house caught fire. Water pipes were frozen; no water to fight the fire. 
But it was put out by dirt heaped on. The afternoon of the third day it warmed up. The fight was 
over. During the fire part of the crew were fighting the cold; part were fighting the heat! Now with 
a sigh they all went home to sleep. Thousands of dollars had gone up in the smoke of the hoar 
frost; labor of several years wasted. Theodore wanted out. He didn’t like the partnership with 
Popeneo. He was getting nowhere with him. The date farm in the valley could have worked out 
well except for more of Popenoe’s fanciful, impractical schemes. The men talked it over and 
agreed on a settlement. Popenoe would take the land; Theodore what was left of the stock. With 
his family Theodore moved to the Hollywood Hills on some rented land. On it was a shack which 
they made into a living quarters and out into the fields wife and husband went to plant the flats 
of wee seedlings left over from the lath house. Like slaves they worked, irrigating, hoeing, 
budding but from their couple of years work they cleared $5,000 for a new start. 
 
[The American Florist volume 45, page 976, Nov. 20, 1915 
Los Angeles, California - Theodore Barber, formerly with the East India Gardens, has 
established a nursery at 2099 La Brea avenue, Hollywood, and will make a specialty of avocado 
trees.] 
 
Theodore looked around for a better situation. He found North Whittier Heights [now known as 
Hacienda Heights]. Edwin G. Hart was developing this area into citrus and avocado ranches 
and would need nursery stock. Both men thought it a good idea to have the trees grown right on 
the property. Together they would start a nursery. Hart would furnish the land; Theodore the 
work and know how. Trees were bedded down in close rows in certain spots - on Los Altos on 
property later purchased by Howard Ferguson, others on Turnbull (Mathisen), on Avocado 
Terrace (Barber) and on Kendall Drive (Pettee). Theodore needed to be close to the nursery. 
The superintendent of the ranch was not very satisfactory. Theodore got the job and so the 
superintendent's house located at the corner of Vallecito Drive and Los Lomitas Drive, where 
the ranch headquarters was located. Here were the barns, (as the crews used horses and 
mules), a cook house for unmarried men and several other family abodes, who also worked on 
the project. Theodore laid out roads, pipelines, terraces for the orchards, building sites, the 
Hillgrove town site, planting trees along the streets, planting the acreage that was ready for 
sales and many trees and shrub of beauty on the hillside for later generations to enjoy - 
Eucalyptus, Monterey and Arizona Cypress, Acacia and so forth. He had much help under him. 
It was a very active place. The many Mexican help called the first superintendent “Big Devil”; 
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Theodore the “Little Devil.” After awhile it was time to buy a place of their own. They chose 
Edgeridge Drive and purchased 3 to 5 acres. At first they erected a small dwelling and added to 
it from time to time. Avocados were planted, using many varieties to try them out, and 
government experimental ornamentals from far away places to see how they would do in sunny 
California. They took what they had and borrowed a couple thousand from Theodore’s mother 
to make the first payments. They were a popular couple in the small social circle of that vicinity. 
They had much fun. But Theodore was a busy, hard working man. He had fights on his hands 
most of the time -- with the men under him and with some of the neighborhood element. There 
was a strong feeling against the company, headed by Lawrence. Theodore was on one side and 
Lawrence on the other, and folks arranged themselves as whims and feelings dictated the side. 
Theodore, being the company representative, caught the antagonism that was felt for Hart Inc. 
He never understood nor knew the cause of this feeling.  Whatever side he took, Lawrence took 
the other on principal. There was the water board, the Citrus House board, Club house situation 
(the land was donated to the woman of the community by Hart), etc. and both men were always 
on them together. 
 
One time Lawrence spoke to Theodore, “I don’t blame you personally for your stand. If I were in 
your shoes, I’d do the same.” 
 
After years of trying to do his all for the best interest of the community honestly, this was pouring 
fire on an open wound. He felt an insult to his integrity. The company had almost never given 
him orders as to what to do. He was to use his own judgement. They trusted him, believed in 
him and he was on the job in the field. He answered back, “Don’t you realize I also am a 
property owner with personal interest in the welfare of this area and I always try my best to do 
what I feel is good for all. I do not work exclusively for the company. I hold all interests as 
important and never stand for the company against the people.” Theodore was mad through 
and through. Lawrence smiled unbelievingly and walked away. The antagonism went on. 
Lawrence had been a school teacher and still kept that feeling of superiority of the pedagogue 
over the pupils. The folks were like sheep in his fold. He had to take care of them. 
 
In spite of Mr. Lawrence always gnawing away at Theodore, he was very successful in his 
position. More and more came his way; more responsibility; more pay. But World War One was 
going on. United States was in it.  
 
Theodore went into Los Angeles to volunteer. He was turned down for three  reasons - his age, 
his flat feet and the importance of his job. The army told him to go home and raise all the food 
he could. Much of the Heights was in open fields; ripe for grain, hay and potatoes. With 
increased ardor the acres were turned into a huge farm. When they couldn’t sell the immense 
crop of potatoes, Theodore brought in herds of pigs and feed them bushels and bushels of the 
tubers. Armistice Day came. Then the problem was to sell the pigs! Buehnky of Whittier had a 
meat market and bought many of them as his equipment permitted from time to time. 
 

54 



Edwin Hart Inc. took on more property and Theodore got the running of them - La Habra 
Heights, Vista, Bloomington. All of this kept him on the run. Often breakfasts were eaten in the 
La Habra Cook house. He was checking the food and cleanliness, as a crew of laborers tend to 
complain about the meals, or he would walk in on a dark night to see if poker games were going 
on. It was against the rules for gambling, always meant a lot of trouble, good men would lose 
money, get in jail from a fight or walk off the job in a huff. With breakfast over, he would get in 
the company auto and be on the trail for Vista, where he would have dinner and stay the night at 
the Vista Inn. After much wire pulling he got the right to sell property on the spot. He knew all 
about it so was excellent at it. This commission from sales helped in his overall pay. He was 
making in the neighborhood of $8,000 per annual. 
 
During the rainy season some property owned by Hart on the Rio Hondo River near El Monte 
was endangered of being swept to the sea. Flood waters surged hungrily against the banks. 
Theodore gathered up his men and together they worked to stem the tide by cutting down the 
gigantic Eucalyptus trees that bordered the low edge and pushing them into the rolling water to 
form a sort of breakwater. It was successful. The washing away of soil on which the walnut 
orchard was growing was stopped. 
 
Mystery surrounded the Bloomington Water Company. It was in the red. How come? Bills were 
sent out and paid and still not enough money to pay the costs, yet it had all been figured so the 
company would be in the black. Water was going out and wasn’t charged for. But where? No 
one knew. Theodore put on his thinking cap and his Sherlock Holmes cape and went in search. 
Down one street was a string of houses.  What was the bill on that street? The books showed 
only one house. The rest of the water was being taken out of the main ditch underground by 
secret pipes. The houses were owned by one man, his relatives and close friends. The houses 
were all put on the billings after that and the company went into the black. But I could mention a 
few in Bloomington who didn’t like the nosey man from North Whittier Heights who had stopped 
a good thing --- if I had room. 

The Barber life seemed to be smooth and happy 
except for one thing, his wife decided to marry the 
boss. She went to Europe to join her mother, Mrs. 
Valentine, and when she returned she went to Nevada 
for a divorce. Theodore’s life seemed to split open. In 
honor he could not go on working for Hart, although 
they wanted him to. He resigned and went back to his 
brother’s home to see his mother who had suffered a 
stroke, in Ridgewood, New Jersey. As far as a job was 
concerned, he had no plans, his spirit, previously 
always ready to spring back after adversity, was 
confused and disheartened. His home on Edgeridge 
Drive was connected to his wife, his interest in the 
avocado land on Avocado Terrace was owned in 
partnership with Edwin G. Hart and his brother John, a 
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small house in Hillgrove was held in ownership with Mr. Tupper, a friend. Tupper bought out 
Theodore’s interest; the home on Edgeridge was purchased by Mr. Will Hall for his son Norman, 
and Adelaide received her share; and Theodore bought out the Harts to own the five and a half 
acres on Avocado Terrace. This property had always been a headache, not paying for itself. 
After Theodore owned it by himself, it turned around like a faithful dog and it rolled in the money 
like a gold mine. But that is another story. 
 
And so ends “Part I” of this true tale of Theodore Barber; a man made from a fine family, out of 
adversity and good fortune, to build a character geat and true, honorable, kind and generous. 
 
[end of manuscript by Virginia Barber Chester] 
 
Unfortunately, I have not found Part 2 of this story, if it was ever written. My grandmother’s 
papers, handed down to me from my parents, do not contain the second part. It is my intention 
to write a shorter Part 2 to the story, using the limited resources available to me - stay tuned - 
Jeffrey La Favre 
 
I dedicate the research below to my mother, Barbara Barber La Favre. It is my deepest regret 
that the research was conducted only after her death.  I know she would have been so happy to 
learn more about her ancestors. 
 
 
 
Research by Jeffrey La Favre 
The ancestors of Theodosia M. Underhill have been of intense interest in the genealogy 
community. Many were of English origin, arriving in America during the 17th century. The 
Underhill line has been extensively documented in a multivolume work entitled ​Underhill 
Genealogy​ edited by Josephine C. Frost and published privately in 1932 by Myron C. Taylor in 
the interests of the Underhill Society of America (available at www.ancestry.com). The patriarch 
of the American Underhills was Captain John Underhill, who arrived in Boston in 1630 from 
Holland. In Underhill Genealogy we learn that "The English Ancestry of Capt. John Underhill has 
been established back to and including Hugh Underhill, keeper of the wardrobe to Queen 
Elizabeth in Greenwich Palace, examined, and passed, by the College of Arms in London and 
traced to armigerous Underhills of Ettington in Warkickshire and their predecessors of the 
thirteenth century. As to the year of his birth, legend varies between 1597 and 1600; as to place, 
tradition locates it at Baginton, near Kenilworth (Killingworth) in Warwickshire." 
 

Adin Ballou, in his History of the Town of Milford​3​ tells us that Hamlet Barber was an immigrant 
from England "...as I have always been told..." "I never chanced to learn any thing of his 
birth-date or antecedents, nor exactly when he first came here to reside. Indeed, I doubt if he 
was any thing more than an occasional and transient inhabitant within our limits. But several of 
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his children were somewhat permanently settled here." Hamlet Barber married the widow 
Rhoda (Ware) Clark. Rhoda died Dec. 25, 1824 and Hamlet died July 6 or 7, 1834, age 83 
years. "He was an ingenious shoemaker, and, I think, must have resided mostly in Holliston 
[Massachusetts]" There is a Hamblet Barber listed in Hopkinton, Middlesex, Massachusetts, US 
Census 1790, and a man of the same name in Holliston, Middlesex, Massachusetts, US Census 
for 1810 and 1820. 
 
The following was found attached to a family tree at Ancestry.com: 

Hamblet served as a British Officer in General 'Gentlemen Johnny' Burgoyne's 

army during the Revolutionary War. Burgoyne was defeated, and Hamblet was 

captured by the Colonists during the Battle of Saratoga in upper New York in the 

fall of 1777. Hamblet was paroled into the custody of a Massachusetts 

militiaman, named Ware, who had fought for the American cause at the Battle of 

Crown Point, New York. In 1778 he married the eldest Ware daughter, Rhoda 

Ware (Clarke), who was then a young widow with an infant daughte​r. 

 

The children of Hamlet and Rhoda were: 

James, b. May 16, 1779​; ​m. Nancy Parks, April 11, 1803​; settled in Milford 

Hamlet, b. April 26, 1780; d. Aug. 7, 1783. 

Hannah, b. May 5, 1782; d. Dec. 15 the same year. 

Rhoda, b. Oct. 22, 1783; m. Amasa Fairbanks, Oct. 11, 1807. 

Hamlet, b. June 24, 1785; m. Bathsheba Adams. He died at Bellingham [Mass.], 1870. 

Hannah, b. July 17, 1788; m. Calvin Claflin, Holliston [Mass.], May 20, 1805. 

Sally, b. May 25, 1790; m. Phineas Adams. 

Polly, b. Aug. 20, 1792; m. Barzillai Adams. 

Anna, b. June 29, 1794; m. Reuben Justin. 

John, b. April 13, 1796; m. Mary Davenport. He died April 6, 1821. 

Thomas, b. April 10, 1798; m. Betsey Rockwood; resided in Milford and Hopkinton 

[Mass.] 

Betsey, b. March 24, 1800; m. Jason Gay; settled in Milford 

 

According to a biography of Isaac Henry Barber​1​, his great-grandfather, James Barber, born 
1779, came to America from Wales with four brothers, who settled in New England. It will 
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become clear below that James was Isaac's grandfather, not great-grandfather. I am inclined to 
favor the information provided by Adin Ballou in his book. Then we should correct Isaac's 
biography to state that his great-grandfather was Hamlet Barber, who came to America from 
Wales [at the time the American author Ballou may have considered Wales part of England]. In 
Vital Records of Milford Massachusetts​2​ and History of the Town of Milford​3​, we learn the names 
of the children of James and Nancy Barber: 
 

William, b. August 25, 1803​; went to Amsterdam, N. Y., m. there [​Amy Earnest​ ​b. 9 

May 1807, Florida, NY​, m. to William on 19 NOV 1828]; William d. Brooklyn, N. Y. [13 

JUN 1863] [information in brackets supplied by Montgomery County Department of 

History and Archives - Florida, NY] 

Sarah Parks b. October 20, 1804; m. Simpson Bixby, Nov. 4, 1832. 

Maria, b. July 9, 1806; m. Seth P. Carpenter, Jan. 25, 1829; d. Feb. 13, 1831. 

Diana, b. March 31, 1808; m. Seth P. Carpenter, Aug. 28, 1831 

James Madison, b. June 20, 1810; m. Elizabeth S. Wiswall, March 17, 1834.  

Ann Matilda, b. February 19, 1812; d. unmarried May 10, 1849 

Nancy, b. April 22, 1814 d. January 27, 1815. 

John Parks, b. May 29, 1816; m. Rhoda S. Hewitt, Sept. 2, 1841. 

Hamlet Ellison, b. August 29, 1818; m. Mary Burbank; resided Binghamton, N. Y., 6 

children 

Willard Fisher, b. November 22, 1820; m. Mary A. Kendall, Nov. 1, 1842. 

Gardner Parks, b. June 28, 1823; m. Abbie Holbrook, Oct. 24, 1848; no children.  

Charles, b. March 28, 1828; m. twice; resided in Hartford, CT; d. Oct. 15, 1844, his 

widow Nancy d. April 27, 1864. 

 

James Barber is recorded in Milford on the US Census for 1810, 1820, 1830 and 1840. On the 
1820 census for James, we learn that he made a living engaged in manufacturing. There were 2 
individuals in his household who worked in manufacturing. William would have been almost 17 
years old at the time of the census and would have been the second person engaged in 
manufacturing. In the History of the Town of Milford​3​ we learned that James' father was a 
shoemaker. James was also a shoemaker and there is no doubt that he taught his son, William, 
the same trade. The History also tells us that John Parks Barber, and his son John Waldo 
Barber, were bootmakers. Other members of James' family, particularly the sons, were 
undoubtedly also taught the trade of shoemaking. Later we will learn that William was a 
salesman in New York City according to the 1850 census. And his son, Emery L. Barber, was a 
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shoe salesman, living in Brooklyn, New York. Thus, there were at least four generations of 
Barbers who made their living making and/or selling shoes and boots. 
At the time of the next US Census in 1830, there was no male listed in the proper age category 
to fit William on the entry for James Barber in Milford. This is consistent with William's presence 
in Montgomery County, NY, where he married Amy Earnest on 19 NOV 1828. They were 
married at the Presbyterian Church of Amsterdam. Amy was the daughter of William Earnest, 
born about February 1762 and Magdalene Shoots. William Earnest and Magdalene Shoots 
were married 25 NOV 1792 by Rev. James Dempster, Town of Florida, Montgomery Co., NY. 
William Earnest died 22 JUL 1840, age 78 years, 5 months and Magdalene died 15 JAN 1853 in 
her 80th year. They are buried in the Earnest Cemetery in the Town of Florida. 
The 1840 US Census for the township of Florida, Montgomery Co., NY contains the following 
data for the household of William Barber: 1 male under age 5 [Emery L.], 1 male between age 5 
and 9 [Willard A.], 1 male between age 10 and 14 [Isaac H.], 6 males between age 20 and 29 
[identity unknown], 3 males between age 30 and 39 [William plus two unknown], 1 female under 
age 5 [Martha Barber?], 1 female between age 10 and 14 [perhaps Nancy M. Barber birth date 
unknown or Mary Ann Barber, born 1833, both reported to be children of William and Amy], 1 
female between age 30 and 39 [Amy, wife of William]. In addition, there is the number 9 listed in 
the column for employed in Manufacturing and Trades [presumably the 6 males 20-29 and 3 
males 30-39] and the column for Agriculture is blank. 
An assessment roll for the town of Florida in 1841 lists William Barber owning 1/2 acre of land, 
not sufficient to make a living as a farmer. The presence of a number of additional adult males 
in the household, who were engaged in manufacturing and trades, suggests that William owned 
some type of manufacturing business. Was he manufacturing shoes there? Sometime after 
1841 William moved to New York City, where he is found on the US Census for 1850. But in 
1855 William was back in Montgomery County, where he was enumerated in the Village of Port 
Jackson, Town of Florida. In 1856 William was a taxable inhabitant of Road District #22, 
described as beginning at the Amsterdam bridge dyck and running down the canal to the bridge 
east of Barney Quiri and up the hill to the south line of William Barber. Thus, it appears that 
William Barber lived very near the Mohawk River and Erie Canal, a perfect location for someone 
engaged in manufacturing. 
It is not hard to imagine that William could have owned a shoemaking business. In 1855 there 
were 7 individuals living in Port Jackson who gave their occupation as shoemakers. Under the 
business listing on the census, Port Jackson had 4 shoemaker shops that employed a total of 7 
men. William Barber must have been a man of some means because he sent his oldest son, 
Isaac Henry, to be educated at the Academy of Amsterdam, Amsterdam, NY. 
According to the US Census of 1850, Ward 16 District 1, New York, New York, Emery L. Barber 
[his name spelled Emory L.], age 13, was born in the state of New York and was living in the 
home of William Barber, age 47, born in Massachusetts, a salesman, and Amy Barber, age 43, 
born in the state of New York. Considering all we know about the Barbers, it is clear that William 
and Amy were Emery's parents, although the 1850 census did not include a specification of the 
relationships between members of a household. In the US 1900 Census, the state of birth for 
Emery's father was listed as Massachusetts and for his mother, New York. These places of birth 
help substantiate the identity of Emery's parents. Emery's brothers and sisters were [in 1850]: 
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Isaac H. [Henry], age 20, a student; Willet [Willard] A., age 18, a carver [carpenter]; Martha, age 
10; Jane, age 7; Hannah [Hannah Maria], age 3; and all children were born in the state of New 
York. 
Emery's oldest brother, Isaac Henry Barber, became a prominent surgeon in Brooklyn, New 
York. His biography, published in The Brooklyn Medical Journal​1​, is very helpful in deciphering 
his entry in the 1870 census. This passage from the biography is key: 

 

"In 1851 he obtained the degree of M.D. from the College of Physicians and Surgeons 
[Columbia University]. 
The doctor's first office in New York City was on Twenty-fourth street, between Fifth and 
Sixth avenues. His sign had been up only a few weeks when he received a call to go as 
surgeon on the Vanderbilt Line of steamers running to the Chagres River [now Panama 
City and Panama Canal]. This position he accepted, and in the fall of 1851 he left New 
York for Chagres. ... After the doctor went to sea, his mother, being in poor health, 
returned to Amsterdam [NY] to reside. At her death she left a family in which were 
several daughters young in years. The doctor, being the eldest member, felt it incumbent 
upon him to go home and care for them. To this end we find him opening an office in 
Amsterdam in 1856. In the spring of 1857 the doctor came to Brooklyn to practice, 
opening an office on Willoughby street. 
September 13, 1857, Dr. Barber was married to Miss Jane M. Fremyre of Amsterdam, 
N.Y." 
Another important part of the biography: "His father, William Barber (born 1803) moved 
from Milford, Mass. to New York State." 
[Amy Earnest Barber died 26 AUG 1853] 

 

From Isaac's biography we could assume that his father was not living when he returned to 
Amsterdam. However, the 1855 census for the Town of Florida, Montgomery Co., NY contains 
the following entries: 
 
William Barber, widow, age 50, salesman, in the town 4 years, owns land 

Isaac Barber, physician, age 26, in the town 7 years 

Martha Barber, age 15, in the town 4 years 

Jane Barber, age 11, in the town 4 years 

Hannah Barber, age 8, in the town 4 years 

Sarah Senette, sister-in-law, age 48, in the town 48 years 

The statement that Isaac was in the town for 7 years must be in error and needs to be checked. 
To date I have not been able to find William Barber or his children on the US Census for 1860. 
The 1870 US Census for the household of Isaac H. Barber, Brooklyn Ward 11, Kings, New York 
is provided below. From the 1850 census we learned that Isaac was a student, age 20, living 
with his parents. Twenty years later the census revealed that he was a physician. But this 
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census listed his age as 35. In his biography his birth date is listed as August 3, 1829, 
consistent with the 1850 census. Additional age data for the 1870 census entry are also at 
variance with the 1850 census and 1880 census. In 1880 the age of Isaac was listed as 50, 
consistent with a birth date of August 3, 1829. The 1880 census also listed Jane's age as 50. 
Assuming 50 to be the correct age, her age in 1870 should have been 40, not 30. 

 

Earlier we learned that Jane M. Barber's maiden name was Fremyre. The US Census for 1850, 
Florida, Montgomery Co., New York lists the household of a John Fremyre, age 60. Living with 
John, among others, was Jane M. Fremyre, age 24 and Mary A. Barber, age 19. It is clear that 
by 1870 Isaac had taken into his home his 80 year old father-in-law and Mary A. Barber, who 
used to live with the Fremyres. In fact, I believe that Mary A. Barber was a daughter of William 
and Amy as they have been reported to have had a daughter Mary. Apparently Mary stayed 
behind in Montgomery County when William moved his family to New York City. 
On the list above there is a Maria Barber, age 20, which I believe is Hannah Maria Barber, 
daughter of William and Amy. As we shall see soon, Maria must be Maria B. Ives, age 60, wife 
of Alfred E. Ives, and sister-in-law of Theodosia Barber, on the 1910 census. Another person of 
great interest on the above list is Emery L. What was his last name? Since there is a line to the 
left of his first name, we should assume that he had the same surname as John Fremyer listed 
above him. But if we look back to the 1850 census in John's household, there is no Emery L. 
listed. Considering the other information we have for Emery, it is clear that the census worker 
made an error on the 1870 census entry (or we are mistaken in assuming that the worker 
intended to associate Emery's last name with John). The last name of Emery L. was surely 
Barber. His age was listed as 29 years old and his occupation a salesman. His age should have 
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been closer to 33 years old but we have already seen that other ages were not reported 
accurately on this 1870 census entry. 
According to a marriage notice in a newspaper (obtained from ancestry.com, name of 
newspaper not listed), Emery and Theodosia were married January 7, 1879 by Rev. J. B. 
Thomas. Theodosia's father was Peter Silleck Underhill, who was born March 25, 1807 
(Underhill Genealogy). 

 

 

My mother's account of Theodosia is confirmed by further investigation. Theodosia's father, 
Peter S., died May 10, 1877 and her mother, Catherine Matilda (Mannell) Underhill, died June 5, 
1878. Seven months after her mother died, Theodosia married Emery. The US Census data for 
1870 and 1880 suggest that Emery and Theodosia lived in the same house in 1880 that was 
occupied by Peter Underhill, (Catherine) Matilda Underhill and Theodotia Underhill in 1870. The 
1880 census listed the address of the house but no address was provided in 1870. However, it 
seems likely that the two locations were one and the same because in both years the family of 
Daniel and Catherine Silleck occupied the other unit of this apparent duplex (Catherine Silleck 
was Theodosia's older sister). The street name is difficult to read on the digital copy of the 1880 
census but looks like Duffield and the number is clearly 178. In Lain's Brooklyn Directory for 
1884 the home street address for Emery L. Barber was listed as 178 Duffield. The same 
directory for the year 1889 listed the same home address and a business address of 19 Warren, 
New York. The 1889 directory also listed Emery as a shoe dealer, which confirms my mother's 
story. A directory for 1890 listed the home address as 770 Putnam, indicating that sometime 
during 1889 or 1890, Emery moved his family to 770A Putnam Avenue, where he was listed in 
the 1900 US Census [I have not been able to locate Emery on the 1890 US Census. 
Unfortunately, most of the 1890 census was destroyed in 1921 during a fire in the basement of 
the Commerce Building in Washington, D.C.]. 
Theodosia's father was a shoe and boot maker and was likely the first of his family to become 
acquainted with the shoe salesman Emery L. Barber. Peter S. was probably the person who 
introduced Emery and Theodosia. When exactly that introduction occurred is difficult to 
establish. As my mother indicated, Theodosia was devoted to the care of her elderly parents 
and Emery may have waited a number of years until Theodosia was ready to marry. 
My mother identified her grandfather as Emery Gardner Barber but Underhill Genealogy lists his 
middle initial as L. The US Census for 1850 and 1870, several Brooklyn city directories, a bank 
account register, and a marriage notice in a newspaper also list his middle initial as L. My 
mother's confusion may have been due to the fact that Emery's oldest son was named Emery 
Gardner Barber. 
The US Census of 1900 for Ward 23, borough of Brooklyn, City of New York, enumerated on 
June 12, 1900, contains the following data for a family living at 770A Putnam Avenue: Emory A. 
Barber, head of household, born March 1837 in the state of New York, married 21 years, his 
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father born in Massachusetts, his mother born in New York; Thocodosia, wife, born February 
1843 in the state of New York, married 21 years, mother of 2 children, both living, her father 
born in New York, her mother born in New York; Gardner E., son, born November 1879 in New 
York, single; Theodore U., son, born May 1885 in New York, single. It is interesting to note here 
that Emory's middle initial was given as an A. Whether this was an error made by the census 
worker or was actually the initial reported for Emery is not clear. Also note that Emery and 
Theodosia's oldest child was listed as Gardner E. My mother also named the older brother of 
her father as Gardner. Because Emery's son was also named Emery, the most likely 
explanation is that the family used the boy's middle name to avoid confusion. Later documents 
list the name of the son as Emery G. Barber. 
The 1910 US Census registers the widow Theodosia Barber living with her brother-in-law, Alfred 
E. Ives and his wife Maria B., at 403 Hancock Street, Brooklyn, New York. Theodosia's family 
connection was clearly with her sister-in-law, Maria B. (Maria Barber). Alfred had two wives, one 
named Lina, who was listed living with him in the 1880 census and then Mary B. in the 1900 
census and Maria B. in the 1910 census. We can conclude that Maria B. (aka Mary B.) was 
Emery's sister because the children of Peter S. Underhill are listed as Frederick Augustus, 
Elizabeth S., Catharine A. and Theodosia M. in Underhill Genealogy. The 1870 US Census also 
supports Emery and Maria as brother and sister. 
Emery Barber, born March 1837, was listed on US Census for 1880 and 1900. His name was 
not found for any subsequent census year. However, Theodosia, his widow, was living with 
relatives according to the US Census for 1910. Therefore, it is apparent that Emery L. Barber 
died between the years of 1900 and 1910. According to my mother, Emery suffered a stroke 
sometime in his early 60's and was never the same after. Emery probably died of another stroke 
a few years later in the first decade of the 20th century. 
The US Census for 1910 and 1920 establish that sometime between those years, Theodosia 
moved to Ridgewood, New Jersey to live with her older son, Emery G. Barber. The 1930 US 
Census for the household of Emery does not list Theodosia, which is consistent with her death 
in 1926 or 1927 according to my mother. Emery Gardner Barber, beloved husband of Sara 
Woodruff, died at Ridgewood, NJ on March 1, 1937 (New York Times, March 2, 1937). 
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