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I ecouldn't have been more than two and a half - three at the most « when I was
standing in the dining-room ef Grandma and Grandpa Mensfield's big house next

to ours. A very tall man appeared in the doorway leading to the hall, He seemed
to £i11 the doorway, and wore a fuuny-colored siut, but the thing that really.
made an impression on me Wwas the faet that Grandmaeried! I hadn't known that
grandmpthers could ery, but she definitely did, throwing her half-epron (the kind
she always wore ) up over her face, The seene fades from my memory, but later I
learned that the bdll man was my father's older brother, Unele Adrian, home

from the First Vorld Yar end the Ammy of Oceupation, Still later, from scraps

of information I picked up here and there, I found that Unele Ag (as my father
called him ~ most other people called him Bill ) had entered the Army as a private,
received field commissions that made hinm a»éip%a%ﬁ by the time he came home,and
went on th become & full colonel in the reserve before he finally retired.

e and my fether's younger brother , Unele Vilfred, had gone into the family

candy business with Grandpe, but Dad had rebelled , left home earlyafter quitting
school at 14, and married my mother the day after his eighteenth birthday, I didn't
know all this until much later, of ecourse. Unele Adrian remained a remote figure,
but Ungle Wilfred was good for fun. He bought redords for the victrola in the parlor,
and played phe sax ophone, Neither of the others married until ten years or so
after my parents were married, so Jessie and I became favored only children in the
family for many years.

This was helped along by living next door. The houses at 406 (ours ) and 408 (theirs)
West Clinton Street in Elmira were on a single large lot, front and back yards
adjoining,with a sidewalk width separating the houses. Grandma's house was as familiar
as my own. It was set well back from the street, with a porech on two sides where
Grandma sat every nice afternoon in swmer, and ve often played there on rainy
days. The entrance hall had an open stairway, a big old osk eoatrach - the kind
with a mirror and seat that pulled wp for staorage of boots. Doors led to the living-
room on the left and dining-room at the end. The living-room, which Grendma called
"the sitting-room " wes the eenter of family life, It had a big bay window where
huge ferns and other plants grew, with a sofa in front, where little girls ooﬂ%d
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play with dolls and later read. Grandpa's ehair alvays stood on the same spot
did all the furniture as long as I could remember ), It was a Morris eheir, similar

to modern patio lounge chairs in that the back eould be lowered to various angles
for eomfortable reading or dozing, but mueh more susstantial. The lowering mechanism
was a brass rod about & quarter-inch in diemeter which slégiped into brass bractts,
almost out of sight. Nobody else ever sat there when Grandpa was in the house,
though we sometimes were privileged to sit on his knee and play carefully with his
wateh chain, sometimes being pemmitted to listen to the ticking of the big gold
wateh , held in his hand, Gramma's chair was nearby, frequently drawn close to

the little ges heater which was lighted often in winter, to supplembnt the furnace
heat, She had arthritis and entertained us throughout our sehool years by showing
us the red flannel knec~wamers she wore to ease the pain in her knees, Crandma
was very jolly, full of little jokes and silly songs. I wes permitted to "help"
her in the kitehen, and made my first pies and caked under her guidance.

But back to the houses The parlor was beyond the living-room, separated by en open
archway with round columns, The piano °nd vietrola and "best" furniture were in
¥here, but nobody ever sat there.

The dining-room , on the side next to our house, was quite dark, with a great deal
of oak woodwork, and unused fireplace, ond a side entrance that was only a few steps

- from our front door. The best china and silver were kept in the mahogany china
cabinet and buffet, and I was very ptoud when I was old enough to be trusted with
getting them out or putting them avey,
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) n had a h tableof oek, dining size, a gas and wood or coal range,
ﬁeﬁgﬁﬁ egginetuggiah contained storgga bins for suger and flour. An opening
in the bottom of each of these permitted measuring into a ewp, a regular teacwp,
as we didn't have measuring eups tehn, The table had room for all kinds of eookng,
even rolling out pie dough, and utensils were washed - one of my earliest duties -
at the white iron sink. The pantry off the kitehen led down to the rather fearsome
eellar, and snother door led to the back poreh and the isebox, Like Harry Golden's
mother, my grandmother had her icemen, her milkman, her vegeteble men, ete, Ice
was ordered by plaeing a big card in the window, the figure 25 showing for 25
pounds, and fifty for a large piece in swmer, Another duty wes to empty the
drainage pan under the icebox,which had to be dome very carefully, a:mjia ;msbm
%%ge tﬁ”ﬁea‘é”é‘i’i‘ﬁ: m%s‘fégxgsﬁg%lg?:& ggag}'l% %ﬁ%ﬁﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ tgere, and conjured
up many mysteries about what it might hold. Actuelly, it held the usuel accwmu-
lation of out-of-season objeets and the touring car wp on blocks to save the tires,
Nobody drove a car in winter., The strectear went right by the house, snd one
eould cateh it on the nearest corner, Horses were used also , with the milimen's
horse trained to move on to the next stop while the millmen was delivering our
milk every other day in the fascinating little open metal basket in whieh the
bottles were carried. Mother and grandme both carefully drained off the eream (it
wasn't homogenized then ) to use for coffee. I suppose that may be where I got
my life~long affinity for cream, otr topmilk, #n my ecoffee.

There was always a garden in the back yard, with meny vegetables and flowers. Irid p
which Grandma called fleur-de-lis (my first lesson in Freneh ) grew along the
poreh on the easst side, with lily-of-the-valley in profusion on the west, underthe
bay windows One of my great deliphts was to have pemission to biek big bouquets,
mixing in the violets that abounded nearby, proudlfy bringing them in for the
speeial vase Grendma kept for them, Our side of the yard had only grass and a
swing, with a huge wooden gate leading out to the alley.

Next door on our side, the house was empty, and probably haunted, we thought. On
the other side of Grandma's lived Mr, and Mrs. Lewis and their daughter, Kathleen.

I thought it very strange that a big grown-wp person like Kathleen eould be called
someone's daughter. Ve were taught to be very polite to the Lewises, not to make
too big a racket and disturb them, though Mrs, Levis was very deaf, and spoke in
the overly loud tone that meny deaf pecple acquire over a period of years, The mext
house belonged to the Fennells, Jugde Fennell and six children, of whom Florence,
(vhom we called "Funp") was nearest my age. They went to the Cathélie school 2 few
blocks away, so we played together mostly in swmer » When such distinetions blurred.
On the corner vhere we would get the streetear, my best friend lived. Her name was
Ethel, end she was Jewish. (See how early I beecame ecumenieally minded ). She
introduced me to matzoh and the feet that & mother stayed in bed when there was a
new baby. I wented to sk why , wvhen I was teken to see this important small person,
but considered myself too well brought wp to aske Mr. Lewis vas somebody very
important at the Ameriean Bridge Company, but I have no idea what Ethel's father
did for a living. It must have been produetive, beccuse she was the first little
girl I ever knew who had her own fur eoat, Baltimore » that was her last name! There
were other families wp and down the street that we knew easually, but I don't remem-
ber any actual entertaining. Jessie and I learned to go to the meat market on Walnut
strect or to the corner grocery, corner of second and Davis, for our mother. A bloek
in the other direetion was Grove Park, where I played in the sandbox, swung on the
blg swings, or teeter~tottered with someone my size. Mother made us wear black
bloomers to play ine. I thought they were hideous and somevhat disgraceful, as there
wes no dress to cover them, and they were made (by Mother ) exactly like the white
ones I wore to sehool and for best. : -
Back in Grandme's house, one ecould go uwpstairs by the baek stairway, which also
opened off the kitchen and was mueh preferred over the open front stair, vher Iwas
always afraid I might aceidentally fall over the banister. (Aerophobia een then ? )
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There was a large back hall, the back bedroom over the kitehen, with three other
bedrooms and a bedromm-sized bathroom between two of them, In later years, when

my father and mother went to live there, Dad eonverted the peanbry downsteirs to

a lavatory for Grendma , as she eouldn't get wp and down stairs folloing her.

broken hip. Grandpa's den beeceme her bedroam, but the rest of the house remained the
same, I had forgotten to mention the den. That had a sinister sound too, as I was

not pemitted to go in there, and I wondered what strange things Grandpa must do

that needed to be kept seecret. VWhen I was délder, I discovered that it wasn't so
dreadful after all, but a place vhere there was a big rolltop desk , a safe, some
books, and a chair or two, Maybe it was the vord den that frightened me, though

"Den" wes Grendma's neme for her husband, short for Dennis, of William Demnis Mansfield
known as "W,D." to the help, or "The Mister",

Dad also converted the wpstairs hall into a kithhen, elosing off the stairwey, and
made the ecenter bedroom into a dining-room. The big front master bedroom became
the living room for their apartment, the back bedroam theirs, and the "Blue room",
the guest bedroom, where I stayed before Carrie and Rob were born, end where Ruth
fell out of the highchair for the first time~ in the dining-room, of course,

Sunday morning breakfast was an important time in my early years., Jessie and I took
turns at being guests of our grandparents, and Grandpa personally fixed our pancekes,
The menu never vearied, but meant pancales and sausages and maple syrup. He mixed

the sausage grease and syrup on the buttered pancskes, and nothing I've ever eaten
had quite the same flavor, Ve didn't know about cholesterol, and I haven't beenable
to eat sausage for years, but memory gives that combination the taste of ambrosia.

Our house was very similar, but smaller and set farther back fram the road, with a
porch only on the front, I still have a pieture of Grandme when she was quite old

in front of 406, My bedroom was at the head of the steirs - back stairs only inthis
house - and I was very fearful of walking in my sleep and felling downstairs, Someone
must have given me the idea, as I never had the imagination to dream up things like
that, TFor several years, we had two roomers, the Nicholson sisters, Jean and Ella,
Jean was actually Regina, a lovely neme , I thought, and when she married I econsidered
it very romantie until I saw the groom, an old man with gray hair. Mother sametimes
did some handironing at home, when they were shorthanded at the plant, but I was
cautioned never to mention this, Neither was I to mention that Mother had worked

in the laundry before she was marriedss.had,in fact, met my father there. Mother's
eoncern for the looks of things may have been responsible for my willingness to

go along with the fear of appearing less thon perfeet in the eyes of our parishioners,
zeal to have the parsonages always ready for eampeny, insistence on having the children
play in their rooms, or at least out of sight,

The laundry and the eandy factory were dominating factors of my life wntil I was
married, when I exchanged them for the Methodust Ch wureh, Grandpa had eome to
Elmira ffrom Rochester, where my father was born, to work for Wilfred I Booth in
his candy factory. (Yes, Wilfred, known to Jessie and me as Unele "Vooshie" when
we were young, had been nemed for Booths Grondpa then struek out on his own and
beeeme Booth's eompetitor, building the three-story factory on Street, The
busimess was very successful ubtil the Second Vorld Ver, and he and Grandme were
vhat was then ealled wekl-to-dos.. not wealthy, but very comfortable, I used to
visit the factory at every orportunity, and when I wes in high sehool, would
sometimes walk from Elmira Free Acedemy down to the factory to chat with the dippers
and help myself to the newly-dipped choeolates in pows on their plaques, I found
the dipping process very faseinating, and ecolld watch for long periods as the two
or three dippers worked mechanically with the centers,dropring them from left hand
to the right, coating them deftly with the warm chocolate. then trensferrine them
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with a single graceful motion to the wax-paper covered plaques, vhich, vhen full,

were stacked in tiers on racks like trays in a eafeberia. Nobody else ecould teke
the freshly-dipped eandy from the plaques, but I enjoyed being the privileged
granddaughter of the Mister, Then I usually went into the packing room adjaeent
and filled a half-pound box with ehoeolates of my particular choice, though it

was supposed to be forbidden. I also would go wp to the top floor where grandpa
worked, to wateh him make whatever it was that day, soft cenmters in corn-staweh
molds, rich fudge, which was boiled in huge eopper pots, then lifted by two men

to be poured out on steinless steel slabs , to cool before being eut with big dises
on a heavy bar, rolled along the table, or slab, At Christmas time, I spent more
time than usuasl there, watching as Grandpa, who would let noone else do this,
worked the ribbon for erimp, applied the stripes at just the right point, after
thwowing 2 tremendous mass of weamm taffy-like candy over @ great iron hook

several times, then running it through a machine to make the fine ribbon for

which he was known. The wafers, an inch or so in diameter, were made by hand too,
poked from a large funnel with a round stick, in perfect rythm, all perfectly even,
though the end one occasionslly turned out & bit lopsided, and I wes permitted to
eat ite I loved their pastel eolors and rieh taste, never sinee duplieated. He
never even let his sons know his redipes, so that later, when Unele Adrian tried
to revive the business after the Var, he eould not quite duplicate the taste.
Besides, eheaper, mass-produced eandies began to be =o0ld in Voolworth's and drug
stores, and the demand for expensive hand made chocolates diminished to the venish-
ing point. It had decreased during the Depression, sinee esndy was easier to do
without than bread, but the scareity of sugar and other components during the Var
really finished it, as Grandpa wouldn't compromise (those stubborn Mansfields §)
with quality, for which Mansfield Candies were known. Eventuallvhe developed
harden nj of the arteries of the brain, became impossible to live with, and was
committed to Binghemton State Hospital, Just once, I heard my father say that it
was the hardest thing he ever did, to sign the papers for Grandpa's com:itment,

By then, both the other boys had married. Uncle Adrian went back into the Army,

and Wilfred beceme a Prudential Insurance salesman, The lest time I saw either of
them vas at my father's funeral on May 17th, 1965, v ‘W/
Dad had been in partnership with his two brothers-in-law, Unele John and Uncle Fred,
for a short period, in a tire-vuloanizing business in Utica, Tire vuleanizing also
became passe, and Dad came back to Elmira to live at 406, and become a patiner with
men named Dansher and Menning in the Perfect laundry, located on Church street,
behind the First Baptist Church. My mother took me to church ther when I was very
little, ny first exposure te organized religions The church secemed very big, the
ministers very old, the prayers very longs I remember wvhispering to her once to

ask if God would mind if I raised my head slightly during the prayer, as my neek
acheds She must have said it was all right, I have a vague recollection of going to
Sundey School a few times in one of the round turret rooms wpstairs, thoughf these
were pre-school yeers. Parades always came down Church street to Main, and we would
all gather in the big wpstairs window of the laundry building, to see if we could

pick out Unele Adrian as he marched in the Amistice Day or Memorial Day parades.
The building is still there.

I loved the fresh smell of the hot elothes as they were ironed, and would stand

near the big mangle to wateh the girls put sheets through flat, folding them with

two or three deft movements, like a ballet, as they came out on the far sides The

big washers, containg several mesh bags of clothes, the extractors, the drying rooms, wh
clothes eireulated on racks through a hested cubicle, all smelled clean and special,

I still get & nostalgic wave when occasionally I walk by a hospitel or hotel which

has its own basepent laundry, and smell that indeseribable hot clean odor, Home
laundries do not duplicate it . Somewhere about the time I wes in High School, the
partners sold the laundry to a corporation, merged with the Service Laundry, and

moved to Madison Avenue. Dad stayed on for a yesr as Menager, a year which stretched to
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working for Mr, Mensfield, which she called him until they were married, three
years after Mother died.

I started kindergarten at five, at school # 2, corner of Davis and Second Streets,
less tahn two blocks away. I don't remember much about that year, exeept that

I was teased when Mother saw me walking home h%ﬁggd with a little boy nemed
Frank, I w s rather dutraged at her remarks, £ 2t "cute", and was sad when
Frank died of diptheris. Jessie and I both had "blaek" diptheria (I think the
throat characteristiecally turns balek ) also. It was a dreaded scourge of child-
hood then,with the toxin-anti-toxin just being introduced. 0ld Doctor Soble, our
family doctor, who hed delivered both of us, came daily and promised me fifty cents
if I didn't ery when the serum wes injected into my spine. Of course I had too
much pride to cry ih front of the doctor anywayl It was about then that he advised
Ded to get us out in the country, where we wowld have fresh air and sunshine, eawey
from the city. ;

It was during this period, also, while we still lived in the little house (Eight
rooms, I think, but little next to Grandme's ) that Mother had peritonitis, I can
only remember being frightened when I was told my mother might die, Her hair began
turning gray while she was il11, though she must only have been in her mid-thirties.
My grandfather's mother, my "Grandma Mansfield, "Grandma —with-the~birdie " died
while I was going to School # 2, also, and I wes impressed at the strangeness of
seeing the casket in Grandma's parlor, with a prie-dieu before it, and meny grownups
kneeling, crossing themselves, and erying, Grandpa's sister, Olive Mansfield Reitman,
lived on Fourth Street, not far away, and she vas quite overcome, I was disturbed
because I had to go to school instead of going to the funeral, Obwiously, I hated

to miss anything] Aunt Ollie (Olive) was a widow with two sons, Mother and she
didn't get along well, so we didn't see muech of our cousins, They were older

and Richard wrs considered quite fresh, no compandon for innocent young girls, Also,
I sensed Mother's disapproval of Ollie because she kept company for untold years—
year after yaer-with a shoe salesman for Hudson's Shoes. Maybe Mother knew some=-
thing we didn't + Ve lost touch with the Reitmans after the boys grew up. There

wes ahother brother, Uncle Frank, who was a farmer near Canandaigua, or nearer Naples,
whose sons had been favorite cousins of my father's. Aunt Loujse, his other sister
had married and gone far away to Michigan to live, so we saw her only once.

Grandme had a half-sister (Eileen ) who lived in VWaterloo, and some other relatives

in that area, but travel was not easy in those days, and we seldom saw them. Eileen
had red-orange hair, like my father's, and was pretty and lively, a true Murphy. It
may have been Eileen who married a man named Moriarty, a neme that caused many

jokes in our femily, our Osgood femily, that is, I'1l get to Mohter's relatives later,

Taking the doctor's advice, Dad embarked on & disastrous venture. He bought a smell
farm near Beaver Dams, New York (Steuben County, not fer from Corning ), installed
Mother's parents as tenants, and he came w weekends. It wes probably between
twenty-five and thirty miles from Elmira, wp and down terribly stecp hills, Thehills
are still that way, I tried to find that ferm once when I had a bit of spare time

on my wey home from Corning, and was scared off by the precipitous slopes of thk roads,
Even putting the car in low, I was scared .e.e 1 who driéve constantly. It must

have been & very difficult task for Dad to commute that far fifty years ago.

We were miles from & store or any kind of civilization, There was one house within
sight., I had skipped helf of the first and second grades, so went into third atthe
one~room school, which was a mile away. Maybe it was a mile and & half,, Grandpa
blazed a brail through the woods for us, which was fine in the cool fall-and spring,
but 11{;he snow was knee-deep in winter, and I had to slog along in Jessi e's or Nellie's
tracks.

Time to talk about Mothers side aof the familv. Nellie was reallv Aunt Nellie. but as
A a or Ay AT sdhn ‘a"’m b T g0 9‘4«—4 ) wef pefer) Fa oIt AT
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My memory of that house and ferm &s spottys I have a mental picture of Grandpa

Mills carving a shoulder yoke of wood so he could carry two pails of water at
one time . Jessie and I must have shared one of the two upstairs bedrooms, but

I don't remember much about her being there, and she told me recently that she
didn't remember me, so that's all right, I shared a double desk with Nellie in
the one-roan schooland had to sit out in the aisle on air wvhenever she leaned over
to get something out of the desk. We carried our lunches in lard pails, Everyone
used lard for piles, and the pails - about the size of pur present two-pound coffee
cans.vere standard lunch conteiners, There was a woodshed in back of the school,
as well as girls' and boys' outhouses, Several of us, including Nellie and me,
daringly climbed uwp on the woodpile every noon hour and ate oud linches with

feet dangling from a hanging shelf. I wonder now that it didn't collapse with

our weighte Nellie vas plump even at siziebm, All of the "Mills girls" had wide
hips and heavy thighs, known in the family as the Mills legs, and all became
quite heavy as time went on, Nellie must have weighed three hundred the last time
I saw her, many years ago.

She was a change-of-life baby, born when the others were young ladied and creating
neighborhood talk as to ghether it vas really Grandma's or Aunt Jessie's . I suspect
that she never forgave Grandpa for this late child, as it was obvious even to a |,
child that theirs was not a happy households Nellie escaped early into a disastrous,
had seversl children who likewise married young, and now has great-grandchildren.
Both Mother end Aunt Jessie made a home for her at odd times, helped to bring her
upe Aunt Jessie kept track of her, worried over her, prayed for her, and probably
sent her money from her own meager resources right up until her own death four years
agos ’/(7773 : M—L’ 7 B _Z,,__P/Tfu'- /<;7g')
One day I could hear voices raised in argument in the kitechen, which frightened
mes I wasn't accustomed to wrangling. I heard Grandma screem at my father, "I'11
never acceplt so much as & spool of thread from you again, " I suppose Dad wes
protesting expenses or asking for an acecounting, and I now - loocking back =
realize that he was not yet thirty when all this responsibility was his,

Anywey, we left and took the olly accommodations available, a tiny spertment
almost across from the school in Elmira, Mother was terribly humiliated at this
change of circumstances, cautioning us not to bring other children home to see
where we lived, or to tell peoples The apartment wesn't so bad, really, but it

-~ had no bath, only a small lavatory under some stairs, Ye didn't live there long.

It was while we were there, however, that I begen erying in pain one Saturday night
Just as my parents were preparing to go out. They took me to good Doctor Soble,

who admitted me to Ste Joseph's Hospital and operated the next day for acute
appendicitis. Such excitement!

Soon Dad had bought the fmmm you knew, where I finished my growing wp years, I
don't know vhere Grandma and Grandpa Mills went, thou h I do know that both of

- them were recipients of my father's charity before they died. Grandpa died in my
bedroom, the little one off the dining-roam, and Grandme lived there too for
several months after a stroke, wntil it beczme necessary to put her in a nursing
home, for which I'm sure Dad paid his share, He was the one who took care of both
of his own parents in their old age also. I've often thought that my father, who
left the Roman Cathclie Church ss a teen-ager and professed no faith, showed more
Christian compassion and generosity and forgiveness than most of the professing
Christians I have known, He could always be counted on, He was a very reticent
men, not given to showing affection. The greatest praise I ever received from

him wes a statement made to me in the hospital not long before he diede Both
Jessie and I were there that day. He said "I guess I've got pretty good kidsi"

I was always Babe to hims. I don't think he ever called me Issbelles

It was back ¢ earoon chool, this_one only & short dist ! the corn
0# our Eﬁﬁ§r$§.§c$3 e § wgs the enlg gng ig myscgasa? thgnggf%ﬁagrgge.h§ was ol
nine veard » -
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: i , t relat the 8torch
The gthey, pogple on Moot I 4y e RoE et e e the SEerTans: Sohool had ail
eight grades, with one teacher, }Miss Shelemsky. There was the classic wood-burning
stove in the center, the recitation beneh up front neer the teacher's desk, the
pail of drinking water with dipper, and two doors leading to the ¢loakroons and
the chemical toilcte beyond, 2 big improvement. In swmer we took our lunches
across the creck (on Albert Storeh's property), to eat in the shade of the trees.
In winter we ate et our desks, later having hot cocoa to wermm the insides, the
forerunner of the school lunch progrem. I lesrned to play go-in-and-out-the-window,
Annie-Over and other standard children's games. Jessie was quite grown-up by then,
and rode with Dad every morning when he went to work,to attend Elmira Free Academys
She gradusted in 3} years, in January, before her sixteenth birthdey, so she was
not eligible to attend Flmira College until the following fell., She worked in
Dad's and Grendpals offices in the meantéme, learning the rudiments of office
procedure which she later used when her children were almost grown and she began
gorking awey from home. I quite envied her all the lovely new clothes she had for
college, a lovely tweed suit and Andrew Geller Shoes, among other things. MMy Mother
said, never mind, your turn will come, Thet was 1929, and things were radically
different when my time come, :

I had no playmetes my age, so began to be the loner I have since become, I
entertained myself by pretending there were Indiens in the woods beyond the house,
and would run along the wide hend-hewn beams in the slaughter-house (since torn
dovn) to escape, My balance was good in those days and I was quite fearless, AsI
grev older, one of my favorite occupations was elimbing a tree and reading. I
nailed a canvas cover on a small box end put it wp in a tree in the front yard,
keeping my current reading metter there, Alas, one day I discovered they had
mildeved, I elimbed & lot of trees, finally asking to have a pair of coveralls
like Dad's, so I wouldn't tear my dresses., Mother wes scandalized, but Dad bought
them for me, I played house all by myself , using the curves of the stump fence
that ran along the boundary line for romms, with stones for dishes and stones
mading doorweys and windows, Another favorite place was the roof of the milkhouse,
which I reached by elimbing the big lilac bush next to it. I stored various small
dishes up there and made myself pretend coffee (way back then ? ) out of the dried
lilac blossoms,

Dad never worked the fam of course, but leased it to neighbors, The Rinebolds

were the nearest, up the road, and the Al Storches across from the school, Ve

could see the old Storeh family homestead from our front windows , across the fields,
and in the distance, the Kekritz place. The Syeffen howse was beyond that. There
were seven Steffen children, I think, but we never went there, as their father

was very stricteand , we thought, downright means The Kakritz children were grown.

The two Storch girls were adopted, and T used to wonder about that and how it

must feel, I didn't like the Rinenold boys at all, though I was polite to them,but
they were wounger than I and quite uncouth. Farther up the road were the Ba#l Storches
whose sons. Paul -nd Emil eventually came to call on me a few times, but were not
encouraged. Their mopher was blind. The Cookes lived still farther along, almost

at the top of the hill., Ve would see Esther ride her horse by the house early in

the morning on her way to classes at Elmira Colleges The Cockes didn't mingle.

Dad did, surprisingly, He beceme one of the community leaders, instrmmental in
getting the REA lines through so we all could have eleetricity, building the log
cebin aecross from the Bill Storch house for a cormunity house, joining the Grenge,

The Grenge, Chemung Valley Patrons of Husbandry # 57, was really my first social

experience. Children were not left with sitters, so we all went along and stayed
outside, playing gemes, until the meeting wes over, That's where I learned to
play spin-the-bottle, and later to dance, Eventually, dances were held every
Friday night in the Vest Hill eormunity Cabin, My parents took me faithiully
though they didn't dance, until I was old enough to have other people requss% that
privilege. How I loved to dencel I never lacked partners, old and young, so I must
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Those dances were the highlight of my last two years of high schocl, as I didn't

get involved much in school affairs... it was too ineénvenient to get home,
though I often rode with Dad at night rather than the old school bus. The bus
wes driven by Myrtle (Mrs. A1l ) Storch, the first women I ever saw drive . It
had board benches on the inside, with hard cushions on each which did léttle to
absérb the bumps of the dirt road. The macadam wasn't put in until after I vas
married. I wes so socially unaware that it didn't even oceur to me to ask if'I
could go tb the Senior Pram, or the graduation banquet. My gradustion dress was
vwhite organdy, with ruffles rumning lengthwise down the puffed sleeves, Later I
dyed it yellow and wore it to the Friday dances, alternating with a long pink
organdy, also with ruffles, these around the neck.

I had begun to go with Clarence Boyd, who lived ober the Hill, “beyond the Steffen
house. He was permitted to drive his father's car, so we occasionally went for rides.
Clarence didn't go to dances, so I had the fun of feeing popular with the other

farm boys at the dances.

I was a good student, and graduated fifth in a class of 233. My last sumer at
home was greet fun, as I was permiitted more freedom than before, and my perents
got very tired of having the young men come ecalling. Nobody ever did much except
go to the mévies or for a ride. I wasn't permitted to go to public dances or
rowing on the Chemung river or on picnics. I had just had my sixteecnth birthday,

Since I had earned one of the five Regents scholarships then awerded in Chemung
County, Dad said I could go to college, a Stete school which didn't cost tuition,
I chose Albeny, where my room and board &t the YWCA House was eight dollars a
week, thirty-five dollars a month, My scholarship was for $150 (they weren't
scaled, all alike ), so I paid two months' bill each semester, with Ded mailing me
a check for $35. eﬁ%ﬁfﬁonth. I earned spending money by baby-sitting. I had two
skirts, two sweaters, two tea gowns, and a good black dress for best. I got two
more sweaters for Christmas thet first year. I was "rushed" by all the "good"
sororities except the Catholic ones, and became pledged to Kappa Delta, vhere my
idol, Elaine Baird, belonged. I never was much interested in their activities, but
enjoyed the sorority atmosphere of Y House, which vas a cooperative. e 21l had
to elean our rooms and do the weekly (Saturday ) cleaning. I didn't mind thete..
I had slweys cleaned at home.

The house was quite different by then from when we moved there. For the first year
or so, we used kerosene lights, the outdoor toilet, and drew water from a well.
there were two wells, right by the back door, a "dug" well, with a driwen well
beneath it., I became the family drawer of water at first, and becsme quite adept
at throwing down an overturned pail, attached to & rope, and drawing up a pail of
swveet clean water, without disturbing the sediment at the bobtom. As soon as he
could, Dad wired the house for electriecity, set uwp our own generating system,and
installed a pump to obtain water from the deep well, which neger ran dry. The
batieries for the generator were on a row of steps outside the back doo, in what
had once been the summer kitechen, which we used &s a woodshed. The house was at
least 100 years old when we moved there, with huge, foot~square, hand-hewn beams,
Dad had a hard time getting the wires through or around them, as the bits on his
drills weren't long enough. An old friend who helped him declared thet you could
turn the house over, put it back right side up, and it wouldn't even be out of
line., That wasn't quite accurate, because the floors were not all true, nor the
walls, but it was wertainly substential, Eventually, Dad also installed a washbowl
and toilet in what had been the pantry off the big main room, the originel kitchen.
Ho bathtub until I was awey at college. Before then, though, he had transformed one
of the tiny bedrooms into & new and relatively modern kitchen, leaving the big room
for dining. He installed a furnace too, but we still had eosl stoves while I was
}}ving‘at hore, yi?h.no heat upstairs except what wes given off by the stovepipe



