Memories of Me and Mine 

1853 -1933 

by Helen Doane Perry 

Foreward 

My son has begged me to write of the things that concerned my life, his father's, and that of the college; and I know of no reason, except, perhaps indolence, why I may not do it. But some will say, (tho' this is only to be read by my children and grandchildren, when they desire -not by suggestion -) "Why hath this lady writ her own life, since few care to know whose daughter she is, or how she lived." But I please my children; and for my own satisfaction these few scattered facts, all from memory, are jotted down with love and affection for the past, contentment and pride in the present, and faith in the future -by a loving 

Mother 

*************************************** 

I was born on the seventh of September, 1853, in the old Oliver Holden house on Pearl Street, in Charlestown, Massachusetts. My parents were Thomas Doane and Sophie Dennison Clark. I was the first child after three years of married life. A brother, John, followed in little less than two years; and two sisters, Caroline and Frances, five and six years later. Mama was very frail, and had through all those years the old-fashioned consumption. 

When I was about ten, we moved to North Adams, Massachusetts, where my father was Chief Engineer ofthe Hoosac Tunnel. He ran the lines that met in the center of the mountain within less than an inch difference. The tunnel was about five miles long, a marvel of engineering skill. We lived there some years, and I have very happy memories of my life there. We still have some old friends of those old days. 

Mama was very much of an invalid; she never was strong after the birth and death of a little son, Thomas Doane, Jr. We returned to Charlestown in the middle sixties -I haven't the exact date -and Mama was ill most of the time. I remember distinctly, as Papa's key was heard in the door, how she would spring 

from the lounge to meet him with a smile C;lnd rosy cheeks. She was a very 

beautiful woman, always frail-but such a mother! Her memory has been a 

benediction to us all. On December 1st, 1868, she left us. 

Family friends, Mr. and Mrs. Emery and daughter, Marcia, had lived with us for a year or more, and were a tower of strength at that time. Marcia Emery was one of my very dear friends until her death, several years ago. 

My aunt and her husband, Reverend and Mrs. James Aiken, came to live with us. They had no children, and we had often visited them at their house. They were always very devoted to us. John was not at all well, and he went on an ocean voyage with one of my sea-faring uncles. 

Papa's old home at Orleans was a haven of rest to us. I used to spend months there with grandparents and aunts, for I was a delicate girl and in school only a few months at a time. I would go from Boston to Yarmouth by train; then by stage, Sitting on the front seat with the driver, twenty miles to Orleans, where grandpa would meet me with Old Jenny, the horse. My two aunts, Mary and Martha, were both very fond of us, and there were several uncles, home from sea, to make things interesting. The postmistress was a great friend, and I had many happy hours, helping to distribute mail, and calling off names to waiting people. 

In November, 1870, father brought home a bride, a beautiful woman in the early forties. She had known mother. She came from Brattleboro, Vermont, and knew the family well. She had a girls' school where I was supposed to go later. 

Father and mother came home Monday. On Tuesday we all went to Orleans for Thanksgiving -quite an ordeal for the new member of the family. The children all looked to me and my attitude toward mother, and, thanks to my father's confidence, I was able to mould their opinion as he wished. 

Father had been with the Burlington and Missouri Railroad for a year, and I had spent several months with him at Plattsmouth, Nebraska. After a short visit at home, he took his bride to Nebraska, leaving us children still in school in Charlestown, with Aunt Katie looking after us. The next summer, 1871, we went to Nebraska with him, spending a month in lincoln, before going to a little cottage built for a farmer on the Doane farm in Crete. We lived there very happily for a few months, while our house on the hill was being built. While we were in the little house, rough boards, ceilings only head high, no carpets or curtains -the officials of the Railroad came to inspect the road. Father invited them to dine. We had our pretty table linen and silver and china, and set a handsome table. Mother was in black satin, and my sisters and myself in pretty gowns. Father was very proud of us all, and we were a good looking quartette. We had a pretty English maid, and those men took some time to reconcile house, table and people. It was great fun. 

In early 1872 we moved to the house on the hill. It was named "The Grange", and this is the house where you children were born. It still stands on the hill, holding many precious memories of the years I spent there. Father had beautiful horses, and our pony, Proxy, was the pet of us all -a little devil in temper, but we were used to being thrown and had great fun. Frances was a picture in her plaid dress, tearing over the prairie. 

Our friends, the Bridges, and the Wolph families, had young people about our ages, and a school was needed. The fathers built and started an academy for the benefit of our four, Bridges' three, and Wolph's three; ten youngters and a few other children. We had great times in the old academy building, which served as church, school, social gathering place, etc. Of course, being stanch Congregationalists, we must have a church -first in the Railroad Station, then in a two story building, still standing. Here we used to say the minister, Reverend Fred Alley, had to take and hold the first position in dancing to keep his feet when the wind blew, as blow it did in those early days. 

I remember one evening service, Episcopal, when Bishop Clarkson, of beloved memory, preached, upstairs over a saloon, boards for seats resting on beer barrels. Mother was an Episcopalian, but very loyal to our father's church. 

On the hill we had horses, a cow, pigs and chickens. The pig was called, though no one knew why, Cleopatra. 

We had an English family on the farm, English farmers, and very deoted to us all. Hatcliff was the name. The son served us for years and the descendents of the family are still in and about Crete. 

We read some lessons with mother. We had a telegraph instrument in the house, as father was Chief Engineer of the Burlington and away from home a great deal. John and I could both take and send messages on paper, before the sound system was used. 

We had very good times. I was a young lady and there were young engineers from the east who used often to come to the house. That spring I spent three months with some cousins in Burlington, and had my first taste of society, and my first love affair. 

That spring the hero of my life entered! Reverend David Brainerd Perry called upon the family! A Yale man -Bones, and Psi U -from Worcester, Massachusetts. I was in the house but did not meet him. His health had failed and he had come west to do missionary work. He was ordained in the Academy, where we had church as well as school. The next fall he became one of the teachers. That was my undoing! 

I read Virgil with Mr. Perry, and was the only student. 'Nuf sed'. He was fifteen years older than I and a very serious minded man. He had a pony, Kate, and we often rode together, I on Proxy. 

We lived in Crete three years, and many pleasant, lifelong friendships were made. Then we returned to Boston, to live, and John prepared for Harvard. 

In the fall of '72, a college was founded at Crete, named Doane, in honor of my father, who did much to have it established there, and gave considerable sums of money, and mentioned it generously in his will. 

On March 7th, 1874, I became engaged to Brainerd. He had waited three months for an answer, as I was quite undecided. He was older, very serious; "life was real, life was earnest" to him; and I was full of fun, and ready for all sorts of good times, quite popular, and only twenty! He finally won out, and we had a wonderful, happy life together. He used to teach all week, and weekends go to 

some little church nearby, several of which he organized. Often he would go on 

horseback. 

He was a fine scholar, second in his Class at Yale, of one hundred and twenty men; a Phi Beta Kappa man; and could have remained there as a teacher. After a year's travel abroad, he was not well, and wanted the out-of-door life. And the lure of the Home Missionary was upon him. He came west under the auspices of the Connecticut Missionary Society, and was their agent for several years. 

The beginnings of Doane were smal" but there were faithful, competent teachers. The Academy housed school and church. The old bell that was in that cupola, given by eastern friends, your two grandfathers among them, is still in the tower of Merrill. The old Academy building has gone to its reward, but the fine trees, planted by various classes in the seventies, still live. Last time I was there, I drove down to see the one my lover planted for me. 

I was a member of the choir -soloist, if you please! I taught in Sunday School, of which my father was Superintendent. The building was moved from its foundations during a tornado, and the Sunday we sang in church: "How Firm a Foundation.It 

Our house was nearly a mile from the Academy and we usually walked back and forth. I remember coming home from singing school, the real old fashioned kind, when John and I sang: "Rocked in the Cradle of the Deepll. We used to watch Orion in the sky, and I never see that system now without thinking of John and those walks. 

In the springof '74, father's work in Nebraska was finished and we went east to live, taking the old home over. Aunt Katie and Uncle James went to Haverhill, New Hampshire, to live with the Barstow's. My engagement was announced and I went to visit the Perry's in Worcester, a badly scared little girl. 

Brainerd was one of a family of ten, all settled in and about Worcester. They were older than he, and lived on farms. On the 4th of July, a family picnic was given, about sixty, all relations, were there, eager to see the girl their adored brother had chosen. They were very nice to me, and thought there must be some good in me, because their beloved brother thought so. 

He was at Doane those two years, and I was trying to fit myself to be the wife of a college professor. I studied German by the oral method -Heness -and went to Boston several times a week for lessons. I also studied the science of housekeeping and planned for marriage. Times were hard and prices high, so my trousseau was not large, but sufficient. I had more housekeeping linens than dresses. My wedding dress was an old India muslin, embroidered. Mother was very devoted in attending to all my outfit. 

The wedding was on July 3rd, '76. I had a Church Wedding, at high noon, dear Dr. Twombly officiating. Caroline and Frances were my bridesmaids, in white muslin, with blue and pink sashes, which are still in the family, I think. Brother John, Allen Knowles, Ned Twombly and Rob Greenleaf were ushers. It was before the day of best men, bridal flowers, etc. Mary Barstow and Bessie Thornton dressed me and I did make a lovely bride. Nobody left to say that now, but myself! 

Brainerd walked with mother, either behind or in front of father and me. The only church decorations were pond lilies, brought up from Orleans that morning -quantities of them! It was a fearfully hot day. The wedding was at high noon. Brainerd was in the cellar, cooling off, when his sister wished to speak to him. 

It was said to be a very pretty wedding. Bessie Thornton met us at the door when we returned to the house, with sandwiches and lemonade. She did not go to the church on account of the death of her little brother two weeks before. Aunt Mary and Uncle Seth attended to the dining room -lobster salad, sandwiches, cakes, ice cream. Mrs. Annie Thornton made my wedding cake. I saved some for our Silver Wedding, and there was some to put in Helen's wedding cake. 

There were about a hundred guests at the reception -about a dozen of the Perry family there. There was no display of gifts. We had few, compared with the quantities these days. Father Perry gave us our parlor furniture, and one brother 

our kitchen furniture -a quantity. 

We went to Orleans for our wedding trip, where the family always went, and had a happy two weeks. But -let me warn those who can still profit by it­never go among relatives for a honeymoon! 

Then to Worcester, where we had parties galore. Aunt Julia was a very lovely woman, and became as devoted to me as to the dearly beloved brother. 

We then assembled needed things. Bought our furniture in Boston. Money was still scarce, very. My blessed husband had taken his year's salary in notes. The first two years he was at Doane he took no salary, but acquiring a wife made money necessary. Then notes were not negotiable, so there was not much to spend, and fathers had to help out, then, as now. 

In late August we went to Philadelphia to the Centennial Exposition and spent a never to be forgotten week there. Then to Crete, our empty home, furniture and boxes to be unpacked, and a sick husband. But matters were straightened out. We had a nice little English maid. 

A light buggy Brainerd had bought with an umbrella top -very swank in those days. Kate, the saddle horse, was harnessed to it. She preferred the saddle, and after I, in my wedding finery, was upset once or twice, she was allowed her own chOice. 

The school was small, but there were many pleasant people, and much interest in the bride. Poems in the, college paper -"A flutter of lace on the hill" ­"A smile ne'er seen there before". 

My cousin, Will Barstow, lived on the farm, and was often at the house. We had a college boy, who took care of the house and place for his board, and a nice little English maid, for two dollars a week. 

As Pierre's Madelein expresses it, I soon began "to make a baby", and was very miserable all winter. In March I went home. "No.8" was always home tome as long as father lived. A friend took me as far as Chicago, and father met me there. I left the maid in charge and she made a home for my husband. The first class graduated that year, and there was great rejoicing, as the college was slowly growing and making more friends. 

Our place was attractive -a large lawn and young trees growing. It was about a mile straight north to the college, where there was no building as yet ­only a cornfield. The teaching was done at the Academy and there was a boarding house close by. 

Your father came east directly after Commencement, and had his first view of his son and heir in a bath, with the poor young mother struggling with the first care of baby. 

Thomas Doane Perry was born on May 27th, 1877, after a very strenuous twenty-four hours. He was husky, but not handsome, and a great joy to us all. 

We were east all of that summer and most of the winter seeking the elusive dollar for college expenses. Uncle Charles and Aunt Mary were married that summer and soon came to Nebraska, father setting him up in the sheep business, of which, as a sea captain, he knew absolutely nothing. He lived with us at first, and their first baby, John, came in a year, followed in less than a year by Charles, Jr. 

Our second baby lived less than a year -Brainerd Clark. The Doanes lived a year with us, while building their house a half mile north of us. We were very devoted relatives. Charles Boswell arrived in '84, and the four boys were very great chums. A cousin, Howard Doane, and his wife, lived near. He was Professor of Greek at Doane. Came west because of a tubercular tendency. His wife was a New York girl. They were very happy in the west, and had two boys. 

In '81 Brainerd was elected President of Doane College, having been Senior Professor before. Quite a ceremony, and his inaugural address by Dr. Sherrill, and his own address, were very fine. 

In 1888 my blessed Helen came, and in '89 Henry -"me and Henry" -so named for years. A very happy group. Relatives who visited us, thought our life ideal. 

My brother, John, because of throat trouble, came to Nebraska with his family, and we often met. Our family gatherings at Thanksgiving and Christmas were very festive, we alternating with the entertaining. 

A function for some years was a monthly family dinner, adults only, when much hilarity reigned. Our relatives often visited us for several months. My sisters spent much time with us and the place was full of fun when they were there. They both had very active love affairs which kept them occupied while there. I well remember the early morning tennis games, when I would give breakfast to four very jolly youngsters. 

My immediate family was more identified with the college than the others, but they were all interested. The first Alumni Banquet was held in 1880, in the old Bridges house near the mill -a very delightful affair. This has always been a feature of Doane at Commencement. That was the year Merrill Hall was built, soon followed by Boswell Observatory. The college was slowly growing, the great difficulty being lack of money (a chronic state of all colleges). Your poor father had to take many trips to the east for gifts, and the professors had small salaries. We personally were always giving more than we could afford from our meager incomes. 

When Tom was a little fellow, your father wrote letters for him to his grandmother, once a month at least. They were literary gems, the best things your father ever wrote, and we were all devoted to them, especially the grandmother, who was very devoted to our children. She would not part with them, but in the last part of her life, when her mind was clouded, they were lost and we have never found a trace of them. 

You children had a very happy childhood and you will all remember the Sunday afternoon walks with your father, and the knowledge you got of birds. He could recognize the note of almost every bird, in spite of the fact that he couldn't sing a note himself. He had very little time for play, and didn't care for it, but he loved his children, and when he did play, there were great doings. His life was bound up in the college -"This one thing I do" was his motto. My father and he were very congenial and united in their love and ambition for Doane. 

Tom, as a college lad, played football and was very devoted to it. He was a steady but not brilliant player. Carl was quick and erratic and made wonderful runs. Henry won his Y at Yale. Our three boys in football! 

In 1895 the entire family were invited to Orleans to spend the summer in the old Doane home. Father was the guiding spirit, paid all our expenses, hired a man and wife to keep house for us. The aunts had died the year before and the house was empty. Brainerd, Helen, four children; John, Alice, three children; Will and Caroline; Henry and Frances, one child and nurse. Sixteen of us. It was a beautiful summer. We were all nicknamed. I can't remember all the names. Father was "The Hub"; mother, "Bride"; I was "Old Lady"; Tom, "Parents' Assistant"; Henry and Edward were "Corbett and Sullivan". 

The men were not there all the time, but the "Whirl", written that summer made entertaining reading. When we arrived, the only rule laid down by the blessed "Hub" was that some one of us should, each night, write of the day's doings, and this rule was carefully adhered to. Some of us wrote poetry in the Brownie style, then in vogue, and some of us illustrated. The vagaries of Lamentations, our man, and ourselves, were set forth. This "Whirl" is still in existence, and is almost heartbreaking to read because of the memories evoked. 

Father came to Nebraska every year. We did not go east, and we loved having him. He was very devoted to the college and to me and mine. We saw in '95 that he was not strong, and in '97 he left us, after a few days illness. A great and good man! He was very handsome, genial, stern, and very decided in his ways and convictions, and we all stood in awe of him. His successes can be spoken of in other places. His death was a terrible blow to us all. He had been our strong rock, had always seen the financial difficulties, of which we had many, and helped us. His personality was unusual and striking. 

Tom had just graduated from Doane College and was in Dakota with a party of engineers. After long discussion it seemed wise to have him come east to Boston, attend M.I.T., live at home, and look after our grandmother and little Aunt Jane, the beloved blind aunt. It was a responsibility and care for a twenty year old lad, but he rose to it as his father or grandfather would have done, and for five years he stood by the helm and made those two women happy. The only reaction to him was, and is, the belief that no woman over sixty is capable of sound reasoning. 

He met Ethel while in Boston. Mother went away in 1902, the week before Tom was married. The old house was closed, furniture divided and our beloved home was no more. Mother had been failing mentally for years, and it was a blessing to have her go, as she was growing worse. 

The years passed. Carl graduated from Doane in 1906, with honors in oratory, and he might have had them in scholarship if he had worked. He was very brilliant, good looking; a fine conversationalist, and determined to see the world. That fall he went to Turkey, as Secretary to the Consul in Trebizond. Varied experiences came to him. He came home, took Civil Servant Examinations and passed. He went to Halifax and then to Calcutta, where he was for five years acting Consul General for two years. 

College grew in students, teachers and buildings. For years I had given every year a lawn party for the women students and faculty ladies. Quite a function, and easily the social event of the college year. I also had an evening party for the Seniors and their friends the week before Commencement. These two customs died after we left but I often hear them spoken of and commented upon. 

Your father, not naturally very socially inclined, was very much interested in and proud of these affairs. When Henry was about ten, he spent a year with the Twombly's and had a never to be forgotten experience. 

In 1908 Helen went east to be with Aunt Patty a year. She was twenty and a very pretty, attractive girl. She studied and played. 

We sold the old house in 1909 and moved down to town to a very charming house, owned by Mrs. George Meissner. We were very fortunate to sell and buy when we did. Your dear father was much opposed to the sale, but he always was so good to me, and let me have my way in the matter. Electric lights and a bathroom and fireplace were great factors in the moving. I had brought our children up with baths in a teacup, and kerosene lamps. As to the fireplace, Henry said he would keep, and lay, the fire always -though he sometimes resented having to do it for Helen's beaux, of whom there were many that year. 

Carl had surprised us in 1910 by walking in -four years since he had been away. We all had a very lovely visit from him, and he was quite feted by college people. He looked and seemed well, but would not go out to the old home! He was with us two weeks, leaving for Washington for orders. 

In 1910 the question of Yale for Henry came up. He was a spoiled lad at college; son of the President, and captain of the football team. His father thought it wise for him to go east to school, but the boy was not enthusiastic. Bertha Denison and football were strongly holding him in Crete. Wiser counsel prevailed; when he left home, he said: "Mother, you are sending your son away from home and you!" I felt pretty badly about it, but his father was wise. The first three months, he would have come home if his pride had not held him. But after! He can never be grateful enough to his father for insisting on his going. His two years in Yale were very happy ones. He made his "Y" in football and wrestling, and Wolf's Head Senior Society. Edward Twombly and Stewart Pitman were his sponsors and very kind to the boy. 

Henry came home the first summer to see Helen graduate with honors, Valedictorian of her class. Her verses were charming and her tribute to her father beautiful. College grows} and there is more interest; but it tells heavily on the President. 

In 19111 went east, in the fall, leaving Helen with the maid to keep house for her father. I went to New Haven to see Henry play football. A lovely Thanksgiving with Frances. Visited Henry and Tom on way home. 

On reaching home, found that the dear Daddy was not as well as usual, but as energetic as ever in his plans for an eastern campaign for the college. We had long talks, and I tried to persuade him to give up the trip, but he wouldn't and couldn't. One evening we discussed our pledging a thousand dollars on this campaign. I couldn't see where the money was to come from, but it was his life, and he couldn't ask for gifts unless he did his own part. So, against my better . judgment I agreed to his wishes and have always been thankful I did, for he went away with a better heart. 

It was a very cold time, and he took a severe cold, and was very ill when he reached Tom's home in Grand Rapids. This, in early January, 1912. 

Your father developed pneumonia and was ill there two months; I went to him in March, grateful to Ethel and Tom, who had cared so faithfully for him. Ethel was so dear and sweet with him. The reason I did not go earlier was lack of room in Tom's house. They had two little children. I found the dear man pretty sick and very discouraged. Ups and downs for six weeks, and in late April, we took him to Battle Creek Sanitarium. He was up and about a little, but it was a chilly, cloudy spring -very bad for illness, and he gradually failed until May 22nd, when he left me. 

I had all arrangements made to take him home with a nurse the next week. He longed so for his home, but it was not to be. He slept himself away about midnight. The people were very nice to me, but I was alone! 

Tom and Ethel came to me at once and Julia Snook was there before they came. Tom attended to all business, and we left for Crete that evening, a twenty­four hour journey. Friends met us at lincoln and others at Crete and my Helen at the house. Uncle Harry and Henry came the next morning. Uncle Harry said he had never known such love and admiration as was expressed for the dear man. 

All was done that was possible to ease the pain for us. Flowers in great profusion. The church was crowded and many from out of town. It was especially hard for Helen; she and her father adored each other, and she had wanted so much to come to be with him. 

After thirty-six years of happy married life, the light went out, and I was alone. I should not say that, for my children were so dear and loving. The dear daddy was beautiful in his silk Doctor's gown, with lillies of the valley from the Grange in his hand, and we left him on the beautiful hill top for his rest. The spot is now marked by a boulder, emblematic of his life and character. 

Henry was just graduating from Yale, and had to hasten back. So he and Harry and Tom all left us. I was very worn and tired, and the rest with just Helen was good for us both. We rented the home and went east early in July. Spent the summer at Craigville with Aunt Polly, and in the fall Helen entered Columbia, living at Summit. And I to Milton to be with Aunt Mary during Uncle Charles' last illness. In November he left us, and I spent the winter with Mary. 

Henry was struggling with his first year of railroad work. I had promised the Doane people we would keep our home in Crete, and I would make my home there, but there was nothing for Helen, and while my life was gone, I must devote myself to her. I had seen so many cases where a young brilliant life was sacrificed in that of an older person. 

An opportunity came to sell the house to good advantage, and, after consulting with the family, I sold it to I.G. Miller. Crete people never forgave me for that action. But I could not live in Crete apart from the college, and I was confirmed in my conviction that this was the thing to do, though it left me without a home. 

I resolved, and have kept that resolution, I think, never in any way to criticize the management, praise when I could; and I can truly say I have only words of love and commendation for the present rule. 

We went to Crete in June, 1913. Tom and his family and Henry were there and we had a dear two weeks together. Then came the tragic break! We sold many things, gave away more, crated and stored the rest. Helen went east for work with the Herter looms people. I was very forlorn -"a man without a country", feeling nobody needed me. 

I went west with Mrs. Bonter. At Portland, Oregon, I received work of my brother, John's sudden death, and came directly to San Diego. Alice, at least, needed me. In fourteen months, husband, uncle and brother had gone -the three men upon whom I had depended. Life seemed very empty. 

For eight months I was with Alice and I think we helped each other. Then east again, with visits at Crete, Lincoln and Grand Rapids. Caroline had been in San Diego and we came east together. 

In June, 1914, Helen and I went abroad. She was graduating from Columbia and wanted to study abroad, and to see Carl in Turin, Italy. We had a wonderful year in England, France and Italy. The World War was declared. I was desperately ill. We spent eight months at the Consulate in Turin, Italy, where Carl was consul. Very tragic, distressing months. 

Came to New York in July, 1915, and Christmas of 1915 we were all together at Tom's home in Grand Rapids, Helen and Carl coming from New York. A lovely time. Tom's three children were dears and Ethel a gracious hostess. 

After visits were over, Helen and I took an apartment in New York for six months. Helen was in the Museum in Newark, and commuted daily. A very tiny place, but Helen was happy with her work and friends. John Curtis appeared on my horizon for the first time. A handsome, attractive man. Carl was in Washington that winter. In April Helen was appointed Curator of the State Museum at Trenton, New Jersey, and we went down there to live. We had two very happy years at the Manor in Trenton. Helen enjoyed her work and was very happy in her social life there. She made a great success of her work, until the urge of war work come to her. 

Henry enlisted in 1917. He was ill at Christmas in camp at Chillecothe, Missouri, and I went west into the army camp to be with him. I met Evelyn Hollister there. They were engaged, and married in March, 1918. A very happy and successful marriage. 

Then Helen's trip, with Edith Tener to finance it, developed. She was ill, but Helen went -a very strenuous, distressing time for me. We broke up at the Manor and I spent the summer with Caro and Mary Ward, at Little Deer. I was not well, thinking of my children across the water, and distressed beyond measure. In 

November, 1918, just after Armistice, I had my gall bladder removed. A serious time for Tom, as the other children were abroad. It was a very close call for me, 

and I was very indifferent as to the outcome. 

Early in January, 1919, I -Mary Ward with me -came to California and were with Alice for four months. I gained all the time. In the spring we had a lovely trip up north, and with various steps, back to Trenton. Helen had come back, and we took an apartment. I visited the children on the way, heard of Carl's marriage to an English girt and of the birth of a son. We were very happy to be together again -for all time, Helen said. 

But John Curtis was ubiquitous and I had my doubts about this. Two other men were also in the race, and Helen had her troubles. John Curtis finally won out, after many years, and in a few weeks Helen announced her engagement ­after we were settled "for all time!". He was a fine man, and she knew him thoroughly. So all our plans were now centered in her wedding. 

We enjoyed our apartment, entertained and had the family for Thanksgiving dinner -very jolly. 

That winter we were busy with the trousseau, and Helen was nearly half the time in New York. John's sister died that winter, after being ill for a long time with sleeping sickness, and she was pregnant. It was a great blow, as she was the only daughter. This changed the plans for the wedding. 

It was hard to leave our little home, the first one I had had since we gave up our dear one in Crete. I seemed to be giving up something all the time. 

The month of April was hectic. Railroad strikes, and shopping, and parties, and general excitement. Frances and Harry gave Helen her wedding and did everything to make it happy for the girl. She and John were married the 24th of April, 1920, and went to Skyland, Virginia, for their honeymoon. A very pretty wedding -about thirty guests; the Rices and Howard Hughes from Trenton. Had a tiresome wait for Mrs. CurtiS, on account of trains and Daylight Saving. 

I went back to Trenton and packed. During these two months, with all of the excitement, had lost most of my teeth and was wearing new ones. Very trying experience. I went to Indianapolis before Helen and John returned, and was with Henry and Evelyn and Phebe for a month. Then to Tom's for another month at Grand Rapids, and to New York and a visit with Helen in her new home. Lovely. Then to Boston and by night boat to Rockland, and so to Mary Ward at Eggemoggin, and a warm welcome from all the Little Deer people. There for six weeks; then to Boston and Little Boar's Head; then to Summit and New York. A month with Helen, who, to quote Madelein again, was "making a baby". She was very well and happy. Then I started for California. Mary Ward joined me in Kalamazoo and we came to San Diego. Mary stayed at Alice's, and I with Caro for the time being. 

I felt, for the first time since breaking up our Crete home, less like a "Wandering Jew". For eight years I went from pillar to post, as the "wind bloweth". We had a happy winter, the families doing all in their power to make us happy, and friends were hospitable, and the church people so kind. 

Helen's Jeanne came in February and we were all delighted. That summer, 1921, Mary and I had a cottage at La Jolla for the summer, and had a very jolly time. Entertained many guests, and I learned to drive a Ford car! Knowledge which was very trying and so I gave it to Caro. I was too cold to learn, as several experiences taught me. 

That fall Alice Doane went east and I kept house for Mrs. Kilbourne, Mrs. Straight and Mrs. Raymond, with Margaret in the kitchen. A very pleasant four months. Alice was taken very ill at Frances' and Lois brought her home, and her illness proved less severe than was feared. 

Late in February I went east, a very cold trip. Stopped in St. Louis to see Sophie Twombly, then to Terre Haute for a visit with Henry and Evelyn. Then to New York to Helen and John and Jeanne. Helen and John bought a home and moved to Summit the day before Polly Eldridge came to town. Jeanne said she was born in a furniture van. Harry and Frances really gave Helen the home, and looked after the mortgage and insurance. They certainly are good to my children. 

This year I went from Summit to Crete for the fiftieth anniversary of my college class. I stayed with Mrs. Brown. Tom's family all came, as well as Mr. and Mrs. Hosford. The Brown house was full, but is was all very lovely. Weather fine. Campus beautiful, and so many dear friends. It was a heart warming experience. 

Then east and spent two months with Tom and Ethel. A very dear visit. Then back to San Diego in middle September and spent most of the winter with Alice. That winter, December of 1922, was very ill at Alice's with acute indigestion, and had a very close call. Must be very tough! Had a nurse for two weeks. 

In the fall of 1923 I went east. Caroline went with me. That fall Frances, Caro, Helen and I had a lovely trip of two weeks, with Frances as hostess and chauffeur, and we had a very wonderful time. Went to the point of Cape Cod, and then all through the country we love so much. Then home and back to Summit. A very worth while and heart warming trip. Then to Terre Haute in late November and to Tom's in December. There for Christmas and met Mary Ward in Chicago ­and so home to San Diego. 

In early January 1924 we came to San Diego and to our apartment on Fifth Avenue, where have lived ever since. 

Went east in 1925, took northern route and had fine trip. In late November went to Terre Haute to Henry's lovely home and we had a family Christmas party: Tom's five, Helen's four; Henry's five! A very beautiful five days. Very cold! On Christmas, flowers from England from Carl! A never to be forgotten time. 

My fiftieth wedding anniversary was on July 3rd, 1926. On July 8th I entertained at the Casa de Manana. The Dr. Dean's, the Wilson's, the Weeden's, Mary Cowles and ourselves. A very pretty affair. Alice and Lois abroad. They came home early in October, and we had a party for them, asking about forty. Alice talked well. 

This year, in 1927, I went in June to the Grand Canyon for two days; then to Grand Rapids, Summit, Boston and Little Boar's Head, and spent August there with Evelyn. Then back to Summit, and then visited in Crete, where I looked over our furniture, gave many books to the college, sent some to Helen and to Tom, and disposed of everything then. Very hard and trying work. Met Mary Ward in 

lincoln and we came home together in late October. 

In May, 1928 I heard of my Carl's death in France from tuberculosis. It was a great shock, although I knew he was very ill. 

In early June I underwent a serious major operation at Mercy Hospital. Thanks to Twilight Sleep, I came through very well. Helen came out and I had a lovely month with her, and made a quick recovery. 

In August J sprained my ankle badly, and went east before I could wear a shoe. Went to Summit, then to Boston and had a week with Bessie Thornton -my last visit with that dear woman. Back to Summit and then to Peoria, where I spent Christmas. Such a tree -and gifts galore! Came home early in 1929. 

In 1929 Mai Mai Perry, Horace, Carlo and Barbara arrived from France, via England, and Summit and Martha's Vineyard. We had a home rented ready for them and a woman to get dinner. A hard experience for us all, but we rose to the occasion and became accustomed to each other. Very hard for Mai Mai, but she bore it bravely, and is a strong, fine woman. 

In April, 1930, Mary and I went east, Mary to Kalamazoo, I to New Albany, were Tom now lives. Then to Washington, where Mary Ward met me. My first visit to this city. Then to Summit, where Frances, Caro, Mary, Sophie and I had five wonderful days together. 

Early in June Helen and John and Harry returned from a three month's trip abroad. They took their own car and had a fine time. Spent two months at Martha's Vineyard, as Helen's guest. 

In October I was with Henry and his family in Peoria. Another reunion with Henry and Evelyn. Helen and her family, and Tom and Ethel were there. A lovely time! John gave two lectures at the Art Institute, very acceptable! We were entertained by friends. Then Helen and I went to Crete for the presentation. A wonderful Sunday there, when the church gave a beautiful Baptismal Font in 

honor of Brainerd and me. Very beautiful words by Dr. Dean about Brainerd, and 

a regular obituary about me to my living face! 

We had a lovely visit, and so many dear friends, largely the younger generation, but very dear. Then Helen went home and I to Omaha and had three days with the Barstow's. Mrs. Barstow and louise gave a very pretty Doane party for me. About sixty were there. Then on home, arriving about the last of December. A lovely home coming -flowers, fruit and greetings. 

1931-Mai Mai has charming friend from England here. Peter Pan. 

1932 -In May, Mary and I went east, she to Kalamazoo and I to New Albany. I had a dinner for Tom on his birthday at the Colonial Club. Henry and Evelyn walked in just before the time, a very delightful surprise. We numbered in our party Mrs. Jewell, Mr. and Mrs. Knight, Mr. Roberts, lydia and Jack, Henry and Evelyn, Tom and Ethel. I had a fine son on each side of me. A very pretty party, and cards until one o'clock. 

In late June I went to Summit, where I spent most of the summer. Helen not well, and had third tonsil operation. Very severe, and she made a slow recovery. 

Frances and I drove to Twin lakes -three days on the way. Had a week there and took three days on return trip. Very lovely, and we had such a good time! 

In early September Helen, Jeanne, Polly, Evelyn, Phebe, Henry J., Howard and Evie sailed for France for a year. That is another story. Back for three weeks in New Albany, then to Peoria, for a week with Henry in his hotel. A dear visit. Then home in late October. 

1933 -At home all year. The summer days and nights have been spent in writing these memories. I have been so obsessed with memories I could not sleep. It has been an interesting experience, though. I have omitted many events, worthwhile to me. You will, each of you, see where I should have spoken of happenings, important to you, and where I have noted things unimportant to you. 

But a writer must always have the benefit of license, and his friends must be kind 

to him. 

Now, in the autumn of my life, I have seen what a very happy and interesting time I have had. My home a very happy one; a considerate and loving husband, a useful and worthwhile life, and four very interesting and appreciative children, and twelve grandchildren, who will carry on the memories and inheritances of their ancestors. My children are very loyal and loving, and helpful Tom, my strong right hand. 

I am nearly eighty years old. I am very well, and, except for a slight deafness, have few of the infirmities of old age. My home here with Mary Ward is very happy. We love California and San Diego and our friends. We long sometimes for New England, but our friends there are gone, and we should be lonely. Our lives have fallen to us in pleasant places. 

************ "Sunset and evening star, 

And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 

When I put out to sea.1I 

************ 

* * * Addenda * * * 

David Brainerd Perry was born on March the seventh, 1839. His parents were Samuel Payson, and Mary Harrington Perry. He was the seventh child in a family of ten -five girls, and five boys: five blue eyes, and five brown eyes: five straight hair, and five curly hair. 

He was born in Worcester, Massachusetts, in the old Perry homestead, owned by the family for several generations. The home still stands, although it has gone out of the family. 

The ten children all located in and about Worcester, except Brainerd, and all lived there until the youngest was fifty.The family gatherings were noteworthy functions. 

Brainerd, after High School, went to Yale, where he graduated second in his class of one hundred and twenty. He was a Psi Upsilon man; a Bones man, and a Phi Beta Kappa. I have the Key for anyone of my grandchildren who will qualify. Then he went to Andover and Union Theological Seminaries, graduated, and after a year abroad, he came to Nebraska, refusing a position as teacher in Yale. 

He was identified with Doane for forty years, becoming its president in 1881. He lived a very happy and useful life there, was very devoted to the Classics, and was a fine Greek and Hebrew scholar. 

Most of his time was given to the financial side of college work. Most of the money raised in those early years was through his unceasing efforts. The Boswell money, which ultimately will come to the college, was through his personal contact. He had the happy faculty of making himself like the work that came to him. 

He was a successful teacher, and his students loved him. He was a fine executive and organizer. He received the degree of Doctor of Divinity from Yale, in the late nineties, I think. Yale gives very few honorary degrees, and he was much pleased. 

He was prominent in many state organizations, educational and religious; was President of the School masters' Club at the time of his death. I have a beautiful book written by the members in his memory. 

He was ill four months, and died at Battle Creek, Michigan, May the twenty­first, 1912, a victim of overwork and the strain of anxiety for the college. 

A GREAT AND GOOD MAN!
