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LDUCATION ON A CHOLOTRING

Lete in the year 1898, it beceme necessary to
take lMother out of the rigorous Wisconsin winter teo Colo-
redo Springs, where I had two married sisters living.
Father who was a physician felt thet he could locate and
build up & practice there, while iHother received the bene-
fit of her older dasughter's éare and more sunshine. The
effort, however, was futile for she pessed on esrly in |
the spring of 1399, leaving Papa, my smaller brother and
me in a city new to all of us, and feeling very much that
we had nothing to live for. Here Fether's efforts to re-
establish his practice were not very successful, as the
field was already over supplied with physiclans, My
life in the local high school the foll@wing sautumn was
not well adjusted, and the brother was equally unhappy,
so a change of location again seemed wise.

Papa decided to relocate in the town of Cripple
Creek, in the high hills of Colorado. In the year fol-
lowing Mother's passing he had become acquainted with a
comely widow, who lost no effort to comfort him in the
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period of his loneliness. The family hoped thet the
change of location would bregk his interest in this
forty-ish lady, whom we will cell Mrs. Z.

Cripple Creek was a treeless and forbidding
town, located almost at timberline. Trees and even
flowers were scarce, and houses sat uncomfortsbly on
their hilly side street sites. One was always golng up
and down hill no mstter where he went, The town was past
its prime as a boom town and had settled down to the busi-
ness of getting gold out of the hills for the other fellow,
who dwelt in marble halls in Colorsdo Springs or New York.

Closer at home, the trede was confined to min-
ing end the activities of a doctor nemed Slaughter, and
a lawyer nsmed Cheatum, along with the merchant, chief,
countless other people, and their children. Also im-
portant to a certein contingency in the town was another
activity conducted on Julian Street.

The Shortline Railroad, high on the rim of the
mountaih renge separating the Cripple Creek district from
the prairie country, had been built that year, cutting
through the hills through Cheyenne Canyon south of Colo-
rado Springs. Dally a train, puffing white steam, would
arrive into the very heart of this Julian Street dis-
trict; in fact, it had its only terminsl reaching direct-
ly into the center of the street with & long platform
extending beyond it for helf a block, with crib houses
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lining the streeton each side, plainly lesbeled "Rosy",
"Mamie", "Tilly" and numerous others. The arrival of the
train brought the local population of these houses out in
force, to displey their charmss Those who did not feel
like promensding could conveniently lean from the low
windows andlattract likely prospects with handkerchiefs.
The ladies on the sidewalk wore knee length, sleeveless
dresses, styles unknown to women in the common walks of
life until many yeafs later. Equelly unheasrd of types at
that time were ladies in men's trousers who worked at men's
Jobs == Tilly the toller and Rosie the riveter.

Papa, after deciding to locate in this town for
the practice of medicine, had gone on sghead to find an
apartment and office to which he could bring my younger
brother and me, I\looked forward to being the housekeeper,
I was without anything constructive to do, and a very deep
vold had been created for sll of us by the bresking up of
our home. |

Wnen I arrived at the Shortline terminal, my edu-
cetion with the weys of the world started. I was nineteen,
but smell, inhibited, not very strong, end had been living
the life of an unawakened child. The veritable barrage of
red-light inmetes, strangely, did not shock me but caused
a terrific curiousity. I always loved to come and go on
that train so I could watch them.

Arriving at our new home, I found that it had six
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rooms over a store on a main corner, which was a very good
loceation for a doctor's office. The surprise €eme when I
found Mrs., Z also arriving as a boarder, general advisor
and companion for me. With her wes her twenty year old
son whom Papa hed gotten a job in the bank, and her un-
marrled brother, nesr middle age, with no Job. Together
with my young brother and me, we were a family of six, and
my budding ideslistic ambitions to be Pape's little home=-
maker -died an untimely death.

Mrs., Z and Papa at once announced their engage-
mént to me but explained that they would not marry until
he had his practice established,

. There was nothing in the situation to which I
could reelly object. Howecver, when we would all start out
of a Sunday morning for the Presbyterian Church eand sit in
a row as a happy family, Papa in his Prince Albert coat and
his silk hat, and Mrs. Z dressed in her Sunday best, I was
vaguely disturbed. It was not long before the church elders
sent a committee to inguire into the status of the lady.
Since they were unable to put the situation into any clear-
er focus than I, they let the metter drop.

I did not reslly complain to my older sisters
when writing them, but, of course, they found out that she
was there. When Papa wrote them not to worry about any
reports I had made on the situstion, defending the lady
on the assumption thet I had objected to her, he let more
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of the cat out of the bag than I hed ever done. Then they
started to wonder just what it was Papa was so afrsid of
my telling. ©Not long afterwards, late in October, my
older brother found occasion to come up to Cripple Creek
on a seemingly casual visit, When he returned homethe
next day, he took me and all my belongings with him.

On the trip back through the canyon country on
the Shortline, we slid slowly down the tracks through one
of the thickest snow storms I have ever encountered. The
treinmen hung off the bottom steps watching the breakes,
end the train crawled along with no regard for time as it
was a one way track. Still I think no one was really
afreid.

Arriving in the city where my older brother and
two married sisters lived, I creeted a puzzling situation.
One sister had two children, very poor health, and very
limited means; even one more mouth to feed was a burden.
The other sister had three children and here too circum-
stances made it impractical toc have me live with them, so
it was decided that I could live where I could help the
most, so I went to the sister who was 111, and here felt
that I was earning my home for the time belng at least.

An art department was being publicized at the
locel college where a newly arrived tescher of art was
forming classes. As this wes my one talent on which my

family could build gny future for me, my brother who
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was connected with the local morning paper, wrangled a
scholarship for me tec enter this class. He also supplied
me with car fere and this, with my helping activities in
my sister's home, sterted me on a very constructive winter.

The teacher in this school was & newly arrived
young Frenchman who could speak very little English, but
- burned with the true spirit of Art. His name was Louls
Souter. He had recently married a local girl who, visit-
ing in Peris, married'him there. She, through local home
connections, hed helped him to procure this school oppor-
tunity.

This smell clsss responded as one to his spon-
taneous instruction. With mutual help, we understood the
universal language of Art and overcame our langusge barrier.
It was no lack within the school that stlll left me greatly
in need of a broader contact, and I wes getting to be more
of a question merk to my family eech year. Finelly, my
sister who could not help me in other ways, evolved the
ideea of sending me to New York to study. &he had heard
of Cooper Union, an endowed and free educational center,
and wrote to them.

Through her husband she procured family passes,
which in those days were easy to obtain, and was able to
send me to New York on one of these. She also contacted
a girl's boarding home through a friend, who had a rel-
ative on the board of directors. I was admitted sight
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unseen which was a most unusual circumstance.

The board at this place ias four dollars & week
with & roommate. Papa who had felt a little uneasy at
the turn his idea for living had tesken was anxious to do
his share and thought that he could send me thirty dollars
a month, His lady}‘on finding that no easy living was
soon coming, had become unhappy at the situstion end had
broken her engagement, so his interest was centered on me
again. I should add that from then on he kept his end of
the bargain with me very faithfully.

I had one new dress snd some older ones and con=-
sidered myself well dressed, especially after my sisters
shopped for a bright blue coat and a new hat, I found out
later that my eastern relatives did not agree, but I was
blissfully ignorant of this at the time. In & small hand
bag I had fifteen dollars eand my pass. Since all arrsnge-
ments for my living in the bilg city had been mede and
several skeptical relatives awslited to keep an eye on me,
it really wes not too hazardous. For my part, I was not
in any doubt as to the ultimate success of my venture.

On a January night, just after the turn of the
year 1902, 1 tock the trein in Colorsde Springs to "Co
East", ©No boy ever left the East to "Co West" and meet
the world with higher hopes. I was well supplied with

advice, and I am sure, fears on the part of my older

sister. GChe repeatedly listed verbelly, the things I
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must not do and the people I must avoid. High on the list
was the lady with & sympathetic menner who would invite

me to go home with her to avoid my being lost in the city.
Next came the "fresh" cor too interesting young men, end,
of course, 1 was warned agsinst the purse lifter. I was
well equipped with a worldly outlook with which to meet
the pitfalls. '

As I storted late in the evening, I soon curled
up in my black, fringed cashmere shawl which my sister had
insisted that I bring fcr'this purpose, and went to sleep
fully confident thst the world wes good, snd was mine.

I awakened very early with a moment of bewildef-
ment as to where I was and sat up to look around, and looked
directly at & not too frightening young man who was staring
at me 1in surprise. As if to explain 1t, he remarked, "I
thought that was a little old lady sleeping in that seat."

I was sure he was too nice to be on the list of
"dont's" and yielded to a natursl impulse to telk, so I
assured him thet I was Jjust wrepped up in my grandmother's
shawl, which was warm but light and easy to carry. By
thet time he was on my side of the gisle and we slipped
easily into a friendly acquaintance. When fully awake I
wenf to freshen up in the small anéd not too commodious
ladies' wash room. Here a large blond soon followed me
in. ©She was fair, fat, and she hoped would pass for forty.

che addressed me as "girlie" and inguired if I was travel-
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ing alone, or was the nice young man my brother?

After I admitted I was alone, she lnguired if I
was going to Chicago, and as to who was meeting me. I told
her thet I was stopping there and that friends were meeting
me, without going into any details, sure that here was my
check-off number one on my list. Sure enough she assured
me thet she would be watching and that if my friends did
not meet me, she had a nice home and that I called
"deerie" now, was to come home with her. I doubt if I
would heve followed her even had I not been warned.

Loter in the day a news boy popped into the seat
beside me and remarked, "Say, I believe you are the girl
I have been looking for." I replied, "I am sure you are
not the boyAi_have been looking for," and proceeded to bury
my nose in & book. Check two -~ the fresh one. I thought
my adventure was going very well, and according to specifi-
cations, but the next one left me a little shaken. While
we stopped fcor breakfast, I went up the long plstform to
get a cup of coffee. Upon returning to my cer I realized
thet I had left my purse on the counter, with my tickets
end all my money in it. I thought the worst had happened
to me, and hurried back in & panic to find the young
waitress smiling. ©Ohe promptly took it out from under
the counter with the pleasant remark, "I thought you would
be back." This time my list received a white mark.

When we neared Detreoit it wes neerly midnight.

\
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The conductor came and expleined to me that my car did
not go through that point end that it would be necessary
for me to take my things and go into the station to wait
ebout an hour, I was terrified at the thought of leaving
the security of my cer, for the loss of my money and
tickets had really frightened me, but he reassured me and
was very kind.

In the strange, large station, I spent an un=-
easy hour watching and listenlng to every train call., They
were numerous and hard to understand, but flnally a friend-
ly train men in uniform came and directed me to the right
trein, In spite of this expert direction, it was a rether
forlorn and lonely girl who lugged her littlg bag and her
0ld black fringed shawl up the long and nezrly deserted
platform at one A.M, to the last part of my journey, end
after that -- what?

Upon entering the car I saw down the alsle, a
man who looked familiar, a welcome sight. How gled I was
to see him! He was the principal of the high school in
the small town in Wisccnsin where i had grown up. He
knew all of my family end registered the grestest sur-
prise, if not delight, to have me come ambling in alone
and forlorn into the chair car coach at midnight, in the
"Far Last".

lir. Langly, accustomed to being responsible for

young people of irresponsible age then took charge, end I



Margaret Tee , -11-

reverted into being & c¢linging little girl for the rest
of the trip.

Nearing New York City, two girls entered the
train who had an air and clothes worn with a style, far
different from our western standards. My spirit of adven~
ture was revived! It was my first resl contact with the
new world I was so vividly anticipating, At Hoboken my
Uncle Tom and Aunt Elsle met me. As a little girl I had
known Uncle Tom, but his second wife I had never met. As
she was younger than he, I considered meeting her an im-
portant stepping stone. I liked her at once asnd agein
felt free to enjoy the new experience of the approach over
the ferry crossing to the great gosl of my aspirastions.

At the Twenty-third Street landing, we took the
cross-town car on that street and transferred to the Third
Avenue car to feach my destination at East Sixty-second
Street neer Lexington Avenue. This was before the days
of automobliles and traffic regulations, except for the
efforts of tell New York policemen who, on Fifth Avenue,
'somehow managed to bring a semblance of order out of the
horse drewn chaos. Horses were for the rich; street cars
with open platforms, clanging bells, and harrassed con-
ductors who had to struggle through the crowd to collect
the nickels, were for alII@; the not so rich.

At the Third Avenue intersection we pushed our

-

way in, I resplendent and very western in my bright blue
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coat., We wormed our way towards the center of the car

and found a place to stand nesr a very old and poor look=-
ing, bearded Yiddish man. Before him, a young boy of his
own race, was seated. He routed the boy out with some
very forceful language and I sat down surprised, but think-
ing the East very polite, amidst a good deal of gesturing,
and remarks about a gentleman giving a lady his sesat, and
much amused attention from the crowd. Lveryone apparently
overlooked the feset that my older Aunt was left standing.
Even Uncle Tom, who was Irish and usually very vocal, was
left speechless with surprise.

The houseSon Sixty-second Street precsented a
solid rbw of brownstqge fronts with high stoops &nd deep-
ly vestibuled double doors. Our number was 153. We were
adnitted by a maid in black, with a neat white spron and
cap, to meet Mrs. De ilain, the house mother. ©She recelived
us in her private parlor, which was very English Victoriean,
as was Mrs, De Main with her strong British accent, daintil-
ness, white halr, seventy odd years. ©She seemed like a
littie bit of London transplanted into New York. I could
see that Uncle Tom was satisfied that my four dollar a
week home was all right, and that LElsie was impressed
that such an environment, a little on the old New York
traditional side, but very safe, would be mine. As for
myself, I was thrilled with everything and felt at home

at once. Hlrs. De Main seemed pleased with my complete
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lack of, what now days would be called "glamour" and soon
assured me that I could be quité free to follow my own
1nc11nations in going about the city, so long as I did not
get lost. .

Soon my relatives left and & maid was called to
teke me to meet my roommate, but as it hed grown late we
found her in bed with her head covéred up, so I quietly
undressed and climbed into my own seperate cot. I noticed
thet the rooms had separate dressers and writing tebles,
end while not large were comfortably planned for two.

In the morning we uncovered and smiled at one
ancther and from then on were fast friends. Her name was
Zadle and she taught me to love good music.

Zadie was in New York to study pasinting, but she
was reelly a fine musicien and plesyed Brahms, Rachmanioff,
Greig and Chopin for pure enjoyment. It was practically
my first introduction to really fine musie. She wes a
student of Frenk Dumond, and I found later, the feud be=-
tween the Dumond and Chsse students could wax as violent
upon the slightest provocation, as it now can between the
"old school" and the extreme "Moderns".

I hed not been in New York very long before I
spent three precious dollars for a season ticket to the
Damrosch young people's matinee series of the New York
Symphony. Here I had the unforgetsble experience of

seelng Isedora Duncen dence with the orchestra. With her,
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the simple tossing of three beslls inte the air, could put
one besck with three maldens playing on the shores of the
Aegean feaj or agein, a purple deeply textured curtain,
mysterious in its depth, a classic urn with gray incense
rising slowly from it in & strright diminishing line, a
long dlaphanous scarf floating out behind her in a

measured dance; these with the funeral music, could silence
the great gsudience of young people into an awed stillness
in which the very spirit of a passing soul seemed to ﬁnve

e tangible presence.

The group at the "Eva Home", as our house was
unhappily called, was an alert snd busy one, and on the
whole had a very good time. My art school connection was
not so satisfying, as I found the very first morning when
I registered there. I started out on the first Monday,
earlyrto contact the school for its opening mid-winter
session after the Christmas holidsys.

I started out alone to take the Third Avenue
Elevated line to the Ninth Avenue station at Cooper Union
Square. Armed with directions as to where I was to leave
the train, I was never afraid of the city, having once
found my place in & home with friends, I never again had
the sense of being in a strange place. %Yhen I climbed
the little wooden stalrs and poked my silver dollar into
the ticket window, the ticket seller said, "You must be

from Colorado," and this made me feel at home., I must
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hed had a look of contentment like a Cheshire Cat, to in-
vite the next adventure. As I walked up the platform, I
was qulte alone as & train had just pulled out. A man
who had been greasing the tracks climed up onto the plat-
form, approached me, and putting his face close to mine
sald, "sweetl little girl." I was annoyed but not fright-
ened and walked quickly back to where people were coming
through the gate.

At Cooper Union I wes directed to the office of
the Art School on the fourth floor of the austere old
building, heavy with tresdition. To me it seemed no place
in which "Art The Divine CGoddess" could dwell with con-
tentment, but I efterwards came to see the value of tradi-
tion and appreciated that this place gave me my staerting
point in the Esst., The immediate contacts were discoureg-
ing, here acnot too pleasant woman, whom the art school
girls dubbed "Mary Jane", wes 1n charge. One of her
dutlies, 1 lster found, wes to circulete about the class
rooms to see that no erasure dust or charcoal was allowed
to fall on the fleor. I am sure that this attitude came
from the almost universal idees of thest time, that art
school students were an irresponsible lot, gnd that if
0ld Peter Cooper wes so kind as to give them free tuition,
they must not be allowed to despoil his legacy. Mary
Jane's attitude was definitely one of custodieny rather

then one of receptionist, and a new student was to be
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regarded with suspicion, rzther than as an asset.

I handed her my letter of admission. She looked
it over gnd szid that I was to enter the beginner's cast
drawing class. I was surprised as the letter stated that
I had done one yeer of drawing under an accredited teacher
at 2 college. We, with our French teacher, had worked
mostly from costume models as he did not favor too much
cast drawing., I saw the sign "life class"™ on a door and
asked her if I could enter thet class. I felt that I hed
come a long way in order to advance, and my time ﬁas
precious.

I found later that this cless was really a cos-
tume model class taught by Howard Chandler Christy, and
here in lay its inaccessibility. It was popular with
soclety buds who hoped to rate as magazine subjects. Not
knowing all of this et the time, I ventured to protest,
but the lady said to me, "You must not think thet because
you c¢en do something that pleases your friends in a little
western art school thet you can ever hope to "arrive" in
New York. You go over there and weit until someone shows
you the cast drawing class."

No wonder that art students were reputed to be
g fighting lot! I weited until noon, and the class went
hbme before she saw me again. Thus wherever I went, my
westernness seemed to wave before me like a flag. It must

have been my blue coat.
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So far a&s any ccocnstructive art education was
concerned, I learned by exhibitions, lectures, and the
city. That was In 1902 snd I left for greener pasture
in the spring.

While at Cooper Union, I was invited to join
the Catherine Wolfe art student's club for sociel teas
at the Grace Church Nelghborhood House, Here many kin-
dred spirits met and passed elong gossip of the Art
world, I here met a girl with whom I hed studied in ¥r,
Souter's cless in Colorade Springs. ©She invited me to go
with her one Sunday evening to have tea at a little cludb
where a group of girls hed an spartment and were trying
out group living under the leadership of Mi=s Hell, Here
we sat on the floor and drank our tea before an open fire,
while Miss Hall told us of her hopes of establishing a
living c¢lub where students representing all of the three
arts could joln in a protective club home, and huve a
really large center with big reception rooms, s ward-
robe and a good dining room. Here the nuecleus of the
Three Arts Club was brought into form with the enthusi-
astic approvel of these girls, and brought to such great
good for art students by the work of kiss Hall.

» This contact with the city was 2 delight com-
pensating for the fact that the school wess not just what
I had looked forward to.

For the most part, my experiences in traveling
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were uneventful but when an occasion developed where 1
needed help, I received it from en unexpected source.

One late afternoon during the rush hour, I sttempted to
go home by the convenient Third Avenue elevated rosd

from the Bowery district at Ninth Avernue., Here the plat-
form was packed and when the train stopped I wes directly
in front of a2 gate. It was opened in some way although
the platform was ealready full to capscity. The guerd,
who had the job of keeping the crowd from killing them-
selves and each other, got behind me and literally
stuffed me onto the waiting train,

I found myself with my face in someone's back
end my feet off the floor wedged between other people's
shoes, and my arms pinned down at my sides, in denger of
being smothered, but unable to help myself. As I Just
miss belng flve feet tall end at that time weighed ninety
pounds, the guard may hsve packed me in there to save me
from a worse fate on the edge of the pushing crowd on the
platform, over the electric rails. The shoes I was
staﬁding on turned out to be those of & bilg prize fighter
type young man with the face of a Bowery tough, but the
proverbial heart of gold. The gentleman locked down on
me and excleimed "O Mama! This 1s awfull" Vhereupon
he put his arms around me and literally pushed the crowdmﬂ
back away to give me breathing room, keeping it off until

the need was over. I have loved prigze fighters ever since.
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One Sunday morning I had an experience, which
except for my older sister's careful instruction as to
conduct, might have been the end of my career. I was
trying to reach the Dutch Reformed Church at Fifty
Avenue and Twenty-ninth Street from my east side home.
Someone told me to take the Third Avenue elevated to the
Battery, chenge to the Sixth Avenue trein snd leave the
train at Twenty-ninth Street which would have been within
one block of my destinstion. I understood the directions
but was careless st the Battery and took a Ninth Avenue
trein., As 1t was a lovely spring morning, and I liked to
walk, I decided to walk the three blocks across town, not
realizing thet I as plenning to wslk alone through what,
in the year 1903, wes reputed to be the worst tenderloin
district in the city. My friends ssid that even the
police went in pairs.

When I came down from the elevated station, I
had what secmed to be an entirely empty street to trsv-
erse for three blocks. This appeared to be a safe enter-
prise, as I thought thet all good people in a red light
district slept late Sundey mornings. The neighborhood
seemed dead; not even a cat waé stirring, so I started
blithely out., In the middle of the first block three
young men came out of a basement entrance, tipped their
respective hats to me, and on each side, fell into a

friendly line to walk down the street. GSomething out-
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side of myself took charge and I never quickened my step
nor looked at them. I welked exactly as if they did not
exist and it worked! After a short distance they tipped
their hats, fell back, ahd I went on to the Dutch Re-
formed Church., If the brush off had not been effective I
would heve been another missing girl, for not a person
knew where I was at that time.
| In the ¢ity I had for close friends and advisers
my Uncle Tom, Aunt Elsie, and & young man cousin whom I
adored and about whom the Irish doormeids at the house al-
ways had their sly little joke when they announced my
"Couzen". He faithfully called for me every Saturday
afternoon and took me to see things. One night we went
to some social function where a large dinner of rather
mixed groups were seated at small tables. I was seated
g5 a partner to a young man classmate of Ned's at Prince-
ton, I think this was a deliberate frameup, as two
people less lizble to get along could hardly have}been
found.
Unlike my cousin, he was definitely bored at

the whole affair. Finding himself with me did not im-
prove his outlook on life &t the moment. As my partner
hed at his command only a certein kind of dinner talk,
and I hadw;ine, only a fund of western ideas, I promptly
asked him i1f he had "ever been Vest" hoping it might

touch off something, but my expectations were blasted
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when he said in a tone that definitely settled the sub-
jeet "lever west of Philadelphia."
"Oh, East 1s East, and West 1s Vest,
end never the twin shall meet,
Till Earth and Sky stand presently at
God's great Judgment Seat."
Kipling.

I also had an old friend of my mother's whom we
ha¢ been brought up to call "Auntie Belle"., ©She had married
a second time, & Mr., John Marin, Sr., whose son at that
time was just coming into prominence as an American water-
colorest., Young John wes then considered a queer and little
known factor in the Art world; and like others of his modern
world, was among the group who gsined fame et the Armory
exhibition in 1913.

In spite of a somewhat ineredulous and highly
conventional father, his step-mother was more sympathetic
to his kind of expression and faithfully followed his
career, 1 often found her assembling notices in a scrap
book which would in time be very valuable,

She was interested in all young art students,
and had a friend who was 2lso a patron of the arts. Mrs,
Marin interested this friend in my desire to enter a
different art school, with the result that Miss Schirmer
adopted me for the summer, slso & young girl who was
singing in the Metropolitan chorus. We both lived with
her at her apartment on Seventh Avenue opposite Carnegle

Hall, That summer she sent me to the Chase School to
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enter the life class of Kenneth Hayes Miller.

When I went to the schocl to enroll, I found

& rether crowded, dingy entrsnce on the second floor.
It consisted of two studio rooms, one & "lMen's Life"
and the other the "Women Life". There was no office,
one merely peid the class monitor for the class one
wanted to joln snd started iIn. UNelther cless room had
very much benefit of janitor service. The lMen's Life
classroom wses labeled "Leave soap behind, all ye who

enter here."

Art schools in the first decade of the new cen-
tury were strongly influenced by the standards of Paris,
and also by the Vietorisn idea that two separate life
clacses were more morel than the customery French mixed
classes, [Lither way I loved these paint-smesred schools
with a deep sense of relief from the carping and limiting
neatness of the first one I had attended.

The summer with Miss Schirmer was a happy one and
gave me a chance to find my objectives, which finally turned
toward something quite new in the reafuof art educations
nelther smeared paint nor commercial art, but the study
of the fundamentels of color, design, and the history of
art. I developed a desire for & broader knowledge of the
things which underlay the resson for any art at all, and
.from this new desire I felt my way to a new approach in

the fall of 1903.
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The summer intervel also gave me broader con-
tacts in other ways. The life with Miss Gchirmer wes
full of contact with interesting people. One of her
frilends, an interpreter of Russian hymns, tock us to the
Greek Orthodox Cathedral on the East Slde. Here we found
a little bit of Russian peasant life untouched by any self-
conscious effort to be Americen. The great church was free
of pews and had, in its wide floor space, alters, a reading
stall for the priest conducting the mass, many candles
were being burned for the souls of the departed, and a
group came for the "churching" of a womsn. This one had
lost her infent, but had to be purified from her earthly
contacts; another brought her child snd both were purified.
This child was laster prescnted at one of the baptismal
fonts; and our friend who was loved by the Russians was
allowed to bLring her friends down out of the gasllery, to
Jjoin the group, Here the priest ducked the tiny, squalling
infant into the marble font, and somehow cne could not feil
to see that & seed of protective love and calm trust had
been plented for the child.

Earlier in the service we sat in the singing
gallery where these lusty young Russiens with their great
veices had poured out the songs which our friend had
transleted into English for them.

Another contact experienced at Miss Schirmer's

home was enlightening, but not so inspiring. One week
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end Edith, the singer, went home to Vermont to rest.
Miss Schirmer went to the country, leaving her house
meid to run things for me and her "nevue" recently ar-
rived in New York from Berlin. He had come to enter some
business in New York, He spoke German to his aunt, but
also could converse in good Lnglish to anycne to whom he
found it necesssry to speak. To rate this honor, one had
to be a servent or a social equal. Neither Edith nor I
were in this category, so Williem snd I spent two enter-
teining days eating at the same table, served by the maid,
without & word of conversstion to esch other. He taught
me what a resl dyed-in-the wool Junker wes like, and as
this was only ten years before the first World War, one
wonders what his mission reslly was. His name was not
Schirmer, so I do not know just what his connection to her
really was. I belleve that she was a loyal Americsan.

In the autumn I entered Teacher's College at
Columbla as a speclal student, which mesnt that I received
class marks, but no college credit. But I consistently
earned high grades, and worked ss hard for them as if I
had been getting e degree, beceuse by this time I knew
that I was getting what I had come to New York for.

The first semester at Teacher's College, I
joined a class in outdoor sketching. Ve did not have to
go far for subject matter as the entire block across One

Hundred and Twenty-first Street was still a primeval
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pasture. An original squatter's shanty perched pictur-
esquely, and appeared to lean against a large gray rock.
On this rock was usually perched a very mean billy goat.
On the other side were some ancient trees, which had
undoubtedly sheltered Indisns, but in 1903 they cast
their shade over a pastoral of true rursl character

spread like & stage setting for a pesinting class. This
was complete with cows, and an old woman; not too pleased
to have her country invaded by college students who had
become, through no fault of hers, her very near neighbors.

Her reprisal ceme when the university was sued
for damages following the untimely demise of two cows,
caused by their unnatural asppetite for oll rags carelessly
left in the lot by art students. Needless to say, we had
to seek greener pastures for our future activities., Six
years later I sgein found it necessery to seek & rooming
plece in New York City, and found a very pleasant one on
the sixth floor of an apartment locested on the very self-
same lot on which the squatter's shanty had rested. The
entire block was then built up solid with apertment
houses, all six stories high.

In the subject of Color and Design, I worked
under one of the newer teachers. Under Frank Alvsh Par-
sons in these subjects; Louis Monte' in teaching methods,
and History of Art. I also took a lecture course on Art

Interpretation given by Alfred Vence Churchill. I also
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signed up for a painting class but soon made the decision
to center all of my time end resources on the preparation
for teaching these other subjects, and this was Just as
well, for I wes borrowing all of my tuition money from
Cousin Ned, I returned to my girl's home to live after the
summer with Miss ﬁchirmer wes over,

This yeer of 1903-4, lNr. Parsons was entering his
second yesr on the faculty of Teacher's College., This led
him directly into the estsblishment of his own school under
the rether cumbersome name of New York School of Fine and
Applied Art, This school, after his desth, took the name
of "The Parsons School", It was here under Mr., Parsons'
personal directicn that I leter worked as a student tescher
end really leid the foundation for my later work in Colo-
rado where I functioned as a special tezcher of Color,
Interior Decoration, Design snd Children's Art in several
places.

All of this wes closely interwoven with my do-
mestic career, and I, in retrospect, would not want to re-
linquish either one of them.

This conflict of career and home life never came
to the surfece, as I always kept my outside activities on
a part time basis, but when my daughter was about six months
old I had a dreem which showed that it was buried somewhere
in my consciousness. In this dreem, I thought the building
was on fire in which we lived, and in which the private Art
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school was also housed where I taught.

At Teacher's College, and later st the Parsons’'
School, I had kept very cereful outlines and notes on my
lecture work, and it was the basis on which I was then
forming my own courses, I had not reached the point where
I could carry on without them, When this dream came, that
the place was on fire, I dsshed in and carried my note
books out, and then went back for the baby. Evidently,
the fear was for the loss of my expensively acquired
knowledge, while my baby was an assured and wonderful fact,
in whose possession there was no fear.

The summer that my daughter wss born, Mr. Parsons
was trsveling in Europe with a class, go that it was not
until after he agein reached New York that I heard from
him. When a student at his school, I had spent two summers
at their summer home at Chester, deep in the Birkshire Hills,
as aid and companion to his mother. A warm and lasting in-
terest was established at that time which the following
letter shows.

"NEW YORK SCHOCL OF FINE AND APFLIED ART

Frank Alveh Parsons, Fresident

fusen F. Bissell, Secretary and Treasurer

Telephone Schuyler 9645
2237-2239 Broeadway
NEW YORK CITY
"Dear Margafat:
Believe me I was knocked senseless when my sec-

retary, Miss Smyth, sent me the announcement of
that baby. I could not answer beczuse I had not
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your address; but I sent it at once to my
mother, who wes as perplexed and as must as
I. Ye Gods, wonders will never cease! Why
is 1t that I can't have something startling
happen to me instesd of this humdrum exist-
ence day in and day out. I congratulate the
baby, 1f I cannet consistently congratulate
you., It certainly is a job to think of rais-
ing kids these days with cornmesl a dollar a
pint and no milk to be had. However, you are
young yet, that is by comparison with me, and
you probebly have courage that I hesven't.

Go to it!

Yes, I want to affiliate the school this year
with a number of institutions throughout the
United States. We are opening a school in
Paris next summer f{or three months snd will
heve & summer school there from now on. I am
sending you some new maeterial., A tiny schedule
of our new plan for treining teachersj; the
Constitution of our Students' Celf-Government
Orgenization thst the head of your school will
be interested in, I think, and elso a circular
of requirements %or affiliation with this
school when we give one yesr's credit for work
done in other schools.

Will you let me know more sbout the school in
Denver and what we cen do in that matter.

I went up to see my mother last week. GSChe is
very bad. Her eyes give her no end of trouble
and she 1s pretty feeble, 1 wish you would
write her. ©She would like so much to hear from
you.

Thank you for the picture. I am going to send
it to my mother this morning.

With personel regerds and wishes many, I am as
always,

Very sincerely yours,

/8/ Frank Alvah Parsons
QOctober 13, 1920

iy mother's address is csre of C. A. Parsons,
313 Main Street, W. Springfield, Mass.”

-28-
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For several years, until the time of his death
we carried on an occasional correspondence, always keeping
the student and teacher friendship warm and helpful, and
this was one of the meany rewards of my adventure in educa-

tion on a shoestring.



