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Dedication by Warren Corning Wick


  
  My courage in publishing this book was inspired solely by Mildred. She was my constant source of understanding and patience. She kept exploring my mind for old memories.

  I lovingly dedicate this book to her, to Mildred, my perfect wife.

  Warren Corning Wick
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2
Foreword by Mildred Calhoun Wick


  
  In going through old letters, old newspapers and old “Cleveland Town Topics”, I learned a great deal about my husband, Warren Wick.

  I found out how much he had contributed to the success of charitable benefits that were so popular in the early 1900’s, by giving of his unique singing and dancing talents.

  I read letters of appreciation to Warren from the Play House, the White Elephant Sale, the Hermit Club, the Junior League and many others. Plain Dealer headlines proclaimed: “Yale Man’s specialty dance will be feature of Dartmouth Glee Club Concert . ..” Warren was master of ceremonies at Trinity Cathedral for the entertainment during the Depression years for the unemployed families. Quoting the newspaper: “Warren C. Wick created something of a floor show by doing some of his inimitable dances. He always ends his clogging by a handspring or a back flip.”

  Warren never had dancing lessons, but, was shown by the renowned minstrels who came to his father’s Lyceum Theater, in the Wick Building, how they did their tap dancing and specialty routines. He has a God-given rhythm. He seems to walk on air with marked grace. When he was ninety years old, he was made Honorary Chairman of the Yale Dinner and Ball. On the occasion of his ninetieth birthday, he was presented with a Resolution from the City of Cleveland, expressing gratitude for his many civic contributions.

  When Warren became ninety-one he was made an Honorary Whiffenpoof. The 1977 Whiffenpoof Jamboree with the Harvard Krokodiloes and the Wheaton Whims was dedicated to him. He sang “Antoinette Burby” in Woolsey Hall at Yale. The audience of 3,000 gave him a standing ovation when he was called to the stage and another standing ovation when he left the stage.

  He has danced right into my heart and has opened my eyes to his kindness and love of people. Friends, old and young, still ask him to show them his clog steps. Warren is glad to oblige and the spectators laugh and forget their cares. What a wonderful gift my husband has- to make people feel happier when he dances by . . .

  Mildred Calhoun Wick
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  At Yale back in 1909 I started smoking pipes and for many years they were a great comfort to me. I never smoked cigars and seldom smoked cigarettes.

  I kept twenty pipes at my office and twenty of them at home. Every Sunday I cleaned out all forty with gin. When I was sixty-one years old and my son, Calhoun, was three years old, I thought to myself that if I gave up smoking, it might prolong my life. I hoped I could be living when Cal finished kindergarten.

  With that hope and belief, I took all forty pipes and put them away in my attic. Often I would look at the pipes. There was the one I had bought at an Indian Reservation in Arizona. It was white inlaid with colors of a Navajo blanket. I looked with yearning at my Yale pipe with its silver inlay of Yale, Class of ’09 and my Meerschaum pipe whose color improved·every time I had smoked it. I longed for just one more smoke. So, with strong resolve, I discarded them all into the trashcan.

  I lived to see my son Calhoun graduate from Laurel Kindergarten, Aiken Prep School, Pomfret School, Trinity College, Episcopal Theological Seminary and receive a Master’s Degree in Business Science from M.I.T.

  I will be ninety-four this year and am blessed with excellent health. My decision to stop smoking really did prolong my life. And it is about my long life here in Cleveland that I would like to reminisce. What I want to tell you most about is my special ‘growing up’ on Millionaires’ Row -for that is what Euclid Avenue was called at the turn of the century when great castles and palaces lined the way. Millionaires’ Row, extending from Twenty-First Street to Fortieth Street, was like a large park with a row of dense elm trees arching the Avenue and secluding the colossal homes set way back on emerald green lawns graced by more trees. The mansions had their entranceways at the sides of the houses, insuring the greatest privacy, joining the front lawns in a sea of green, broken only by the one cross-street: Sterling Avenue (now East Thirtieth Street).

  In those few blocks on Euclid Avenue lived Mssrs. Brush, Frasch, Wade and Alexander Brown -all inventors. Mr. Harvey H. Brown, the Mathers, with their shipping interests and Mr. Leonard C. Hanna with his mining interest. Mr. Rockefeller and ‘Aunt Edie’ Harkness of Standard Oil; Mayor Tom L. Johnson; leading bankers and lawyers. . .

  They were hard working, earnest men who were born to gentility and shunned ostentation. But their clustering together in domestic splendor brought fame and glory to Cleveland and resulted in the establishment of many charitable and cultural institutions. The only apparent competition between Mr. John D. Rockefeller and Mr. Samuel Mather was to see who could give the largest gifts to Cleveland. Mr. Rockefeller was devoted to his Euclid Avenue Baptist Church (sometimes known as Rockefeller Baptist Church!) and Mr. Mather was devoted to his Episcopal Church, Trinity Cathedral. Mr. Samuel Mather was attending a vestry meeting when he decided to give his church a million dollars. He telephoned his secretary to make out such a check. His secretary asked, ” …at which bank shall I withdraw a million dollars?” Mr. Mather replied, “At any of my big banks.” Imagine having a million dollar balance in several banks!

  But, wait, please . . .

  Before I take you on a stroll along this once-fabulous Avenue, stopping at each great gateway to raise the polished door knocker … before I introduce the fabled occupants who inhabited my early life and marked the life of Cleveland, I must take a detour.

  I must pause to tell you about how the Wick Family came to be in America, came to be in Ohio, came to be in Cleveland.

  




  
  





My Family
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  The first to come to America was John Wick, Sr., who left Wick Court, England, and arrived on the coast of Massachusetts in 1620. We learn of my devout forbearer and his wife being part of the Plymouth Colony, where he embraced his religious beliefs. In 1639 he was received as an inhabitant of Aquidneck, a part of the grant given to the Duke of Warwick in Rhode Island. In 1667 he was killed by the Indians during King Phillip’s War. His grave may still be seen; his descendants are numerous.

  John Wick III graduated from Yale College in 1722. There were eight in his class, all with typical English last names, but six with Biblical first names. The Reverend Stephen Steele, who was graduated from Yale College in 1718 (seventeen years after Yale was founded), was my maternal great, great, great, great grandfather. Officials at Yale University think it likely that my Wick and Steele ancestors knew one another, as New Haven was such a small community in those early days.

  Many who have visited in Morristown, New Jersey, are familiar with an anecdote from Revolutionary War Days. Temperence Wick is still remembered as an avid rider and lover of horses. It is told how she saved her favorite saddle horse from being stolen by the British soldiers by hiding her horse in her dressing room! The horse’s deep shoe imprints still show in the floor, much to the amazement of present-day visitors.

  Connecticut was a very small state and could not compete in square miles with her larger Commonwealth neighbors. So the Connecticut Land Company was formed to send out settlers to the Ohio wilderness to establish the Western Reserve for the State of Connecticut. John Young headed the scouting party. A surveyor was needed and Henry Wick, Sr., who had studied surveying, volunteered. As they traveled out west through Fort Pitt (Pittsburgh) and up north through Marietta, Ohio, they came to the Mahoning River. As it runs practically east and west, they designated the river as the new natural southern boundary of the New Western Reserve for the State of Connecticut Land Company. In 1797 Frontiers· man Young built a cabin on the river bank, laying out the plan of a village that would grow to be a town bearing his name. The main street of Youngstown was named Wick Avenue for my great grandfather, Henry Wick, Sr., who was known as the “Pioneer Merchant”.

  A frontier post was established by these early pioneers to trade with the Indians. It was very difficult to travel to the eastern seaboard to purchase commodities for their store. My great grandfather made many trips back and forth in the next few years on horseback or wagon. Quotes from two of his letters to his wife, Hannah Baldwin Wick, describe the hardships of traveling through that wilderness:

  
    Pittsburgh, Saturday, 16, Sept. 1809

    “My Dear:

    I arrived here this afternoon about three o’clock and am in good health. I expect to start for the city tomorrow morning in company with two brothers, gentlemen from Kentucky, of the name of Reader; recommended by Mr. Thomas Cromowell, from this place, to be very steady, decent men…

    I expect you need not look for me in less time than five weeks from the time I start. I am in hopes that the children will conduct themselves in a manner that they may be applauded at my return. I am,

    Yours affectionately,

    Henry Wick”

    Philadelphia, April 5, 1815

    “Respected Dear:

    I arrived here last Thursday evening in the stage from Lancaster, after a long and tedious journey. I stayed in Pittsburgh one day on account of the rain and the roads, and the road was extremely bad.

    I overtook Robert Gibson about six miles below Greens· burg, and the roads were so bad that he will be about a week later in the city than expected. Hawling has fallen. $6.00 is now given for haw ling to Pittsburgh, and but a few country merchants are buying goods, and there are but a few arrivals. But it is expected that in a course of two weeks at the farthest, there will be goods aplenty, and I think to content myself here and see the arrivals if they come in two or three weeks.

    Many of the goods here are as cheap as ever they were, and others are high and some not to be had. I put up with my old landlady, Mrs. Davis. We have plenty of fresh shad and oysters when we choose, and I now live well and enjoy good health.

    I expect to attend a large sale next Tuesday of new goods. On Monday we get a catalog of the goods and the privilege of examining them.
 If I stay a week or two longer than I expected, I think the boys may attend to the business at home as well as if I were there. If you think it any advantage you may sell the best Calico for 80¢ per yard; the best pins for 25¢ per sheet, and the blue papers for 18 1/2¢. Teas are still high.

    My pen and ink is so bad that I think it is best to quit, and remain as ever, your affectionate friend and husband,

    Henry Wick”

  

  Regarding the boys that he refers to in his letters, all eight of his sons were exceptionally fine and cooperative. Two of them later came to Cleveland, each to found his own successful bank and to be its president. Lemuel in 1845 was the first President of the National City Bank of Cleveland, and Henry, Jr., my Grandfather, in 1847, was President of the Wick Banking and Trust Company. They were both hard workers and actively helped to develop Cleveland.

  Many of the Wick men were active in the iron and steel business of Youngstown. They founded Republic Iron Works, now Republic Steel Corporation, Youngstown Sheet & Tube Company and Trumbull Steel. Some were responsible as presidents of these companies; other Wick family members were officials and directors.

  The original family store remained a commercial focal point in the rapidly growing Youngstown community; the Wick Brothers Bank began its long history for safety and service. Henry Wick Sr. was President of the Bank, which issued its own money, as was the practice of private bankers in those days. Its money was always quoted ‘above par’, which showed its strength.

  My great uncle, Lemuel Wick, while yet only a few months old, was brought on horseback by his mother from his native place in Pennsylvania to Youngstown, Ohio, in 1804. After growing up, he received his M.D. degree from Yale College and about the year 1825 he began his medical practice in Youngstown. He was a very popular physician and soon built up a large practice, in the execution of which he greatly injured his health by riding over the country roads day and night. About the year 1828, he ceased the practice of medicine and entered the mercantile business in Youngstown with his brother. In a few years, he assumed the entire business himself when his brother retired from the firm. He was elected a director of the Western Reserve Bank in 184l.

  Lemuel Wick felt that Cleveland had a bigger future than Youngstown. He tried to persuade his next younger brother, Henry Wick Jr., my grandfather, to join him in the venture to move to Cleveland and start a bank. But Grandfather, having five children and having started working for his father when fourteen years old, felt he had better stay in Youngstown and continue with the Wick Bros. Bank. But Lemuel left in 1845 and went to Cleveland and a little later started in The City Bank of Cleveland. The National Bank Act was signed by Lincoln in April 1863. Lemuel secured a National Charter January 20, 1865 and changed the City Bank name to The National City Bank, and he was its first President. It is the oldest bank in Ohio and also the largest National Bank.

  Lemuel kept writing his brother Henry, Jr. that his bank was progressing successfully and that he needed him.
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  Finally in 1847 Grandfather decided it would be good for his family to move up to Cleveland, from which point he and Grandmother could travel. He was desirous of visiting Florida, Colorado, and making one trip to Europe. But Grandmother would have no part of it. She said that “little Dudie” (that was my father Dudley Baldwin Wick) was only one year old, and needed fresh pure milk enroute, not obtainable on such a long tedious journey. Grandfather told her, and I quote from his diary, “Tut, tut Mary, I have taken care of that. We will simply hitch our family cow on the rear of our carriage train; whenever Dudie needs nourishment, we will halt and milk the cow and what could be fresher than milk right from the Bossie Cow?” This convinced Grandmother, and they moved their furniture in a train of wagons and carriages over the difficult terrain in 1847 to Cleveland.

  My great, great, great, great, great grandfather, George Steele, left England and arrived in Massachusetts in 1620. His will is in part of the Hartford Probate Records of the year 1663. The Reverend Stephen Steele was born in 1696, died in 1759. He graduated from Yale in 1718 when the college was only 17 years old. His grandson, Zadock Steele, was born in 1758 in Randolph, Vermont. He was captured by the Algonquin Indians and carried to Canada. The book entitled “Captivity and Suffering of Zadock Steele” chronicles his escape after two years of brutal treatment, and his heroic return to Vermont. His son, Horace Steele, Sr., born in 1791 in Vermont, traveled west to Cleveland and established the Cleveland Times, the first seven column newspaper in Ohio. He was the editor and publisher of the paper which continued publication until the Mexican War. To this day, preserved copies of the newspaper reveal the paper to be snow white, having never yellowed with age, as it was made with cotton. Horace Steele eventually moved to Painesville, Ohio where he died in 1864 at the age of 73.

  His son, my grandfather, the Honorable Horace Steele, Jr., was four times mayor of Painesville and president of the Citizens Bank. Grandfather built on the south side of the park the largest brick three-story house in Lake County. It featured the first three indoor bathrooms in the county. There was a faucet for rain-water in all three bathrooms. My grandfather had a tank built on the roof to catch the rain-water which was piped through his baronial house. The mansion had a ballroom on the third floor and the rooms of the house were decorated with imported wallpaper. Landscaped with beautiful flowering gardens, the family home was a showplace. He contributed the bandstand in the center of the town park where, as a boy, I enjoyed the Regiment Band Concerts on Friday nights.
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  My Grandfather, Henry Wick, Jr., having made his move to Cleveland in 1847, began to put down roots.

  Grandfather Wick’s home was a yellow frame house, set back on a deep lawn on the northeast corner of Superior Avenue and Bond Street (now East Sixth Street, the present site of the Federal Reserve Bank). My father attended the Rockwell Street School, which is now the site of the Cleveland Board of Education Building. Father later attended the private Punderson School. His education continued at Oberlin Academy.

  This was the time of the Civil War and Father was too young to enlist in the Army, so he joined as a Drummer Boy. Grandfather was very unhappy about this, because he felt his son was too young to be off to war. Grandfather was a personal friend of War Governor Todd who had Father, in the troops, picked up and brought back to Cleveland. But he implored his parents to let him re-enlist, for he reasoned it would be difficult to study when all his friends were away in the Union Army. So Father joined the Company D in 150th Ohio Volunteer Infantry. He was in the Army of the Potomac, in defense of Washington. He was later transferred to the Light Artillery, from which he was honorably discharged at the close of the Civil War by President Abraham Lincoln. His name is inscribed on the north wall of the Soldiers and Sailors Civil War Monument on Public Square.

  Upon his return to Cleveland, Father went to work in the Wick Bank and took all his meals with the family. Father had to return to the bank each night and sleep on a cot in front of the safe door with a shotgun, for Grandfather keenly felt the great responsibility for the safety of official and private funds on deposit in his bank. Father continued with that nightly responsibility until he married my mother on July 28, 1875. Grandfather then employed a night guard to protect the bank’s safe so Father could live with his wife, as Grandfather was very fond of my mother.
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  Henry Wick, Jr., had each of his three sons, Alfred, Dudley, and Harry, work for him in his Wick Bank. They all worked diligently for their father who was a serious task-master. The result was that he promoted his middle son Dudley to Executive Vice President, with the wish that he succeed him as President of the bank. Alfred then resigned, and he developed the Cleveland Bank Clearing House. Henry resigned and took his family to Europe, and put his two sons, Henry and Kenneth in school in Switzerland. Dudley Baldwin Wick, my father, became president of the Wick Banking and Trust Co. in 1895.

  My grandfather’s great grandchildren born in Cleveland are: Mrs. Howard P. Eells, Jr.; Mrs. Walter Halle; Mr. Corning Chisholm; Mr. Robert B. Wick; Mr. Douglas Wick; Mr. William Wick (all brothers); and their cousin, Mr. George Chandler Wick and the Reverend Calhoun Warren Wick, as well as the late Warren H. Corning and the late Kenneth Bryant Wick.

  Meanwhile my mother, Emma Steele, spent her girlhood in the pleasant world of Painesville, Ohio, devoting much time to her musical interests. Her great talent carried through her lifetime of activities in the musical arts, and her love of music has been my personal inspiration over my long life. As a girl, Mother was taking piano and organ lessons from a talented local musician, the organist of St. James Episcopal Church in Painesville. When this capable lady died, the Rector requested that Emma Steele, then only fourteen years old, be allowed to play the organ until the search committee could secure a permanent organist. Grandfather agreed to the arrangement but insisted that no salary be paid to his daughter. The entire congregation said: “Seek no further; we want Emma!” When she turned 18, the congregation surprised her with a gold watch, suitably engraved to honor her.

  The romance between Mother and Father was sparked during one of the many social events that linked Painesville, Youngstown and Cleveland in those early days. While my mother’s interest was in scales, my father’s keen interest was in sails. He was a part-owner of the famous yacht, “The Phantom”, his other partners being’Mr. Harvey H. Brown and Mr. Charles Sheffield. These three young men sailed throughout the Great Lakes on their wonderful yacht. They took depth soundings (the first ever made) in Georgian Bay. When sailing in Lake Superior, Mr. Brown said the cool water chilled the champagne to just the right temperature. On one such excursion on Lake Superior, catastrophe almost overtook them. The 1873 headline in the Detroit Free Press proclaimed: “Great fear for lives of three prominent Clevelanders .. . five days overdue for arrival.” The melodrama ended with their safe arrival after having endured severe storms, proving the extra sea-worthy qualities of “The Phantom” and the sailing abilities of Brown, Sheffield and Wick.
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  In the spirit of romance, two days before my parents were to be married, Father’s partners, Brown and Sheffield, gave a yachting party for the large bridal entourage.

  The “Phantom” was entirely dependent on wind to navigate; it had no auxiliary engine to assist the boat on calm days. The yacht was becalmed out in Lake Erie, marooning the group. The parents of the bridal party all waited anxiously at Fairport Harbor for the wind to come up; eventually the boat sailed back to shore for a delayed dinner party.

  This exasperating experience caused Mother to dislike sailing, so Father sold his one-third interest in the “Phantom” to his partners. After a wedding trip to Niagara Falls and up the Saguenay River, they went to Montreal, where Mother was invited to play the huge organ in the Catholic Cathedral. Her performance so pleased the Bishop that he had the cabinets unlocked to show the rare jewels and elaborate vestments.

  Upon her arrival in Cleveland, Mother was asked to be the organist at the Old Stone Church; she was only twenty-one years old. Grandfather Wick had had the same pew at Old Stone Church for 48 years. When my parents were married in 1875, Father was already singing in the church quartet. As was typical of Presbyterian churches, Old Stone had a quartet. The soprano was my aunt Helen Corning; contralto, my aunt Florence Chambers; baritone, my father; and second bass, my uncle Dexter Chambers. When my mother became the organist it was an unusual musical family affair.

  Five years later, Mother was more interested in her own Episcopal church, Trinity Cathedral, where she was persuaded to become their organist. Mother was the organist at Trinity Cathedral for 27 years. Father transferred his membership there so that our family could all attend the same church.

  The two stained glass windows in the southwest corner of the Cathedral tower over the organ are in her memory. A bronze plaque near the organ states: “In memorium to Emma Steele Wick, organist.”

  She was also a talented pianist and one of the founders of the Fortnightly Musical Club, where she performed as soloist in their first recital. In the music room of our Euclid Avenue home, she had two Steinway grand pianos for playing two-piano duets. She also had a small pipe organ.

  When Charles W. Bingham married Molly Payne she requested that my mother preside at the organ. Molly was a little late for her wedding and my mother filled in the time by playing all the popular music of that period for that large assemblage at the Old Stone Church. She played so inspiringly that many husbands said they had to restrain themselves from dancing in the aisles with their wives!

  My mother’s boundless love of music and her lifelong participation in musical activities was a key ingredient in my life. My irrepressible urge to sing and dance, even to this day, is a tribute to my mother.

  By the time my parents were ready to set up housekeeping, Grandfather Wick had established a veritable compound of houses to accommodate all his children! He was a very devoted family man, and in order to have all of his married children living around him, he bought a large tract of land on Superior Avenue, bounded on the north by St. Clair, on the south by Payne Avenue and on the east by Dodge Street (now Seventeenth Street). He built for himself a large stone house and stable. Adjoining large lots were given by Grandfather to each of his three daughters and three sons as their wedding presents.

  My father’s house was opposite Grandfather’s -a large double brick and stone trimmed residence with a ballroom on the third floor. Next door to my father’s house was Aunty Florence and Uncle Dexter Chambers; next was Aunt Mary and Uncle Alfred Wick; next Aunt Helen and Uncle Warren H. Corning and lastly, Aunt Florence and Uncle Henry Clarence Wick.

  It was in this fine house on Superior Avenue, in the bosom of the whole family, that I was born on November 23, 1885. It was an ideal environment for the first ten years of my childhood. We were a close-knit clan, with Grandfather Wick as the great Patriarch of the family. All of us were expected to visit our grandparents every Sunday afternoon. They were very strict Presbyterians -Grandfather was an active Elder of the Old Stone Church on Public Square. During our Sunday visits, we grandchildren were forbidden even to build castles with playing cards or use checkers or chess. But we were invited to feast on Sagertown Ginger Ale, cookies and cake.

  Daily life on Superior was punctuated by the arrival of various tradesmen and purveyors of goods. The Milk Man came with his many 50 gallon galvanized milk cans, and with a long dipper transferred the milk to a ten-gallon can, delivering it to our kitchen, The Fish Man heralded the arrival of his cart with blasts on his shrill fish horn. One of my favorite peddlars was the Waffleman. He made the waffles right on his horse-drawn wagon, sprinkling them generously with powdered sugar. When he rang his bell all the children came running. It was always interesting to watch the Scissors Man, with his cartful of equipment for sharpening knives and other tools. The Ice Wagon would arrive several times each week and the driver would carry in the large 100 or 200 pound cakes of ice to fill the ice boxes. While he was busy, we had time to scoop up smaller slivers of the ice to munch on. I liked best the Organ Grinder with the little monkey dressed in a bright red cap and jacket, perched on his master’s shoulder. The monkey carried a tin cup which he passed around for pennies.

  To attend to our fine team of horses, our cow, our chickens and large vegetable and flower gardens, as well as the big house, we had. a staff of servants. Our cook, waitress and upstairs maid were all faithful girls from Ireland and stayed with us for many years. Bridgette, the cook, married Patrick Quinlan, just over from Ireland; Father found him a job driving the horse-drawn streetcar. In 1890 he was promoted to motorman on the cable cars, eventually changing to the electric trolley when it was introduced. Patrick was never tardy and never missed a day’s work; he always took his wages in an unopened envelope to his wife. With her careful, thrifty management, they were able to see all six of their children graduate from either a college or business school.

  By 1890 I was five, and old enough to travel on my roller skates for frequent visits to the nearby Fire Station. Fire Engine Company 14 was located in a brick two story building at the corner of Chestnut Street (Chester) and Murison Street (East Twelfth Street). The firemen slept in white enamel beds on the second floor, living there and cooking their own meals. When the huge brass bell would sound, the firemen would slide down the shiny brass poles to man the fire trucks.

  Since the engines were horse-driven, they were backed into position in front of the fire engines (hook, ladder and hose wagons). The harnesses, elevated on pulleys overhead, were released and fell neatly onto the waiting horses.

  Occasionally we were lucky enough to witness the real thing and would see the apparatus speed out through double doors, which pulleys and weights opened quickly. All the firemen were friendly and explained all their duties and operations
 to me.

  Another favorite visit was to Mr. Hooligan, the Blacksmith on Dodge Street (East Seventeenth Street) and St. Clair Avenue. He was a large brawny man with black hair and red cheeks. He wore a black leather apron. I would ride my bicycle down to watch him shoe the horses. The sound of his anvil, the clank of the horseshoes and the red hot fire fascinated me. Sometimes he would fix a broken toy for me. His bellows made sparks fly; he made me stay at the entrance to his shop to avoid being burned.

  Another stop on my itinerary was Fitch’s Drug Store at the corner of Payne and Huntington Avenues (East Eighteenth Street). The drug store featured a large soda fountain where we bought delicious chocolate and strawberry ice cream sodas. Phosphates in a choice of flavors were the thirst quenchers.

  It was great fun for me to visit my Grandparents Steele in Painesville. I would go there on the Cleveland, Painesville & Eastern Railway or on the Lake Shore, Michigan & Southern Railroad. One day while out in the countryside, I ventured on my bicycle out to “Moody’s Hollow”. A large band of gypsies was camping there. The women in their gay colored long dresses tried to persuade me to come and see the gypsies … trying to kidnap me! I was scared and pedaled my bike faster. Suddenly, gypsy men on horses started to follow me. My bike never sped so fast as I made my safe escape.
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  Grandfather Steele owned a large tract of land called the Flats, bounding the Chagrin River where the Barnum and Bailey Circus pitched its tents each year. I set my alarm clock for the middle of the night and saw the arrival of three different sections of the circus train. The first section had all the elephants, canvas and poles for The Big Top. The older elephants tested the bridge with their trunks before signaling the younger ones to cross. Those elephants were the power that raised the tall poles to support the canvas for the tents. The raising of the last pole was the signal that breakfast was ready. I remember sitting down with the Aerialists and animal trainers to share a delicious breakfast of cantelope, oatmeal and fried eggs. Since the circus was pitched on Grandfather’s land, I was given a dozen first row seats for the Matinee for my country friends. One of the elephant trainers was named “Sweet Pea”. He was only five feet tall, and very strong in personality as well as odor!

  Music was the keynote of our family life and provided much of our entertainment. Mother pleased me by taking me to Gray’s Armory every year to hear the Sousa Band. I wanted to become a good cornetist and dreamed of taking John Phillip Sousa’s place as a conductor.

  In the fall of 1895 I teased my parents endlessly for a cornet. Dad said that if I completed a quantity of addition, multiplication and short division problems he believed that Santa Claus would reward me next Christmas. Under our Christmas tree I found a fine, solid brass cornet in its leather case. Although Mother played the harp, piano and Trinity Cathedral organ and Father played the guitar, cello and flute, neither could help me to blow a brass wind instrument! So all Christmas Day I blew hard, striving to play a tune.

  The next day I suffered with severe double earaches. Our family doctor, Hamilton F. Biggar, came and pronounced that over-straining had produced ruptured abscesses in each ear. The condition was excruciating and Father often tried to ease the pain by blowing hot smoke from his pipe into my ears.

  Although I suffered for five months, I still persisted in my desire to learn to play the cornet. Eventually I was allowed to take lessons from Mr. William Barnes, a famous cornetist in our Lyceum Theatre Orchestra, who taught me how to properly ‘lip and blow’. My first piece was “Nearer My God To Thee.”

  Once in a while as a young boy I would glimpse the less fortunate world around me and realize that everyone’s life was not like mine. There were many drunkards on the streets and on the streetcars. There were some beggars and all kinds of cripples. Some with just one leg, some without any legs, pulling themselves along in crude carts. There were poor people who looked cold in the winter in threadbare clothes. Summer was cruel to others: the Irish road gangs sweating in the summertime as they swung their axes and poured hot tar on the roads. There was no road machinery at that time to take the weight off their arms and shoulders.

  Mother would let me go with her at Thanksgiving and Christmas to carry heavy baskets of holiday food and I saw where the poor lived in cold barren rooms filled with children. Many unfortunate souls were spared from hunger by going around back to the kitchens of the big houses . .. usually it was an Irish cook who gave them hot coffee and food.

  People of wealth often gave charity balls to raise money for the poor.
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  While I was busy with my childhood adventures, my father was busy carrying on the tradition of the Wick family bank, which had been started when Grandfather Wick made his move to Cleveland way back in 1847.

  Grandfather, having brought his family here, at the urging of his brother, Lemuel, found Cleveland to be quite a developed town, with its population of almost 14,000 and its modern gas-lighted streets! Grandfather was a young man at that time but had been working hard since boyhood and thus made a favorable impression on two prominent citizens who became his partners in establishing the private banking firm of Wick, Otis and Brownell.

  The Honorable A. C. Brownell was a prominent older man who went on to become Mayor of Cleveland from 1852 to 1854. Brownell Street was named for him. Mr. William A. Otis went on to build the Otis Iron Works, which became Otis Steel and merged into the Republic Steel Corporation.

  By 1853 Grandfather had bought out his partners’ interests and changed the name of his firm to Henry Wick & Company, private bankers. The bank was located next to the Weddell House; it was a three-story brick building on the corner of St. Clair Avenue and Bank Street (now West Sixth Street). The Weddell House was famous because Lincoln had stayed there and made an historic speech from its open balcony.

  For over 40 years the Henry Wick Bank continued until it was incorporated as the Wick Banking & Trust Company under the state law in 1891. My father, having begun his banking career sleeping on the cot guarding the safe at night, became a familiar face in the quiet, industrious atmosphere of the bank. Daily the gray-bearded Henry Wick or the polite younger Wicks welcomed each client to the family establishment, making it an inviting place.

  This was before the advent of modern office equipment and many tasks were accomplished through human ingenuity rather than technology! Grandfather could add three columns of figures at a time; many other bankers had learned to do this same difficult addition for want of a better method. Type· writers and Xerox copiers were unknown. The bank’s correspondence was written in longhand, and to make duplicates, an ingenious press was used. It was made of iron with an iron wheel on top that turned clockwise to increase the pressure. A sheet of wet canvas was put over a sheet of yellow tissue paper which, in turn, was put over the letter to be copied. The book of yellow paper was kept next to the press and contained copies of the correspondence. I still have some sheets of the yellow tissue copies from my grandfather’s bank correspondence.

  In 1882, my grandfather, commissioned my father to build the Wick Building on the Public Square, immediately west of the Old Stone Church. The original plan was to have the Wick Bank occupy the first floor, with offices on the upper six floors. But Father was deluged with requests to include a theater in the building complex. The only facility for concerts and theatrical productions at that time was on the second floor of the old Academy of Music on Bank Street (West Sixth Street near Superior). The Board of Trade and other civic groups had condemned the Academy as a fire-trap.

  Grandfather, being a strict Presbyterian, at first would have no part in creating a theater, which was considered wicked by his Old Stone Church. But he finally consented to contribute to the progress of the city, and the plans were changed to accomodate the much desired theater.

  The Wick Building was completed in 1883, built of brick and trimmed with stone; it was considered beautiful architecture and was a welcome improvement for the Public Square. The Park Theatre was located in the central part of the new three story edifice and gave to Cleveland a large modern playhouse.

  In addition to the large orchestra circle and main floor, it had a balcony and a third floor gallery.

  The Park Theatre was managed by Augustus F. Hartz. “Gus” Hartz was one of the best known theatrical figures in the city’s history. Born in Liverpool, England, in 1843, he was apprenticed to a stage magician at the age of eight and studied with a tutor in the evenings. He followed a stage career until 1880.

  The opening night of this grand theater was described in the Cleveland Plain Dealer as follows:

  
    “The Park Theatre opened October 22, 1883, with one of Sheridan’s comedies, and the evening was a brilliant social event. The opening night of the theater saw the ‘School for Scandal’, a comedy which had opened the Academy of Music about thirty years before. Mlle. Rhea was Lady Teazle. A reception for Mlle. Rhea was held at the residence of Mr. and Mrs. Dudley B. Wick, 660 Superior Street, following the premiere performance.”

  

  But the splendor of this new cultural center was short-lived. Less than three months after that beautiful opening night, disaster struck. The following detailed account of the tragedy is quoted from the Plain Dealer, as recounted by S. J. Kelley in part of a series of nostalgic articles written in 1941:

  
    “On the icy Saturday morning of Jan. 5, 1884, the Park Theater burned. The first alarm sounded at 8:30 and Engine No.1 was the first to respond from its station a block away on St. Clair Street. Fire bells rang throughout the city and Engines No. 2, 3 and 4 soon were on the scene with hook and ladder companies.

    Smoke poured from the Wick Block and theater at the northwest corner of the Square.

    Court Place ran along the west side of the building. Across the alley was the old Court House. Directly east was the Old Stone Church. In six minutes, four steamers were playing on the fire. Lines were run through the alley to the the stage entrance and in the small front lobby on the east side. Firemen were driven from the stage by burning scenery, while those entering the lobby groped their way into blinding smoke from the auditorium.

    Seven more steamers responded, some of the horses galloping three miles in a temperature 4 degrees above zero. Eleven engines were soon working, either on the Square or on Frankfort, St. Clair or Ontario Streets. Flame burst through the skylight above the stage. The west tower of Old Stone Church caught fire and the intense heat set the roof on fire. Soon arches and interior woodwork were ablaze, despite the pumping of three engines.

    In less than two and a half hours the theater was destroyed. Only its main blackened walls were left. Some front offices were saved, but the floors were flooded with ice. I remember seeing the toppling cornice, the crashed plate-glass windows and icicles hanging from the front. The west tower of the Old Stone Church was windowless and black and the whole structure was a ruin.

    But 3 months had elapsed since the opening of the Park during which the Hess Opera Company appeared in grand opera, followed by ‘The Black Crook,’ ‘Siberia,’ ‘The Squire,’ ‘The Silver King;’ Denman Thompson in ‘Joshua Whitcomb,’ and Margaret Mather. The Friday night before the fire, the George H. Adams Company played ‘Humpty Dumpty.’ Rumors circulated that it was caused by incendiarism and Janitor Wood told of a strange experience early Saturday morning. At a meeting held a day or two later at Engine House No. 1, to investigate the fire at which Manager A. F. Hartz, Chief Dickinson, Dudley Wick, Architect Koehler and Contractor Moran were present, he related a weird story.

    ‘I arrived at the theater about 7 o’clock, went back under the stage, changed my clothes and took a broom, duster and pail used in cleaning. The two girl assistants had not arrived. I swept the front hall and theater and went back to the stage. Properties used by the Humpty Dumpty Company lay about. I went under the stage but could smell no gas and after warming myself, came up and lit one jet on the wall toward the church. It sputtered and I watched it until the air escaped. In passing the basement meter room, I noticed no gas jet burning. By the stage clock it lacked one minute of 8:30.

    ‘A moment after the gas was lighted, I heard an explosion and was knocked down. I arose and saw a ball of fire flying toward me. It was about six inches in diameter with black streaks running through it. It looked like a large wad of burning paper. When about four feet from me it exploded and I was knocked down again. The stage was littered with burning substance that looked like paper. I got up and was knocked down by a similar ball. Then I saw six or eight balls of fire coming from a corner and going over my head. I heard a roar, ran down the cellar stairs and saw sticks of fire whirling. When these went out, they were followed by others that roared loudly. Then the whole place seemed afire and I rushed out. helping one of the girls who had come while I was at work.’

    The fiery ball story created quite a sensation, as Wood insisted that it actually occurred.

    The first Wick Block was valued at over $100,000. Henry Wick a few days before had placed a safe on the ground floor next to the Court House. When it was opened valuable papers and $5,000 in currency were found intact. In two and a half months Park Theater receipts amounted to $45,000.”

  

  The cause of the great fire was presumed to be a gas explosion. Since the stage footlights , ceiling chandeliers and side wall lighting fixtures of the theater all used gas, it was concluded that gas had escaped and caused the explosion that resulted in the destruction of the Park Theatre. Only the walls of the new Wick Block remained, sheathed in icy desolation.

  The Old Stone Church, immediately adjoining, was badly damaged. There was agitation by some members wanting the Church to move to a residential section. Others, led by John A. Foote and Colonel John Hay, succeeded in preserving the historic site, and plans were made for restoration of the interior. Charles F. Schweinfurth was commissioned to do the job. He designed the fine open-timber ceiling; the wall decorations were executed by his brother, Jules. Although the lofty steeple survived the disaster, it was later declared unsafe and taken down from the east tower, which was ornamentally finished through a gift from Mrs. Samuel Mather.

  The Wick Building was promptly rebuilt. The new building was twice as large as its predecessor. The new six story building of brick and stone trim was considered an architectural gem. The new Lyceum Theatre was even more elaborate than the Park. Every detail was the best available at that time; truly luxurious for theater appointments of the day. To quote from the Cleveland Leader and Plain Dealer, the opening night of the Lyceum Theatre is recorded:

  
    … “At the opening last night, September 2, 1889, of the beautiful new Lyceum Theatre, there was life and praise and animation. It gives to Cleveland the most modern playhouse in America.”

  

  An important innovation was the use of electricity for illumination. The audience was excited and thrilled by the dazzling display; the newspapers marveled at the use of electricity and wrote about it in detail.

  
    “The row of electric lights way up near the roof sparkled brilliantly, like so many gigantic diamonds. The auditorium proper is illuminated, as is the vestibule and foyer, with the incandescent electric light which presents a brilliant and exceedingly elegant appearance. These beautiful electric lights are produced by two three-hundred watt BRUSH dynamos. The large chandelier in the center has one hundred electric lights to illuminate the auditorium below, and several upturned arms are provided with gas burners to be used in case of possible trouble with the electric light. The great center ball of polished brass is ornamented with jewels of many colors that reflect brilliantly when illuminated …

    “The opening attraction was W. J. Scanlon, a star who has risen high in the world since he appeared in Cleveland five years ago at the dingy old Academy of Music in 1884. Scanlon has a pair of sparkly, roguish eyes and a smile that captivates the feminine wing of the audience. The story is one of love and villainy and is well told, and what is better still -by a company which is far above the average. . .”
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  The new Lyceum Theatre boasted a unique feature: the West Box on the main floor. This was known as the “Wick Box”. It was never sold, and contained up to ten seats, reserved exclusively for the Wick families and their guests. My father kept a record on his desk at the bank, assigning names and numbers of seats as requested for the different performances.

  Each of the theatrical productions played for one week, including two matinees, Wednesday and Saturday afternoons. It became the custom for Mr. and Mrs. Dudley Baldwin Wick to have the Box on Monday evenings for the opening performance of each new show, which they often preceded with a theater dinner party or after-performance entertaining.

  Grandfather had relented to allow the theater to be built, rationalizing this as a contribution to civic progress. Being such a strict Presbyterian, however, he resolved that he would personally never enter it. But, hearing so many praises, and seeing the favorable write-ups in the newspapers, he finally said to my father: “Dudley, Mother and I next Wednesday matinee will have our carriage take us to the stage door on Court Lane (which led directly to the Wick Box) and just get a quick glimpse of what a theater looks like … but not stay.”
 However, they were both so enchanted they enjoyed the entire performance, and they never missed a matinee as long as they lived. Most of the plays were fine drama, but occasionally a musical with chorus girls and dance routines played; these were Grandfather’s favorites. He often asked Father, “Son, will there be any ‘drilling’ next matinee?”

  The Lyceum Theatre was a great feature for me; from the time I was barely four years old I enjoyed it immensely. When I started attending Hathaway Brown School Kindergarten, and all through the primary grades, I would invite my young classmates to join me in the Wick Box at Saturday matinees. By the time I went to University School though, we were all old enough to prefer the Friday or Saturday evening performances, instead. If I invited more friends than were seats in our Box, some would take unsold orchestra seats.

  The star dressing room was on the main floor of the stage. I often tapped on the door; a stagehand would stop me: “Little boy, that’s the star’s dressing room -keep away!” But the kindly electrician operating the huge switchboards (after electricity took the place of gas) would say, “That’s okay. He’s Mr. Wick’s son and he knows his way around the theater.”

  I recall the first time I got up the courage to visit backstage. The famous black-face minstrel, George W. Primrose, of Primrose and Dockstater fame, had just done his famous soft shoe dance with straw hat, cane, and blazer jacket. I took a deep breath and said, “Gee, please teach me.” So, while he put on more black face and big red lip make-up, he gave me a little lesson. From that moment on, dancing and singing was my greatest pleasure in life. Upon his return the next season, Primrose got a kick out of seeing me imitate him, my having practiced hard all year to master his routine.

  I would live for the annual return visits of all the great vaudeville performers -to learn their special secrets. The four Cohans made their yearly visit: George M. Cohan, his father, mother, and sister Josephine. He taught me to clog dance, and to end up with a cartwheel or a back flip or handspring.

  Fred Stone was the great exponent of the waltz clog. In the “Red Mill” he sang, “In Old New York”, taking the role of a hand-organ grinder with a live monkey, dancing to that waltz-time tune. He told me for the waltz clog not to take my taps vertical, but circular, to better swing into waltz tempo. Then Pat Rooney taught me the Irish Jig routines to the tune “Rosy O’Grady,” which he immortalized.

  I was lucky; I certainly picked the four greatest masters of dance as my tutors. They so encouraged me that I’ve been happy to do song and dance numbers all my life for charities, hospital fund raisings, and over 25 Yale Alumni Musical shows.

   

  




  
  





Millionaires' Row: Mansions
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  Now that I’ve got you caught up with the history of  the Wick family, I should like to get on with that walk I promised you -up old Euclid Avenue. As I was saying, the part of the Avenue known as “Millionaires’ Row” began at what is now Twenty·First Street, and continued in all its splendor until Fortieth Street.

  It is worth noting that Euclid Avenue had always been a thoroughfare: it began as an Indian trail, following a natural ridge created by the prehistoric ebb and flow of Lake Erie. The early explorers pounded it into a path through the wilderness; the early settlers placed their Public Square at its start. It became the natural setting for the grand homes of its maturing developers. The north side of Euclid Avenue offered an unobstructed view to Lake Erie. Since many of the nineteenth century merchant-princes of Cleveland derived their fortunes from lake commerce and transportation, it seemed an appropriate site. A friend baptized her daughter ‘Erie’, considering it an elegant name. Charles W. Schweinfurth, the brilliant architect, indulged the whims and fancies of his thriving clients by designing for them sometimes beautiful, sometimes bizarre, castles along this way.

  Actually, Superior Avenue was originally designated for the fine residential area and was the widest street. But the city grew according to its own personality, and Superior began to deteriorate as commercial enterprises crept along it in the late 1800’s. So the famous families moved over to Euclid Avenue, endowing it with unmatched splendor.

  In 1896, when the Wicks moved from Superior over to Euclid Avenue, I took along my most cherished possesions: my beautifully painted lead toy soldiers of officers and troops, my very handsome cast iron trains, and my fire apparatus, including engines and hook and ladders -and a police patrol wagon … all drawn by teams of horses, brightly painted. (My locomotives used real steam fueled with alcohol.) And so I settled down to my privileged boyhood on Millionaires’ Row.

  These baronial mansions were built for large families. Eight or ten family members, with a relative or two staying in the house, plus out-of-town guests, not to mention a dozen or more servants -required many rooms! The Scotch and Irish servants were an integral part of the family; the butlers, coachmen and maids were my friends.

  My young playmates made up our own games, and when we grew tired there was a big library in every house where we relaxed in comfortable leather chairs, looked at Puck and the St. Nicholas magazines -or played jackstraws, tiddleywinks, hangman, and many other games. I liked it best when a sister with some of her girlfriends would wander into the library …

  As there wasn’t any hurry to go anywhere, the pace was slow. All the children were friends, and all the parents were friends on the Avenue. It was like living in a village. On Sunday the church bells rang out and the Avenue was crowded with neighbors, walking to church.

  Take my hand, and we’ll begin our visit. All those years of dancing have kept me pretty spry: tell me if I move along too quickly for you.

  Beginning right here, on the northwest corner of Euclid Avenue and North Perry Street (now East Twenty-First Street) and running over to Payne Avenue, was a farm belonging to my father’s uncle, Dudley Baldwin, for whom he was named. The house, a rambling yellow frame structure with white columns, was one of the oldest, and survived to mark the entrance to Millionaires’ Row. How I enjoyed coming here as a small boy to see the horses and cows in the stable. In winter, the inviting fire in the fireplace . . . the hot chocolate and cake.

  Another early house sitting at this juncture was the Nathan Perry house, dating before 1832, with three additions by 1840. Nathan Perry was known as the first pioneer merchant of Cleveland, having come to Ohio in 1790. It is fitting that these two relatively simple ‘farmhouses’ were allowed to remain in the midst of the blooming majestic mansions -perhaps to remind these millionaires of the brave pioneers who cleared the way for them.

  Henry B. Payne built the large stone house on the northeast corner of Euclid and East Twenty-First Street. Molly Payne, his daughter, eventually came back here to live in the family home when she became Mrs. Charles W. Bingham. Remember my mother playing the organ in the Old Stone Church to amuse the guests when Molly was late for her wedding? When dear Molly died, Charles Bingham and his children moved next door to the Nathan Perry house. The Bingham children grew up to become important community figures: Elizabeth married Dudley S. Blossom, Frances Payne Bingham married Chester C. Bolton, and became a famous politician in her own right. Harry Payne Bingham lived in Paris and gave his splendid art collection to Yale University. William never married.
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  Here’s our next stop: the Samuel Mather mansion which can still be seen today, having been partially restored. Actually, this house was a late addition to the Avenue; it was not completed until 1910. Mr. Mather was asked why, when his peers were already beginning to move to the Heights, he was building this huge place. He felt that his faith in the area would help to stabilize it. Unfortunately, his wife, who had planned many of the attractive features, died the year before the house was completed.

  Samuel Mather was born in Cleveland and entered industry in his father’s footsteps. Pickands Mather, United States Steel Corporation, American Ship Building Company, and Union Commerce Bank were among his interests and responsibilities. Appreciating that wealth presented an opportunity for practical sharing in Cleveland’s cultural development and civic welfare, Mr. Mather contributed generously and quietly to worthy projects, earning the position of Cleveland’s ‘First Citizen’.

  With all of his gifts to hospitals, museums and service agencies, his special love was Trinity Cathedral -I’ll tell you more about his lifelong role there. A funny rivalry of giving seemed to persist between Samuel Mather and John D. Rockefeller, and marked the history of our community. Mr. Mather made a generous gift to Western Reserve University, and had the name of the College for Women changed to Flora Stone Mather College. Several years later, John D. Rockefeller offered his Forest Hills estate to the Western Reserve University, plus several million dollars. Mr. Mather was jealous of any competition and wanted the University known as a ‘Mather’ university. So, Western Reserve, in deference to Mather’s mood, turned down Mr. Rockefeller’s offer! Mr. Rockefeller then offered his millions to the University of Chicago, and they gladly accepted. It is now known as a ‘Rockefeller’ university. Just think of how different Western Reserve University might be today had it accepted the Rockefeller offer.

  Mrs. Mather was a sweet, charming woman, not very robust, who generously devoted her limited strength and time to charities and to her children. I knew all four Mather children intimately. The oldest was S. Livingston Mather. “Liv”, as he was known, shared many of my activities and was always the life of the party. He first married Grace Harmon, who was a charming hostess and a great help to “Liv’s” entertaining. Their two daughters are Mrs. S. Sterling McMillan and Mrs. Robert C . Hosmer.

  The second Mather child was Connie. Two years before she married Dr. Robert H. Bishop, she gave a cotillion dinner dancing party in the ballroom on the third floor of her father’s new mansion. She kindly favored me with a jewel box, which is engraved in sterling silver with the date of her birthday party, November 17, 1913. I still have it on my desk for paper clips.

  The third Mather child was Amasa Stone. He was very talented, graduating from University School and Yale. He married Katherine Hoyt, who was the first president of the Junior League. Philip R. Mather, the youngest child, was brilliant and talented in music and art, also graduating from University School and Yale. One of his daughters, Mrs. John L. Price, Jr., lives in Cleveland.

  The Mather mansion and Trinity Cathedral were both designed by Charles F. Schweinfurth, the church being completed in 1907, just a few years before the house. Trinity Cathedral was built largely through Mr. Samuel Mather’s generous gifts. The tower was in the original plan, but came into jeopardy because of the high cost. But, Mr. Mather felt it was an essential element in the beauty of the whole Cathedral and provided the funds to have the Tower built, which especially pleased Mr. Schweinfurth. The stately Romanesque tower has a special significance to me. The stained glass windows in the south, over the organ, are in memorium to my mother, who was Trinity’s organist for 21 years.
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  Samuel Mather was a very active senior warden of Trinity Cathedral. His brother William succeeded him as senior warden and treasurer of Trinity, until his death. I think William had a little bit better sense of humor than his brother; he was a bit more jovial. Samuel Mather was very strict. For instance, for many years, many members of the congregation wanted to make Trinity an open church, but he insisted that they must have paid pews and only he could sit in his pew. I was head of the ushers’ committee at the time, so we had to be very careful that no one sat in Mr. Samuel Mather’s pew. If they did, they had to quickly remove themselves when he arrived!

  His idiosyncracies were a small price to pay for his great generosity. At the annual meeting of the Vestry, Samuel Mather would always ask his brother William, the Treasurer, for the customary deficit. Then the senior warden would tell each Vestryman what his share was. After assuming his own share, and then assigning each amount to his brother, E. W. Oglebay, Andrew Squire, Charles F. Brush, and M. S. Greenough, he would total it. Then he would announce the sum that canceled the debts, and the Cathedral would start the new year in the black. It seems fitting that Samuel Mather chose to live practically in the shadow of the great church that he guarded with love.

  When Mr. Tom L. Johnson first came to Cleveland from Louisville, he rented a brick house on Superior from my grandfather. Johnson eventually built the grand stone house which we will visit next -sitting on the corner of Euclid and Oliver Street (now East Twenty-Fourth Street). By this time he had become the very progressive and inspired Mayor of Cleveland, setting precedents in public government. The house was a showplace; behind the house he built an indoor skating rink where he gave wonderful parties with a band and beer -all for his political friends.
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  But Tom Johnson was sensitive to his neighbors’ fascination with his unique facility, and he sent out engraved invitations to all of the neighborhood parents, stating that our families were always welcome to come and enjoy the skating rink unless he was using it for political parties. We boys used to try and hurry through our University School homework assignments so as to get down there and skate! Saturday, of course, was a particularly popular day to go.

  Tom L. Johnson saw his role as Mayor as a vehicle for serving the people, and was very committed to making public transportation available to everyone. His Forest City Street Railway became famous for its nickel fare; at one point, in trying to overcome his competitors, he established a 3¢ fare from Public Square out to Wilson Avenue (now East Fifty-Fifth Street). He has gone down in history as our Populist Mayor.

  Right across Twenty-Fourth Street from Mr. Johnson we arrive at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Herman Frasch. This majestic gabled mansion was built by the Rufus K. Winslows, who spared no expense in incorporating the finest woodwork and stonework. Mr. Frasch, being an inventor, added his own touches, especially the installation of exquisite stained glass windows.

  Herman Frasch was a renowned chemist, and invented the refining process still used for extracting sulphur from the deep mineral mines. His original invention is the basic patent which modern oil companies today use to bring up more oil from wells formerly considered exhausted. He owned a large fleet of cargo boats and became a millionaire, assuming his rightful place along this exclusive Avenue.

  The fittings and furnishings were so rich in this home that I think we should take the time to invite ourselves in. Passing through the heavy outside door with massive locks, we would find ourselves in the large vestibule. The floor was made of mosaic tile from Spain, laid with painstaking skill into geometric designs. The solid mahogany inside door with its beautiful carvings and brass locks would admit us into the house itself. Half-way up the steps was a stained glass window which gave a delicate mood to a rather dark paneled hall.

  On the first floor was a drawing room, library and parlor on one side of the hall, and on the other side was the dining room and breakfast room. The room I liked best was the conservatory. The orchids, bouganvillia and other tropical flowers were all nurtured there. The great trailing vines climbed toward the sun, beating down on the glass hothouse roof. I liked to linger in that conservatory, enjoying the moisture from the plants, feeling as happy as a chameleon basking in the noonday sun of his artificial paradise.

  Let us quietly tip-toe through the remembered rooms of this great house and imagine what the interiors were like in many of these mansions. In the beautiful drawing room, an Aubisson rug with soft colors. Inlaid mother-of-pearl antique tables brought over from England. The tables crowded with Capi-de-Monty and other rare china figurines. On the center table, a large glass box just the shape and size to hold an exquisite, opened fan made of lace and mother-of-pearl. A bird in a gilded cage from Austria. The brightly colored bird turning around and around on a mechanical rod when wound with a brass key, imitating a mockingbird. Arranged on a long narow table, pictures of all the family in silver frames. The cherry wood mantel beautifully handcarved with the family coat of arms. The fireplace featuring tiles depicting scenes from Shakespeare, made in England by the Minton China Company. On the mantel, a black marble clock. Family portraits hanging on the damask-covered walls. (One of the portraits hanging on such a wall was to be restored. In removing the layers of paint, this ancestress was revealed in a decollete evening gown, half-way off her shoulders, and half-way off her bosom! The painting was quickly restored; the ancestress once more dressed in her demure black silk gown).

  The library, featuring a bust of Julius Caesar and Bach; the owner of the house displaying his own bust, made in Italy to put in the library along with Caesar and Bach. The woodwork in the library imported from England. In the center of the room, a large round polished table. Except for a fine Tiffany lamp, nothing on the table -except a few well-chosen books and magazines. Amongst the books thus displayed, perhaps one titled Card Etiquette, bound in lavender with gold decoration. The two sides of the library with bookshelves, lined with rows of handsome leather-bound sets of books, in different shades of red, blue, green and brown. A tall, movable step ladder installed to reach the highest shelves.

  The dining room, ready and able to seat 50. A large, white linen table cloth with embroidered initials at each end covering the table. Before the dessert course, the table cloth would be crumbed. The silver crumber like a cake knife, but the blade much wider. The finger bowls filled with a sprig of lemon verbena or rose geranium. The delicate fragrance . .. so pleasing. The candlesticks topped with silk shade hats. Silver filigree work dressing the silk shades, showing off their fine glowing colors.

  The parlor, with delicate French gilt chairs, and a pair of uncomfortable small love seats without any backs, covered in pale blue satin. An exquisite French clock on the mantelpiece, featuring three engraved signatures of the skilled artisans who had made the clock: the artist who made the gold-washed case, the artist who painted the Sevres china on three sides with soft colors, and the clock man who made the hair-weight spring that went back and forth inside the case. Artists in those days so proud of their art. The rococo parlor, very fashionable; the lady of the house presiding over her parlor for her Day At Home . . .

  Having finally taken our leave of the nostalgic interiors, we arrive next at the large residence of Mr. and Mrs. Leonard C. Hanna. This yellow brick house, trimmed in white marble, was the setting for many fun birthday and dinner dance parties hosted by their son, Leonard, who remained a bachelor.
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  Mr. and Mrs. Alexander E. Brown lived right here on the south side of Euclid Avenue. Mr. Brown was an inventor who founded the Brown Hoist Machinery Company. He would drive his horse and buggy to his factory over on St. Clair Avenue. Being a typical scientist, he was so wrapped up in thinking about new inventions that he was quite absentminded. One fine day his wife welcomed him home from work, but admonished him: “Where is your horse and buggy?” He had completely forgotten them, leaving them at the factory
 and walking home!

  Mr. Brown carried his lunch to his office each day, placing it on a closet shelf. This resulted in an enormous accumulation of uneaten lunches, which had to be discarded when there was no room for them anymore -because he was too occupied with scientific thoughts to remember to stop and eat his lunch. His capable son, Alexander C. Brown, eventually became the president of the Cleveland Cliffs Iron Company, Alex was a talented character actor and took the leading roles in about 25 musical shows staged by the Yale Alumni Association.

  Alexander Brown, the inventor, had a brother Harvey H., who had that large brick house directly across the street, on the north side of Euclid. Mr. Brown and his two maiden sisters were extremely tall, handsome people. His son, Harvey, Jr., was tall like his father -he was six feet four! One night late in the fall, Harvey, Jr. went to a dinner party at a neighbor’s house. The next day the waitress was missing one after-dinner coffee cup. The cocktail napkins were often taken home by mistake, to be found later in a dinner coat pocket and returned to the hostess. It didn’t seem possible though that one of the men had put a cup and saucer in his dinner coat pocket! It was a mystery, and was puzzled over all winter. Every spring, the books were removed from everybody’s library shelves and rubbed with Needs Foot Oil, to preserve the leather bindings. When the cupless hostess was having this spring chore done- there, on the very top shelf of her library, was the missing cup and saucer! It had been put there by Harvey Brown way back in the fall. He was so tall that he thought he was putting the cup down on a table. I can remember the many delightful dinner and dancing parties I attended at the Brown home, given by Harvey, Jr. and his sister Cornelia, until she married my life-long friend, Elton Hoyt, II.

  Let us pause now at one of my favorite sites -the smallest house on Millionaires’ Row! This little two-story house belonged to the greatly beloved Taintor family. The first house east of Sterling Avenue, it sat next to an empty lot (now the site of the First Methodist Church). There were seven Taintor daughters -six of whom married into prominent Cleveland families. Catherine married Lieutenant Andrews of the United States Army, Washington, D.C. Anna became the widow of H. M. Pecham; Sarah married H. M. Boardman; Jessie was wed to James H. Hoyt, parents of my friend Elton Hoyt, II, to whom the picturesque little house was left. Anna was the widow of H. M. Peckham; Mary never married and Isabelle (known as Belle) was married to Charles E. Bingham. The Binghams’ maiden daughter, Edith, “Eedie” as she was called, was one of Cleveland’s characters and genuinely loved by all. She lived with her widowed mother and two aunts, all of whom were deaf. “Eedie” developed the habit of talking very loud and articulating with pronounced exaggeration. No party invitation list was complete without her name. If a reception or party was at an unfamiliar address, she would go there the day before so she could surely arrive on time. She was known for her punctuality. She had a rare sense of humor. When she was in Egypt, she had her photo taken on a camel; I have the snapshot she sent our family.

  Here we are, already -in my neighborhood! In 1896, the Wick Clan, including the Comings and Chambers, moved to Euclid Avenue. My father bought the three story brick and stone trimmed house known as 848 Euclid Avenue. It had seven bedrooms, a ballroom (on the third floor), three maids’ rooms, and a two-story brick stable. How vivid the memories are of my days here. Our house sat here on the south side; the mansions on the north side extended through to Payne Avenue and often took advantage of the deep lots to develop summer houses, or playhouses for the children. In the center of the profusely blooming gardens one would surely find a sun dial and possibly a fountain boasting sculptured figures brought from Italy, the splashing water cooling the air. Still farther back would be the barn with cows and chickens and a stable with fine horses.

  All that space around these houses was an inspiration to a young boy like myself, and I undertook a project. Our home, as I said, was here; four doors east of what is now East Thirtieth Street. And there was that big empty lot near the Taintor house. Bishop William A. Leonard, the Ohio Episcopal Bishop, lived right next door to us, our driveways touching. His coachman, John, used to take the Bishop’s cow from their stable out the driveway next to us and walk her over to that empty lot. She was on a long clothesline and had the privilege of going all around the lot.

  As I said, I had a project in mind. So, one day, gathering up my courage and my best friend, Elton Hoyt, we went to call on Bishop Leonard. We found him in his study -the maid ushered us in. We said, “Bishop Leonard, we wondered if your cow would have enough grazing room if the clothesline was shortened up so that we could build a tennis court on the corner of Euclid and Sterling.” He called in John the Coachman, I remember so well. He said, “John, these young men want to build a tennis court. Just shorten up the cow’s clothesline so it won’t interfere with their tennis court.” And we built a very good court there! Not clay -it was grass, and we marked the lines with white lime.
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  Another fond memory of the Bishop was the monthly Vestry meetings that were often held at his residence. Elton and I had fun counting the number of empty champagne bottles on the Bishop’s side porch the morning after one of those meetings.

  Right across the street from us was one of the largest houses ever built in Cleveland: “Andrews’ Folly.” Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Andrews created that 100-room monstrosity. Mrs. Andrews was from Washington and she was not very happy in Cleveland; they only lived in it a very short time. It was called “Andrews’ Folly” because he built this huge house and lavishly decorated it to satisfy his eccentric wife. She was hoping to entertain Queen Victoria in the place! The music room even had a piano made especially to match the woodwork: all white, with gilt trim. Well, Queen Victoria never showed up, and the Andrews soon moved to Washington, leaving the property in the hands of a very good caretaker and his wife. Year after year they took care of the place, manicuring the lawn so beautifully around that huge empty house.

  I got up my nerve for a new project, and went over to call on the caretaker. I asked, “Would there be any objection if I built a small golf course, about five holes, on the beautiful deep green lawn around the house?” And he asked, “Will your father pay for any windows you might break?!” I had to admit, “No, he won’t. My father will make me pay for it out of my allowance. Father’s very strict on matters like that.” “Well,” he said, “you sound very businesslike. I’ll let you do it.”

  So I built a little five-hole golf course on the Andrews’ lawn. I then had tennis on one side of Euclid Avenue and golf on the other. I made the golf course by taking little tin cans, dug a hole, and made cups for the golf balls out of those tin cans. I put flags on them, marking holes 1,2,3,4,5; I made a very good golf course.

  Excuse me one minute -there’s one small matter to be handled at this point. My dear cousin, Adele Corning Chisholm, being part of the Wick “clan”, grew up in houses on Superior and here on Euclid Avenue as I did. Even though she was older than I, she was my cherished childhood friend and had a great enthusiasm for the adventures of those early days. She would be 105 years old if she could be with us today; she would be irrepressible, so eager to help me tell our story. Out of sentimental love for that lovely person, I’m going to let her have her “say” about a few things right here and now. This is Adele speaking, when she was in her nineties, reminiscing a bit:

  “Here I sit, a great grandmother of some ninety years of age, and, I, having seen my own great grandmother alive, have now seen seven generations of life! I would like to share a bit of history of old Cleveland and the happy long life of this old lady; I am on my way from 1874 to today. I spent my early life on Superior Avenue, in that Wick Family complex that Cousin Warren has already told you about.

  “Father’s fondness for horses made him want a larger property. Hearing that a house at Prospect and Old Sterling (East Thirtieth Street) was for sale, he purchased it, as it answered his wishes. He built a large red brick stable there, even larger than the house, with well-kept harness rooms and spacious stalls. He and Mother had a stable-warming party! There were two box stalls and four or six open stalls in which whist and euchre were played. The large carriage room was used for dancing. All reports told of a lovely party. At that time, I was old enough to peek, and I can still see the beautiful harnesses in the harness room with the initials WHC in silver lettering on the blinders.

  “Later, Father sold the house on Prospect and bought the stone house of Daniel P. Eells on Euclid opposite Fern Street (East Thirty-Second Street). That put me near dear Cousin Warren again! The library in the house was quite a well-known room, done in ebony, with ivory inset work.
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  “Cousin Oliver Payne, who had moved to New York, often visited us when he came in to Cleveland. On one of his visits, I ran into the living room quite early one morning and found him standing in front of the fireplace, waiting for Mother and Father to come down for breakfast. I noticed his cloth-topped button shoes were not buttoned. I ran for the buttonhook and buttoned up his shoes. He handed me a two-dollar bill, which centainly burned my fingers! The minute breakfast was over, I took myself off to a little candy store at the corner of Sterling and Cedar; the two dollars bought so many sticks of candy that the storekeeper gave me a small basket to carry it all home. The gift and candy were sweet, but the scolding I got for accepting money from a guest was one I never forgot!

  “When I was eighteen, I was taken to the Roadside Club where we had dinner. I sat next to Mr. J . H. Wade. He always carried a folder lined in white velvet with unset gems, and he showed me pearls, rubies; I remember one gorgeous emerald. I was completely fascinated. This magnificent gem was given to the Natural History Museum, to be put with their precious gem . collection. A great many of my friends made a special trip to the museum to see this very large, famous emerald when it was on exhibition.”

  The house that Adele lived in was right across the street, at what is now East Thirty-Second Street. We can move along now to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Andrew Squire, just west of East Thirty-Sixth Street. Mr. Andrew Squire formed the partnership of Squire, Sanders and Dempsey, January 1, 1890; he was an esteemed lawyer. For many years the Squires entertained the debutantes of the season at dinner. Since I was a bachelor, I was privileged to be included each season, since they had no children of their own.

  I was amused when having coffee in the library of their home to hear Mrs. Squire, upon releasing her pet lapdog, say, “Go over and sit on Papa’s lap.” This caused Mr. Squire to laugh.

  Their seats at the symphony in Severance Hall were directly in front of ours. Just before each concert, Mrs. Squire would stand up and turn around to face the audience, viewing all with her lorgnette.

  The house on the northeast corner of Euclid and East Thirty-Sixth Street was the yellow brick, marble trimmed residence of my uncle, Henry C. Wick, and his family. To build the Masonic Auditorium, the house was moved to Chester Avenue; but to accomplish the move north on East Thirty-Sixth Street, the port-cochere had to be removed.

  The residence of Mr. and Mrs. William H. Boardman is our next stop. This stone house with a large turret was designed by Mr. C. F. Schweinfurth, and boasted a modern convenience that we young boys used to love. There was a dumb waiter that ran from the basement to the third floor ballroom and we would amuse ourselves riding on it.

  Mr. Boardman’s sister, Mabel, was a well-known personality and a close personal friend of President William Howard Taft. The night before he moved into the White House, Taft and his wife were overnight guests of Mabel Boardman.

  Mr. Charles F. Brush, with his brilliant invention of the arc light, brightened everyone’s life. He was frustrated in his work because electric current did not come to this area until 1901, so in order to carry out his early experiments he built a tall windmill behind his house. The windmill as well as his house was displaced by the Arena, which has in turn been demolished. With the development of his arc light, Mr. Brush was able to light up Public Square in 1879; Cleveland became the first city to light its streets extensively. A glorious feature of the Brush house was the enormous pipe organ which sat at the foot of the circular staircase and ran all the way up to the third floor. Mr. Skinner of Boston came personally to tune the organ for Mr. Brush. My mother was invited to play two opening recitals on that organ in the Brush mansion.

  Mr. and Mrs. William L. Harkness lived in a mansion at 3634 Euclid Avenue. He was a partner of John D. Rockefeller; their family gave the famous Harkness Tower to Yale. It was Mr. Harkness’ custom to entertain debutantes with box parties at the Metropolitan Opera performances, which were then given at the Hippodrome Theatre. “Aunt Edie”, as I was privileged to call Mrs. Harkness, often included me in her annual parties. Their daughter, Louise, married David S. Ingalls, who gave the Ingalls Skating Rink to Yale.

  It’s hard to believe we’ve arrived at Fortieth Street already but there’s the Everett Castle, right there on the corner! Have you ever seen a more fantastic castle-on-the-Rhine creation? The massive pink stone towers; the power of the place. Mr. Schweinfurth carried out every detailed desire of the owners.

  Alice Wade, long before she became Mrs. Everett, had been very ill with typhoid fever, and had been unconscious for many days. After she recovered, her ears remained affected, and she was painfully sensitive to noise. A soundproof room was constructed in the middle of the mansion where Mrs. Everett went to escape noise, particularly thunder storms. The room seemed mysterious to us; a ghost was seen coming from that chamber. There was a secret staircase in the Everett house. In their dining room, by pressing a certain panel, a stairway would be revealed leading to a closet in their bedroom.

  Alice’s mother, Mrs. Randall Wade, lived opposite, on the northeast corner of Euclid. Her ears were also delicate, and irritated by the loud chimes of St. Paul’s Church on the opposite corner. So, Mr. Wade paid the church ten thousand dollars to STOP playing the chimes during her lifetime. After her death, St. Paul’s activated the chimes.

  Did you think I’d end our walk without telling you about the most famous resident of Millionaires’ Row? There is where his house stood, on the corner of East Fortieth Street. Let me tell you an interesting story about John D. Rockefeller, and that house he lived in. It was a stone house, built by my mother’s cousin in 1871. The property ran through to Prospect with a large barn in back. When the house was completed, Mr. Rockefeller said: “Frank, my wife and I like that new house you’ve built. We want to buy it.” Cousin Frank replied, “I’m glad you like it, but we will not sell. We like the house ourselves.”
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  Mr. Rockefeller continued for years to try to purchase it. In 1876 he returned to Frank and said, “We are now in the most severe panic our country has ever known; don’t you think you ought to sell the house now?” It was the money shortage panic of 1876. Frank said he would ask his wife about it. A day or two later he said, “My wife and I think maybe you’re right, John. Maybe we ought to sell.” John D. said, “Good! I’ll buy it, but not at the price I offered you five years ago.” In that panic year he offered a panic price for the house, buying it as he did so many things at that time -at a very low price.

  That is how John D. Rockefeller and his family came to live near us on Euclid Avenue, making this their permanent residence. Every Sunday morning, the Rockefellers attended the Euclid Avenue Baptist Church, which I told you was known as the ‘Rockefeller’ Church. They attended the 10:30 service every Sunday morning. Our cook would often call out, “It’s ten o’clock, Mr. Warren. There goes the Rockefellers by our house in their carriage.”

  In summer, he would drive down in a two-seated phaeton carriage, with fringe around the top; in winter he drove in a closed coupe. During those cold months we boys used to try to hitch our sleds on the back of the coupe, but the coachman had a rawhide whip, and he would try to whip us off. The boy who could stay on the longest was the “Boy of the Week.”

  During the summer of 1896 my parents were taking my older sister and me to the seashore; we were traveling on the New York Central train. We were getting very good service until all of the waiters rushed to the door of the car to welcome the arrival of Mr. Rockefeller. He came up to our table and said, “Hello, Dudley,” and “I’m glad to see you, Mrs. Wick, and I presume this is your debutante daughter.” My sister, Helen, was then fifteen. “And this young man, I suppose, is going to follow you, Dudley, as president of the bank.” When he shook hands with me, I felt as if I were shaking hands with all the money in the world.

  Mr. Rockefeller then sat at the table opposite us. All the waiters lavished him with service. They refilled his glass of water even when he did not need any more. They gave him a fresh napkin that he did not need; and we were deserted and not getting any service. When it came time to pay, Mr. Rockefeller reached in his pocket and took out a billfold, picked out a crisp one dollar bill and put it on the plate. Then he reached in his right-hand vest pocket and pulled out several dimes: he looked them over carefully and picked out the worst looking one and put it on the table. That was his correct tip in those days for a $1.00 meal- 10 per cent. But the waiters nearly fainted. From then on, we got very good service.
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  Although Millionaires’ Row ended officially at East Fortieth Street, there were some important “pockets” of life beyond that point. In 1905, Father learned about the proposed new luxury apartment house, the St. Regis, to be built at the corner of Euclid Avenue and Genesee Avenue (now East EightySecond Street)_ He sold our fine house on Millionaires’ Row to Mr. Walter H. Cottingham, President of Sherwin Williams Company.

  While waiting for completion of the grand building, my parents traveled extensively, and I lived in the dormitory at University School. We were the first to move into the St. Regis, Easter time, in 1906. The apartment building was occupied by many prominent Cleveland families whom we knew very well, including Mr. and Mrs. William A. Rockefeller. The St. Regis was then the largest apartment house in Cleveland, having ten stories.

  The real innovation of the St. Regis was each apartment having all its rooms located on one floor, quite popularly known as “flats”. We had always lived in houses with stairways, so father leased for long term the apartment below, on the basement level. He had a special stairway built from our kitchen to our space on the lower level. It overcame the objection to living in an “apartment flat”. Thus, by occupying two floors connected by a stairway, our apartment complex felt more like a house. It was considered a unique idea, done for the first time. The space on the lower level included two bedrooms and baths for our maids; we had a cook and a waitress. There was a large extra room for general storage and another large room which Father used for keeping liquor. He always had a barrel of bourbon whiskey from Kentucky, as well as wine and other liquors, neatly arranged on special shelving.

  Our living room, fronting Euclid Avenue, was 34 feet long with a large fireplace and mantel. Off this was the reception hall. A good-sized library with spacious windows was next to the open porch. The apartment also had a large dining room, kitchen and butler’s pantry, as well as three large bedrooms and two complete baths. We lived there for more than 18 years. We were the first family to move in, March 1906; and the last to move out, in October, 1924. The St. Regis was then ·cut up into kitchenette apartments. Out of our
 spacious apartment of two floors they made nine kitchenette suites.

  Just across the street from the St. Regis was a large brick house with an infamous occupant. On the corner of what is now Euclid Avenue and East Eighty-Second Street lived Cassie Chadwick, the colorful con artiste. Her son, Emil, was my friend and sometimes we played together in my apartment, sometimes in his house. Little did I know at the time what his mother was up to!

  Cassie Chadwick was probably the most famous con woman ever to entrap prominent bankers. She claimed she was the illegitimate daughter of Andrew Carnegie, using this ploy to tempt bankers in Cleveland to loan her huge sums of money. My father, who was then president of our family bank, The Wick Banking & Trust Company, was not taken in. Upon seeing his banking friends at the Union Club, he said to them, “You’re making a mistake. That woman’s just as crooked as a corkscrew. I turned her down completely and wouldn’t loan her a nickel at our bank.”

  She first married a very respected citizen by the name of Hoover. Their son Emil was a class ahead of me at University School. He was a nice boy, and I felt sorry for him.

  Eventually, the law caught up with Cassie and she was sent to the old Ohio State Penitentiary in Columbus. Even there, she was able to charm her jailers. In her cell, she was allowed to have an oriental rug and other luxuries. The prison officials felt honored to have such a charming inmate! Her son Emil left Cleveland when his mother was arrested.

  Just one block away from Cassie lived another eccentric couple. Mr. and Mrs. James Corrigan lived on the corner of Euclid Avenue and East Eighty·First Street. He had inherited the majority stock holder interest in the Corrigan McKinney Steel Company and moved to Cleveland to oversee this responsibility. The Corrigans immediately started to splurge. Their Rolls Royce boasted a chauffeur and footman in full livery.

  Mrs. Corrigan was decidedly “nouveau-riche”. The old Cleveland families did not like her display of wealth and ostentatious efforts to buy her way into Cleveland society. They were not invited to join any of the clubs. Undaunted, they moved out to Wickcliffe and built a large house on enough land to have their own 18-hole golf course.

  Ostracized by the good families, Mrs. Corrigan felt lonely in Cleveland and moved to London, where she continued her social climbing. She sent Queen Marya long mink coat for a wedding present. It was in extremely bad taste to send a queen any wearing apparel and it was promptly returned.

  At Euclid Avenue and East Seventy-Third Street were the homes of two prominent families. The Gund family, whose son, George, would later become the president of the Cleveland Trust Company, lived on one corner. On the other corner was the handsome residence of Mr. D. Z. Norton. This house, designed by Charles Schweinfurth, sported two large lion statues at its entrance. Years later, the Norton brothers transported the lions to their new home on Overlook Road. Mr. D. Z. Norton’s large collection of canes from all over the world adorned the four walls of the billiards room on the third floor, and particularly fascinated me.
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  The Bolton Farm was one of Cleveland’s historical sites for over 75 years. This farmhouse sat on the southeast corner of Giddings Avenue (East SeventyFirst Street) and Euclid Avenue. A brook ran through the scenic grounds, featuring a rustic bridge not far from the house. The farm was bounded on the east by Bolton Avenue (East Eighty-Ninth Street), on the south by Woodland Avenue and extended west to East Sixty-Ninth Street. Mr. Charles C. Bolton, for sentimental reasons, had the old house moved in its
 entirety to Mentor to use as a summer house.

  The site was later the home of the Baker Electric Company, featuring their famous automobiles. Today, the old Baker Electric Company building is the home of Carpenter Reserve Printing Company.
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Millionaires' Row: Manners
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  The lifestyle on Millionaires’ Row abided strictly to “what was expected”. This effected the social events, the manner of dress, and the rituals of daily life. The protocol was learned from childhood and respected religiously. There was never any question as to what was right and wrong. In many ways, the arbitrary rules made life easier.

  A Bible for this period was the publication known as Cleveland T own Topics. This weekly review of society, art and literature was launched in January 1888, and monitored the social life for more than four decades. William R. Rose (father of William Ganson Rose) was the editor. Helen DeKay Townsend was the Society Editor. Her name became synonomous with Cleveland social events. During her lengthy regime, it was the custom for the host or hostess to inform her of their contemplated date for an event before issuing the invitation. Prior to the full holiday social season, Miss Townsend published in Town Topics a calendar with dates, hosts and functions . She attended all wedding!?, receptions and balls and her write-ups made fascinating reading.

  After 41 years, the Cleveland Town Topics combined with the Bystander, and continued under the latter name. For a lifetime Clevelanders had followed the society columns of Helen DeKay Townsend and the interesting feature stories. The Bystander, founded in 1921, ceased publication in 1934.

  Another crucial channel of communication was the Society Page in the Cleveland Plain Dealer. The Society Page announced engagements, weddings, the names of visitors to Cleveland, and who entertained for them -as well as the names of new-born babies. The Sunday edition featured the Society Section, covering several pages. This Section was heavily sprinkled with photos of wedding receptions, describing in detail the bride’s veil, gown and bouquet, the bridesmaids’ dresses and their bouquets -and listing the names of the bridesmaids and ushers, stating where they were from.

  The most important time in a girl’s life was the year when she became a debutante -the balls, luncheons, theater parties were endless, culminating in her spectacular “Coming Out” ball. The planning, attending and recording of these events filled our small world.

  The social season of my first year out of Yale was a typical whirlwind. That winter season of 1909-1910, besides 22 debutante balls, there were dinners and other parties like the annual Yale Ball, Princeton Triangle Show, and Yale Glee Club Concert. That was my first year of working; office hours were 7:30 a.m. to 6:00 p.m., six days a week. I attended all the parties, averaging four hours sleep a night -then a hot-and-cold bath and off to work! As it was my first job, I disciplined myself never to be late. But, to miss a party was unthinkable.

  Where the party was held was very important. One of the most popular settings for the debutante balls was the Colonial Club. It was situated on Euclid Avenue just east of what is now East Eighty-Ninth Street. It was a beautiful yellow building with white columns. It had many features that made it attractive for family use: a bowling alley, ping pong and billiard-tables, and a shuffle board. But, far more important- it had the largest ballroom in Cleveland, with a large stage for the orchestra. This made it ideal for the debutante party. Many joined the club, if they were not already members, especially so that they could have their daughter’s “Coming Out” ball there.

  These balls ran until 2 or 3 o’clock in the morning. Each of them featured James D. Johnson’s society orchestra. About 1:00 a.m. breakfast was served to the dancers still there . . . scrambled eggs, sausage, bacon and cinnamon toast. No detail was overlooked in making the party elegant. For instance, for my sister Helen Wick’s ball, Mother sent over a large number of oriental rugs, which were put down on the lobby floors to make the party more homelike and complement the elaborate decorations.

  Chaperoning was very definitely a part of those early days. Many times the girls were accompanied by their parents to the dancing parties. The young girls were not allowed to sit on the country club porch during a dance. My brother-in-law, Andrew Calhoun, was told by his father that he .shouldn’t kiss a girl under his own roof, as she was under his protection when in his own home. He was glad to learn that it was all right for him to kiss a girl under the roof of his car.

  The rules of dress were as strictly obeyed as the rules of behavior. During the hectic holiday season, a debutante would be seen at a Christmas ball wearing a white bunny skin coat, and the young man would surely be wearing a black broadcloth Chesterfield coat with velvet collar, high silk hat, and white kid gloves. The men wore their white gloves when dancing. It made a picture in black and white to rival the penguins. The high silk hat and the cutaway were worn to receptions and to Church on Easter Sunday. The opera hat had the advantage of collapsing so one could put it under the seat at the theater.

  In 1905, a debutante reception was given for Miss Frances Payne Bingham who later married Mr. Chester C. Bolton. She was later known with admiration as Frances Payne Bolton, Congresswoman and benefactor.

  She was given a beautifully appointed reception by her father, Mr. Charles W. Bingham. The charming old house, the main part of which was built years ago by the debutante’s great grandfather, Nathan Perry, was a bower of floral blossoms. The drawing room and entrance hall were decorated with garlands of pink roses and foliage.
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  The numerous exquisite bouquets sent to the debutante were arranged on the mantel, tables and piano, and fastened to the walls about the room. There were roses of all colors; orchids; and lilies of the valley. There were violets all tied with chiffon or streamers of ribbon.

  The debutante held an exquisite bouquet of mauve orchids and lilies of the valley, tied with an embroidered chiffon scarf. Her gown was white satin, with a lace yoke, and her girdle was gold cloth and satin. Miss Elizabeth Bingham, who assisted her father and sister in the receiving line, wore a beautiful mauve chiffon and lace gown. (Miss Bingham later married Mr. Dudley S. Blossom.)

  The large library was very attractive with decorations of poinsettia and palms. Punch was served in the hall leading to the library.

  Bunches of meteor roses were in the reception room. In the dining room, the mahogany table, set with lace and beautiful silver, had for floral decoration a large crown basket of pink straw filled with pink roses. Refreshments were served in the smoking room from a serving table decorated with a large basket of pink roses and silver candelabra with pink shades. Many of the large houses had smoking rooms, as it was considered improper for a man to smoke in the presence of a woman. At this time women did not smoke.

  I wore my cutaway with wing collar, wide ascot, and high silk hat to this and other formal receptions. My opera hat was worn only at formal evening affairs. Easter Sundays, spats were often added to cutaways and high silk hats to complete the costume, by such careful dressers as Bob and Laurence Norton.

  A most original fancy dress dancing party was given by two then famous bachelors: Harvey H. Brown, Jr. and Leonard C. Hanna, Jr. It was given in the then new ballroom of the Wade Park Manor. We were invited to a reincarnation party and dressed as we would like to be in the next world. Our hosts were dressed in elaborate wedding gowns (made by Leonard’s mother’s dressmaker) made of white glistening oil cloth with extra long skirt trains. William (Billy) Powell characterized the ridiculous opposite as a ‘Life Guard’, as he was slim and of short stature, not the husky type. I won the album he cleverly made, and have it still in my library. It is filled with Mack Sennett Comedy beauties in their risque bathing suits; entitled, “Girls I’ve Saved”. I went as a black faced minstrel, “The Sheik of Alabam”. John Garfield (grandson of the martyred President) went as a newsboy (with a large supply of seven-column newspapers headed “The Heavenly Herald”, with special write-ups of each guest at the party).
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  General and Mrs. George A. Garretson entertained for their niece, Miss Helen Wade, at the Euclid Heights Club by giving her a beautiful cotillion.

  The club was decorated with foliage and crimson rambler roses.

  There were 30 young couples who danced the pretty figures of the cotillion led by Mr. Garretson Wade and Mr. Robert Norton.

  Some of the favors were baskets of carnations tied with ribbons, miniature silver yachts, bon-bon boxes, and silver cigarette cases decorated with quaint Dutch figures. The souvenir favors were satin bags for the girls and canes for the men.

  Mrs. D. Z. Norton, Mrs. Leonard C. Hanna, and Mrs. Prescott Ely presided at the three tables, which were gay with the bright colored flowers and held the cotillion favors.

  Helen Wade’s brother, Gary Wade, led the cotillion. Bob Norton was so good at leading cotillions, he was always invited to be a “leader”.

  Laurence Norton was my contemporary, and we were too young at the time to be invited to this party. His brother, Bob, was kind enough to fill us in on the details and gossip from the Garretson, and other, parties.

  Each debutante kept a memory book the year she “came out”. It was filled with calling cards of men who had escorted her to parties, and what kind of flowers her escort sent her to wear at different balls. The two most popular corsages were violets and lilies of the valley. Then there were also cards for gifts of American Beauty roses and ten-pound boxes of candy. The younger brothers and sisters liked the beaus best who sent candy.

  The dance program (with its tiny pencil) was an important part of her memories. The invitations she received -engraved in all sizes and shapes -to lunch, dinner and theater parties; concerts, receptions and other entertainments, filled the book.

  The social graces were not merely limited to large-scale events, but permeated every aspect of the day’s routine. Every encounter had its correct pattern. For instance, New Year’s Day was observed by the popular custom of “At Home” in most of the residences on Euclid Avenue. On such occasions, calling-card etiquette was carefully carried out. Upon arrival, two calling-cards were left on the silver tray in the entrance hall, representing both husband and wife even if he did not accompany her.

  I remember my mother putting her calling-cards in her gold mesh bag before going out “calling” in the afternoon. The cards conveyed a language of their own, and the turned down corner on a card had a certain significance:

  
    upper right corner = Visit
 upper left corner = Congratulations
 lower left corner = Adieu
 lower right corner=Condolence

  

  And how did one learn all these intricacies of corner bending? Probably from an elaborately bound and decorated book entitled “Card Etiquette”. This book, clearly designed for the female sex, was compiled by Mr. J. Babcock Harrison, edited by Mrs. Medeleine Sinton Dahlgren of Washington, D.C. and published by Borrows Brothers Company in 1893. There was no doubt the correct use of calling-cards was a serious matter. The first paragraph of the book points out that the card itself should be correct:

  
    “VISITING CARD SIZES, FORM WORDINGS AND CUSTOMARY CIVILITIES:

    “The size and shape of cards, also character and style of engraving, vary somewhat from season to season, and in absence of positive directions to the contrary, we shall, in each case, furnish the shape and style in vogue at the time order is received, rather than follow exactly a previous commission. Should, however, an absolute preference be indicated, we shall, of course, deem it our duty to conform to expressed wishes.”

  

  
    [image: ]
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  During the Victorian age , books written on etiquette were as popular as books written on sex today. They gave you such needed advice as:

  “…how to open your mouth when you are tongue-tied.”

  “. . . when to talk about the weather.”

  The books on etiquette even warned you against putting your napkin under your chin!

  These endless small concerns added grace to ever day life. While the mistress of the house was thus preoccupied with the customs and ceremonies -there were the cadres of devoted servants who staffed the great houses and kept them ready -at all times -in case someone should come “calling!”

  My parents had fine, faithful Irish maids. Bridgette O’Riley was our cook for 25 years. We also had an upstairs maid, and laundress. Washington was our colored coachman for 30 years. He also milked the cow and tended the flower and vegetable gardens. Mother always told the story about our cook when she had just come from Ireland. Mother asked her to “dress the turkey” so she could take it as a contribution to the church fair. The order was literally carried out. The cook made a little dress on the sewing machine, and booties for the legs, for a fully “dressed” turkey.

  In our mannered, manored life the servant’s time was not his own; there were demands for service day and night. There was the poor parlormaid who had to dust the drawing room tables full of objects d’arts. Any space left on the tables was filled with family pictures in silver frames -that needed constant polishing. This was just one of her many duties. Then there was the careful polishing of all the fine furniture with a mixture of lemon oil and bees’ wax. Vigorous rubbing made a bright shiny surface, reflecting all the objects in the room. Bees’ wax was used for many tasks. It resembled a small cake of yellow soap. Tailors and cobblers used the yellow square on their thread; the waxed thread would then slip through the heaviest fabric or leather. Another advantage of running the thread through the wax was that it created extra strength. A rusty pin or needle stuck into the wax became usable again.

  These small tricks helped in doing the many chores, but could not shorten the day for the personal maid. The personal maid helped the dowager to dress in the morning and evening -and helped her to undress when she went to bed. Sometimes it was one o’clock in the morning before she was off duty, if her mistress returned late after the theater and dancing parties.

  A maid such as Michele started helping her mistress in the morning the minute she cinched her into her corset. Her shoes had to be buttoned, as she couldn’t lean over in her tight corset. She put the whalebones in the collar of Madame’s blouse, took a suit out of the closet and helped her into it. Next came the hat to be fitted over Madame’s pompadour. She then chose a small veil the color of the hat and adjusted the wispy veil, pinning it in the back with a hair pin. The Mistress then pulled each strand of hair into place with her hat pin because the hat would stay on all day, through luncheon party or matinee. Finally, Michele would brush Madame’s suit collar and hand her the matching pocketbook and gloves.

  Michele would help her mistress dress for dinner every night. The ball gowns were made of beautiful satin and silks, weighted down with black jet or white seed pearls and embroidery. She had to fasten them up the back with many tiny hooks and eyes, loops and buttons. It was tedious work to fasten up the evening dresses. Sometimes a choker would be worn around the neck; this was a half-inch wide ribbon fastened in the back with tiny hooks and eyes. If it was very elaborate, it was called a dog collar.

  The Italian gardener was a cross between a gardener and a houseman. He took care of the grounds summer and winter. In the spring, when dandelions sprang up allover the lawn, he brought his female relations and their friends to help pick these weeds, from which they made terrible dandelion wine and salads. Every small child in the house was scared of them in their colorful dresses, as they thought they were gypsies who stole little children.

  Dominick came in the house to clean the shoes, stoke the coal furnace and lay the fireplaces. The last fire he made, he put the big logs on the bottom, the kindling on top -and the paper on top of the kindling. It was the last fire he made in that house. He was growing old, and more and more dependent on his awful dandelion wine, so they had to let him go .. .

  The laundress loved the wine Dominick made. All the wine he brought to the house was given to her. She deserved it, working down in that gloomy lonesome cellar.

  She had a low iron stove in which she burned wood. On top of the stove she boiled the clothes and heated the irons. She washed the clothes with yellow workman’s soap, rubbed them on a scrubbing board, put them through a wringer, then ironed them with a sizzling hot iron which she tested with a wet finger.

  Mrs. Harvey H. Brown, with her family of three daughters and two sons, engaged an extra laundress in the summertime to keep up with their extensive entertaining. The family was always seen wearing freshly starched golf and tennis clothes.

  And, although the laundress may have done her best to keep the outfits looking good, women were handicapped by those long tight skirts when trying to play golf. Those costumes, made of white pique and linen, were generally made to order by a dressmaker. Many girls fainted in the summer heat, standing still for such a long time being fitted for skirts and dresses.

  The men wore golf caps and plus-fours (a baggy trouser worn just below the knee), long socks and a striped blazer.

  For a woman to be “in style” she had to endure real physical discomfort: the clothes worn in the late ’90s were heavy and held the body rigid. The dresses were too long; the shoes were worn one size too small! The gowns were weighted down with flounces, long fringes of silk, and laden with beads and embroidery, lace and flowers. Then there was the struggle of putting on the long white kid gloves, one finger at a time.
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  Men were fashion conscious too; on Easter Sundays they wore cutaways and high silk hats. Sightseers came from all over to observe the Easter parade on the sidewalks of Euclid Avenue.

  In the ’90s, Cleveland society patronized several tailors. The two most famous -and expensive -were unique in being such opposite personalities. James H. Cogswell was very social, and was listed in the Blue Book of 1895. His competitor, Charles W. Pohlman, was famous for his horses and unusual carriages. He would drive tandem with his two footmen dressed in faultless livery. I presume he did it as a form of advertising for his quality tailoring. Father had him tailor my first long trouser suit.

  The smoking of fine pipes was very fashionable and each man would have his own special tobacconist.

  My friend , the tobacconist, told me that there were some concerns which made a business of hiring men for no other purpose than the coloring of Meerschaum pipes. This coloring, of course, could only be accomplished by smoking, and there were firms who employed a number of men to do this, paying them at the rate of 20 cents per hour. Of course, such professional smokers had to use mild tobacco in order that they might smoke a long time without getting a headache. I have seen these men at work; they were a queer set. Some were men of high educational attainments, who, being out of other employment, did this for a living. Among such smokers were men suffering from consumption, though this did not endanger the person who bought a Meerschaum pipe later on; all the pipes were carefully boiled and baked, thus eliminating all germs. It was a queer trade, just the same.

  The privilege of our way of life was reflected in our schooling. We all attended private schools that were established to serve our special needs. Several of these institutions are flourishing today. Two early schools were the Brooks School for Boys, started in 1875, and Miss Mittleberger’s Boarding School for Girls.

  Miss Mittleberger became ill and had to stop teaching for a while. Her students, in order to continue their education, wanted to attend the Brooks School for Boys. They were accepted at the school only to be taught in the afternoons after the boys were dismissed. Three years later, the Brooks School for Young Ladies and Misses opened at 1194 Euclid Avenue over the Chandler & Rudd store. The second floor was for classes, the third for a gymnasium and observatory.

  Miss Annie Hathaway Brown, from New York, started her school in 1887. The school desired to “overcome artificial or inelegant modes of laughing and talking.”

  The boarders were required to take a walk in the after· noon. Calisthenics were so well thought of, that in the first commencement of H.B.S. the program started with exercises!

  Just three years later, Miss Brown married and moved back to New York in the middle of the school year. All the examination papers of the students had to be sent on to New York to be signed by the then Mrs. Sigler.

  Miss Mary E. Spencer bought the stone block house on Euclid Avenue and moved the school to 770 Euclid Avenue.

  I entered H.B.S. in September, 1893, and was there for five years -first year kindergarten, and then the four primary grades. H.B.S. was co·educational the first five school years until 1910, when University School took the low primary grades and changed U.S. from an eight form to a full twelve-grade school.

  Miss Mittleberger and Miss Spencer requested a private street car for their students. They had been compelled to ride on street cars with men smoking on the back platform and, on several occasions, men in the cars had been caught looking at them, according to an account at the time.

  The motorman on a car marked “special” would have difficulty recognizing the pupils, so before the system started there was a reception in both schools at which the motorman was introduced to all the young ladies.

  Miss Jennie Prentiss, founder of what is now Laurel School, started in 1896 with seven girls who were transported to the school by the school coachman in its carriage. It was first located at Streator Avenue, now East 100th Street.

  The school was called the Wade Park Home for Girls. The goal of Miss Prentiss was to develop in the student a trained heart and a trained mind. She said: “The largest sphere of nobility is the home.”

  Laurel was designed to be a preparatory school for college. For those not interested in college, there was an English course requiring four years of Latin and three years of Greek.

  The fees ranged from $65.00 in the kindergarten to $150.00 for the higher grades for a year.

  Mrs. Lyman became the principal of Laurel in 1904. She came to Laurel from Hathaway Brown where she was on the faculty from 1887 to 1904. She taught mathematics and reading.

  Laurel’s next school was on Euclid Avenue near East 101st Street, consisting of a yellow house and barn. Mrs. Lyman was a business woman as well as an educator. The first change she made was to remodel the barn. Miss Flinn started her dancing classes in the old barn.

  Laurel had an expensive cooking teacher who came once a week from New York. Miss O’Neil came from Boston several times a year to teach the girls deportment and gracious manners. She would watch the line of girls going into chapel to check their posture and conduct; she went around the dining room during the lunch hour to observe their table manners. She was eloquent about courtesy: “not merely the outward form in body and speech, but the sensitive and refined feeling that prompts genuine and habitual politeness at home as well as in public places and in audiences.”

  Dr. Samuel King came from Bryn Mawr to teach elocution.

  Mrs. Lyman was only about five feet tall. A very pretty woman, she was striking with her young face and white hair. She was beloved and admired by all her students. She was strict and even felt the responsibility of her students arriving home safely. She ordered that all students proceed directly home without loitering in sweet shops. My wife was in her ethics class and will never forget one of her wise sayings: “You make your habits and your habits make you.” Mildred graduated from this school in 1914.

  University School was started in 1890 as a country day school, making it the oldest school of its kind in America. It was located on Hough Avenue at East Seventy-First Street, with spacious grounds surrounding it, running from the school up to East Seventy-Third Street and north to Lexington Avenue. The school was considered to be “out in the country”, centered in vacant fields and farmlands. Mr. Newton D. Anderson established the school with an entirely new idea: a school of education with a definite athletic program as well as manual arts training. There was a carpenter shop, a large machine shop, and facility for mechanical drawing. There were classes in pencil sketching, pen and ink drawing as well as in clay modeling and woodcarving. Mr. Anderson was very fortunate in having as a very capable assistant principal, Mr. Charles Mitchell. These two great educators established a school that became nationally recognized.

  When I initially entered University School in the fifth grade in 1898, I met the first in a long line of inspiring teachers to whom I’ve been grateful over a lifetime. Our English teacher taught us neatness; our arithmetic teacher taught us accuracy. Miss Roder, our arithmetic teacher, started a club in our class of 1906 called ‘HBR’: Honesty Brings Reward. She made little pins for us by polishing one side of a little ten-cent piece, and put on it the emblem, HBR. We met at different classmates’ homes Friday or Saturday evenings for games and refreshments. Truthfulness was the basic credo of the club and the close relationships helped develop strong friendships among our classmates.

  When we were very young, most of us went to U.S. on bicycles or the streetcars, but, when upper classmen, preferred walking to school so that we could pass the Hathaway Brown School and the Mittleberger School girls walking to their daily lessons. My first seven years I was a day student, but during my eighth year, when my family was awaiting the completion of the St. Regis Apartment, I lived at the dormitory. So, I was able to experience every type of lifestyle at this excellent school.

  Social activities were a great highlight. The annual senior ball was a huge affair worked on by the entire class; the annual class dinner dance was memorable. Athletics and physical training were also an important factor. Every student was required to participate in athletic programs intramural, interclass teams, and contests. The swimming pool was probably the largest in the city at the time. The varsity teams competed with the local high schools known as the Quad: Central High School, East High, West High and Shaw High. While these public high schools had larger student populations to draw their teams from, U.S. overcame that handicap by having exceptionally capable coaches. And University School was quite often the winner of championships.

  Music was an integral part of the school curriculum. Regular courses of instruction in organ, piano, violin, and cello were offered, with individual practice rooms available. The musical groups in the school were choir, the glee club, banjo and mandolin club, and the school orchestra. My devotion to music found much nourishment in this environment.

  In 1915 an important University School event took place that should be chronicled here. U.S. celebrated its 25th Anniversary. A huge, gala event was staged, with alumni attending in class uniforms with their year marked, like college reunions. Mr. Elton Hoyt offered a prize for a song to be written in honor of this 25th anniversary. Several songs were submitted , and I was pleasantly surprised to have my song selected for the honor. It’s with pride that I include it here:

  
    PRIZE SONG

    by Warren C. Wick, U.S. ’06

    FOR U.S. 25TH ANNIVERSARY -1915

    Music-Tune: “I Want to Linger”

    “I went to U.S. -I went to U.S. to
 University School
 High in scholarship . . . in character we grew.
 First in football, track and baseball too.
 Yes, we went to U.S. -we went to U.S. to
 University School
 And our sons are going there -WHERE?
 To University School, to University School.”
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  Another fashionable mode of education was the “girls’ finishing school.” There were a couple of these elegant schools most popular with the Cleveland damsels in those days. 1909 was the year I graduated from Yale, and I remember vividly in that same year more than 20 Cleveland girls who’d attended Briarcliffe Finishing School making their debuts. I remember it so clearly because of the endless balls, receptions, tea dances, and dancing parties that marked these occasions.

  My wife, Mildred, attended the famous Miss Porter’s Finishing School, and she has been kind enough to share her remembrances of that special world:

  “Over a hundred years ago there were many girls from Cleveland who went to Miss Porter’s Finishing School. Mrs. Mark Hanna, wife of the Ohio Senator, and Mrs. John Hay, whose husband was Secretary of State, went there.

  “Most of the girls I knew, including my cousins from Charleston, South Carolina, attended these prestigious boarding schools.

  “Many of the boarding schools were located in the quaint New England villages. Miss Porter’s school, founded in 1839, is in Farmington, Connecticut, near Hartford, with Episcopal and Congregational churches on the main street.

  “There were no school uniforms required when I went to Miss Porter’s school. The only sign of wealth I noticed was a solid gold bureau set brought to school by a girl from Long Island. There was no pressure put on you to achieve high marks in your lessons. You could study as hard or as little as you desired.

  “Classes were over by Saturday noon, and didn’t start up again until Tuesday morning. We did have study hall on Monday
 afternoons.

  “Mrs. Keep, our headmistress, very much corseted, very erect, was formal, correct in her dress and manner, and strict in discipline. She would never demean herself to mark her students in the manner of the headmaster of one of the eastern schools. That gentleman gave high marks to all his pupils; he said it “encouraged the boys and pleased the parents.”

  “There were not any athletics except horseback riding and tennis. I ruled out riding, as I was frightened by horses and had nightmares about them.

  “During the fall, we walked on paths covered with rustling leaves alongside the Connecticut River. On the way home, we would have a glass of cider at the Old Mill. On cold winter afternoons we walked up the hill to Grundy, our tea house. The warm gingerbread and hot chocolate were delicious.

  “Sunday mornings we walked up the hill to the Episcopal Church. The minister read long dull sermons to which we listened with polite attention, as was expected of us. The other girls went to the beautiful old Congregational Church a block from the school.

  “Miss Palacer would come up from New York once a month and spend an evening at the school. She would make us walk with books on our heads to give us good posture. She taught us how we should act when presented to the Queen of England, how we should curtsy and walk backwards when leaving the Queen; no one should ever turn her back on a Queen. Many debutantes were presented at the Court of St. James, and these lessons were helpful to them.

  “It was serene and peaceful at Farmington, and I don’t remember any problems or problem girls.

  “The alumnae of Miss Porter’s school became leaders in civic affairs and were deeply inters ted in our cultural development. They did much to improve our art museums, art schools, symphony orchestras, ballet and Metropolitan opera. They gave of their time and money to charity and were continually striving to find ways of making life easier for the underprivileged. I am glad to have had my ‘roots’ in Miss Porter’s school, where I learned noblesse oblige and compassion for the poor.”

  Our schooling did not begin and end though with our private schools. There was, of course, dancing school! The headquarters of the Gattling Gun Armory, located near what is now Carnegie and East Forty-Sixth Street, made an ideal setting for Miss Standish’s Dancing School. The spacious hardwood floor was the proving-ground for all the children of Millionaires’ Row. Miss Standish was a very charming woman who ran a very tight ship. Although a very formal dancing class, requiring the boys as well as the girls to wear white gloves, somehow we all seemed to admire and love her, and respected her strict orders.

  I often used to walk to the dancing class, collecting my groups of friends along the way. We would eventually arrive en masse at the Gattling Armory for our lesson. When Miss Standish retired, after a decade of teaching, her dancing school was inherited by Miss Eleanor T. Flinn, who acquired her own devoted following over the years.

  




  
  





Millionaires' Row: Mischief
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  The formality in our lifestyle did not preclude the fun in our lifestyle! Some of my most vivid memories are of the ways in which we amused ourselves, indoors and outdoors.

  As children living in those huge mansions, we found ways to utilize those grand facilities for our own purposes. For example, our third floor ballroom with its hardwood floors was ideal for roller skating. My friends thoroughly enjoyed my private roller rink. That ballroom also made a perfect setting for my elaborate train set. For Christmas I had received a railroad train pulled by a replica steam locomotive, which was fueled with alcohol. It traveled on wide-gauge tracks (wider than today’s Lionels) through tunnels and over bridges, giving off its loud steam whistle. Many a rainy day my boyfriends shared in those imaginary voyages on our third floor.

  The most unusual third floor on Millionaires’ Row was to be found in the Stewart Chisholm mansion. My close friend Douglas Chisholm, the son, had converted the far end of the ballroom into a full-scale theater. There was a stage with full curtain under the proscenium arch; there were two full sets of scenery: one a livingroom, and the other a country meadow with a well-painted mountain in the background. We children used our imagination and put on shows we thought well worth the penny admission. The servants were our most loyal audience when our parents could not always attend.

  The reason most of the big houses had ballrooms, of course, was not for the amusement of the children -but for the adult dancing parties. There would be a raised platform where the orchestra would sit and play into the wee hours. There would also be a pianola, with its raucous, twangy sound, in marked contrast to the sweet music box.

  Music boxes from Germany and Austria were very popular at this time. They were large, oblong mahogany boxes, simple in design and very handsome. Some of the very large music boxes cost as much as $1,500 to $2,000. They had glass tops, exposing the shining brass mechanisms which were able to play only a few pieces in faint, tinkling sound. Of course, there were smaller music boxes which were usually kept in the parlor for our daily amusement.

  When the phonograph became popular, the market for the large music boxes ceased. The phonograph could reproduce the sounds of an entire orchestra of 60 or more parts, and with much better effects. The Grafonola was one of the early forms of this new instrument, using cylinders before the flat records were introduced. We had a Grafonola in our library. It was enclosed in a handsome mahogany table, with the playing mechanism under a top panel.

  Next came the Victor Phonograph, with its big horn and famous white dog trademark. The elegant model of the Victrola came in a tall mahogany cabinet. Sometimes the old needles made Caruso, Tetrazini and other great Metropolitan opera stars sound a bit raspy.

  Music, in its many forms, delighted us. At every party there would be at least one person who could play the piano, and often the guests would stand around the piano and sing. As the evening progressed the rug would be turned back, and there would be dancing.

  The young people loved to dance. One Christmas vacation I was asked by a friend to come over to her house in the middle of the morning and stay for luncheon. After all the guests arrived, we turned back the rug so we could dance. To make the floor slippery, we shaved off the end of a candle and waxed the floor. We then had to find somebody to play the piano for us. Our hostess said she hadn’t touched the piano for 20 years, but she did remember just one song, “If a Body Meets a Body Coming Through the Rye.” My friends danced the two-step to the only piece she knew and we all had a wonderful time.
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  There were some very musical families who would add a few neighbors to their ensemble and give a recital. The music teachers scheduled one or two recitals a year for their pupils. At almost every recital there was sure to be a young person playing a violin. His selection would invariably be “Humoresque”.

  Another favorite meeting place was the pantry; my young friends and I would gather in one of our pantries for a taffy pull. This ritual would take over an hour, with several boys on each end pulling hard. Then the cook would cut the taffy in small pieces for us, because the hard candy had to be severed with a sharp knife. Then came the fun of eating it. The girls loved making fudge. So, the girls gave the boys fudge and the boys gave the girls taffy.

  The outdoors offered a different set of amusements. Croquet was a popular game on Millionaires’ Row. There were lively games between the Prospect Croquet group and our Euclid Croquet group. Our matches were played at the Eells’ house on Prospect, and our house on Euclid. The large flat expanses of lawn were ideal for setting up the wickets. Very often, after Sunday dinner, my parents would play croquet with their guests. The men in their cutaways and the women in their floppy hats and long skirts made it a formal game.

  Winter meant sleigh races! Euclid Avenue was closed at East Twenty-Second Street, and at the eastern end at East Fortieth Street. On Saturdays and Sundays many expert horsemen drove their own sleighs. Mr. Charles A. Otis, John Sherwin, J. B. Perkins, Harry K. Devereux and Colonel William Edwards could often be seen. Among the famous horsemen racing with the sleighs was James H. Hoyt. Mr. Hoyt also liked to drive four-in-hand, and his two famous teams of horses were Fuss and Feathers, Brick and Mortar. People came from as far away as Painesville and Elyria to witness these exciting races by such expert horsemen. Those of us who lived on Euclid Avenue would give sleigh racing parties, inviting guests to witness the events. Of course, we went sleigh riding without the excitement of the races, too. I remember riding in the horse-drawn sleigh along Euclid Avenue, snug under a fur lap robe, my feet warmed by flat stones that had been heated.

  Gordon Park was at the lakefront where Rockefeller Boulevard entered. Those were the days when Lake Erie was pure and this was a popular swimming spot. The ride along Rockefeller Boulevard to reach Gordon Park and the lake was enhanced by the beauty of Doan Creek, which bordered the Boulevard all the way. The bank on the west side was steep, and made an ideal place in winter to go down on sleds. I remember my University School classmates, Clark and Hamilton Bole, who lived at the corner of Superior and Ansel Roads. Their house sat high on a hillside overlooking Rockefeller Boulevard; an ideal hill to coast down. There was so little traffic of horses and carriages driving by, we could glide on our sleds right across the Boulevard up to the edge of Doan Creek.

  The ornate stonework tunnel bridges punctuating Rockefeller Boulevard at Wade Park, Superior and St. Clair Avenues, were designed by Charles Schweinfurth. Driving through the tunnels was fun because of the echoes of the horses’ hooves.

  Wade Park consisted of fertile farm lands given as a gift to the city by the Wade family. The bubbling, clear Doan Creek ran the length of the park. One could reach the park via the Cable Railway which started at West Ninth Street and terminated at the eastern end of Hough Avenue, formerly known as Cable Park. Row boats were rented on the small lake, later called Rockefeller’s Lagoon.

  The new zoo in Wade Park had its small beginning in 1889, with two black bears, two catamounts (wild cats), a family of crows, a pair of foxes, and a colony of prairie dogs. The next year the Octagon House was completed. This housed the birds, tropical animals and the monkeys, who particularly fascinated me. It was fun to watch these interesting creatures entertain the visitors who fed them peanuts. Mischievous boys gave the monkeys chewing gum, then watched them try to manipulate it. A herd of American deer was given to the zoo by Jeptha H. Wade in 1890, just before he died. This zoo was located in the general area now occupied by the Garden Center.

  On the lower drive (now a ravine) there was a spring famous for its delicious cold water. My parents, and also my Grandmother Wick, made frequent trips there in horse-drawn carriages to fill containers to take home. When I was about five years old, I was eager to accompany them not only for the spring water, but for the chance to visit the two black bears in their caged homes. When I was a little older, my friends and I enjoyed riding our bikes to revisit the spring and the bears.

  Wade Park was very popular as a recreation spot. A music pavillion was the site of band concerts and entertainments. Rowboats could be rented reasonably on the tranquil lagoon. In winter, we all enjoyed ice skating there. On Saturdays, there were championship high-speed skating races. The popular skate for this fast skating was the old Donahue skate blade -a long blade mounted on a mahogany base.

  There were two plank roads: one running east of 105th Street, and the other running out Mayfield Road from Coventry to Brainard. These were controlled with toll booths and well maintained. Often young people would go out driving in a surrey with the fringe on top, the horses clop-clopping along those planks. There were excursions to Luna Park and Euclid Beach Park with the excitement of daring rides and live entertainment.

  For those who preferred to stay at home, there was the viewing of stereoscopic pictures through special lenses magic lantern shows -or sitting close to a loved one in the swing on the front porch. Sometimes the chains that held the swing riveted to the roof would squeak and make even louder noises than the beating of one’s heart.

  Even being alone could be gratifying, especially if you were a stamp collector. In 1876 a Philatelic Association was formed in Cleveland, making it one of the oldest such organizations in the world. Mr. George Worthington hired a man to look after his stamp collection, built up to value over a million dollars. His was the second largest collection in the world at the time. The portraits of President James A. Garfield and Oliver H. Perry appeared on five-cent and ninety-cent postage stamps.

  I remember the annual Police Parade. The men marched in military formations while their bands played spirited marches by Sousa. Chief Kohler, a tall, extremely handsome man, was the center of attention on these occasions. Political campaigns were often enlivened with parades, too. In order to involve laborers and common folk, the parades were usually staged at night, with torch light processions. Each participant carried a tin kerosene lamp which glowed, illuminating the procession as it moved along.

  Then there was League Park: the stadium and coliseum of my childhood. The ‘ball park’, as it was sometimes called, was located on Lexington Avenue at the corner of what is now East Sixty-Fifth Street. It opened on May 1, 1891 and was the home of the American League’s Cleveland team before they were named the “Indians”, in 1915.

  University School was in the neighborhood of the park, so we boys used to enjoy attending all the games. The Plain Dealer, April 29, 1903 said, “Cleveland has gone baseball-mad .. . actually raving mad. Yesterday was no holiday, but nearly 20,000 wedged their way into League Park.”

  Tris Speaker became manager in 1919 following Lajoie. Tris Speaker’s Indians won the American League pennant on October 2, 1920. Amateur Baseball Day was celebrated by the participation of the three greatest ball players of all time: Babe Ruth, Ty Cobb and Tris Speaker. Pictures of the baseball players were printed on cards with their scores and athletic records. We boys collected them and traded our duplicates.

  Football was also popular at League Park. For many years, I joined the annual prilgrimage on Thanksgiving morning to see the two rival college teams, Case School of Applied Science and Adelbert College, compete. League Park would be filled for this event; then all would go home after the game for Thanksgiving dinner.

  The Glenville Race Track was an elegant facility, with its large steel grandstands, protected from the weather, hosting many of the great events in horse racing. In 1885 Maud S., “Queen of the Turf’, broke the trotting record for the one·mile here at the Glenville Race Track. She formerly belonged to William H. Vanderbilt. I used to think Maud S.’s famous golden horseshoe that hung at the entrance was indeed a great honor for any horse.

  Many Clevelanders who had wonderful fast horses drove their own harness racing rigs on this track. Charles A. Otis, James H. Hoyt, etc. Each year an annual race was held. I have one of the badges from the race week of 1897 in my button collection. All summer there were races every Saturday afternoon. This famous one-mile track was also used for four-in-hand contests. Those who drove their four-in-hands with the greatest skill, handling their horses, would get the blue ribbon. The four-in-hand horses pulled interesting carriages called “tallyho’s”. Each carriage always had a footman who acted as trumpeter, playing the very long brass horn. The lower part of the carriages were closed; the parallel seats high up atop carrying the drivers and extra guests.

  In addition to horse racing, this wonderful track was used later for many other spectator events. The bicycle races, the auto races -I will tell you all about them in a little while. The Glenville Race Track was finally abandoned in 1908 when Fred H. Goff, the mayor of Glenville, declared the betting illegal.
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  The preoccupation with horses was not confined to the racing. The first horse shows were held at the Chagrin Valley Hunt Club, and polo was introduced about the same time. Polo is played by four men on a team; the players on the first polo team were Corliss Sullivan, E. S. Burke, Jr., Lawrence Hitchcock and A. D. Baldwin. This became a winning team around the state.

  Polo was like a croquet game, with the riders swinging long mallets endeavoring to hit the ball while their horses rode by in full gallop. Unlike the courteous style of croquet, however, here players shouted swear-words when they missed the ball. It was a fast and dangerous sport. I saw Dave Ingalls thrown off his polo pony, and was worried when I heard he had been rushed to the hospital.

  Polo was also an extremely expensive sport, as the polo players had to own a string of polo ponies. The ponies could not be used two days in a row in the matches, needing to be rested after such grueling speed and endurance demanded of them. Mr. Edmunson S. Burke, Jr. owned a string of well-trained and valuable Mexican ponies. They helped him win many a polo match. Mr. Walter C. White housed his valuable ponies in stalls with running water.

  Mike White, the uncle of Tom Vail, the newspaper publisher, invited us for cocktails after a polo match. I was surprised when he greeted us wearing a polo coat. He had not had time to shower and change his clothes. To keep himself from being chilled after such exertion, he was wearing his polo coat. This was the first time I realized that the name of this special tan coat was derived from the game of polo.

  The Lennox building stood at the corner of Euclid and East Ninth Street, where the Union Commerce Building is now located. What I remember best about the old Lennox was its large circular display of Civil War battle scenes. Later, it was converted into a roller skating rink. Two-wheel, rubber ball bearing skates were more difficult and challenging to use than regular skates. The skating rink was eventually turned into a bicycle riding academy. Children came there to learn how to ride a bicycle; when they fell off, they were picked up by their instructors. Music was provided and bicycle riders glided along to the rhythm of popular tunes.

  On the corner of East Ninth Street, the industrialist and civic leader, Mr. Charles Hickox, built the Hickox Building. In order to make room for this new structure it was necessary to tear down the old First Baptist Church. The historic clock from the church was saved and set in the new 165 foot tower. In 1890, when the Hickox Building was completed, this eight-story edifice was considered a skyscraper and created considerable excitement.

  The building had dead white marble walls and, for contrast, colorful mosaic tile floors.

  My nephew, Charles Hickox, told me that down deep in the furnace room were two large boilers. His grandfather Hickox had a brass plaque put on each of the boilers. On one was the name of his grandson, Wilson B. Hickox, and on the other was the name of his nephew, Fayette Brown. It was indeed a rare honor to have a boiler named for you when you were a boy.

  In 1895, a most unique shop opened on the Public Square (present site of Higbee’s main show window). It sold only popcorn and taffy candy. I was a young boy then, and often walked across the Square from my father’s bank to watch, fascinated, as they made the taffy. The process involved swinging a large bulk of the candy up four or five feet to a heavy foot-long hook on the wall, and pulling it. The throwing was repeated until the taffy was the right consistency to break up into smaller pieces to sell. When Mr. Dudley S. Humphrey started this venture, he was cautioned that it would never succeed.

  The public demand for his popcorn and candy proved so great that within two years he owned the whole building! His next venture was the Humphrey Euclid Beach Park, where he continued to sell his famous popcorn and taffy. He built merry-go-rounds, roller coasters, and a large ballroom for dancing, featuring excellent orchestras. He maintained a conservative recreation park, prohibiting alcoholic beverages. Patrons thronged to the park; arriving not only on streetcars, but also via two passenger boats which alternated their departures from their docks at the foot of East Ninth Street. Swimming there in clean Lake Erie was another feature of Euclid Beach.

  Another enterprise of Mr. Dudley S. Humphrey was the Elyseum. Located at Euclid Avenue and East 107th Street, near Wade Park, this beautiful indoor ice skating rink was the center of activity for generations of skating enthusiasts. On Saturday mornings, my friends were always there with their dates. Dance music was played and dance programs were filled. The boys and girls glided around the rink, hand in hand.

  1896 was the centennial year -the l00th anniversary of the founding of the city of Cleveland. On July 22, 1796, General Moses Cleaveland and his little band of pioneers had sailed from Lake Erie into the Cuyahoga River and had stood upon its eastern bank. The summer of 1896 was gay and exciting for me, filled with celebrations and special treats. I remember the sacred and patriotic selections played on the Trinity Cathedral chimes. A replica of the original log cabin was erected on the Public Square. Parades and band concerts kept everyone excited. I viewed a mammoth, colorfully decorated bicycle parade. The monumental centennial arch was an inspiration to all. The arch was large enough to have horse-drawn street cars drive through it. It was decorated across its top with 30 large colorful flags.

  I still have a large collection of souvenir buttons which I gathered in 1896, many of them special mementos of the centennial festivities. One is a round enamel badge with General Cleaveland’s picture on it in a colorful uniform; under his picture reads: “Founder of the City”. Another brass badge, headed “l00th Anniversary”, features an engraved etching of the large two-story log cabin with brick chimneys which was built as a replica of General Cleaveland’s cabin. Another badge engraved in brass is the likeness of the statue of General Cleaveland. There is a bronze button engraved with the likeness of Admiral Oliver Hazard Perry, dated September, 1813, with the inscription, “Perry’s Victory”.

  The year 1896 is rich in memorabilia because it was also the presidential election year. William McKinley, running on a gold-standard, sound-money platform, defeated William Jennings Bryan, the free silver candidate. I collected over 75 rare election buttons and emblems, including the G.O.P. elephant with a catch opening up to expose photos of McKinley and Hobart inside. One of my treasures is a McKinley-Hobart button affixed to a small silk American flag, which I received directly from McKinley. I have a copy of the letter I wrote to Governor McKinley, stating that I was organizing a “Boys Club for McKinley” to get our fathers to vote for him. He replied promptly, thanking me and attaching this button to his letter.

  This was still not the end of the excitement for 1896. I also attended a giant bicycle show in the Gray’s Armory that year, collecting over 100 buttons and emblems advertising the many fabrications: the Winton bicycle, the White, the Stearns, the chainless gear, Columbia, Cleveland, as well as tire makers and manufacturers of accessories like kerosene lamps.

  My button collection also includes the flags of all the nations, the official seals of 48 states, as well as pin up girls from that era of the American theatrical stage. Having acquired all these fascinating mementos, I wanted to mount them in an attractive composite. So, I got on my roller skates and rolled down to Higbee’s store on Public Square. There I found dark blue velvet material measuring five feet by 30 inches. The price for the fabric was $1.25, but I only had taken 87¢ from my piggy bank. The gentle saleslady knew how badly I wanted that material, and said it would be no problem to charge the small balance to my father’s account. I skated home at top speed and mounted the entire collection in neat, even rows on the blue velvet. The fabric is still in perfect condition although that was 83 years ago!
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  A few of us boys at University School became very close friends and we formed a club called the “SSS”. We certainly never knew what “SSS” stood for, but that was part of the fun. (An older class had a club called “DOD”, and the boys didn’t know what that stood for either.) The members were: Douglas Chisholm, Billy Hale, Prescott Ely, Edward Grasselli and myself. Douglas Chisholm had a marvelous playhouse in the backyard of his family’s mansion and this became our club house. It had high ceilings and a little imitation fireplace and was really a well-built structure. But, it had no light and no heat -so we decided to upgrade our facility. We dug a trench to the Chisholm’s great stone house, and through the cellar window we attached a pipe, connecting it with Mr. Stewart Chisholm’s gas line. Then, needing light, we dug another channel and tapped into his electric line. And Mr. Chisholm used to wonder why his gas and electric bills were going up!

  We had a small, four-plate gas burner that we used to cook on. Everything tasted so good that we cooked out there. Having established ourselves in these grand “digs”, we felt our “SSS” Club should have our own independent communication network; after all, it was 1899 and we wanted to be up-to-date. So, we decided on a telegraph system. We each had a telegraph key at home; all we had to figure out was how to set up the telegraph line. There was a series of telephone poles, illuminating poles, half-way between Euclid and Prospect, running back of our barns; and we thought they’d make wonderful poles for us to hitch our telegraph line on. But, how were we to get our line over those trolley wires on East Fortieth without permission?

  We set our alarm clocks for about 3:30 in the night. Streetcars did not run at night -they stopped at midnight from Prospect to Euclid. So we knew we were quite safe; we wouldn’t have a trolley car coming by then. We threw a clothesline over the electric trolley wire … and then we intrepid fourteen-year olds climbed the pole on the other side, pulling our wire high above the trolley wires. We were not aware that this was dangerous.

  We each had a telegraph key at home and we learned Morse Code so that we could contact each other. If we heard the key clicking we’d know that one of us was calling: “Let’s go out to the club house and have a meeting.” We often telegraphed each other to set up a game of baseball. Tom L. Johnson’s private skating rink was a great feature in those days, so we’d telegraph each other, “Let’s go skating.”

  Years later, when Billy Hale, Doug Chisholm and I were all freshmen together at Yale, I happened to remember that telegraph line, and suddenly realized the dangers of it. I quickly called my friends and said, “Do you realize that we’ve got a dangerous situation?! We’ve left in Cleveland a metallic telegraph line that is still up over those trolley wires on East Fortieth Street; and if a heavy wind should come along, or a gale, it could contact the trolley wires and maybe electrocute someone.” We decided that the first thing we would do upon our return for our first Christmas vacation from Yale would be to correct the danger. Again we set our alarm clocks for 3:30 in the middle of the night. We climbed up those poles and pulled that telegraph wire down from over the trolley wires. But we left the rest of the disconnected wire up. It was up for years after that.

  In those early days, while we had been busy tapping out messages to each other on our homemade telegraph, our parents would most likely have been out enjoying an evening at the theater. In the late ’90s and the turn-of-the century, there were many more theaters than we have today, enthusiastically supported by the local populace_ A typical listing from the Cleveland Town Topics of the day indicates the variety of live entertainment offered:

  
    “Colonial Matinees: best seats-25¢. Evenings: 15¢, 25¢, 50¢.Euclid Avenue Garden Theatre presents …

    Halnorth Garden Theatre, the Star Theatre, the Lyceum Theatre . . .

    Gostocks Great Animal Arena, featuring …

    Opera House this week .. .

    Empire Theatre, Keith Theatre: the best in vaudeville …

    Appearing soon: Felix Hughes, Baritone of New York Conservatory of Music . . .

    Sousa will play a return engagement in Cleveland …

    May 29 and Decoration Day, the 30th: the Glee Club and Mandolin Clubs of Western Reserve University have returned from a short concert tour …

    Orpheus Male Quartet will appear in concert . ..”

  

  The Empire Theatre, for high class vaudeville only, opened in 1904 on Huron Road. It was a beautiful theater, patronized by fashionable society. For many years, the Keith Theatre had excellent vaudeville, featuring tap dancing, singing and funny skits. The vaudeville paid 600 or 700 dollars a week to their top billing stars, while a talented actress on the legitimate stage would earn only 29 dollars a week.

  Early in the century, there were all kinds of dances performed, named after animals: dances like the grizzly bear, the turkey trot, the bunny hug, and, later, the fox trot. The policy of the Keith circuit kept the vaudeville acts on a high moral plane. The Palace would not allow the turkey trot (which was considered vulgar) danced in its theater.

  Euclid Beach had the same policy, and banned not only the turkey trot but all the suggestive dances on their dance floor. The two-step, waltz and the fox trot were all permissible.

  I heard a story about several chorus girls who were caught doing the turkey trot in the wings of the theater, taken to the police station and booked for ‘disorderly conduct’. Once there, the girls received a warm welcome from the sergeant on duty. They started singing the turkey trot song and he joined in:

  “Everybody’s doing it.
 Doing what?
 The Turkey Trot.”

  Then they did the turkey trot for him. The girls were sent home, free of any charges.

  Irene and Vernon Castle came on the scene in 1913. Their dance was so refined and graceful that the vulgar dances like the turkey trot became obsolete. Irene Castle came from a prominent New York family and at 17 became a stage-struck chorus girl, despite her family’s disapproval. Vernon Castle, who was then 23, was dancing in the same chorus. They quickly fell in love and were soon married.

  They were a tall, handsome couple and gave private lessons in ballroom dancing to the Rockefellers, the Vanderbilts, and scions of the most exclusive families. It wasn’t long before they were in demand in every part of the country. With such constant traveling there wasn’t time for Irene to have a marcel, so she bobbed her hair, and was the first woman to do it.

  The Castles came to Cleveland just before the war to dance at a charity ball. Irene Castle always wore long chiffon dresses and her husband always wore a dress suit. Irene had lovely taste and her own independent fortune. The color of her dresses came straight off the palette of Van Gogh: from shell pink to salmon, from the blue of a mountain lake to the shimmering blue-green of a grotto. When they were dancing, it was as if they were floating on a cloud, her dress whirling around her ankles.

  I wish they could have danced through life together. The sad fact is that Vernon was an aviator in World War I, and his plane crashed in burning flames.

  Shopping was an important part of our lifestyle from the very beginning. The stores and shops patronized by the residents of Millionaires’ Row stand out in bold relief in my mind’s eye. Several of these early emporiums still thrive, having served generations of the same family. Of course, the locations changed as the center of life moved uptown.

  I remember, for instance, Cowell & Hubbard Company first moving from Superior and locating on Euclid and East Sixth Street, and then, joining the trend up the Avenue, moving to Euclid and East Thirteenth Street, where they continue to take pride in the offering of beautiful jewelry.

  In 1864, Chandler and Rudd Company opened their grocery store on Euclid Avenue, just east of the present May Company. They later established a restaurant on the second floor. The third floor was reserved for a private lunch club called the Chesire Cheese Club. Its patrons were bankers, attorneys and business executives. Since it was near the bank where I worked from 1912 for three decades, I often ate lunch there. Across Euclid Avenue was another restaurant, DeKlyn’s; very popular for lunch. They were famous caterers for weddings and debutante balls. When Mr. DeKlyn retired, McNally-Doyle took over the fashionable catering operation, which today is overseen by Mr. Robert Pile of the Hough Caterers.

  An unusual store was the C. A. Selzer Company, occupying the entire ground floor of the Hickox Building at Euclid Avenue and East Ninth Street. It was heavily stocked with rare china, glassware and chandeliers. Mr. Selzer traveled extensively around the world each year to stock his store with the most priceless inventory. It had an international reputation. Brides treasured gifts that came from Selzer’s. Later generations
 inheriting rare china are likely to find it marked on the reverse side, “C. A. Selzer”.

  Halle Brothers Company started in 1891, when I was six years old. Mr. Samuel H. Halle and his brother, Mr. Salmon P. Halle, bought the Paddock Fur store on lower Superior and began their successful retail business selling fur hats. An interim move to lower Euclid Avenue preceded the construction of their beautiful department store at Euclid and East Twelfth Street. The store, designed by Henry Bacon, the architect who designed the Lincoln Memorial, opened in 1910. Throngs of people visited the store’s opening and started it on its successful career. The carriage trade was attended by a doorman dressed in a coachman’s livery uniform. Inside the store, customers were welcomed by the attentive floor walkers dressed in cutaways. Customers were greeted personally by the same salespersons, year after year, which added pleasure to shopping.

  This attention to detail was a matter of pride in all of the good stores of the day. Higbee’s Department store also had elegant floor walkers in cutaways who greeted the clientele. One morning, a floor walker at Higbee’s objected to a mannikin standing in the aisle. He put his arm around her waist and lifted her up to move her, when he was aghast to find he was holding on to a lady customer. He said, “Pardon me Madam, I thought you were a dummy!”

  When Mother went shopping in our carriage, sometimes she would take me along. I could always tell what families were inside the stores by recognizing their carriages and coachmen standing by. Later on, one seven-passenger limousine to a family was the standard mode of transportation for such errands. The mother or the mother-in-law would share her car with the young matron two or three times a week on these shopping sorties. The chauffeurs were completely trusted and the Madame was very dependent on her chauffeur. I think he did more for the ladies than their grown sons, who were busy with their own households. The chauffeurs would park their seven-passenger touring cars as near to the stores as possible and then stand in front, waiting for the Mistress to appear. They all had a very good time, standing there and gossiping. I always wondered what they were saying.

  There weren’t any traffic lights in those days to help in crossing the street. We did have the assistance of attentive door men who stopped the traffic and took the women shoppers across the street in the middle of the block.

  Across the street was Korner and Wood, a gem of a bookstore. One entered a narrow aisle with book shelves on either side, filled to the ceiling with sets of hand-tooled Moroccan leather covered books. The works of Dickens, Thackery and most of the classics came in sets bound in bright red and green, or subdued brown leather. There were modern novels and histories in all sizes and shapes. Mr. Korner was always there among his books, and greeted all his customers as they entered his shop.

  Euclid and East l05th Street became another ‘crossroad’ of daily life, with its excellent markets, shops and entertainment centers. Hoffman’s Ice Cream Parlor was a special favorite of the young set, as was the Alhambra Theatre with its legitimate theater productions. The l05th Street Market was huge and catered to the fashionable households by offering delivery service. The lady of the house would call Southworth’s Grocery or the Taylor Fish Company on the telephone and have everything delivered by wagon. Sometimes, in order to buy something special, she would have her chauffeur drive her to the market to assist her. The chauffeur would carry even the smallest package.

  Wood and Company, the plant, flower and seed store, was on Euclid Avenue near 105th Street for years. It was purchased by Mr. and Mrs. Warren B. Parker, who ran it like a country store-informal, friendly, helpful. Mrs. Parker told me that her most difficult challenge was an order for 500 hyacinths, to be delivered in full bloom at a wedding reception in the middle of April. One of her good customers came to her in January to ask if she could count on the hyacinths in April, when her daughter was getting married. She had her heart set on using the plants throughout the house at the wedding reception. Mrs. Parker figured out very carefully when she should start her hyacinth bulbs so they would be in full bloom, as she had promised. Seven days before the wedding they were not in bloom; six days before they were not in bloom; five days before there was no sign of bloom. The second day before the wedding, as if by magic, all the plants burst into bloom and their delicate fragrance premeated the store.
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  My father had one affiliation so dear to his heart he considered giving up his long banking career and much of his family time in devotion to it. Huron Road Hospital was his great life interest. Huron Road Hospital has been dedicated to providing quality patient care since 1874. It is the oldest teaching hospital in greater Cleveland. From its earliest days, it has always enjoyed an unusual social status. Mr. Mark A. Hanna was chairman of the board during the ’80’s. When he died, Colonel Myron T. Herrick became chairman of the board; when he was appointed Ambassador to France, my father, Dudley B. Wick, was appointed chairman of the board. Father served on the board for 38 years and most of that time headed the finance committee.

  In volunteering to take on this responsibility with the hospital, Father went through some personal soul-searching. The Wick Bank, founded by my grandfather in 1847, had always been run by the Wick family, my father succeeding his father as president. Father was so interested in this work though that he wanted to retire from the bank to enable himself to devote the rest of his life to Huron Road Hospital. He realized my older brother, Dudley, was deeply interested in electrical engineering, not banking. And I was too young for the task.

  Father made his big decision; he retired from the presidency of the Wick Bank in 1901, and devoted every day to Huron Road Hospital -arriving there right after breakfast, and either having lunch at the hospital, with my mother, or at the Union Club -then back to the hospital all afternoon. We were supposed to have our family dinner at 6:30 in the evening, but I can recall the many times F ather would call and sayan emergency had arisen -and we would postpone dinner until later. Father’s services were entirely volunteered, and he was very happy in doing all that he did.

  In the early days, when hospitals were just getting started, homeopathy was in direct contrast to the accepted principle of allopathy. Huron Road Hospital early became affiliated with the Cleveland Homeopathic Hospital. It believed that diseases could be cured by small doses of medicine. I still remember the names of some of the homeopathic medicines, like “no x vomica”, “brionia”, and “acunite”, which were in our medicine cupboard. Fifteen drops to the half glass of water was the formula, and prescribed for two teaspoonfuls four times a day. I was also fascinated with Dr. Biggar’s powdered medicines. They were put up in pink and white folded papers, seeming to me more like a form of candy.

  As time went on, both homeopathic and allopathic schools acquired more scientific sophistication, and began to grow more similar to each other as they incorporated new medical knowledge into their doctrines. The antipathy between homeopath and allopath continued well into the 20th century.

  The Chief of Staff of the hospital was Dr. Hamilton F. Biggar, Sr., who was also our family physician and surgeon. We all loved Dr. Biggar. I remember, as a little fellow, how I used to like to sit on his lap. He was a large man, and when he laughed his entire body and stomach would shake. He reminded me of Santa Claus. But our family along with many other Cleveland families lost the services of this wonderful man when John D. Rockefeller prevailed upon him to become his personal physician; he then commuted among the various Rockefeller summer and winter estates.

  While my father was busy with his many responsibilities at the hospital, my mother took on her own big job as president of the ladies’ auxiliary board. In those early days, hospitals were not organized with a regular purchasing department. My mother used to have Washington, her coachman, ready a team of horses to take her twice a week up to the Sheriff Street Market on East Fourth Street, where she picked out the vegetables for the hospital patients to enjoy. I remember when I was only five or six years old I used to enjoy going with Mother to the wholesale district. She would buy sugar by the barrel -wooden barrels in those days -flour by the barrel, and butter in large wooden tubs. To assure us the bottom of the butter was just as good as the top, the wholesaler would put a “tryer” down to the bottom of the wooden tub, then would let me try some from the depths, and ask me if that was all right for the hospital. I remember I would try a little portion of it . . . and assure him that it tasted very good to me.

  Mother also had the responsibility of buying sheets, pillow cases, towels -all the linen ware and cottonware for the hospital. Charities and hospitals were very dependent on volunteer help to fullfill all their needs.

  In the 1880’s and ’90’s, and for several years after the turn of the century, the social event each winter was the annual charity ball for Huron Road Hospital. In the early days it was given in the Gray’s Armory. I remember when they changed to the larger Central Armory, home of the Fifth Regiment. The place was completely festooned with white bunting and colorful decorations. The boxes lined the dance floor and sold for premium prices to the socially prominent, who were always well represented. The music at these balls was provided by two orchestras: one that played the waltzes, and the other at the opposite end of the Armory playing the twosteps, the popular dances of the time.

  My father’s name was synonomous with the growth and development of that institution. When Father died, many people came to call on Mother expressing sympathy, and many told her how when some member of their family had been quite ill…Father would go to them with a receipted bill and say, “Don’t worry about paying the bill anymore; the main thing is to get well as soon as you can.” We never knew anything about it, for Father was quite modest about such things. But it made him very happy to do it.

  When Huron Road Hospital moved out to Terrace Road in 1930 it continued to keep its famous name, which, by now, had gained a national reputation.

  The development of Lakeside Hospital is an important element in Cleveland History.

  In 1843 there was The Medical College of Western Reserve University, but there was no hospital and there were no patients. The Ladies’ Society of the Old Stone Church opened the Home for the Friendless. It was a rented dwelling on Lake Street near Erie (now Lakeside Avenue and East Ninth Street).

  In 1875, The Cleveland City Hospital Society signed a 20-year lease with the U.S. government for Marine Hospital, built to provide care for sick seamen and soldiers. At a rate of 64¢ per day, no special form was used to record the prognosis of the sailors and soldiers; someone simply entered the words “died”, “discharged”, or “deserted”.

  The most popular treatment for patients in 1870 was to “apply leaches on right leg, give acid and bark tonic, and apply tar water to scalp.”

  In 1888, Cleveland decided to build its own City Hospital, and named it Lakeside. The most significant event in its history was joining Western Reserve University. This gave the Medical School the responsibility of supervising the Clinics as well as the use of the ampitheater, located at Erie and St. Clair Streets.

  Lakeside consisted of eleven buildings connected by a basement. The 26 single rooms cost $12 to $50 per week; . ward patients paid a dollar a day.

  The hospital was crowded with the poor. The patients fearful about operations had to be pressured by their families to undergo an operation. The wealthy, when sick, preferred to stay in their beautiful homes.

  The eminent doctors on the staff insured an excellent hospital.

  Dr. William T. Corlett started a new branch of medicine named dermatology. He made great advances in the treatment of syphillis. There was at one time a patient at Lakeside no doctor had been able to diagnose, but Dr. Corlett made the spectacular discovery that the patient was a leper. It was published in all the daily newspapers. I’m sure Lakeside did not greatly appreciate this publicity.

  The major medical achievement at Lakeside was its development of gas anaesthesia; its dispensary was the first in the world to use it. The use of graduate nurses as anaesthetists was first tried at Lakeside under the direction of Dr. George W. Crile, a pioneer in the use of gas anaesthesia.

  It is paradoxical that nurses were qualified to be anaesthetists, but were not allowed to administer penicillin shots when they were first introduced. The doctors made one exception -permitting the nurses to give the shots between midnight and six in the morning.

  My wife Mildred relates some details about the special care then attendant upon the expectant mother:

  “A great many of the trained nurses specialized in caring for the pregnant mother. It was the practice to have the nurse arrive at the residence two weeks before the baby was due.

  “Miss Snow, a pretty young brunette nurse specializing in new baby care, was the favorite of the husbands and well liked by the women. The young society matrons later on went to MacDonald House to have their babies. The pampered women engaged an afternoon nurse besides their morning nurse, who had been staying at the house with them. They were smothered in luxury … with their own silk and lace blanket covers and a chauffeur bringing them hampers full of home-cooked delicacies.”

  In January, 1931, Lakeside Hospital moved to its new location in University Circle on Adelbert Road. It retained the Lakeside name, although now far from Lake Erie. It joined the complex already formed by the medical school, Babies and Childrens and Maternity Hospital, the Institute of Pathology, and the Leonard C. Hanna House -all forming University Hospitals.

  There were clubs to suit every activity or enthusiasm. I have already mentioned the summer colonies of cottages. Then, of course, there was the Country Club, and even the businessmen’s lunch club, the Chesire Cheese. We often spent time together as families in these varied settings, thus extending the geographic boundaries of Millionaires’ Row into all of these environments.

  The tradition of the “gentlemen’s club” probably had its origins in England, and, like so many of the styles of the day, was copied on Millionaires’ Row. There were several unusual clubs that attracted the socially prominent. Membership in these clubs was carefully noted in code next to a man’s listing in the Blue Book, the Bible of high society.

  One such prestigious club was, and is, the Tavern Club, founded in 1892, and originally occupying a house on the corner of Prospect and East Fortieth Street. When a new site was selected for a permanent facility, J. Milton Dyer won the competition as architect, to design the new club house to be built at Prospect Avenue and East Thirty-Sixth Street. He began drawing his plans in 1903. When the cornerstone was laid in 1904; members took money from their wallets, wrote their names on it, and tossed it -with other personal belongings -into the cornerstone copper box.

  On January 1, 1904, the Club moved to its new building. When this ceremony took place, the members assembled at the old club and the entire membership marched in double file to East Thirty-Sixth Street. The parade was led by a push cart filled with glasses, ice and liquor, attended by waiters. Several outstanding features of the interior were leaded glass windows and the beautiful pictorial window in colors on the landing of the main stairway; the light fixtures were all specially designed.

  The new club house was ideal for accommodating squash racquet courts on the top floor. The special material for the two courts was brought over from England, along with a crew of craftsmen to erect them, as no one in the United States was considered competent to do the special installation.

  I found among my papers a copy of the Cleveland Town Topics, dated May 7, 1904; I have had it for 76 years. An article in this issue exclaims about the regal qualities of the new Tavern Club:

  
    “The new Tavern Club opened in 1904 and is in many respects the handsomest club house in the country. The building is an adaptation of Elizabethian architecture. Mr. J. Milton Dyer, the architect, is a member of the club. The most attractive room “in the house is very large, with a great open fireplace. The walls are covered with imported French tapestry in a beautiful shade of red, and the ceiling is decorated to harmonize with the wall design. The hangings are changeable -red and green tapestry trimmed with gold bands; and heavy scrim sash curtains cover the windows. On the hardwood floor is a large, handmade rug with a green center and red border. Easy chairs and sofas are upholstered in brown Spanish leather especially designed for the room.

    The members gave many rare and beautiful art pieces. A handsome lamp from Master William Edward Otis bears the inscription, ‘Hoping some day I’ll be a member just like Papa.’ Mr. James H. Hoyt gave a gold French mirror with candlelabra.

    The balustrade of the main staircase, with Grueby tile in Chinese design set in the hardwood, is a very beautiful specimen.

    In the dining room is another large fireplace. Mr. Fayette Brown gave a large copper kettle that stands by the fireplace.The tables are of solid dark oak and the chairs, of special design, are covered with red leather studded with nail heads; the Club’s monogram, in illuminated colors, ornament the backs.”

  

  The membership was limited originally to 50 men, but is now increased.

  The Tavern Club is still unique; there is no other club quite like it in the country. The membership has now grown to a limited 200; the admission requirement of unanimous approval makes us a happy, congenial group. I am happy to be a member and I frequently enjoy the fine luncheons and dinners there. The elegant building has been designated a Cleveland landmark, protecting it for the future.

  An earlier exclusive gentlemen’s club is the Union Club, established in 1872. It was housed in a large brick building with five white columns. Set back on a deep lawn, it had formerly been the residence of Mr. Truman P. Handy. This is now the site of the Hippodrome Theater. About 1898, some members favored an extensive remodeling of the house. But, since business was moving east up the Avenue, some thought a new club house farther east was a better investment than spending a large sum on the old building. My father, with some other members, secured an option for the Club to buy the property on Euclid and the corner of East Twelfth Street. But, at the annual meeting, older members declared they would not travel “so far” out east just for lunch! The younger members prevailed, though, and Mr. Charles Schweinfurth was commissioned to design the new club house; now a favorite landmark.

  One of the most interesting clubs in Cleveland is the Hermit Club. Founded by Frank B. Meade in 1904, he patterned it after the famous Lamb’s Club in New York City. He got a nucleus of amateur musicians and actors to help his ‘club’ move from the old Gattling Gun Battery. The first club house was on the west side of Hickox Alley, now East Third Street, running from Euclid to Prospect. In 1928 it moved to its present residence in Dodge Court. Meade and Hamilton were the architects.

  The Hermit Club was famous for its amateur musical shows. One was staged at the old Euclid Avenue Opera House in 1905. It was called “The Hermits in Holland.” One feature with a political overtone was the chorus that danced and sang about our “three cent mayor.” (Tom L. Johnson was the advocate for establishing a 3¢ streetcar fare.

  In 1909 they staged “The Hermits in Africa.” Their pony ballet stole the show. Hermit Club shows continued success· fully until the middle of the 20th century.

  A month after my Yale graduation I was invited to join the University Club, and I became a member on July 15, 1909. The Club House was then located in the former Todd mansion, on Prospect Avenue west of Sterling Avenue (East Thirtieth). I enjoyed the two tennis courts, as well as dining in summer on the open porch while watching the game.

  To cope with increasing membership the club decided to move, and sought to purchase the Sterling Beckwith property on Euclid at Case Avenue (East Fortieth).
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  It was an expensive undertaking, so the plan was to finance it by selling an issue of first Preferred Stock. Fortunately, the capable Finance Committee was composed of Warren S. Hayden, Chairman; Myron T. Herrick, Charles A. Otis, D. Z. Norton, Andrew Squire and William G. Mather.

  Since they were all busy with heavy responsibilities, they appointed me secretary to do the leg work. My first assignment was to call on Mr. Charles F. Brush, the famous inventor, who had purchased the Beckwith property adjoining his elegant stone residence on Euclid Avenue. He had acquired the property to try to keep it from deteriorating and affecting his own property. (The finance committee did not tell me they had tried to sell Mr. Brush the stock, but had been turned down.) I urged him to buy our stock, convincing him that the neighboring property would fall into disrepair unless we sold enough stock to assure its future. The reasoning won him over, and when I reported his substantial purchase of stock it proved a happy conclusion to our dilemma.
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  And so the University Club made arrangements to move to the Beckwith mansion. As a dramatic gesture, we decided to all march over -from our old headquarters on Prospect to this new home on Euclid at Fortieth Street. I remember that my friend, Livingston Mather, decided we needed a marching song for the occasion -and he also said he had an idea for the song but nothing to write it on. I remember so clearly reaching into my pocket and handing him a large envelope; on the back of it “Liv” inscribed a wonderful song to the tune of the “Marseilles.”

  
    “Come, brothers, lift your chorus high, and throw
 your hearts into the song;
 Yonder stands our swell club house -it’s vacuum
 swept, as you will find.
 It’s old in front, but new behind

    The Club is old in front but new behind.
 March on, march on, from the old club to the new . . .
 But where in hell is the swimming pool?”

  

  The housewarming dinner was on December 8, 1913. Purchasing the new club house, though, and building the new four-story dormitory building, had exhausted the club’s limited finances, preventing the buying of needed new furniture. So, the club had all the best stores in town send out on approval -tables, chairs, couches, lamps, rugs .. . all with the price tags left on. Then, at the dinner, it was announced that the club would be grateful to any members who would make a purchase.

  At that point in the dinner, Elton Hoyt announced his table had raised $1800 to start the buying -provided Warren Wick would dance a clog on their table.

  As soon as I finished my dance, Mr. Charles W. Bingham stood up and said Elton’s table offered peanuts: his table had a pot of $5000 provided I would dance on their table. After more table dancing the fun and excitement calmed down, and it was announced that all of the beautiful furnishings would be paid for and could remain at the club house.

  The University Club maintained one strict rule for admission: a graduate degree from a recognized college was required. Tennis and squash racquets were popular. The club was always famous for its excellence in dining facilities.

  I enjoyed being Chairman of the Entertainment and Admissions Committee, and a member for 34 happy years.

  Mother and Father belonged to the Roadside Club and enjoyed going there for evening dinner, and luncheon on Saturdays. This beautiful club immediately adjoined the Glenville Racetrack and was the favorite eating spot for all the horseowning gentry and devotees of the ·races. The best chefs in the country were imported, making the Roadside Club the ultimate place for gourmet dining. There was a grand ballroom, as well as private dining rooms, answering the every need of its prominent membership.

  In the summertime, after lunch, my parents would walk across the driveway to the Gentleman’s Driving Club of the Glenville Racetrack, sit in their box and watch the races. When I was in University School they would, as a great treat, occasionally take me with them to the races. They allowed me to ask a University schoolmate to go with me. Being young boys, we were not interested in the lacy dresses and colorful tulle hats worn by the ladies and religiously described in the Cleveland Town Topics:

  
    “Mrs. Edmund K. Stalls was at the races with her sons Mark, Carl, and Dan Hanna, Jr. The boys are the sons of Senator Mark A. Hanna. She wore a white chiffon gown of flowered pink trimmed with lace and pale blue ribbons. Her hat was black ship with blue plumes.

    Mrs. Wilson B. Chisholm, in another box, wore a gown of pale lavender batiste embroidered in white and a hat of white lace with pink roses.”

  

  Some of the first tennis games were played on the lawn of the Billings residence, on Euclid Avenue at East Eighty-Eighth Street; later games were played on George Worthington’s lawn. Organized tennis began about 1880, with the forming of the East End Tennis Club; it eventually moved to its larger facility and club house at Forty-Sixth and Euclid. Later the Club moved to Carnegie and East Seventy-Seventh Street, and in 1923 it became the Cleveland Tennis and Racquet Club, moving to Shaker Heights on Fairhill and Kemper, with Henry C. Wick, JL as president.

  Another prestigious affiliation was ‘Troop A’ Veterans’ Association, with its orignal headquarters at the Gattling Gun Battery Armory on Carnegie Avenue.

  The troop ranked with the leading independent military organizations in the country. Later it was known as 1st Cleveland Cavalry; and, as Troop A, Ohio National Guard, it earned high honors for Cleveland in war and peace services. It served as honor guard for President Theodore Roosevelt, President Garfield, and President McKinley.

  Troop A in World War I was stationed in Texas. One day the sergeant was conducting a drill and ordered his men to fall back six steps. One of the Troopers was disciplined for taking eight steps backward. He responded to his sergeant that Texas was big enough for him to take those two extra steps.

  It was a busy way of life; it was an inbred way of life. Some small vestiges of it continue today. But, the almost daily excitement of meeting and mingling is really a part of the past.

  




  
  





Millionaires' Row: Migrations
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  Having walked you through our mansions, danced you through our social life, and included you in our daily doings -I must pause to tell you about our times spent away from Millionaires’ Row. Summer and winter vactions, as well as cultural excursions, were an important ingredient in our lifestyle.

  In summer time, some people did go east to the seashore. But, remember, we had beautiful Lake Erie within easy reach; many summer colonies developed right around here.

  Bratenahl began as such a summer enclave, evolving eventually into a community of elegant permanent estates. Lakeshore Boulevard, beginning just east of Gordon Park and hugging the lakeshore, was a beautiful road, embraced by an archway of trees. The roadway was quite quaint, lighted by gas lamps. A man would come along every late afternoon just about dusk to light the lamps. He had a little horse-drawn cart and would stop at each lamp post. Every morning he would return to turn off all the gaslights.

  One of the lovely summer homes was that of the Holden family, set amidst very spacious grounds abutting the lake. Just to the east of the Holdens was the summer establishment of Mr. and Mrs. Warren Corning. He was my uncle, for whom I was named. I say summer ‘establishment’ because the Comings’ place was fairly typical of these summer spots. There was one large permanent building which served as a kitchen/ dining room facility. The balance of the accomodations was a tent colony! There were huge canvas tents with hardwood oak floors about two feet off the ground. Inside, these tents were furnished with beautiful mahogany dressers and brass beds. More tents could be erected to accomodate their out-of-town children and guests. This pasha’s paradise was the scene of gay entertaining and waterfront fun. Uncle Warren Corning had a steam yacht that was moored back of a long breakwater in front of his property. Sometimes the yacht was moored in the little creek (called Dugway) that ran between the Corning property and what is now Bratenahl Place. The Corning steam yacht was the vehicle for many enjoyable parties. Often we would sail across Lake Erie over to Canada and then come back late in the afternoon in time for supper.

  Next to the Corning property, to the east, was the original Cleveland Golf Club, with a nine-hole course. When that clubhouse burned down, it was rebuilt as the Country Club of Cleveland, and later expanded to an l8-hole course (now the site of Bratenahl Place). Immediately next to the Country Club was the large summer residence of Mr. Howard Hanna, followed along the shore by the homes of his two sisters, Mrs. Haskell and Mrs. Harvey. Then came the lovely summer residence of Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Mather, known as “Shoreby”, and then the fabulous place of his half-brother, Mr. William G. Mather -“Gwinn”. Its beautiful gardens and regal house are still maintained, being used for civic purposes.

  The iron freighters in those earlier days were much shorter in length than modern-day vessels, enabling them to hug the shore. This made their passage very visible to all the summer residents of Bratenahl and became a source of our entertainment, watching their passage.

  Just beyond Bratenahl was a section called White City, a small amusement park with an excellent beach; a fine place for summer entertaining. Then came the larger Euclid Beach Park.

  Among the popular summer “Club” colonies that developed, I recall the Wickliffe-on-the-Lake Club, where our family spent many summers. The cottages of the members were built in a half-circle formation around the main clubhouse on a very large green lawn that extended down to the lakefront. My father’s cottage was the one nearest the lake. The clubhouse furnished all meals and maintained the excellent standards demanded by its prominent members. Besides the lovely beach along clean Lake Erie, there was a fine swimming pool and two excellent tennis courts. Every Saturday evening there was a dance in the clubhouse. The Lakeshore division of the Cleveland, Painesville and Eastern Railway ran out along the shoreline, taking one to the Wickliffe Club.

  On Labor day, 1911, I entertained a group for a roundrobin tennis tournament. My guests were there at the Wickliffe Club for lunch and dinner. After dinner, we had a huge party on the beach with a crackling bonfire, and many went in swimming again. And so our summers went.

  My favorite club was Little Mountain Club, and I was lucky to often have an invitation from one of the members to stay out there. In the early days, before automobiles were in use, people would take the Lakeshore, Michigan and Southern Railroad to Mentor. Upon arrival there, they were met by a handsome coach that seated fourteen. It was built expressly for the Little Mountain Club members and their guests. Several hotels were built on the mountain when Mr. Randall P. Wade organized the Club. Some of the early shareholders were Joseph Perkins, Samuel L. Mather, Charles Hickox, George Worthington, and J. H. Wade. A charming church was built for the community. Bishop Leonard gave the funds and the Club gave the land; the members commissioned exquisite stained glass windows from Munich to decorate the church.

  Set in a forest of centuries old pines and giant hemlocks, the scent of pine glorified the air . In spring, the wild flowers spread their perfume. We often enjoyed picnics by Devil Kitchen Cave and Table Rock Cave, drinking from the sparkling springs. The Little Mountain Club house was an enormous, rambling building with porches extending across the entire front. Surrounding it were the privately owned cottages with quite spacious accomodations featuring several bedrooms and large porches.

  The Mathers owned one of these cottages, and my old friend Livingston Mather invited me out there often. The quartet in which we both sang was invited there for an annual overnight houseparty. “Liv” sang second bass; I was baritone.

  Knob Hill was the private preserve of Dr. George Crile and was located right next to Little Mountain, with a carved valley separating the two properties. Dr. Crile bought 2,000 acres on Knob Hill in 1914. For living quarters, he had tents sent from India that were designed for army officers. Inside each tent there was a division for dressing, and a bedroom. Outside each canvas apartment was a small porch with an awning. The Criles built a large main house with a dining room, kitchen and two bathrooms.

  From Ambercrombie and Fitch in New York, Dr. Crile ordered a sun house (made of sassafras wood) for the Knob. He gave this magnificent house to his son, “Barney” Crile, when he was just eight years old. A trail on their property went almost all the way to Painesville. White pine, white birch, hemlock and other majestic trees bordered the trail, in the spring, the mountain laurel and dogwood trees bloomed, adding color along the way.

  Another private playland was the Mather’s Mountain Glen Farm. Mr. Livingston Mather used to entertain an annual house-party over the Fourth of July weekend, inviting his Yale 1905 classmates. Although Yale ’09, I was invited much to my pleasure. I presume one of the reasons I was always included was because I helped entertain the group with my singing and dancing. “Liv’s” large lake at Mountain Glen Farm was ideal for swimming and boating. “Liv” invented the game of water baseball; I know of no other place where the game was played on water. He had a large raft for the team up to bat and the catcher of the opposing team. Other rafts were anchored for the pitcher as well as the three basemen. The three out-fielders swam in free water. The ball was baseball size but made of cork, thus very resilient. When the batter hit that ball it went with great speed and distance out into the lake. Such were the special pleasures of these pastoral retreats; the memories of those happy days remain.

  Billy Hale’s family had a lovely cottage at the private Middle Bass Club on the island in Lake Erie. You recall that Billy was one of my buddies in the “SSS” Club. He invited us, the club members, to go to the island as soon as University School was recessed, about June 10. Our parents thought that we boys would be taking our meals at the Clubhouse and living in the Hale cottage. We thought so, too -until we arrived on Middle Bass Island and discovered the Club wasn’t open for meals until the end of June!

  One of our “SSS” members thought it would be a great adventure if we rowed over to nearby Rattlesnake Island and camped out. So, commandeering a small rowboat of the Hale’s, rigging up a mast and putting up a sheet for a sail, off we went. We had enough foresight to stock the boat with food before setting sail.

  We arrived on Rattlesnake Island and had lots of fun scaring ourselves exploring the old abandoned house that,_ reportedly’, had become ‘haunted’. There was a small ideal harbor; and from one point to the other we stretched a clothesline . .. and ran up the American flag, claiming the territory.

  The second day in camp, one of the boys suddenly shouted: “Wickie, for God’s sake, there’s a rattlesnake right next to you!” I looked back. The island was true to its name. I can see it as well as if it were yesterday: coiling around me, its head was moving fast, deciding where to strike. Well, I think I broke all records for the ten yard dash. And almost immediately we all threw rocks at it and killed it. Then we soaked it in salt water, skinned it, and mounted it on an oak panel. We brought that rattler back to the “SSS” clubhouse and mounted it over the fireplace in our Iivingroom.

  Wintertime inspired a different set of vacation requirements: a warm climate was surely at the head of the list. Mr. Henry Flagler of Cleveland was the first man of wealth and vision to discover Florida as a playground. He took his sick wife there for the winter in 1878. He invested his large Standard Oil fortune in Florida and became one of the greatest developers in our history. He established his empire on the east coast of Florida and in 1888 built the fabulous Ponce de Leon Hotel in St. Augustine, costing over two and half million dollars. His friend, Henry B. Plant, built on the west coast of Florida the Tampa Hotel, of Arabic, Moorish-Turkish architecture. It cost him more than two million dollars for his enterprise. Florida was now ready to lure all the northern and western gentry looking for a warm spot in the winter.

  
    [image: Warren's Father, Mother and Sister, 1901]
    Warren’s Father, Mother and Sister, 1901

  

  But, there were other temperate zones attracting a following. Thomasville, Georgia became very popular in the 1800’s, with its Piney Woods Hotel and Mitchell House, both featuring striking architecture and luxurious accomodations. The Hanna family was one of the first from Millionaires’ Row to stop in Thomasville in the last century. Mr. R. Livingston Ireland, Jr. was a delicate child and his mother took him out of school to spend the winters in Thomasville where he was tutored.

  Many Cleveland families still maintain homes there. These winter plantations include several plots of several hundred acres ideal for shooting quail, dove and wild turkey.

  Many of the Cleveland polo players spent their winters in Camden, South Carolina. It was while Mr. Walter White was staying in Camden he met the lovely Virginia Saunders, who became his wife. Aiken and Camden polo fields were usually dry enough to play on. The soil was sandy, and, if it did rain in the morning, it would be dry by afternoon.

  During one of our sojourns in South Carolina we had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Archibald Rutledge. A well-known author, he was the Poet Laureate of South Carolina. Tall and handsome, with an aesthetic face, he looked every inch the poet.

  He spun Southern yarns all through the evening. The following best illustrates how the colored people on his plantation had the utmost faith and confidence he would always take care of them:

  Nathan was responsible for Mr. Rutledge’s wood pile, and for cutting and splitting the fat wood and logs. They were intended for the many fireplaces he had in his large pre-revolutionary house. The wood pile was diminishing at a rapid rate, and Mr. Rutledge knew Nathan was giving away the logs and fat wood to his many friends living in other cabins on the plantation. Mr. Rutledge was planning to let Nathan go if he kept on giving away his wood.

  He said to Nathan, “I really don’t like the way my wood is disappearing so rapidly, and, if this continues, one of us must go.”

  Nathan replied, sadness in his voice: “Oh, Marse Archibald, don’t ever leave here; for who would take care of us?”

  We had a winter residence in Camden, South Carolina; the pre-revolutionary houses were built of cyprus wood. The lovely old brick came over from England on the ships, having been carried as ballast. The South Carolinians used the brick for their slave quarters, as the brick was not valued at the time.

  On our long verandas were joggling boards. These were two-inch thick boards cut from the center of pine trees; about 20 feet long and three feet wide. The boards were slipped into wooden horses set at each end. When you sat in the middle of a board, there was quite a spring to it. A very good seat for lovemaking; for no matter how far apart the couple sat, they always ended up sitting side by side in the middle of the board. We were not allowed though to joggle on Sundays when we were young, as we made too much noise bouncing up and down.

  There were steel pipes installed in places along the verandas to support the heavy roots of wisteria and the large lavender blossoms cascading down toward the ground. Since these old houses originally had no furnaces, we had eleven fireplaces in our Camden home. The fires would be lit and the doors of the different rooms closed to keep warm. I still remember how cold those high-ceilinged hallways felt!
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  Besides these established retreats there was always the shopping spree or theater trip to New York City, enlivening any time of the year. My parents and their friends liked New York in the fall; many Clevelanders stayed at the old Waldorf Hotel on Fifth Avenue. Oscar, who was head of banquet service there, planned elaborate dinner parties for them. My mother told me about the 28·page menu at Sherry’s beauti· ful restaurant.

  My mother’s days in New York were largely spent Christmas shopping, looking for clothes and seeing old friends. My parents went to the theater every night to see the new fall openings on Broadway.

  My niece, Anne Hickox, was taken to Tiffany’s by her father when she was a child. There wasn’t any jewelry suitable for her in that elegant store, though. She told her father what she really wanted was an alarm clock. The pompous clerk at Tiffany’s acted very offended.

  My cousin, Adele Corning Chisholm, told the story about the time her mother and Mrs. Mark Hanna went to New York for a little spree of theater·going and shopping. They went upstairs after dinner to put on their bonnets to go out to the theater. They found, pinned on the cushion, a piece of paper on which was written, “Lead us not into temptation. Signed, the Chambermaid.” After that, they were careful to put away their valuables. Adele was a little girl when she first heard that story; she never forgot it.

  So, it seems that life at the turn·of·the-century was fairly cosmopolitan -at least for those of us who lived on Millionaires’s Row. We had a great variety of adventures, and, when the world could not come to us, we sought it out according to our interests and perferences. Coming back from wherever we may have been, surely the itinerary up aide Euclid Avenue was still the most beautiful of all . . .
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  How we got from place to place in the pattern of daily life is a whole story in itself. Of course, our horse-drawn carriages were the essential vehicles in those early days. But the developing urban life demanded alternative modes of transportation. I grew up witnessing this dramatic evolution into modern technology.

  Bicycles were an early innovation, attracting a clientele mainly of adults rather than children. Bicycles, considered to be the machines that most efficiently and economically utilize human energy, had their origins in the early 1800’s in Europe. The first bicycles were made without pedals; one sat on the low seat and propelled the contraption with his feet.

  The first bicycle I remember belonged to my brother, Dudley. He got his bike in 1890; my father’s diary records the fact that the front wheel was 54 inches in diameter and the small rear wheel was about a foot high. It had no chains, just a seat, with pedals affixed to the axle of the huge front wheel. This type of vehicle was known as the “ordinary” bicycle. In order to get onto his extremely high bike, brother Dudley found it necessary to mount it from one of the stone steps on our side porch. My brother was over six feet tall and, I, as a little boy ten years younger, felt he was high in the sky, riding on his bike.

  Many of the pioneer auto manufacturers first started making bicycles. Cleveland was a thriving center for the bicycle industry. Bicycle shows were held annually in Gray’s Armory and among my button souvenirs are the names of these early manufacturers: Winton, White, Cleveland, Stearns, Eclipse, Rambler, Warwick, Hoffman, Ide, Holiday, Gunning, Henley, Crescent & Sherman -all made in Cleveland.

  I remember the day Father took me to the Winton bicycle factory on Perkins Avenue and bought me my first bike. The year was 1896; the color (of the bike) was maroon. I was so small I couldn’t reach the pedals on the men’s model, and so had to settle for the ladies’ model, with the slanted bar. I rationalized that mortification by convincing myself this model was of stronger construction. By the time I got my first bike, it had the two wheels of equal size and was chain-driven. This type was known as the “safety” bicycle. I still have my bicycle kerosene lamp, called the “Search Light”. It is made of solid brass, heavily scrolled with intricate designs. The magnified lens increased the light on the road ahead. The red and green jeweled windows for the port and starboard sides easily slid open to allow the lighting of the wick. My lamp is now a museum piece -over 80 years old.

  Learning to ride a bike was as serious an undertakinq as later learning to drive a car! There were several bicycle riding “academies” where one could go for professional instruction in the art. Davis, Hunt and Collister was the largest hardware store at the turn of the century, located at Prospect and Ontario Streets. On the fourth floor of their establishment was a “cyclerama” -a huge circular facility where the art of bicycle riding was taught.

  The problem with the chain-driven bicycle was that trousers and skirts were always getting c;;aught; U-shaped clips were worn on the trousers to avoid this. In the early 1900’s The Columbia Bicycle did away with such exposed chains, introducing the “Columbia Chainless”. It used beveled gears in an enclosed housing.

  Bicycle rides and parties were very popular. One physical problem was finding a street smooth enough to safely ride bikes. Euclid Avenue, with its beautifully cobblestoned thoroughfare, was a torment for cyclists. One ideal street was East Prospect Street, running from East Fifty-Fifth Street to East Eighty-Ninth Street. It was paved with asphalt, making it smooth and attractive for cycling events. For the evening rides, kerosene lamps on the bikes provided the required illumination.

  A whole fashion grew up around cycling. I remember my parents had their tailors make special bicycle outfits Father’s suit had knickerbocker knee length pants, with colorful long hose as accessories. There were gay parades with decorated bicycles. At the famous Glenville Racetrack, bicycle races became popular on the one-mile track, with enthusiasts filling the large grandstands.

  An early form of mass transit was the horse-drawn streetcar. I can remember those rumbling cars passing by our first house on Superior Avenue when I was a tiny child. In 1883 a franchise was granted which permitted the East Cleveland Railway to extend its line from East Fifty-Fifth to Doan Brook, and the following year to what is now East One Hundred and Seventh Street on Euclid Avenue. In 1883, the Payne Avenue line opened with horse cars. The Superior Street line was built to East Seventy-Ninth. Of all the street car lines in Cleveland, it came to be the most converted line: first horse cars, then cable cars, then electric trolleys, then trackless trolleys and eventually gas buses.

  In the ’80s, ’90s, and into the turn of the century, no streetcars were permitted on the section of Euclid Avenue designated as Millionaires’ Row. Such transportation would have been considered a vulgar intrusion into the elegant neighborhood. To allow the streetcars to circulate, a private right-of-way was created 500 feet west of East Twenty-First Street. The streetcars left Euclid Avenue at that point, went through the right-of-way to Prospect, and then continued out on it, finally turning north back onto Euclid at East Fortieth Street. So, when we lived on Millionaires’ Row we were insulated from this means of public transportation.

  The Street Railway Company circulated petitions occasionally, striving to get permission to operate streetcars on Millionaires’ Row. But the property owners regularly refused until most of them had moved away.

  In the summertime, the old streetcars had open cars for the comfort of the riders. These were eventually replaced with more modern vehicles. The passing of the old-time open cars on which the passengers sat close enough to the front to be able to reach the motorman with either canes or umbrellas was seen as a definite blessing to the men who operated those cars. An old employee of the Big Consolidated Railway, commenting upon the plight of the motorman, said: “In those days, when the open car season arrived, we found we had to accustom ourselves to having our backs covered with black and blue spots and to having holes occasionally punched through our coats from jabs given by friendly passengers. This was before the days of the electric push-button signal on the cars. Passengers invariably prodded my back with the sharp ends of their umbrellas or parasols to signal that they wanted to get out at the next corner. ‘Don’t bother to signal the conductor,’ I have often heard one woman say to another. ‘Just poke the motorman!’ In such cases, I would turn around to remonstrate after receiving a poke. The woman would be likely to declare to her friend that motormen were the most disagreeable people she ever met. The new cars and the new push-buttons are a great blessing!”

  It was a technological breakthrough when one could stop a streetcar by standing up and pulling on a narrow cord. It ran the length of the car, sounding a bell to signal the motorman when to stop.

  The streetcar turn-around terminal was at the foot of Cedar Glen. There was a small building on the north side of Cedar Avenue where the motormen and conductors waited to board their assigned streetcars. Inside was an iron coal stove to keep them warm in winter. The streetcars were also equipped with small iron stoves and, when stopping by the building, the conductor would bring from it a bucket of coal to fuel up the streetcar stove. The terminal also had a waiting room for passengers.

  On October 11, 1889 the Superior and St. Clair street railway companies were consolidated by the Cleveland City Cable Company. Cable power was introduced at enormous expense, in constrast to the far less costly horse-cars. I remember what fun we young boys had watching them dig the deep channel to accomodate the cables in front of our house on Superior. We used to slide down into the trenches when the laborers were through with their daily work. This channel would carry the heavy wire cables on iron wheels placed at frequent intervals to power the new streetcars. The two main lines constructed were on Superior and Payne Avenues. The Superior line ran between West Ninth Street and East 105th Street. The Payne line extended to East Fifty Fifth Street, then out Hough Avenue to Cable Park, where
 that lovely pond for rowboating was.
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  The cables were driven from the Power House, a large brick building at the corner of Superior and East Forty·Ninth Street. My parents would take me on the cable car to the Power House and I was thrilled to watch the giant wheels (carrying the cables) revolve, powered by powerful steam engines. The noise was deafening, but the operation was fascinating. Father’s diary states, “Cable service began December 17, 1890.”

  The cars were operated from underground cables driven from this large Power House. The “grip” controlled by the motorman’s lever propelled the cars as fast as twelve miles per hour. The long lever was sturdily built, extending from the moving underground cable up through the floor in the center of the “grip” car, where the motorman stood. The first “grip” car was always open, making it cold for the motorman in the winter; but the conductor had a more sheltered car, open in the summer and closed in the winter.

  By the turn of the century, the Superior and Payne Avenue lines were electrified, with overhead trolley wires installed. Cable cars were discontinued after this innovation.

  Moden life was accelerating; the nineteenth century came to a close with some dramatic events. In our personal life, a most dramatic event in 1899 was when my father got the first automobile ever seen on Millionaires’ Row. Father bought a Locomobile Steamer; this same 1899 model is on permanent display in the Smithsonian Institute. This exciting creature was built by the Locomobile Company in Westboro, Massachusetts. It was constructed with two welded bicycle frames on which was mounted a Stanhope body. This wooden buggy carriage body was built high off the ground to accomodate the fourteen inch boiler under the driver’s seat! It had a twin cylinder simple engine and was tiller-steered and chain-driven. It was a very high step to get onto the seat built for two.

  This Locomobile consumed water at an astronomical rate; it needed refilling every 20 miles. Father paid $600.00 for it, which was no real bargain considering the crude construction. The wire wheels were not much more than bicycle wheels with wire spokes that broke too easily, especially on the cobblestones of Euclid Avenue. One thing to be said for it was that it was a quiet car. The only noise was a gentle hissing sound similar to the steam escaping from a tea kettle spout. The car was propelled by steam, leaving a jet of silver vapor on the ground behind the car.

  In 1901 the Locomobile Company moved to Bridgeport, Connecticut and sold 400 steamers in England, making it the largest fabricator of its kind in the world. But, the prestige of the company was small comfort to Father; knowing he was sitting over a boiler of live steam did not inspire a sense of well-being.

  Having made the break with the horse and carriage, but, having found the Locomobile wanting, what was he to do next? I remember sitting with Father while he was reading and explaining an issue of The Scientific American magazine to me. The front cover featured a picture of a new horseless carriage invented by Mr. R. E. Olds. The Oldsmobile was soon to be marketed, and the cover sported the characteristic curved dashboard of the handsome car. I asked, “Do you think we might ever have one?”

  In July of 1901 Mr. Dudley B. Wick received delivery on the first Oldsmobile to arrive in Cleveland. My father was surely not the richest man on Millionaires’ Row, but he seemed to be the most adventurous when it came to taking on the new technology. The 1901 model Oldsmobile was built like a buggy. It had a curved dashboard which was an exclusive characteristic of the Oldsmobile. It had one cylinder. The carburetor was clear glass, the size of a jelly glass. It was cranked by a handle on the outside of the car by the driver’s seat, very much as Victrolas were wound. The brass horn blown by a large rubber bulb was on the outside of the car next to the driver. The radiator was horizontal under the floor. The tires were mounted on what looked like bicycle wheels, with those easily broken thin wire spokes.

  The next year, Oldsmobile improved the model by adding a do-ci-do seat, holding two extra passengers behind the front seat. It had a footrest to hold the rear passengers’ feet firmly as a safeguard against their being thrown out of the car. The price on that first Oldsmobile was $600.00; the dealer was the Ralph Owen Company, located on the present site of the Bulkley Building.

  Tom L. Johnson, the populist mayor of Cleveland, saw the trend toward the future and owned the first two-cylinder Winton in Cleveland in 1902. He was seen all over town, campaigning and attending political events in his new automobile.

  In 1904 only half the population had yet seen a horseless carriage. Autos were considered playthings of the rich, and created class feeling. They were considered a fad and not practical enough to last long. Especially in the countryside there was a great rebellion against the auto. When cars would pass, horses would rear up in fright, or start to gallop, causing the farmer great consternation.

  As the interest in automobiles intensified, and as more people made investments in them, a wardrobe was invented to fit the mode of travel. The men wore caps, tan dusters and goggles, when riding in open cars. The women covered their hats and faces with large chiffon scarves which held their hats on and protected their faces from the wind and sun. (The dead-white face was fashionable, and only women working in the fields were sunburned or brown.) The women also sported long tan dusters.

  It wasn’t easy driving the first cars on the road; there were many hazards and difficulties to overcome. Before there were service stations, it was important to carry a can of gasoline along in the car. Father kept a large steel drum of gasoline with a brass spicket in our barn. Batteries required distilled water.

  The tires caused the most trouble. In 1901 Father’s Oldsmobile and other cars had bicycle wheels with wire spokes. The wire spokes would break off and damage the tires on the rough cobblestone streets. The very next year, Oldsmobile offered artilliary wheels with wooden spokes. The early tires used at that time had a simple, understated slogan: “Morgan and Wright tires are good tires.” In 1906 B. F. Goodrich Company developed the first guaranteed tire. Their Silver Cord Tire was guaranteed for a thousand miles. It was adjusted on the basis of a thousand miles of use. For example, if the tires ran 500 miles and then had a puncture, Goodrich replaced them at 50% less.

  The cobblestone roads, ruts in dirt roads, glass and nails, would all cause flat tires. There was an ominous hissing sound as the air went out of the tire, and you were jerked to an abrupt stop. The tires weren’t too heavy to lift -but they were dirty and dusty. It happened too often when I was dressed in the formal attire of that era -dark blue coat, white flannel trousers and straw hat -and all would get soiled.

  My procedure when a tire went flat was first to get out my repair kit of cement and rubber patches, then repair the hole in the tire with some cement I squeezed out of a tube onto a small piece of rubber. I would then drive the car back to the dealer and have the hole galvanized.
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  One day Mr. Walter White was driving along a country road when one of his tires went flat. He did not have any patch and cement to mend the casing. Tires had no inner tubes in those days.

  He was an inventor though and a man of ingenuity, which served him well in such a predicament. He walked to a nearby farmhouse and bought some oats. Stuffing the oats in his flat tire, he drove slowly home.

  
    [image: Oldsmobile, 1901]
    Oldsmobile, 1901

  

  Cleveland had become a great center for car design and manufacture. The Cleveland Town Topics gives a detailed account of a special day devoted to this new mode of transportation:

  
    AUTOMOBILE DAY AT THE GLENVILLE TRACK May 7, 1904

    “Automobile Day at the Glenville Track will have an exhibition of racing cars manufactured in Cleveland, since Cleveland manufacturers have built and raced successfully more fast cars than all other manufactureres in the United States. This feature should be full of interest. The Winton Bullet No.2 and the latest Peerless racer will not be avail· able inasmuch as both will then be in Germany preparing for the Gordon Bennett International Cup Race. But there are many other fast cars here with which to make up a fine entry list. Among these are the Winton Bullets Number 1 and 3, the Peerless Canary Bird, the White Snail and Turtle, the Baker Torpedo and the Stearns Flyer. The Bullet Number 1 was built in 1902 and was at that time the fastest racing car in America. The Bullet Number 3 was constructed last year and has proved itself the fastest car in its light weight class.”

    The Peerless Canary Bird was in competition in 1902, while the White Snail and Turtle raced successfully last year, proving themselves to be the fastest steamers ever made. The Baker Torpedo has never been beaten in a race of electric cars. The Stearns Flyer was a double winner at the Automobile Club Races at Glenville last fall.

    It is proposed to have these cars shown by their respective inventors and speeded up to their limit. The sight of Mr. Winton, Mr. Roland White, Mr. Walter C. Baker and Mr. Frank B. Stearns each doing his best with the racing car of his own manufacture would certainly not lack for novelty.”

  

  It was also on this famous Glenville Racetrack that Barney Oldfield established his famous fast-speeding record of a mile a minute in an auto called “The Bullet”.

  Climbing up a hill was a challenge to a one-cylinder car. Cleveland, being flat, made driving easy. Mr. Walter White, in 1907, drove his White Steamer as far away as Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania to demonstrate how his car could travel up a mountain road. Crowds gathered from distant points and stood on either side of the road’ to watch and applaud this daring feat.

  In 1909 Father gave me for my Yale graduation present a Model T. Ford, a beautiful car with brass radiator and oil lamps. Fords were hard to drive and to crank. Sometimes they would reverse and kick back, often causing a broken arm or sprained shoulder.

  The Fords would heat up on the rutted, dirt country roads, requiring one to stop and let the over-heated engine cool off. A can of water and a can of gasoline were usually carried. The radiator cap was taken off slowly to avoid being burned by hot steam.

  Another difficulty in winter was keeping one’s car from freezing, and I took the following precautions: I added alcohol to the radiator, and, when parking outside, kept the engine running and placed an auto robe over the hood.

  Billy Breed, the son of an Episcopal minister of St. Paul’s church, drove a Mercer. There were many kinds of big brassy horns, though the most unusual horn was the Klaxson. The characteristic toot-toot of these horns identified the owner. It was a personal world of individuals expressing themselves.

  In 1909 several makes of autos added a rumble seat. It was placed behind the front seat for the passenger to face backward. Inside the rumble seat was storage space for tools, a pump and repair kit for tires.

  There was no top for the rumble seat, and the occupant would be wind-blown, sunburned and rained on according to the weather.

  A change in the weather also affected the life of the chauffeur, who zealously stood guard over the seven-passenger open touring car limousine. Such a car became standard equipment for each family on Millionaires’ Rowand, as I have mentioned, we knew who was in any given shop by recognizing the car and chauffeur parked outside. If the Mistress and family were doing errands when it suddenly looked like rain, the group of chauffeurs in front of Halle’s or whatever store would spring to action. They all helped each other, with even the doorman pitching in, to button and snap all the windows onto the huge car. All the large and small cloth flaps with their little Eisen glass windows had to be quickly secured. If by any chance it was a warm day, while you might be snug inside away from the rain, it would be nonetheless unbearably stifling behind all those flaps.

  Even though an open car meant so much work, there was great opposition to a closed limousine. It was believed that opening windows would cause a draft behind your head, giving everyone a stiff neck. There was also opposition to having a heater in the car, since that would deprive you of fresh air.

  There was a dedicated group of people who would drive nothing but convertibles. With the top down in summertime, and the sun beating on the car seats, you felt you were sitting on a fiery stone. In wintertime the icy air threatened to cause your death by freezing. (At first it took two people to put up the top, and even then it often became stuck.)

  But, there was no turning back; the automobile was revolutionizing every aspect of our lives. Time and space were being reordered because of the advent of the automobile.

  Train travel had an aura of adventure about it; railroad stations were the settings for dramatic greetings and poignant farewell scenes. In those early days, railroads were greatly feared and were considered very dangerous. It was customary for women to sleep with their clothes on, in case of an accident. It was also the custom to send a telegram to your family announcing your safe arrival at your destination. The Fayette Brown family always used the word “Ancestor” to indicate a safe arrival, which left nine more words allowed in a straight telegram message unused.

  Originally, the Pennsylvania Railroad crossed Euclid Avenue at the intersection of East Fifty-Fifth Street, on its way to the Union Depot. When the gates would go down for the frequent passenger and freight trains, all the traffic was stopped on both sides of the tracks. The horse-drawn carriages and wagons, street cars, bicycles and pedestrians, all had to wait for the gates to go up. Since this was an important crosstown artery, with many good stores and theaters, the constant stoppage was intolerable in such a busy area. The heavy demand to eliminate these delays finally forced the Pennsylvania Railroad to build new elevated tracks at this juncture. Raising the tracks over Euclid Avenue allowed the traffic to flow.

  About this time, the Pennsylvania Railroad built its large East End Depot at this southeast corner. It proved a great convenience over the main Union Depot location, and was very popular with travelers to and from Pittsburgh, Washington, Philadelphia and New York. This Fifty-Fifth Street Station and the Doan Street Station (East 105th Street) near Bratenahl, were filled with young people traveling back and forth to eastern schools and colleges. It was a gay and happy meeting place for the young people. Yale had the largest alumni in Cleveland of any other city in the country, so there was a preponderance of Yale students.

  This reminds me of a charming story concerning my brother-in-law, George Calhoun. George was extremely shy, especially around the girls. During one Easter vacation, a pretty and vivacious girl, “Buttons” Boardman, was visiting Cleveland from the east. George was attracted to “Buttons”, and planned to see her off when it was time for her to take the train home. His chauffeur drove them to the East Fifty-Fifth Street railroad station. George helped her on the train and went with her to her seat. He sat down next to her -and never moved until the train arrived in Philadelphia, where “Buttons” lived! He then sent a telegram back to his family saying he was taking the night train back to Cleveland.

  Train travel had certain elements to it -some expected, some unexpected. The trains lumbered along, often having to stop for water and for refueling with coal. The Harvey Restaurants were a landmark for trips out west. I loved the Pullman cars, and the porter’s ritual in making up those upper berths. It was superhuman the way the porter in his crisp white jacket could reach the upper berth and dislodge the bed from the ceiling. Inside were snowy sheets and pillow cases, large pillows and brown clean-smelling blankets. He would reach across the mattress and begin his skillful making of a tight, shipshape bed.

  The sleeping compartments on the trains reminds me of a true story that was told to me concerning a prominent Clevelander when he was ‘sowing his wild oats.’ The gentleman in question walked forward several cars in his pajamas and bedroom slippers to crawl into a berth with a lady friend. He forgot that at Albany the train was divided: the part the lady was in, going to Boston; the part his clothes were in -going to New York. Upon arrival in the wrong city and without any clothes, he pretended he was very sick. He called for an ambulance and had himself transported to a hospital for refurbishing.

  The folklore of trains is also enriched by an anecdote of my father-in-law. He had a small amount of whiskey in a flask which he was about to drink, late one afternoon, while on a train. He noticed a friend and felt he should share the remaining whiskey with him. Father gave his friend a glass and told him to pour himself a drink. Father, seeing how the friend had nearly emptied his flask, and with quick thinking, said, “That will be plenty if you’re pouring that for me.”

  Romance, tragedy, opportunity . .. all possibly awaited you on the train, or at your destination -making every trip a potential adventure.
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  My brother Dudley, being ten years my senior and over six feet tall, made a big impression on my young life. He made a big impression on the world, too, with his genius in electronics. Dudley was always experimenting with scientific concepts and was, even as a young boy, an inventor.

  One of the early electrical achievements of my brother was inspired by his fascination with Alexander Graham Bell’s new invention -the telephone. At the time few persons appreciated the potential of this instrument. Dudley wanted to communicate easily with his boyhood friend, John A Vincent, living a quarter of a mile away. So, when only fourteen years old, he built two phones and connected them with a telephone line. The wire was installed from barn to barn between our two houses, both on the same side of the street.

  He made the two phones by cutting out circular discs from tintype photos. These metal discs (the same principle used in modern phones) vibrated with the voice when the mouthpiece of the transmitter was spoken into. He also used tintype in the receiver (resembling the type used later on commercial phones) with the electric cord coming out of the narrow top. He made a wall-type phone out of an oak back board, with a box attached containing the batteries. This needing static electricity to operate, he made Leyden Jar wet batteries. On top of the box he built a small shelf which held memo paper and pencil.

  As electricity did not come to Cleveland residences until 1901, Dudley could not use gas for his electrical experiments. So he built his own gas engine and dynamo. He created his own electric power plant in our basement in 1893. Dudley’s genius was early recognized by Dr. Dayton C. Miller, who frequently came to our house to observe Dudley’s electrical experiments.

  Dudley’s affiliation with Miller led both to his youthful fame and early tragic death as a pioneer to X-Ray.

  The Cleveland Medical Library Association asked me to tell of my brother’s work; and my narrative is quoted from their Quarterly Journal, Volume XX, No. 1, published January, 1973:

  
    Dudley B. Wick, Jr.:
    

    Young Pioneer in X-Ray
  

  “With his genius and his untiring research, Dudley helped conduct the earliest experiments in the development of the XRay; his Roentgenograms made on February 14, 1896 were the first ever photographed in the United States. He died a pioneer when only twenty seven from over-exposure, as the dangerous power of X-Rays was then not known.

  Dudley was gifted with many God-given talents-music early, and athletics later. He majored on the violin, and when ten years old he played Schumann’s Traumerai, accompanied by his mother, before a large, enthusiastic audience in the former Opera House for a charity.

  One of Dudley’s earliest interests was photography, which became a great help to him later in X-Ray and shadowgraphs. When twelve he built his own dark room and chemicallaboratory and did his own developing and enlarging. Next electricity dominated him. As only gas was available for residences, he equipped all our gas chandeliers with electric buzzers which sparked to light the gas jet fixtures. He installed in our parents’ master bedroom a switchboard which operated the lighting fixtures throughout our home. He next built a burglar alarm system and wired each door and window to an annunciator which he built to show the location of a burglar’s attempt to enter while at the same time activating a fifteen inch electric bell. In 1890 he installed wires from our house to others in the neighborhood for telegraph instruments, later changed to telephones, for which he made diaphragms out of tintypes and made Leyden Jar Batteries for the needed static electricity. The next year he installed intercommunicating phones in our parents’ bedroom, kitchen, laundry, stable and his lab.

  In 1892, when he was sixteen, there was only gas in private residences. He needed current for his electrical experiments, so on his precision lathe he turned patterns, had a gray iron foundry cast them, machined the metal and made a gas engine that was remarkable, as it ran efficiently. He then wound the coils and made his large dynamo. The gas engine’s ‘put, put’ exhaust noise from the basement window could be heard throughout the neighborhood, but no one objected as all were fascinated with the young man’s electrical experiments. This is how Dr. Dayton C. Miller, (Uenowned physicist and head of electrical engineering at Case, learned of Dudley’s accomplishments in electricity, and he became a frequent visitor to my brother’s basement laboratory.

  Dr. Miller was amazed at Dudley’s ingenuity and he invited Dudley to visit the laboratory at Case School of Applied Science after school and on Saturdays. Dudley was then atttending University School, which required all students to remain through 4:30, so Dr. Miller persuaded him to transfer to Central High School to get his chemistry and mathematics mornings and leave by noon to arrive at Case Lab.

  Dudley gave to Dr. Miller an induction spark coil which he had wound by hand on his lathe. It had greater capacity than any owned by any other technical school.

  The first public announcement of the discovery by Professor Roentgen of Warzburg Univesity in Bavaria of the XRay appeared in the Cleveland Plain Dealer on January 9, 1896. It intrigued Dudley, and he asked Dr. Miller why they could not duplicate the X-Ray by using the Crookes Tubes which Dr. Miller had bought at the World’s Fair in Chicago in 1893. Dr. Miller had been too busy to ever experiment with them, so they had lain three years in a glass cabinet in Case Lab. After tireless efforts Dr. Miller and Dudley succeeded in producing the powerful new X-Rays. The first Roentgenogram ever photographed in the United States Dudley made of his own left hand on February 14, 1896. The original glass plate is in the archives of Case.
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  The newspapers followed their progress closely. Each morning the Cleveland Leader and Plain Dealer (also the afternoon dailies, the Press and the then Cleveland Wor/d) would publish usually on the front page what Dr. Dayton C. Miller and Dudley B. Wick, Jr. had accomplished the night before at Case laboratory. Detailed accounts were accompanied by shadowgraphs showing the X-Rays. However, Dudley had extreme modesty. He hated publicity. He had hero worship for his teacher, Dr. Miller. So I still recall Dudley pleading with his father, ‘You, Father, are president of the Bank. Please use your influence and urge the newspapers to never publish my name in the headlines or articles. Use only Dr. Miller’s name.’

  Like Edison, he turned night into day. I recall Father and Mother phoning Dr. Miller many a mid-night saying, ‘Please send Dudley home as he has an exam in trigonometry or chemistry next morning.’ Dr. Miller usually responded, ‘We’ve almost got it, please let Dudley help me a little longer.’
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  I have given notarized photostat copies of the many articles and also prints of the glass plates of X-Rays to Dr. Genevieve Miller for the Howard Dittrick Museum of Historical Medicine and to Dr. Robert Schofield for the archives of Case. I also gave the latter the thiry-four original glass photoplates of the X-Rays Dudley made.

  In 1904 when Dudley was only twenty-seven he was promoted to chief engineer and head of the engineering and research department of the internationally known North Electric Company. Patents of his inventions continued to be granted. He died on March 1, 1905.

  Warren C. Wick”

  
    Further quotes from the Case Western Reserve University 
    monthly magazine, “Images”, published March, 1976, talks 
    about my brother’s work:
  

  
    “Dudley B. Wick Jr. was an electronics genius. He had served as a willing guinea pig for early experiments in X-Ray. His left hand was the first object ever X-Rayed in the United States; February 14, 1896.
  

  
    He invented a device for holding a patient in a comfortable position during the procedure. Wick hand-lathed an electric induction coil, the most powerful in existence at the time. He gave it to Case. Wick’s coil supplied the electricity for their XRays and for Dr. Miller’s research.
  

  Dayton Miller and his assistant, Wick, began a grand tour of the United States to give lectures. Dr. Miller demonstrated how the X-Ray worked, either on himself or his assistant, Wick.

  In later years, a doctor designed a glove which would protect the hand while using the X-Ray equipment. Dudley B. Wick, Jr. did not benefit from the glove and suffered a fatal reaction to the rays. He died March 1, 1905 from overexposure to the deadly rays, a pioneer to X-Ray.  He was only 27 years old.”

  After Dudley’s untimely death Dayton Miller gave up his work with X-Ray, and spent the rest of his life studying sound. Although never stating his reasons for abandoning that research, it was known he was deeply affected by the death of his heroic young assistant.

  Brother Dudley was my hero. He was always so patient and generous in helping me with my lessons and interests. His untimely death hit me hard. I was just at the age when I was ready to embrace my older brother as a friend and pal … and, as I reached out to him, he was gone.
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    DR. GEORGE CRILE
  

  During World War II Dr. George Crile developed new methods of treating infections and surgical shock suffered by the wounded soldiers. And he discovered new methods for handling transfusions. His innovative techniques saved many lives. George Crile argued for use of the new gas anaesthesia, it being far superior to either chloroform or ether when operating on the wounded. He received many honors and worldwide recognition for his humane advances in combat procedures.

  It was during that wartime situation, when he was on active duty at the front, that Mildred my wife was involved in a family drama featuring Dr. Crile. She can best relate the story in her own words:

  “In World War I, I had three brothers in the war. We were living in Calhoun Falls, South Carolina during that period.

  “A newspaper reporter from Atlanta called Father around midnight, reporting he’d just learned his son, Andrew, had been killed.

  “There was a more than sad silence the rest of the night, broken only by the mournful sound of a hoot owl in the pine trees. Weeks went by.

  “Father tried, from generals down to lesser rank, to find out what had happened. But no trace of Andrew. He tried his old friend , Ambassador Herrick, who was in Paris during the war; still without result. Time dragged on. Finally he tried his friend, Dr. Crile, at the front with his Lakeside unit. And Dr. Crile, in the midst of his busy day and night work with the dying and wounded, took time off -and located my brother in a hospital near the front line trenches, where he’d been taken after being gassed.

  “Andrew hadn’t wanted to let his family know he’d been gassed, as he knew they would worry. And he was told that his family would not be notified of his condition. Only soldiers badly gassed and taken back a long distance from the front were written about in the papers.
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  “My brother Andrew, then, was sent home from the hospital and proved to be in good shape. I always felt Dr. Crile had performed a miracle, and had personally delivered Andrew to his family.”

  After the War was over, Dr. George Crile sought a new challenge. In 1921, in collaboration with Dr. Frank E. Bunts and Dr. William E. Lower, he founded the Cleveland Clinic. At that time, most of the doctors and hospitals were located downtown. Building the Clinic at the corner of Euclid Avenue and East Ninety-Third Street was far-sighted, in terms of the growth of the community. The great “Clinic Disaster”, the tragic fire that destroyed the Cleveland Clinic, touched my life in an odd way. During the early winter months of 1929, a cast of Yale Alumni practiced hard on our Yale show -dress rehearsal scheduled for May 15, the day of the terrible fire. We never had the rehearsal, and because of the enormous grief over the conflagration, the play was cancelled.

  Three weeks later I was on the train going to my 20th reunion at Yale, and Doctor Crile sat opposite me. He was going to Yale to see “Barney”, his son, graduate. He had kindly asked me to join him for dinner in the dining car.

  So recently after the tragedy, I marveled at his composure and courageous spirit. I did notice his eyes were sad.

  All mankind has benefited from Dr. Crile’s research, not least of them the goiter patients. A very good thing for Cleveland, as we live in a goiter-belt. Goiter patients have entered the Clinic from all over the world. A Maharaja came from India, with his family and large entourage. His children went to Laurel School the winter he was here. Naturally, the Laurel pupils were intrigued by the students from far-away India wearing their native dress.

  Another interesting patient was Randolph Hearst. Marian 102 Davies came with him, causing much gossip in Cleveland.

  I wish it were possible for Dr. George Crile to know how his small Clinic was destined to grow to cover several city blocks. And how his young son, “Barney”, would himself develop into a distinguished surgeon. Recently “Barney” was given an Honorary Fellowship in the Royal College of Surgeons in London; the first time this honor had been bestowed upon a father and son.

  
    LAURENCE NORTON
  

  Mr. Laurence Norton was part of the distinguished family that was part of the Oglebay Norton Company. He was president of the Western Reserve Historical Society from 1934 to 1960, and was responsible for having the Society take over and combine the John Hay and Bingham-Hanna Houses. The Norton family generously endowed the Napoleon Room at the Society when the two houses were united.

  I recall an unusual story Laurence told me. Laurence was an attache to Ambassador Herrick. He had to attend the receptions given once a week at the Embassay in Paris. There was a genteel old lady who always came to those receptions, too. She wore the same black dress which, to tell the truth, was a little shabby. And she ate as if she hadn’t had any food all week; she was suspected of taking home a little sandwich or two in the clean white handkerchief in her dress pocket. There was much speculation about her, and I’m sure she was probably shunned by the Grand Dames.

  Laurence happened, later, on the same ship going to Athens with Lord Kitchner. He was so surprised to see the poor little old lady dining at his table, and, later, on the platform sitting next to Lord Kitchner, who was delivering a speech. He was later told by Lord Kitchner she was the distinguished sister of General Robert E. Lee.

  
    MRS. WILSON B. HICKOX
  

  My beautiful sister-in-law, Mrs. Wilson B. Hickox, when eighteen, had her portrait painted in New York. And, while it was necessary for her to go to the artist’s studio to sit for her painting, her parents would not allow her to go there without a chaperon. Her young brother, George Calhoun, would sometimes accompany her. He would dutifully sit for hours on a stiff backed chair, bored to death; but, being trustwor.thy, he never moved.
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  The artist painted a full-length portrait of her, measuring about six feet. Her dress was pink chiffon over pink taffeta, with a low-cut neck. Her blonde hair, blue eyes and pink cheeks make a lovely vision of a young girl. Her son, Charles Hickox, has his mother’s portrait hanging in his living room.

  
    LEONARD C. HANNA, JR.
  

  Leonard Hanna, Jr. was a very cultured man and discerning in taste. He loved art and left his excellent collection to our Museum of Art. He was a devotee of the theater, and a very generous supporter of Karamu. He had an apartment in New York City for the winter season, where he went to enjoy all the Broadway openings. He was helpful to Cole Porter, financing his first musical, and was fond of Monte Woolie, often a guest at his country estate. He also had as his guests many Hollywood stars.

  His country estate featured a house built in 1462. It had been an old English Inn between London and Dover and was brought over in pieces from England by Mr. and Mrs. Edmundson S. Burke, to be used for their guest house at their Hunting Valley country estate. It had been constructed of oak and plaster, and topped with a tile roof. The timbers were numbered and, once here, everything was put together again and rebuilt, exactly as it had all been originally; doors, hinges, locks, chimneys, tile roof, etc.

  It was then taken down the second time, with timbers again numbered, and rebuilt on Leonard Hanna’s Hilo Farm, on Little Mountain Road. The living room was two and one half stories high. Leonard had the grounds landscaped with formal flower gardens, including a large swimming pool.

  This beautiful pool was the setting for many lovely parties. A very hospitable man, he had a bar by the pool and a butler to take your order. One weekend Joan Crawford, the famous movie actress, was visiting him. At dinner she wore a ruby and diamond necklace with matching ruby and diamond ear· rings, a jewelry ensemble that had just been given her. After dinner, seeing Leonard’s stunning Weimaraner dog, she knelt down, dramatically enfolding the dog in her arms. Sad to relate, she lost one of her fabulous earrings. The dog being prime suspect, the head of Leonard’s kennels was called in and set to watching the canine, now isolated in a pen. Miss Crawford made such a fuss though, bemoaning the fact of her jewelry ensemble being ruined, that she spoiled the evening for the rest of the guests. There was, still, a happy ending of sorts. The next day her earring was recovered from the animal’s pen.

  Once, when my wife Mildred was shy and single, she had an unexpected visit with Leonard Hanna. Her car broke down right by the entrance to Leonard’s house. Leonard, very cordial, said he would send for his chauffeur to go see what the trouble was. She prayed the chauffeur would find something wrong; it would have been too embarrassing had it started right up. On the other hand, she hoped it would take a little while to fix, as she was enjoying herself immensely, visiting with Len.

  He introduced her to Monte Woolie, then staying with him. Monte became a close friend of Leonard’s at Yale; he was in the Class of “11”. He was also the star in “The Man Who Came to Dinner.” Of course, she recognized him by his famous beard. It was after 1:00 in the afternoon, though both men were in their bathrobes, and, she thought they were drinking orange juice. She refused to join them, being due for lunch at the Fayette Browns. Little time elapsed before the men started on their second orange juice, and the chauffeur came in to report the car had been fixed. After second thought, Mildred decided that they weren’t drinking orange juice at all, but rather orange blossoms -for an eye opener!

  
    EDWARD GRASSELLI
  

  My friendship with the brilliant and unique Edward Grasselli began in kindergarten at Hathaway Brown School. There were four of us who formed a clique that continued through our days at University School. There was Ed, myself, Prescott Ely and Ralph Perkins.

  We four boys always attended each other’s birthday parties. Edward’s home was where the present Auditorium is now located, on the corner of St. Clair and Bond Street (East Sixth Street). His house was a large, red-brick, stonetrimmed, three-story house set back on a deep lawn. On Ed’s hirthdays, we always played musical chairs. He had a musical chair that played tunes, when you were able to get there to sit on it. Oh, I remember it very well; it was wonderful. It had painted ornaments on the back; the back was quite high and the seat would go down when you’d sit on it. It played marvelous tunes. It came from Germany.

  Ed did not like new clothes. So, arriving at Hathaway Brown he’d go to a blackboard and get two pieces of white chalk, grind the chalk into a powder and put it on a wooden desk chair, then slide around on it until his suit became shiny. On returning home, Johanna, the governess, would notice the state of his suit, and she would say next morning, “Edward, you must put on another blue suit.” But, determined, Ed would again repeat his chalk treatment, for he didn’t want to look like Little Lord Fauntleroy, much preferring to look like the rest of his classmates.

  At University School, Ed, Ralph and Pres were known as the “three muskateers”. They used to pull a stunt in the main study of the school, where all the desks were. They would open up the lids of the desks, spread their arms wide, and rush down the aisles: as their arms hit against the raised lids, they’d bang down against the lower desks. It made a terrific noise, like a gattiing gun. But, by the time the principal of the school would arrive, the three boys had disappeared. Even· tually they were caught, and were quick to promise that they would never do that again.

  In his maturity, Edward Grasselli was the kindest man I have ever known. Before the days of the present electric traffic light, traffic policemen with semaphores were stationed at all the prominent intersections. Ed felt sorry for them, particularly in winter, standing out on those corners and operating those signals. When he no longer drove his own auto, Ed would have his chauffeur drive up and down the thoroughfares of Cleveland during the holiday season. Approaching the traffic policemen, he would hand each one a handsomely wrapped Christmas present. I think he used to purchase them all at Cowell and Hubbard, from his classmate, Sterling Hubbard.

  He also went around to the different fire stations and gave gifts to the hardworking fire fighters. Ed was loved and idolized by the working classes. He was one of those souls who brightened up all who came in contact with him, making anyone near him feel happy. Ed was brilliant beyond belief. His humor and original sayings were unequaled. At the Tavern Club, he always sat in his chair, located in the main lounge near the northeast corner of Prospect and East Thirtieth Street. His picture is now on the wall above his chair. Tavern Club members have great respect for his memory.
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    PATRICK CALHOUN
  

  Patrick Calhoun was the father of my wife, Mildred Calhoun Wick This courtly Southern gentleman with his dynamic personality dramatically affected the direction of growth in Cleveland in the late 19th century. Born in Clemson, South Carolina, in the home of his statesman grandfather, John C. Calhoun, he was destined to leave his mark on the world. He grew up to be a commanding figure , standing over six feet tall, with piercing blue eyes. At the age of only 26, he was the senior partner in the firm of Calhoun, King and Spalding. It is still in existence as the oldest and most prominent law firm in Atlanta, Georgia.

  In 1890, Patrick Calhoun came to Cleveland to attend a railroad meeting, as legal counsel for the Southern Railway System. At the meeting’s conclusion, he realized he had some time until his train left at 8:30 p.m. He understood that Garfield’s Memorial was soon to be dedicated and he wanted to see it. The monument had been built through popular subscription across the country; and, coming from a good government family, he had contributed to its construction. His grandfather, John C. Calhoun, was Vice President of the United States, and selected as one of the five most outstanding United States senators.

  Mr. John Harkness Brown took Mr. Calhoun in his carriage to see the monument. As they drove out Euclid Avenue and arrived at Wade Park, Calhoun said, “Where does Cleveland grow from here? I’ve not seen a vacant property all the way out Euclid Avenue.” Mr. Brown told him the loveliest view of the monument was from the brow of the hill of what was known as the Heights.

  Mr. Brown drove Mr. Calhoun up Cedar Glen Hill. Crossing the farmland at the top of the hill, Mr. Calhoun asked whose property it was. He was told that it was the Streator Dairy Farm and covered about 200 acres. It occurred to Mr. Calhoun that Cleveland had no direction to go but up this hill to the Heights. He also noticed that on this August day it was several degrees cooler than down in the city. Mr. Calhoun asked, “How much do they want an acre?” Mr. Brown replied he’d never heard they wanted to sell the land. But Mr. Calhoun persisted; “I’d like to offer them ‘x’ dollars an acre, but I’d like to know, before I leave on that train for New York, whether or not I’ve made a commitment.”
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  Mr. Brown hurriedly called the Streater family together. They said -“Don’t let Mr. Calhoun out of town until he’s bought it. We’ve never heard of such a high price for farmland.” The end result was Mr. Calhoun paid the Streator family $50,000 down for the property, and, when he left for New York had indeed bought the old Streator farm.

  The farm started at the top of Cedar Glen Hill, with the northern boundary Overlook Road; out east to Coventry Road; and bounded on the south by Cedar Road. The land had been razed for farming; Dr Streator se\1ing the trees for railroad ties and planks (for the to\1 roads). It was truly raw land, with no water, no sewers. Mr. Calhoun began plans for development of it as a deluxe allotment for elegant residences. He announced plans for a $5 million residential construction project, to be known as the Euclid Heights Al1otment. A rather high-sounding name for a piece of land long known as “Turkey Ridge”, because of innumerable wild turkeys to be found there. He employed an English landscape architect to layout the curved streets; and he gave them English names: Berkshire, Derbyshire, Coventry . . .

  When Mr. Calhoun explained his proposed project to John D. Rockefeller -he responded with a million dollar loan, seeing it as an excellent investment. Mr. Calhoun placed heavy restrictions on each deed. Requiring large lots; each house to cost a minimum amount; built three stories high with a basement; and to be a designated distance from the curb. Itwas heavily zoned for single residential occupancy. Many of Cleveland’s leading citizens bought lots -and built magnificent mansions on Overlook Road, looking down upon the city.

  Patrick Calhoun hired architect Frank B. Meade to design a fine home for his family, so he could bring them here from the South. This house -at 2460 Edgehill Road in what is now Cleveland Heights -is where Mildred was born. The house has been designated a landmark by the Cleveland Heights Landmark Commission.

  He thought it was important to have a church in the new community; so he gave the land that created St. Alban’s Episcopal Church. (The property on the corner of Euclid Heights Boulevard and Edgehill Road was once a race track, which accounts for its unusual oval shape.) The other development he considered important was having a first-class 18 hole golf course. So he created the Euclid Club. By this time he had built for himself a Florentine mansion (one of the largest houses built in Cleveland), and had installed a ninehole golf course around the villa; this was to be the beginning of the new Euclid Club course.

  To complete the IS-hole course, Mr. Calhoun purchased from Mr. John D. Rockefeller, who owned it, the needed adjoining land. Mr. Rockefeller insisted though, stating in the deed, “No golf can be played on my land on Sunday.” In order to play IS holes on Sundays then, members had to play Mr. Calhoun’s nine holes twice.

  The Euclid Club opened on July 4, 1900 in Euclid Heights, with one of the finest clubhouses in the country. It had gray shingles with wide porches.

  Mr. Calhoun secured W. H. (“Bertie”) Way as the professional and had him layout the 18 hole golf course. It was only the second golf course built in Cleveland. The first was the old Cleveland Golf Club in Bratenahl, later to become the Country Club.

  My parents were early members of the Euclid Club, so I enjoyed it from the time I was a young boy at University School. We boys and girls from Millionaires’ Row took the street car up to Euclid Heights and often spent all day Saturday there. We competed in golf, tennis and putting-green tournaments. I remember the shower baths were refreshing because of the unusually cold water that came from a spring. There were dances Saturday nights and holidays, where I saw many of my friends.

  In July, 1907 the first National Amateur Golf Championship was played on the Euclid Club course. The large gallery included members of the Club -and, the world’s most talked of man, John D. Rockefeller. When asked by newspapermen how to get rich, he responded: “Save a little money -not next week, but this week. Have you tried it?” None, apparently, had.

  To help beautify the entrance to Cedar Glen Hill, and to help the approach to Euclid Heights, Mr. Calhoun gave to the city of Cleveland the land at the foot of Cedar Glen. It included a large tree lawn circle to aid all divergent traffic adjoining the former Lilac Lane.

  
    The Cleveland Plain Dealer stated: “University Circle is nationally famous for its beauty and culture. It was founded in September of 1902. Mr. Calhoun donated a large strip of land to the city for park purposes, as he was interested in building a cultural center here. A lovely curving boulevard was built through Wade Park adjoining Euclid Avenue. Uni· versity Circle came into being as the beautiful entrance to the Park System.”

  

  It is with pride I tell of Patrick Calhoun, the father of my wife. His forceful personality brought excitement and adventure into the worlds he entered.

  
    MYRON T. HERRICK
  

  Myron, a young boy from Lorain, Ohio, was asked to visit Mr. and Mrs. Jeptha Wade. Lorain was then a small town, just west of Elyria. When this small-town boy arrived in Cleveland, he was bewildered by such a large city. He also was greatly impressed by the large and handsome residence of the Wades.

  Mr. and Mrs. Wade gave a dance in their ballroom the first night of his arrival as their guest. He was aware at the dance that his red necktie was too bright, that his red socks were too loud. He noticed the other boys wore subdued dark blue suits made to order by their fathers’ tailors. His suit, while purchased at the best store in Lorain, had trousers too short for this fast-growing boy. He was a tall handsome lad with broad shoulders and large for his age.

  Embarrassed about his clothes, he wanted to leave the party. But just then Mrs. Wade, realizing his unhappiness, invited him to dance with her. She put him at his ease immediately. He enjoyed dancing with her so much .. . he continued dancing with girls his own age the rest of the evening. This same young boy later became a very prominent Clevelander -Myron T. Herrick. He became president of the Society for Savings Bank and, later, governor of the state of Ohio and Ambassador to France.

  Governor Myron T. Herrick built a large red brick house at the top of Cedar Hill on Overlook Road. Living in this house made the Wade house he’d visited as a boy seem to shrink in size. Later when Governor, of course, he lived in the Governor’s Mansion.

  He was appointed Ambassador to France by President Taft. And, having lived in the beautiful city of Paris, he was no longer awed by the size of Cleveland. During World War I he had the courage to stay on in Paris as the German army advanced toward the city.
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    ELIZABETH MATHER
  

  Mrs. William G. Mather had an extraordinary, creative mind, with the capability of completing her plans. It is said she had a desk, paper and pen in the back of her Rolls Royce so as not to be wasting time just sitting in a car doing nothing.

  Mr. and Mrs. Mather were lovely and charming hosts. Mr. Mather, almost thirty years older, looked very young and handsome with his neat white mustache and alert, courteous manner.

  Mr. and Mrs. Mather gave inspiring and unusual New Year’s Day parties. She had young boys from Trinity Cathedral dressed in their choir robes singing for her guests. They would walk through the house carrying lighted candles and their alto voices sounded like angels on high.

  The Dean of Trinity Cathedral and several Episcopal Ministers were there. It made one realize the Christmas season was conceived in religion apart from our material world.

  In one room hot wassail was served from big silver bowls. In the dining room, you could have eggnog or anything else you chose to drink. (Most of the guests lingered in the dining room.)

  Her son, Jim Ireland, and his wife lived near the coal mines. His mother gave him a birthday party, turning a large room in her basement into the facsimilie of a coal mine. There were little cars of coal coming out the entrance of a coal mine. There wasn’t room at the party though for the faithful mule who, with one eye covered, ·took the miners into the mine. It was the most unique party ever given in Cleveland.

  Elizabeth Mather had her “Day at Home” every Thursday afternoon. During the winter, she received her guests in her house; in summer, tea, dainty sandwiches and cakes were served in her garden overlooking Lake Erie. Some members of the Garden Club of America were visiting Mrs. Mather on one of these afternoons, enjoying her gorgeous gardens and manicured lawn running all the way from Lakeshore Boulevard to the lake. She inquired what she could do for their pleasure. One guest, not realizing Lake Erie was a vast body of water, said she would enjoy a ride around the Lake.
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  This beautiful estate was named “Gwinn” in memory of Mr. William G . Mather’s mother. Elizabeth loved the beautiful aspects of life … and “Gwinn”, I think, is a fitting monument to her memory. To us who loved her, it is alive still with her eternal grace. Elizabeth Mather left “Gwinn” to her son, James D. Ireland, with the hope that he and his family would live there. She had also contemplated the idea of using the estate as a conference center. Cornelia and Jim Ireland decided to turn the property into a civic center though, and succeeded in accomplishing this with the cooperation of University Circle, Inc., an organization which Mrs. Mather helped to inspire.

  Mr. James Ireland has made “Gwinn” available for civic groups and out of town dignitaries to use for meetings, luncheons and dinners. Tea is served by the hostess from an exquisite tea service, replete with delicate porcelain cups and saucers. They have maintained the house with its original art treasures and English antique furniture; the exterior of the mansion has been restored to its original beauty.

  
    WILLIAM G. MATHER
  

  The strong character and moral fiber of Mr. William G. Mather is perfectly illustrated by this incident occurring while he was a student at Trinity College in Hartford, Connecticut. This college was run by the Episcopal Church. When a freshman, William carved his initials on a church pew in the Trinity Chapel. For this he was meted a one dollar fine by the college.

  Years later, still sorry about those initials, it was his wish to build a new chapel for Trinity College! Asked permission to do this, the Trinity trustees hastened to give their approval. They had no idea what a magnificent chapel Mr. Mather was planning to build.

  The chapel was built of grey flagstone. He also gave the musical chimes in the steeple; the clear notes of the hymns still ring over the campus.

  The pews by the chancel run the length of that chapel, facing each other, and both choir and students occupied them. Mr. Mather sent to England for artisans and skilled craftsmen to carve wooden figures of early Biblical saints and apostles. These delicately carved figures, painstakingly executed, were about three feet tall and placed at each entrance of the pews.

  No royal chapel in old England could be more beautiful. To my knowledge, carved wooden figures are in no other chapel in the United States.

  The Mather chapel was being built when the 1929 Crash occurred. Mr. Mather, like many of his friends, found it difficult having available funds to meet expenditures as construction progressed.

  For a time, the men worked on cheerfully without any pay, until Mr. Mather was able to reimburse them. They recognized the privilege of participating in such a lofty, spiritual endeavor.

  Devoted friendships developed among the workmen. After the Trinity chapel was completed, they celebrated for many years with dinner once a year.

  Mr. Mather was Dean of Trustees of the College until his death. At the time of the dedication of the new Trinity Chapel, Mr. Mather, in true modesty, stated he hoped the new chapel would in some way make up for his carved initials when he was a freshman student . . .

  Another side of William Mather’s personality reveals itself in the following anecdote:

  William Mather often took groups of friends or business associates out on the steamer “Pontiac”, which was the flagship of the Cleveland-Cliffs Corporation. Once, when he had a group of men aboard, the famous Peter White joined them at the Soo Locks.

  At dinner that night, one by one, the various men rose to toast Peter White with the champagne he loved. Peter’s face grew longer and longer though, as toast after toast was proposed and the bottle went lower and lower without his having had benefit of any of the ‘toast’.

  William Mather, noting the frustration of his honored guest, stood up; proclaimed: “We are on the steamer ‘Pontiac’ and I hereby decree what will be known hereafter as the ‘Pontiac Rule’. That he who is drunk to . . . may also, verily, drink!” Peter White’s face changed rapidly, and, immediately -he downed the biggest glass of champagne available.

  
    ED WYNN
  

  Ed Wynn was sponsored by Texaco on the national radio where he was known as the Fire Chief. He was the best tonic that we had during the depression and lifted up our spirits with his homespun jokes, old-fashioned philosophy and cheery laugh. One of his clever sayings was: “He invented an eleven foot pole for those you wouldn’t touch with a ten foot pole.”

  Later he had an hour program each week on television. In addition to his Fire Chief hat, he had many other hats which he would change often during his program. I think today his act would be considered rather corny and silly, but his kind, good, and gentle nature would be appreciated.

  My cousin, Bill Chisholm, was back at Yale for his reunion. His class sent Ed Wynn an invitation to come to Yale in June and be their guest for Commencement. Ed Wynn naturally thought of Yale’s June graduation class and concluded that he was to be given an Honorary Degree. Imagine the chagrin and embarrassment of the President of the Class who had to explain that the class had no authority to award honorary degrees, but that all the Yale class loved him and wanted him to join them as guest of honor in their good times.

  Texaco sent the entire Yale class Fireman hats and complete uniforms, even including their leggings, while all the other Yale Reunion classes had to buy their own costumes. I was invited to the Alpha Delta Phi fraternity house after the Yale-Harvard baseball game to meet Ed Wynn, their guest of honor. I was urged to waltz-clog on top of a table and to sing “Antoinette Burby” that Cole Porter had written for me. Ed Wynn liked my dancing and singing so much that he asked me to join his new musical show he was going to put on in the fall. I thanked him, but I refused as I wouldn’t want to be traveling on the road so much. I also told him that I enjoyed living at home with my mother.

  He asked me for my mother’s name, as he wanted to write her a note. I replied: “Mrs. Dudley B. Wick.” He said, “I don’t want her last name; I want her first name.” He wrote my mother on a wrapper of Handsome Dan smoking tobacco, which I still have, and said: “Dear Emma, I am captivated by your son’s dancing and singing and I have offered Warren a five-year contract to join my new musical show that will open in the fall in New York, but he prefers to stay with you. I want you to be my guest when we play in Cleveland. Yours, Ed Wynn.”

  
    STERLING BECKWITH
  

  Sterling Beckwith was a wonderful man. I loved him. He was the uncle of my University School classmate, Sterling Hubbard. My friend, Sterling Hubbard, was a marvelous athlete, the best pitcher University School ever had on their baseball team. But he never went to college. When he graduated from University School, he went right into the family store, Cowell and Hubbard. He did a fine job there for many years, but, in later years, got restless, and took to drinking. A very unfortunate situation, and one that affected the operation of the store.

  As a consequence of Sterling’s personal problem, his uncle, Sterling Beckwith, had to step in, both to help run the business and try to manage Sterling. The business would regularly end up each year in the red. Sterling Beckwirth, as fairy godfather of the store, was forced to attend annual meetings and ask, “How much is the debt this year?” Then he would write a check to cover the deficit -and they were back in business again. He was also responsible for building the beautiful Cowell and Hubbard edifice situated on the corner of Euclid Avenue and East Thirteenth Street.

  This heroic gentleman had been a great athlete in his day. In the early years he won bicycle races and, later, was a champion golfer as well as one of the founders of the Shaker Heights Country Club. He was famous for his Sunday Golf Bag with three clubs. It was his habit, when I knew him, after lunching at the Union Club, to lie on a leather couch in the front lounge with a handkerchief over his eyes. It was my pleasure to occasionally call for him there, motoring him home to Magnolia Drive, where he lived with his half-sister, Mrs. Hubbard. Sometimes, when they invited me to stay for dinner, the waitress would bring him a silver tray with at least a half dozen different bottles of medicine, which, as the different courses progressed, he would take in succession.

  My favorite story concerning Sterling Beckwith shows his kindness and generosity. When incumbent upon him to send a wedding present to some young couple of acquaintance, he was sensitive to the fact that the bride would probably prefer to make her own selection. So, he devised a little scenerio, one that was sure to satisfy everyone. He went to his store, Cowell and Hubbard (favorite place for fine gifts of the day), and asked one of his best salesclerks, “What do we have here costing about $75 and so homely that a bride will surely return it to make her own selection?” The clerk didn’t hesitate: “Mr. Beckwith, here’s a lavender vase that’s just what you’re looking for! It comes back unfailingly.”

  “Good!” he said. “In the future, when I mail cards to a bride who is the daughter of a good friend, send That.” So, the bride inevitably brought back that vase; she would have the pleasure of selecting, at his store, something of her own liking.

  




  
  





My Yale Days
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  Choosing one’s college was uppermost on the minds of students at University School. The college of my choice was unusual: Cornell; for engineering. A choice based solely on the fact my beloved older brother, Dudley, had gone there. Of course he belonged there because of his brilliance in science and engineering -talents that I did not share! But I wanted to emulate him. To enter Cornell, one was required only to have a diploma from a good school, such as U.S., and to pass one modern language and mathematics examination.

  Yale and other Ivy League colleges required one to pass the College Board Examinations, or, their equivalent: Yale’s own examinations. My classmates planning to apply to Yale were permitted to divide these 24 exams over the last three years at U.S.

  Being a “Yale Man” was a tradition in my family tracing back to the early 1700’s, when distant ancestral grandfathers were among the first graduates of that esteemed establishment. So, of course, in every respect, Yale was a more likely place for me. Several of my classmates, bound for Yale, felt that way too, and never gave up urging me to join them. Mike Wilson, Frank Dangler and Spence Murfey visited Yale during Christmas vacation. While in New Haven they signed, along with their signatures, my name to a Freshman year contract to room at Mrs. Benham’s, 396 Temple Street. Swayed by their interest and my own sentimentality, I decided to try to join them at Yale and to accomplish the almost impossible: take all 24 entrance exams at one time, in June of 1906!

  Whereas my friends had gradually met this requirement in taking the tests over a three year period, I no longer had that option. Yale required passing Latin grammar, Julius Caesar and Cicero. Since never having studied Cicero, I spent all Easter vacation being tutored by Mr. Cabell. In June I took all 24 examinations, in four continuous days, with no breaks between subjects to review or cram. The result was I passed 12 of the required subjects.

  The Yale Registrar wrote advising me to repeat senior year, assuring me that, based on the results of the tests I had passed, I could enter a year later. But by this time I was determined to join my friends in that falJ’s class. So I spent the summer at the Fox Tutoring School, in sultry New Haven, instead of at Cape Cod with my parents, enjoying the sea breezes. And in the September examinations I successfully completed the required 21 subjects, entering Yale with three conditions still requiring passage the following June. But, because of good work during Freshman year, Yale waived this requirement.

  Our Freshman class entered the Sheffield Scientific School of Yale University with enrollment of 4ll; the Academic School had 376.

  Our rooms Freshman year were ideal -a large living room, with three windows facing Temple Street, plus two bedrooms and bath, adjacent to the railroad bridge. At the start, trains at night awakened me, but I soon became used to them. Tradition was to try to burn down the bridge, though, not surprisingly, our annual attempt failed, as in all previous years. We did bring down the Fire Department, which provided our class with some excitement on Freshman Row. We wanted to have the same fun enjoyed by the previous Freshman classes.

  In 1906 there was no electricity, only gas. We used, for studying, welsbach burners in our lamps. The burners, an improvement over kerosene lamps, of course preceded the electric light.

  We used different colored pen holders, with usually a stub, or Spencerian fine point, pen slipping into the end of the holder. I still have a solid gold pen my Father used. “Waterman Ideal Fountain Pens” were then just coming into vogue.

  Sealing wax was popular. Envelopes of correspondence were sealed with wax impregnated with the writer’s personal seal, giving it individuality. The waxes were of many different colors, from gold to black.

  Freshman year Mother gave me a gold signet ring: the Wick Coat of Arms was deeply engraved on it by an engraver in the U.S. Treasury Department. It made for a deep impression in my wax seals.

  During my years at Yale there was very little drinking. Particularly no hard liquors. Chiefly beer, and that in moderation. Rolling one’s own cigarettes was very popular -and economical. Packets of correct sized papers and tobacco helped many to become exact rollers, and edges were lick-sealed. Mechanical rollers also were available, but the cigarette manufacturers withdrew the “makings” to force smokers to buy their many factory-made brands. Brands such as Sweet Capolal and Ramasies were popular.

  Pipes also were very popular, and my early purchase Freshman year was a pipe with “Y” centered between 0 and 9 (inlaid in silver). The reigning pipe tobacco was “Handsome Dan”, named for the Yale Mascot Bull Dog.

  In November came the exciting “Tap” day election to fraternities and societies. I was fortunate being elected to the Cloister Club and Book and Snake Society.

  We Freshmen were only allowed witnessing Varsity games from top rows of the end sections of the stand. We were justly proud of our team tying Princeton 0-0 and beating Harvard 6-0. I enjoyed playing in the Yale Band at rallies and football games.

  Christmas exams came upon us with dread, and 74 of our class failed to survive the ordeal.

  I had the good fortune to sing in a quartet with Caesar Lohman, George Pomeroy pnd Meade Minnigerole. These three were to found the Whiffenpoofs before they graduated in 1910.

  There were many festivities and traditional events highlighting our Yale days -and nights. The Promenade was the weekend of January 9, 1909. Several Cleveland girls from various finishing schools were in attendance. I was glad to have Janet Dodge from Briarcliffe School for both the Cloister Cotillion and Prom. (She later married John Garfield.)

  I had, a few weeks before graduating, a harrowing experience. My roommate, Ted Watson, received from his parents a four-cylinder Buick for a graduation present. One Sunday we drove to Fairhill, Connecticut to spend the day with some friends. Returning home that night we had a flat tire. Repairing the blow-out in the darkness took a couple of hours.

  We arrived in New Haven late that night, and from sheer exhaustion overslept the next morning. As it happened, throughout our college years Watson and I had eight o’clock classes, our last names being in the second half of the alphabet. Our lucky classmates with names in the first half had nine o’clock classes.

  What should we do? We had used up all our “cuts”, and the one more would prevent us from graduating. My roommate had a brainstorm: he suggested that we obtain a statement from a doctor declaring we were ill. I knew a doctor who lived around the corner, and a Yale graduate. He arrived shortly after we telephoned him.

  We alerted our black houseman, “Doc” Richardson, about the other doctor’s imminent visit. “Doc” Richardson was a Baptist minister, whose sermons we wrote for him sermons that had more words from chemistry books than the Bible. He was mighty proud of his explications and admired “all them big words.”

  So exuberant were we over our sick leave, we were engaged in a pillow fight when Doc called up the stairs: “You boys better stop rough-housing and get back in bed. The doctor is at the door.”

  Ted told the doctor we had the gripes; that last night we had gone to Savon Rock Amusement Park near Yale, that we had ordered pancakes and beer -then more pancakes and beer -and still more pancakes and beer. Now, not willing to stand being accused of all that beer guzzling, as one glass had always been my limit, I called out to the doctor that it was not true!

  The doctor looked at Ted’s rosy cheeks and twinkling eyes, and, smiling the while, wrote on his prescription pad that we were sick. We graduated, and I have never missed a reunion. I am going to attend my seventieth this year.

  The Yale Alumni Musical Comedies were an attractive feature staged each year for 27 years. The performance immediately followed the annual meeting’ and dinner of the Cleveland Yale Alumni Association at the University Club. I enjoyed being in each show. These musicals were all written and performed by Yale graduates, and were rehearsed through the winter with serious interest. The scenery and costumes were designed by Yale architects, the orchestra made up of Yale musicians.

  In 1911, just two years after I graduated from Yale, I was in another Yale show, in which I was cast as “Antoinette Burby”. The author wrote as explanation that she was a farmer’s daughter from a farm in nearby Derby, Connecticut. She had the courage to go to New Haven to try getting a job slinging hash at the Taft Hotel. I relayed this information to Cole Porter in a long night telegram. Cole was then a student at Yale, busy writing wonderful, clever shows for his fraternity, DKE, Delta Kappa Epsilon; football songs; and music for other occasions. I urged him to write a song about the farmer’s daughter arriving at Yale. In about a week’s time he very kindly sent on his original music and the hill song, in three verses and three different choruses. The first two verses tell of her exploits with college students; the final of her return to mother and her job milking the cows. I was the first person ever to sing this song, on the 24th of March, 1911 at the University Ciub. This college song has since of course become very popular, and I have been called upon to sing this famous Yale song ever since.

  Elton Hoyt and Leonard Hanna, in New York at the Yale Club for lunch in January 1924, were asked, “Aren’t you going to stay and see our Yale show tonight?” They had indeed planned to leave for Cleveland that afternoon, but, decided to stay over. The show came across so great that they said to Cole Porter, who wrote much of it, and to others: “This is a great show. When are you going to put it on again?” To which the reply was, “Oh, we rehearsed it this winter just to put it on for this performance. We didn’t plan to do it again.” Elton and Leonard invited them to bring it to Cleveland. They said: “We will, if you’ll get up a fund, and provide a private sleeping car and dining car.”

  They arrived March 22,1924. A group of us met the cast, at the Doan Street Railroad station, and took them to Leonard Hanna’s house.

  Cole Porter was asked if he’d time to write something special tying the show in to Cleveland. He said no, they’d all been busy, and had only the same show they’d put on at the Yale Club in New York, January. But, that wasn’t the end of the matter. Leonard said Cole must close himself in his library, where he had a small upright piano moved. The butler was there with drinks and, closing the door, they told Cole he couldn’t come out until he’d written the song. 20 or 30 minutes later, Cole sheepishly asked, “Can I come out now? I have a song.” The song being, “Let’s Make It Cleveland.” Not untimely, it was about prohibition, 1924 being the heart of it.

  Cole sang it himself at the University Club, that night in Cleveland, and received a standing ovation. He went back to New York; lost the song. 20 years later I retranscribed the song from memory, music and lyrics. I’m sure I’ve reproduced it exactly as Cole originally wrote it, if for no other reason than that I’ve sung it continuously all those intervening years.

  “LET’S MAKE IT CLEVELAND”
 Composed by COLE PORTER Y’13 March 22, 1924
 In Leonard Hanna’s (Y’13) library, especially for the
 Yale Show, Uniuersity Club
 Cleveland, March 22, 1924

  After the show Cole took his original back to N.Y.C., and lost it. So the music and words were transcribed from memory, 20 years later, by Warren C. Wick Y’09; but, I’m sure it’s just as Cole wrote it, as I’ve sung it continuously ever since.

  I gave the music and lyrics to the Cole Porter collection at Yale’s Beineke Rare Library October 19, 1968.

  “Come on my dearie, Beside Lake Erie,
 We are going to settle down.
 Out in Ohio, Oh me, Oh my Oh,
 I know the grandest town.
 Cleveland!
 That’s the title of this ditty,
 Cleveland!
 It’s the famous Forest City,
 Cleveland!
 Where they’ve got the ammunition,
 Cleveland!
 To prohibit prohibition,
 Cleveland!
 Praise the Lord and sing Hosanna,
 Cleveland!
 It’s the home of Hoyt and Hanna.
 Cleveland! Cleveland! Cleveland!
 Cleveland’s such a grand old town,
 There’s such real he-men, Y -A-L-E men.
 The kind that drink it down,
 Way down!
 They’re slicker at drinking liquor
 Than any men I know.
 So we won’t go beggin’
 When we start boot-leggin’
 Out in Cleveland, O-hi-o.
 Some say Toledo is full of speedo-o,
 And rate Alliance by quarts and pints.
 In Marietta; tho’ folks know bettah,
 They’re gettin’ wettah and wettah and wettah!
 The wine in Akron is sweet as sacchrine,
 The beer is cooler in Ashtabuler,
 The drink in Dayton more stimulatin’
 But just you wait and see.”
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  I am asked by so many people: TO WHAT DO I ATTRIBUTE MY LONG AND ACTIVE LIFE. I will be 94 on my next birthday. I usually answer, facetiously, “Pick the right grandparents! Stay thin and eat little or no salt, as it hardens the arteries. Doctors advise a drink before dinner as beneficial to older people. Exercise, keep busy helping others and lead an, interesting life. Enjoy hobbies.”

  Seriously, I believe my perfect wife, Mildred and my son, Calhoun are responsible for my well-being. They have brought me only happiness. Their kindness and consideration creates contentment and peace of mind for me.

  Love is a healing benediction and the power of love is limitless. My faith in my wife and son and my faith in God sustain me.
 I never go to sleep at night without first saying my prayers, to express thankfulness for my many blessings.

  Warren Corning Wick

  May, 1979

  
    [image: Warren, Calhoun and Mildred]
    Warren, Calhoun and Mildred
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