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PREFACE

It would be sad to see the story of the Theodore Jackson (“T. J.”) and Cassander/Cassandra/Cassie
(Hanes) Ream family lost to history. Unfortunately, Dave Ream, who knew their story best and
travelled in their footsteps across Ohio, lowa, and Kansas, is gone. He had planned to write up the
Ream history after his retirement, but it moved down his long list of priorities.

Caitlin kindly sent me some of Dave’s research papers which contained a letter from Dave describing a
scene at the Dallas library when he tried years ago to get his nephew Darren interested in family
history research. After an hour of digging through the 1880 Census, Darren was thoroughly bored and
pleaded, “But Uncle Dave, just give me the book that tells everything about the family.” “Well, there
ain’t no such book,” lamented Dave, “there are all these bits and pieces that someday someone
should put into a manageable form.”

Admittedly, this is a poor substitute for what Dave or others could have written. But | feel that, as time
passes, this family should somehow be remembered. Although more “bits and pieces” will
undoubtedly come to light in the future, we have enough now to begin putting the family story
together. | have tried to incorporate Dave’s preliminary writings as much as possible.

With a special thanks to John Ream for his informative website, Chris Ream for the numerous pictures
posted on John's site, Nancy Ream Rose for her encouragement and boxes of Ream “goodies,” Caitlin
Ream Cowan for sharing her father’s research, and the many family “savers” of letters, pictures, and
written memories ... this manuscript is for you, Darren, and anyone else who just wants to read “the
book.”

Carol Wallace Kleppinger



NUMBERING SYSTEM

I have elected to use the Modified Register System for this manuscript, which is one of the current
recommended systems. It seems to be user-friendly and less awkward than some of the others.

Each generation is presented, starting at the oldest and working forward. All members of the
generation are presented before going on to the next generation.

Each person is given three types of numbers: an Identifying Number to uniquely identify the individual,
a Generation Number to indicate the generation into which that person falls, and a Birth Order Number to
denote his/her birth order within the nuclear family.

|Generation Number |
| |
3 Florence Blanche? Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 18 May 1886 at Damascus,
OH; died 4 Nov 1972 at Peru, NE. She married 25 June 1913 at Topeka, KS, Donald Frank Stanley,
born 7 May 1890 at Lawrence, KS, died 11 Oct 1978 at Lincoln, NE. They are both buried at Peru, NE.

Children of Florence Blanche? Ream and Donald Frank Stanley:

+ 10 i Robert “Bob” Wood? Stanley, born 24 Dec 1914 at Topeka, KS.
+ 11 ii. Florence Elizabeth “Betty” Stanley, born 4 Aug 1920 at Mankato, KS.
T
Udentifying Number|

[Birth Order Number|

A plus sign (+) beside the name indicates there will be expanded information in a later generation.
Refer to the identifying number to find the name.

Don't confuse generation numbers and endnote numbers. Normally, if a superscript follows a given
name immediately, it is a generation number.




Theodore Jackson Ream
b. 14 Apr 1853
d. 30 Jan 1918

ANCESTRY CHART

Abraham P. Ream
b. 1 Feb 1821
d. 9 Jan 1885

Abraham Ream
b. 24 Aug 1747
d. Aug 1817

Cassander/Cassandra Hanes
b. 25 Nov 1858
d. 24 July 1947

Sarah Hannah Moore
b. 9 March 1830
d. 26 Nov 1892

Peter Ream Elizabeth Neidig
b. 5 Oct 1786 b. 1749
d. 6 Feb 1858 d. 1786
Stephen Smith
d. 1802
Barbara Ann Smith Maria “Mary”
b. July 1789 Straub/Stroup/Troup
d. 12 Apr 1855 d. ca 1807/8

Joseph Moore, Sr.

Thomas Hanes
b. 21 Feb 1829/30
d. 11 Nov 1919

Margaret Ann Dain
b. 12 Feb 1831
d. 28 May 1904

b. 2 July 1760
d. 1858
Joseph Moore, Jr. Sarah Van Dyke
b. 3 Apr 1795 b. 1761
d. 23 March 1787 d. 7 May 1837
Margaret Baird
b. 1806
d. 18 July 1835
Abraham Hanes
b. 1798
d. 17 Dec 1887
Harriet (Johnson) Harkens
b. ca 1800
d.ca 1834
Thomas Dain
b.ca 1755
d. 17 Sep 1841
Robert Dain
b.ca 1798 Nancy?
d. 1 June 1882 d. 3 Oct 1851

Elizabeth Henderson
b. ca 1800
d. 24 Feb 1880

Frederick Henderson
d. 15 Jan 1856

Margaret
d. 17 Nov 1837




FIRST GENERATION

THEODORE JACKSON REAM — CASSANDER HANES REAM

By any measuring stick, T. J. and Cassie were a remarkable couple who still evoke family pride, even
after many decades have passed. T. J. was a Methodist minister whose church transferred him
numerous times (as was the norm) across three states.

Two of T. J.’s sons used the word “mercurial” to describe him. Jay Ream described his father as “full
of sparkle, and occasionally of gloom.” But he was also an innovative person as evidenced by his 1890
patent for a fountain attachment for a blacking-brush, and even performed home orthodontics on his
son Jay by using a block of wood to move his teeth

Joe wrote that his mother Cassie “was the stabilizing influence in the family.” Jay said his mother was
“always working, going her even-tempered way.” Life in the late 1800s was truly a lot of work — no
electricity, no plumbing, transportation by horses which required much maintenance, heating by wood
or coal stoves. (See Jay’s autobiography for more details.) In addition, this family loaded all of their
possessions and five children (Joe was born later) onto a wagon every |-3 years, and traveled to the
next Methodist-assigned town.

In spite of this (or perhaps because of this), T. J. and Cassie’s family of six children remained close
despite the 23-year age difference between the oldest (Frank) and the youngest (Joe). They all went
on to have interesting and inspiring lives of their own. Even though T. J. and Cassie were the first from
their families to ever see a college classroom, they stressed education. All of their children graduated
from college and married college graduates, a remarkable accomplishment for a family of very modest
means, at the turn of the century in an area of the Midwest just a few years removed from the
frontier. Four earned advanced degrees. All thirteen grandchildren are also college graduates.

This is a broad outline of their lives. For Cassie’s autobiography and additions by her granddaughter
Betty Stanley Wallace, see Appendix A, page 152.

1 Theodore Jackson® “T. J.” Ream (also called Thad as a boy), born 14 April 1853 at Greentown,
OH, died 30 Jan 1918 at Topeka KS.! He married 16 Nov 1878, at Norwich, OH, Cassander Hanes
(Cassie or sometimes spelled Cassandra), born 25 Nov 1858 at Norwich, OH; died 24 July 1947 at
Topeka, KS. Both are buried at Mt. Hope Cemetery, Topeka, KS in the South Memorial Section. Cassie
said that she was baptized Cassander, so that was her real name—she was named for a step-
grandmother whose name was Cassander. They had six sons, including one who died in infancy, and
one daughter.

T. J. was the son of Abraham or Abram P. and Sarah Hannah (Moore) Ream. Abraham was born 1 Feb
1821, died 9 Jan 1885 at Greentown, OH. Sarah Hannah Moore was born 9 March 1830 in Lake
Township, Stark Co., OH; died 26 Nov 1892 at Greentown, OH. They married 16 March 1848 at Stark
Co., OH.

Cassie was the daughter of Thomas “Tommy” and Margaret Ann (Dain) Hanes. Tommy was born 21



Feb 1830 in Muskingum County, OH, and died 11 Nov 1919. Margaret was born 12 Feb 1831 in
Muskingum County, OH, and died 28 May 1904. They are both buried at Garden Grove, lowa.

To begin T.J.”s story, | am using the introduction that Dave Ream wrote:?

T. ). grew up on the family farm near Greentown. | suspect that his chief boyhood
activities were farm chores, school, and church. His father, A. P. Ream, was a lay
minister in the Methodist church at Greentown. He (and presumably T. J.’s mother)
was very religious and God-fearing. It seems obvious that his father’s beliefs and
activities were a strong influence on T. J.; the enthusiasm and deep dedication he
inherited were probably the primary reasons he decided to become a Methodist

minister.

T.J.,age 17, 1870

T.J., age 19, 1872

From an early age, T. J. was immersed in Bible studies and Sunday School classes.
[As evidenced by this Exhorter’s License,] he was doing a bit of preaching by his early

20s.
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T. J. 's 1874 hand-written “Exhorter’s License”
for the Methodist Episcopal Church,
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T. J. may have also taught school in addition to farm work before he began to pursue
the ministry. A 1909 newspaper article states that he taught three years near
Greentown dfter he attended Mount Union College. We know that timeline is wrong,
but it’s logical that the three years of teaching may have occurred before Mount.
Union.?

T. J. knew that he wanted to be a fully qualified Methodist minister. To achieve that
goal, he had to spend some time in a college that would offer the courses he
needed for qualification. In 1876 he enrolled at Mount Union College, a Methodist
school in Alliance, Ohio, 16 miles from his home town of Greentown. His studies
concentrated on Logic, Rhetoric, and Hebrew — the sort of curriculum that would
prepare him for the ministry; this was clearly his goal. He also conducted Bible
classes for other students. At Mount Union, T. J. lived in the home of Professor and
Mrs. Brush, a typical student lodging arrangement at that time.

T. J.’s chief social activity at Mount Union College was the Cosmian Literary Society.
College literary societies were very popular in the late 1800s; they provided
entertainment for fellow students and townspeople. Every Friday night, the
Cosmian and other groups presented a full and lively program of debates on current
social and political issues, oration, music, dance, and “gossip.” T. J. was a charter
member of Cosmian, helped organize it, and was active throughout his Mount
Union career.

It was also at Mount Union College that T. J. Ream met Cassie Hanes.
Let’s briefly leave T. J. at Mount Union College, and catch up with Cassie.

Cassie Hanes grew up in Norwich, Ohio, a small town in east central Ohio. The 1870 census (when
Cassie lived there) reported 268 people, but the population has since dwindled to 102 (2010 census).

9



In a separate letter, Dave Ream wrote his impressions of Norwich:*

It's a sleepy, down-at-the-heels place whose nineteenth century past is
more impressive than its present-day; among other highlights, it was a stage coach
stop on the National Road, with restaurants, overnight inns, stables, etc.

Tommy Hanes [Cassie’s father] was not very successful at farming, nor
apparently at any other business endeavor. During the 25-30 years of his adult,
married life in the Norwich area, he lost a couple of small farms, did “odd jobs” for
others, and generally “hung around” Norwich. Sometime in the 1870s, he gave up
farming completely and moved his family to a house on Main Street owned and
occupied by Margaret Ann’s [Cassie’s mother] parents, Robert and Elizabeth Dain
(who had retired from farming).

The “Dain-Hanes” house was a simple wooden frame structure [see photo
below] ... It was torn down about 1980. This is where Cassie lived as a teenager, as a
teacher in the school less than 100 yards away, and up until her marriage to T. J.
Ream, attended the Methodist church behind the house.

There is a photo of the old schoolhouse [included in Cassie’s autobiography
on page 153]; now long gone, it was a barnlike structure just to the left (west) of the
Methodist church. This is where Cassie and her siblings attended school, and where
she taught.

Cassie went through the grades at the one-room school in Norwich. It is not clear whether she ever
graduated from high school. At age 15 she became the teacher in the same one-room school with as
many as 48 students under her charge. Her daughter Florence later added more details, “She began
teaching in the Norwich school in September when she was 15. She taught there two years and taught
grades 1 to 4, and another teacher had the grades 5 to 8. She was paid $15 a month. She lived with
some relative, | think it was Grandmother Dain, and paid her $5 a month for room and board. She
managed to save enough to finance a term at Mount Union College.”

The Dain-Hanes house in Norwich, Ohio,
owned by Cassie’s grandparents, Robert and
Elizabeth Dain. Cassie lived here while
teaching in the Norwich school and paid rent
to her grandparents. It has since been torn
down.

One story told by granddaughter Betty Wallace is that Cassie wanted a break from teaching due to a
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problem with some of the parents during her second year. In her class were a couple of “colored”
children, to whom she devoted as much attention as she gave to the white students. This equal
treatment apparently was not acceptable to the community.

Cassie spent one semester (winter 1876-77) at Mount Union in the Intermediate and Teacher’s
course; this short course was specifically designed to train teachers from the rural and small-town
areas of Ohio. At Mount Union, Cassie took courses in algebra, philosophy, and rhetoric —and met T.J.
Ream.

Dave Ream writes that Cassie was a student in one of T. J.s Bible classes. Perhaps that was true. Their
daughter Florence also tells this story, “There one form of recreation was the spelling bee, which she
attended one evening. A young man by the name of Ream was a leader and had first choice. He spoke
out in a clear voice, ‘l choose Miss Hanes.” And she proudly headed his line.”>

Continuing with Dave’s introduction to the T. J. — Cassie story:

Note that there is some discrepancy (as much as one year in some instances)
between Mount Union records and Ream family accounts as to the dates T. J. and
Cassie attended the college. The dates listed by the family appear a bit more logical
to me, so for the most part I've adopted them in this account.

T. J. did not graduate from Mount Union College, and he had at least one extended
break from his studies (in Spring 1877). It appears that he was a student in Fall 1876,
part of the Winter 1876-77 term, Summer 1877, and part of the Fall 1877, after
which there is no further record of his attendance. The most logical and appealing
explanation for his relatively short stay at Mount Union was his eagerness to
become a practicing Methodist minister. In the fall of 1877, he was a 24 %-year-old
sophomore who knew exactly what he wanted to do with his life, and saw no reason
to delay his career further. His coursework appears to provide enough academic
exposure to satisfy the requirements of the Methodist church.

The Main Building at Mt. Union College in
Alliance, Ohio as it looked to Cassie and T.J.
It was later renamed Chapman Hall and still

stands today. Mount Union College was
one of the early co-educational colleges in
Ohio.

In the fall of 1877, T. J. Ream journeyed to the central Kansas frontier to explore
opportunities for young Methodist ministers. He made contact with the Presiding
Elder of the Kansas Circuit (a Dr. Dearborne), and apparently made whatever
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arrangements were necessary to become a fully certified Methodist minister. How
long he stayed in Kansas on this particular trip is not clear, but | do know that in the
summer of 1878 he was serving the “Venango Charge,” a pioneer area southwest of
Salina.

T. J. corresponded regularly with Cassie during this 1878 stay in Kansas. Meanwhile Cassie had
returned to teaching in Norwich. She later wrote in her autobiography of her eager conversion from
Presbyterian to Methodist at the age of 14, and her earlier interest in a different young man who
aspired to become a Methodist minister. Reflecting on T. J., Cassie writes, “One day while on my
knees, the Lord made it plain to me that | should accept his proposals. In November of ‘78, when |
was not quite 20 years old, he came to claim me as his bride, so | have been Mrs. Ream ever since, a
promise | have never regretted.”

They were married at Norwich in 1878 by Cassie’s family pastor, a Presbyterian, interestingly. Cassie
heard T.J. preach for the first time, and they traveled to Greentown so Cassie could meet his family.
Then they left for Kansas to begin their lives together as “servants of the Lord.” T.J. had been admitted
on a trial basis to the Kansas Methodist conference in 1877.

And thus began TJ’s official ministry with the Methodist church, which, over his lifetime, encompassed
18 appointments in three states. In the Methodist church, ministers are appointed to individual
churches by the regional conference that serves that area. The frequent reassignment of ministers
was, and still is, a common Methodist practice.

Photos of Cassie and T.J. at
the time of their wedding.

Cassie, age 20, 1878

T.J. age 25, 1878

T. ). REAM’S MINISTERIAL RECORD¢

Kansas Conference

1878 Venango, Kansas 3 % months
1879 Delphos, Kansas 1yrs
1880 Russell, Kansas lyr
East Ohio Conference
1881 Neeleyville, Ohio ly

12



1882 Byesville, Ohio 2 yrs

1884 Summerfield, Ohio lyr

1885 Damascus, Ohio lyr

1886 Supernumerary (inactive -- returned 1yr
to Greentown, Ohio)

1887 Columbiana, Ohio 2yrs
Kansas Conference

1889 Auburn, Kansas 3yrs

1892 Topeka, Kansas — Lowman Chapel 3% yrs
Des Moines Conference

1895 Harlan, lowa 4 yrs

1899 Corning, lowa 2yrs

1901 Bedford, lowa 3yrs

1904 Mount Ayr, lowa 1%yrs
Kansas Conference

1906 Clay Center, Kansas 2yrs

1908 Kansas City -- Central Ave. Church lyr

1909 Topeka District Superintendent 6 yrs

1915 Hiawatha, Kansas 2yrs

1917 Field Agent, Methodist Home 11 mos.

for the Aged, Topeka, Kansas

Total service (less supernumerary) = 39 years

Kansas Conference (1878 — 1881). Venango — Delphos — Russell

This area of Kansas was still in the pioneer years when T. J. and Cassie were there. Many of the
parishioners whom they served lived in dugouts and sod houses, and Cassie later mentioned to her
granddaughter Betty that they were infested with fleas.

Much of T. J.”s work in Kansas was as a “Circuit Preacher,” traveling a few days from place to place to
deliver sermons and minister to the spiritual needs of pioneer farmers. From a history of Delphos,
Kansas: “T. J. Ream ... succeeded Rev. Jones in the spring of 1879. He was not here long until a Kansas
cyclone passed through Delphos and twisted the new church building on its foundation. It was soon
replaced and during his pastorate of one year the spiritual life of the church was at high tide.”’

In 1880, T. J was admitted as a Deacon to the Methodist church (the equivalent of today’s ordained
minister).

With the birth of their first child Frank in 1880, Cassie and T.J. were feeling the need to be closer
geographically to their families and requested a transfer to Ohio.

East Ohio Conference (1881 — 1889). Neeleyville - Byesville — Summerfield — Damascus — Columbiana

13



Cassie at Neelyville, Ohio, ca 1881

According to the Byesville church historian, T. J. was put in charge of the Byesville Circuit comprised of
churches at Byesville, Hartford, and Lore City. Also during his tenure, the parsonage at Byesville was
built for $1010.00 and used for 93 years. It was eventually torn down to expand the parking lot.?

- - Rﬁ‘;:i‘{i's‘#:};el ‘I:"‘ ! i Véii"‘* **)?Z¥ - 752 A XIS n.{ !.'.?nl.:.n) L
Sketch of the church at Byesville, Ohio ministered by T. J. The women of the Byesville, OH congregation gave
When the new church was built in 1907, this building was this cake plate to Cassie when she left Byesville in
moved to the back of the lot and served as Sunday School 1884.

rooms. It was later torn down. The bell was saved and now
hangs in the present church tower.

14
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Cassie and T.J. Ream. Church at Damascus, OH, where T.J. preached 1885 — 1886. An early custom was
that men and women entered separate doors and sat in separate pews. It’s not
known when that custom stopped, but the church still had two doors when T. J.
was there. During T. J.’s time it was lighted by oil lamps.

The building still stands today, although it now has a basement, a tower on the
right side of the building, and one center door. It is no longer a Methodist church.

The Methodist church in Damascus did not own a parsonage until 1901, so it was the custom for the
ministers to live in rented houses in the village.

After these years in Ohio, T. J. and Cassie opted to return to the “sunshine and bracing breezes” of
Kansas. Their son Frank later wrote, “There is always something intriguing in the wide open spaces of
a new country. Father felt it and responded when he left the decadent existence of Ohio and went to
the unfenced Jack-rabbit runs of Kansas.”®

As they left the Ohio conference, T. J. received several letters of recommendation including this
glowing 1889 letter from W. L. Dixon, Presiding Elder of the Cambridge Ohio Methodist district:

“To any Elder or Conference of the M.E. Church interested in the effective
ministry of Rev. T.J. Ream, | desire to speak a word in favor. He served the
Summerfield circuit the first year of my supervision of this District, 1884-5. As a
worker he was thorough, aggressive and moved with unabating zeal. Each interest
of the church received his personal attention, and hence there was a general
advancement of the work of the Master within his pastorate.

Sister Ream is a model Christian lady, very efficient in church work, and
supplements the work of her husband, contributing no little to his noted success as
a Methodist preacher.”

Auburn, Kansas (1889 — 1892).

III

Little is known about the family at Auburn, Kansas, although Cassie wrote it was a quiet, “peacefu
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town. Auburn lies about 15 miles southwest of Topeka. It boasted a population of 100 in the 1880
census.

Topeka, Kansas (Lowman Chapel) (1892 — 1895)

Drawing of the
1886 Lowman
Chapel in Topeka,
KS.

While living in Topeka, the family lived at 1124 Prospect St., which later became 1124 SW Garfield
Ave. when the street changed names. Dwight was born there in 1892 and Merrill in 1893. Cassie wrote
that she “never felt more tied down than at this time.” This probably influenced T. J.’s decision to
apply to the lowa conference so Cassie could be closer to family support. Cassie’s parents had moved
from Ohio to lowa in 1881, and were settled in Garden Grove.

Harlan, lowa (1895 — 1899).

The Harlan Methodist church history states that “Rev. Theodore J. Ream came as a stranger to a new
conference district and charge. It was decided to hire a ‘chorister’ at $50 a year. The church had 370

full members and 42 probationers for a total of 412 members. One hundred new Methodist hymnals
were purchased for $30, along with revival books. It was noted that now was the time to build a new
church.”*°

16



Methodist
parsonage at
Harlan, lowa. One
of the Shetland
ponies mentioned
in Cassie’s
autobiography can
be seen.

T. J. Ream a Harn lowa. . - The same ouse as above at Harlan, lowa, 1994.
At the end of his first year at Harlan, T. J. report to the Methodist Conference that he had “preached

during the year 145 sermons, attended 6 funerals, solemnized 12 marriages, made 192 Pastoral calls,
baptized 47 adults, 11 by immersion and 36 by sprinkling.”**

17
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Laying the cornerstone for the new Methodist church in Harlan, lowa, 12 Sep 1899. The building was built at a
cost of $13,000. The arrow points to Rev. T. J. Ream, hatless, in the section of people standing above. The woman
next to him might be Cassie.

Harlan, lowa United Methodist Church after completion. T.J. A series of stained-glass windows in the church
laid the cornerstone at the end of his term, so it’s unlikely he commemorates its pastors.
ever preached here.

Corning, lowa (1899 — 1901).

The current Methodist church in Corning was built in 1909 (after T. J. Ream left) on the site of the old
church. Itis located at 9th & Nodaway. It is a very pretty building and has an impressive pipe organ
which dates from 1913. The one piece of the old church remaining is the old bell on display outside
the church.

18



Sketch of the old Corning, lowa
Methodist Church where T. J.
preached.

The parsonage was located two blocks west just across the street north of the high school at 9th &
Washington, on land now occupied by a nursing home. According to the church history, the
parsonage had been built in 1873. Cassie's complaints in her autobiography about the old house
apparently didn't go unheeded, for they tore down the old parsonage in 1902 just after they left
Corning, and built a new one.

Jay wrote that his father T. J. “loved to plan business ventures.” Sometimes they didn’t work out. A
1904 article in the Corning, lowa newspaper supports this. T. J. sued Mary & Sarah Shelledy. T. J. had
purchased a $300 note and mortgage in 1901. In 1904 the Shelledys paid off the mortgage through
the Corning Savings Bank, which issued a check to T. J. In the meantime, the bank failed and the check
was void.*

Walnut Grove Cemetery at the north end of town contains the grave of Theodore Jackson Jr., the baby
who only lived two days. Dave Ream installed a marker for the baby in 1994.

Bedford, lowa (1901- 1904).

The Methodist Church in Bedford is still a beautiful little church in great condition (1994), with a
modern educational wing built on. It was built in 1887. The original building is much the same as
when T. J. was the minister.

The pews are arranged in a semi-circular fashion, and there are a bevy of large stained-glass windows.
Three smaller stained-glass windows decorate the podium area. The doors leading into the sanctuary
have beveled and stained-glass windows, and open beams crisscross the ceiling. The church was
originally built without a basement; a basement was excavated under the church in 1915. Until 1915,
many of the meetings and social events were therefore held at the large parsonage, as Cassie
suggested in her autobiography.

The parsonage was located one block away at 808 Madison, and it remained the parsonage until 1975.
It is now broken up into apartments.

19



Cassie and T. J. Ream Florence Ream and Clarence Ream

A Bedford church history says, “From the 1901 annual conference, T. J. Ream was sent to
Bedford. While he was not strong, physically he was active, and with the help of his cultured wife and
six interesting children the church was served faithfully and well. This family proved the fact that a
minister’s children are found among the best, contradicting the familiar statement that a minister’s
children are the worst in the world.”*3

Parsonage at 808 Madison,
Bedford, lowa, where T. J.
and his family lived. Joe was
born here in 1903. Cassie
mentions that it had electric
lights, a furnace, bathroom,
but no city water. The
church’s social affairs were
also held in the house.

Bedford, lowa Methodist
Church where T. J.

preached. It has changed
little since T. J. was there.

20



Interior pictures of the church sanctuary at Bedford, lowa.

According to the courthouse records, T. J. officiated at 38 marriages during his Bedford tenure. These
included five marriages that took place after he left Bedford for Mt. Ayr. Apparently he rode back to
Bedford to perform the sacraments.

These stories written by granddaughter Betty Stanley Wallace seem appropriate for the Bedford years,
“T. ). had a passion for playing games which transferred to his children. Croquet was played to win.
His sense of humor was not always appreciated by Cassie. Forinstance, when they moved to a new
town and he saw people looking at his children and commenting on how much older Frank looked
than the others, he would single out the lady who looked most gossipy and whisper to her, ‘That's my
first wife's child.”” 14

Dave Ream wrote that Cassie’s parents visited their daughter often from Garden Grove, lowa. Tommy,
her father, was an affable sort — who chewed tobacco and drank a bit of whiskey. One story is that,
much as Cassie hated tobacco and whiskey, she loved her father even more. When he visited, she
would place a stash of chewing tobacco in the barn behind her house, and tell Tommy that he could
indulge discreetly so long as Rev. Ream did not learn their little secret.®

Mt. Ayr (1904-1906).

The current Methodist church at Mt. Ayr is located 2 blocks west of the downtown area at Pierce &
Madison. The building was built in 1911, after T. J. was there. There are 4 parsonages in the church's
history, and T.J. lived in parsonage #2 just west of the church. Unfortunately, it was torn down to build

parsonage #4.

From Cassie’s autobiography, they had mixed feelings about Mt. Ayr. The meetings went well, but the
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church and the parsonage were poor. After two winters with only a wood stove in the living room, a
month when the thermometer register -20°, Cassie frosted her feet, and T. J.”s own health was
suffering, the warmer climate of Kansas looked appealing. In addition, Cassie’s mother had died in
1904 so they no longer had that support in lowa.

LTTES S

T. J. at Mt. Ayr, lowa Joe and Cassie Mt. Ayr, lowa Methodist Church as it was in 1904

Joe and Dwight, Mt. Ayr, lowa, ca 1905. Note the treadle sewing machine and the water pump handle on the
porch. The woman sitting on the porch is not identified. It’s unlikely that she is Cassie’s mother Margaret Hanes. Joe
was only seven months old when Margaret died. T. J.”s mother died in 1892.
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Clay Center, Kansas (1906 - 1908).

The house at 321 Huntress as it appears in 2020. Built in
1880, Cassie described it as a “big old rambling house for a
parsonage.” She said the kitchen and dining room were in the
basement, which necessitated a lot of steps.

HN
“A fairly good church building” was ]
Cassie’s description of the Clay

Center, Kansas Methodist church.

5
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1907. The boy on the left is probably Joe.
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Florence, Dwight, and Merrill.

Kansas City, Kansas Central Avenue Church 1908 — 1909. The family lived at 647 Oakland in Kansas
City, MO. Joe described their rental house as “not much.” Cassie said it lacked everything, even water.
Putting the place in order was “the hardest job yet.” The Reams were apparently the last tenants. The
current house at that location was built in 1910.

A 1909 newspaper article wrote that T. J. “enjoyed a wholesome year of gracious revival, scarcely a
week passing without conversions and accessions to the church.”*® Riding this high note, he was
appointed to be a District Superintendent.

The Kansas City Central Avenue Methodist church was
built just prior to T. J.’s arrival in 1908. It closed around
2002 and is now a Pentecostal church, although the
name of the former Methodist church is still engraved
above the door. (This church can be confused with the
Kansas City Central Methodist Church which still exists in
2020.)

T. J. in Kansas City, Kansas
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Topeka, Kansas, District Superintendent 1909 — 1915.

A district superintendent in the Methodist church serves in a supervisory position over a geographic
distribution of churches, providing spiritual and administrative leadership. During his six-year stint as
district superintendent in the Topeka area, T. J. hit the peak of his career. He oversaw 34 churches and
103 ministers. During his last year, the Methodist churches under his charge brought over 1,200 new
members, and the Methodist Home for the Aged in Topeka (which he was later assigned in 1917) was
scheduled to break ground.'” A sense of his humor can be seen in his report to the Methodist
Conference. The Rossville, Kansas Methodist Church had been left without a minister because the
Methodists and Presbyterians had planned to combine. “Four months of love-making proved futile,”
reported T. J. So a new Methodist minister was assigned.'®

Dave Ream wrote: “Money was almost always in short supply in the T. J. Ream/Cassie Hanes
household. Pastors of Methodist churches in small Midwestern towns were never paid much. One way
to save money was to be invited to enjoy Sunday dinner at homes of their parishioners. The highest
annual salary T. J. Ream ever received at $1800 during the five years he was superintendent of the
Topeka district. He supplemented his meager income by a variety of activities: Leasing farm land on
which to grow crops for home consumption as well as sale; investing in a wheat farm in western
(Greeley County) Kansas, and a pecan orchard in Louisiana; and pulling the unhealthy teeth of
parishioners, using a mail-order set of pliers and other tools suitable for the purpose.”

T.J. Ream is the passenger on the back. “Traveling the District”

The two pictures on the next page are of the same house, but at different locations. T. J. Ream built the
Topeka house on the left around 1909. The family retained ownership when they were later assigned to
Hiawatha. They returned to it in 1917. In 1923, after T. J.’s death, Cassie had the house moved.

Dave Ream explained the house move in a letter, “You will recall the house at 1111 Morris, which was the
Ream family home (purchased by T. J. Ream in 1909 for $500.00%°). We guessed that it was torn down to
make way for the Sunday School Temple. But we were wrong! In 1923 the house was moved [including
the garage]- to a vacant lot at 1047 Garfield!! l.e., the house at 1047 is the same as the house at 1111.
Lowman Church had owned the lot at 1947. In a 1923 written agreement between the church and Cassie
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Hanes Ream, they agreed to a straight exchange of the two parcels of real estate. In addition, the church
agreed to build a “good stone” foundation “and a full cemented basement” on the 1047 lot and move the
house. No money was paid by either party. So, after the move, Grandmother Ream continued to live in
her house — at its new location — and the church had a vacant lot on which to build its “temple.”?

House at 1111 Morris Ave., Topeka, KS. After many,

many moves this eventually became T. J. & Cassie’s last
house.

The same house at 1047 Garfeld after it lter was
moved in 1923, and Cassie had planted her spiraea,
clematis, and honeysuckle.

T e

Frank & Euphemia Ream, Cassie and T.J., on the front porch of this
house at 1111 Morris Ave.. Note the same rocking chair in the picture
above.

Cassie wrote the following letter from Topeka containing family news, probably to Frank, who was on
the faculty at Baker University, and Clarence, who was then attending Baker.
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Topeka 5-6-1912
Dear Children at Baldwin [Baldwin, Kansas, where Baker University is located]

How are you all this morning. Hope you are well and happy.

Merrill is about well again, though his knee is not quite well, but the Dr. says
it is doing finely for a chronic ulcer. It is healing around the edges and is not nearly
so large as it was.

| wonder if you have heard the news about our getting an automobile. Well
he bought one last week. It is a second hand one, has been run about one year, has
been well taken care of and is practically as good as new. It is a “Ford” with two
seats.

Yesterday Dwight and Merrill went to Meriden and took Papa across to
Dunavant charge. They went by way of Valley Falls. They did not wait to bring him
home. They traveled 76 miles and reached home at 7 p.m. Dwight is the only one so
far who can drive it.

| have been wondering when you are coming through on your way to
Waterville or when can we expect you to come up and have a drive.

Well | am not quite through house cleaning yet. We papered all the rooms
upstairs last week. | hope to be through with this work soon.

Lovingly
Mother

Over the years, T. J. and Cassie had made several trips back to Ohio to visit relatives and friends. T. J.”s
siblings often held family reunions in Ohio and T.J appears in several pictures. One known trip was
made in 1914 when T. J. and Joe went to New Jersey (probably to visit Frank) and stopped in Salem,
Ohio, which adjoins Damascus, Ohio (one of T.J.’s previous churches) and Greentown, Ohio (where
many of his siblings lived).?!

T.J. Ream Brothers, ca 1910, Dwight, Frank, Joe, Clarence, Merrill (Jay)
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T.J. (right) checks on
early progress at the
site for the Methodist
Home for the Aged.

iawatha, Kansas, 1915. The fam/ly(W/thout Florence) stands in front of probably the Methodist
parsonage. Left to right: Dwight, Joe, T.J., Merrill, Cassie, Frank, Clarence.
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The Methodist Church at Hiawatha, Ka

This chatty letter from Cassie to their oldest son Frank during the Hiawatha years survives. At the time
of this letter, Frank was in New York City; Florence in Mankato, KS; Clarence probably in lowa; Dwight
and Merrill were both at Fort Scott, Kansas.

Hiawatha Kans Dec 10, 1916
Dear Frank, Euphemia & Jane M.

Well as usual, it seems | have to begin my letter with an apology for so long
neglect, but | assure you it is not intentional. It seems the more we become
acquainted with this people, the more we are into everything and less time we have
for other things, but then we do not forget our dear ones. First of all | must thank
you, Frank, for your very good and loving letter rec’d on my birthday. It surely
expressed the heart-life of a noble son, for which, |, of all Mothers, should be very
grateful, and | sure am.

We had not heard from Clarence for several weeks, till this last week we had
a letter and a card. He said he had been about on the sick list with a very bad cold.
He seems to take cold so easily. He says the climate there is so damp and it is hard
to get used to, especially in cold weather. | wrote him and gave him some pointers
as how to take care of himself. He and | differ somewhat as to how that should be. |
hope he will soon become acclimated and can brave the winter storms.

Dwight and Merrill are very anxiously looking forward to the Christmas time
when they can come home which will be only two weeks from yesterday. They have
both been in Topeka twice this fall but could not come home for lack of time. Last
week they were there with some of their H.S. boys attending a Y.M.C.A. [?].

| guess Florence and family spend their Christmas in Topeka and then come
home to Hiawatha a day or two after Christmas. They think that is best on account
of R.R. connections, so | expect our family at home will not be large on Christmas
day but we will be thinking of all the absent ones.

| want to thank Euphemia too for her good letters. She is so faithful to write,
without regard to whose turn it is to write. We all enjoy her letters. And | want to
thank all of you for the splendid birthday present you sent me. The towels were very
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nice and will be useful. | wish you all could be here to use them.

Florence sent me a cute little crocheted card case. Merrill sent me his
picture. Dwight and Clarence each wrote me good letters. And Papa gave me the
money to buy a new silk dress. | have bought the goods and it is now to be made. It
is a very dark blue and I think a good piece. | will enclose the sample | had.

We are surely pleased to hear of Jane Margaret progressing so nicely with
her studies. She cannot be other than an apt scholar. Tell her she must write
Grandma a letter very soon.

Papa was in Kansas City last Friday attending a meeting of the board of
directors of the “Best Slate Co.” They have elected a new President and Sec. They
think they have the right men now to make the business go. Papa says the new Pres
and Sec are brothers and fine young energetic business men. [Among Cassie’s
papers were certificates for $10,000 in the Best Slate Co. Apparently this company
never became successful and was another of T. J.’s failed business ventures.]

We are still having a fine time in Hiawatha. The people are so appreciative,
but we are wondering what we had better do next year. Our Conf is to be in Topeka
Mar 21 with Bishop Shepherd presiding. All the Ministers and wives will have to pay
for entertainment. Some of Papa’s friends are wanting him to take the
Superintendent of the “Home for the Aged.” But we do not know what Bishop
Shepherd will think about it.

Did you know that Joe has the job of pumping the pipe organ. Well he is at it
this afternoon. They are practicing for Christmas. He gets $3.00 per mo. for his
work. We think he is doing quite well in school. His grades run principally between
85 and 90, sometimes a little above 90. But he says they do not grade higher than
95, so we think he does pretty well for a 13 yr old boy.

Hope you all will have a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year.

With Love and Prayers
From your Mother

1917 Topeka, Kansas. Field Agent for the Methodist Home for the Aged

In 1917, T. J. and Cassie made their last move back to the house they owned at 1111 Morris in Topeka.
As Field Agent, T. J. was responsible for raising the funds to finance the Methodist Home for the Aged -
- a new nursing home being constructed in Topeka. The job was probably not very demanding and T.
J.’s office was in his house. Dave Ream wrote, “It was the sort of job given to a minister who had
served the church so loyally over the years, but who was now obviously in failing health and could not
take on the responsibilities of a pastor.”

In an April 1917 letter to her daughter Florence, Cassie wrote of her concerns about the approaching
WWI. Eventually both Merrill and Dwight served during that war.

Dear Florence, Donald, & Robert ...

Well | think the war conditions are very serious, tho | am glad to read that
they are not going to draft any one at present. | hope it will not come to that. Merrill
told us in his letter this week about the big loyalty meeting they had in which all the
town [of Ft. Scott] joined including the H.S. and to my surprise, he said, that if the
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country needed him he was willing to go. He seems to think that Pres. Wilson has
the right of it. But | do hope and pray and trust that the U.S. will not be drawn into a
big war.

Different persons have been trying to persuade Dwight to enlist. He has not
yet, but says also, if he is needed he will go. | can not believe yet that they will need
to enlist.

| think you are doing well to lay in supplies as you are. There does not seem
to be any chance to do that here. Everything seems so scarce now. Tho | did buy an

extra sack of flour last Sat for 2.75. | am going to try to lay in some more if possible...
Love Mother

T. J. lived to see two of his sons — Frank and Clarence — licensed as Methodist ministers, although they
both later left the ministry. One can only imagine the pride that T. J. felt as both he and Frank together
attended the Kansas Annual Methodist Conferences in 1909, 1910, 1911, 1913, and 1913.

T. J. and his eight siblings had begun a tradition in 1901 of a family letter ... a circulating packet of
letters. Each member wrote a fresh letter to put in the envelope, took out his/her old letter, and
mailed it on to the next sibling. This gave each family member a fresh batch of letters to read when
the packet arrived.? (Later, in 1921, T.J. and Cassie’s children started the same family tradition
among themselves.) Occasionally the family letter would get bogged down.

The only letter of T.J.”s from the circulating family letter that seems to survive is his last one written
January 8, 1918, three weeks before his death:

“Dear Brothers & Sisters, ...

At Xmas time this year, all we had was Merrill, Florence & her family and
Joe. They are all gone now but Joe, and he has the mumps and is out of school...

| do not want you to think  am complaining when | tell you that | have not
been at all well for the last two or more weeks. The Dr. says my heart is enlarged.
Says | must not work hard, nor run to catch a train, nor talk in an animated way, not
get excited. Those are pretty hard conditions for me to meet, but I'm trying to
observe them. | cannot walk a block without much pain at my heart. May be that my
days of activity are nearly over...

Merrill & Clarence are in the draft, but we do not know when they will be
called. Dwight has had no furlough yet and his Co. likely to be shipped soon to

France. Pray for us.
Lovingly, your Bro T.J. Ream”

Dave Ream wrote, “One of the pervasive facts about T. J. Ream’s life was his poor health. Whether it
was “the grippe” or other respiratory problems, diphtheria, or nervous breakdowns, accounts of his
life are filled with references to maladies that required long-term rest, changes in residence, and
general disruption of the smooth flow of life.”

T. J. had taken a year off from the ministry for health reasons when he was only 33 simply resting in
Greentown, Ohio, probably at one of his brothers’ or sisters” homes. His granddaughter Betty wrote of
a short-lived experiment with a pumpkin seed diet to help T. J.”s health. In his last letters like the one
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above, he talks about his heart issues; although the Mt. Hope Cemetery burial records state that he
died of pneumonia.?* Dave Ream wrote, “Someone once told me that, on the date of his death, he
walked upstairs, lay down, and his heart simply gave out.”

How effective was T. J.”s ministry? From over a century’s distance it’s impossible to know. | found
some statistics from the years he was in lowa —when T. J. was in his late 40s and should have been
approaching the peak of his career. When he was in Harlan, the membership dropped from 379 to
354. When he ministered at Corning, the membership remained at 388. At Bedford the membership
dropped from 407 to 372. At the same time, the total membership in those Methodist districts varied,
going up and down. There may have been unknown factors happening in those specific towns as well.
Cassie wrote of their extreme disappointment in being appointed to Mt. Ayr following Bedford. This
might be a 120 year-stretch, but the Methodist Bishop may have looked at Bedford losing 10% of its
membership at a time when the district, as a whole, had gained 2%, and assigned T. J. a less
prestigious town.

On the other hand, while finances for a Methodist minister were tight, the church seemed to value T.
J. While in lowa, he was assigned churches that paid a salary at the high end of the range for the
district. For example, T. J.”s salary in Harlan was $1120; the salary range for the 33 churches in that
district was $410 to $1200. Even when he felt like he had been demoted to Mt. Ayr, his salary at Mt.
Ayr was $1450. Only one salary among the 36 churches in that district was higher.

But these are just statistics. We can’t judge the impact T. J. had on the lives of his parishioners. After T.
J.’s death, a fellow minister noted, “He was always fair and careful in the administrative work, warm-
hearted and deeply spiritual in his religious life, ever guarding the sacred interest of the churches
under his supervision, seeking always to lead his people into the deeper experiences of the religious
life.”

Dave Ream wrote of his grandfather:

T. J. Ream spent a full career as a Methodist minister, mostly on the frontier and in
the small towns of Ohio, Kansas, and lowa. In religious philosophy and practice, he
was definitely of the simple, traditional, fundamentalist school. He believed strongly
in sharp distinctions between good and evil, between heaven and hell, and between
acceptance of Jesus Christ as savior and eternal damnation for all non-believers.
Among the sins and evils he condemned were dancing, card-playing, any non-
religious activity on Sunday, and, of course, liquor and tobacco. T. J. was an avid
student of the Bible and was convinced of its absolute truth. He put a lot of energy
and conviction into his fervent Sunday sermons, and they were probably the high
point of his week. Revival meetings and “conversions” were also among his favorite
activities.

In sum, Reverend T. J. Ream was a stereotypical God-fearing, enthusiastic disciple of
the Lord and the True Word, the sort of individual who reflected and helped shape
the distinctive religious and moral character of the American people in the late
nineteenth and early twentieth centuries.

A fitting finale to T. J.”s life were the words he wrote when he finished an annual report at Harlan,
lowa, “I close the work of the year to go to Conference to answer my first roll-call in this Conference,
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with the hope, that when my name is called, my Presiding Elder can truthfully say, “Nothing against

him.” And if | should not be permitted to complete another year’s service for the Lord, | hope to hear
the Master’s welcome, “Well done.”?®

METHODIST EPISCOPAL HOME FOR

TOPEKA KANSAS.

Methodist Home for the Aged, Topeka. T. J. was instrumental in Gravestone at Mt. Hope
its founding and construction. It became his last ministerial Cemetery, Topeka, KS.

assignment. Cassie later spent her last two years here.

Funeral for T.J., 1918: Cassie,
Don Stanley, Merrill, Joe
(holding Bob Stanley,)
Florence Ream Stanley,
Dwight, Frank.
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Brothers, 1918 — Dwight, Merrill,
Joe, Clarence, Frank

AFTERT. J.’s DEATH

Cassie lived for 29 years after her husband passed away. She remained in Topeka, staying active in
Lowman Memorial Methodist Church circles, the YWCA, the Child Welfare Association and teaching a
business women’s class in her church.?” In 1923, she watched as her house was moved one block from
1111 Morris to 1047 Garfield. Grandchildren Bob Stanley and Betty Stanley lived with her while they
attended Washburn University. She worried about living on the small widow’s pension granted her
from the Methodist Church.

Most importantly, she always kept track of her family. These letters are examples:

January 9, 1931
Dear Florence and family,

| seem to be in somewhat of a hurry this morning. There is quite a little
going on this wk.

Last wk Mrs. Platt phoned me to know if the W.C.T.U. might have their
meeting with me this Friday afternoon, and as | did not see anything in the way |
said “yes.” Since then the announcement has been made of the Branch Quarterly
Missionary meeting to be held at the Oakland on Thursday and Friday this wk. Thurs
is the meeting for the officers but Fri is open to all. Yesterday morning Mrs. Letha
Smith phoned and wanted me to go with her to the missionary meeting on Fri. | thot
| could not go on account of W.C.T.U. but she insisted we go in the morning and
Owen would take us down and back after lunch. So I’'m planning to do that way. |
think I'll be home in time for the afternoon meeting here.

Dwight [Cassie’s son who lived in Topeka] is to be away three nights this wk,
so I’'m planning to stay with Helen and Martha [Dwight’s wife and daughter] two
nights. Her cousin at Washburn will stay Sat night. D will be at Hiawatha tonight and
back in the morning. If the weather looks favorable he will drive tomorrow, | just do
not remember where tomorrow night, but on to Hayes for Sat night. If he drives he
is planning to go thru Mankato some time Sat. He will only have time for a short call.
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If the weather is bad he will go on the train.

I've had letters from most of the folks recently. Euphemia [Mrs. Frank
Ream] said her sister Annabelle has been very very sick since Christmas but was
some better. She was about to go to Madison to help out. Jane M [Jane Margaret
Ream — Frank’s daughter] had just gone back to school after being home 2 % wks. A
letter from Ethel said she and Clarence [Cassie’s son] spent a few days in Newark
and N.Y. but returned on Christmas day. Had dinner one day at the Home Office.
She thot it was great. A letter from Anita written from Zurich Switzerland. Joe
[Cassie’s son] was sent on business and she went with him. They wanted to be back
to Paris by Christmas. Helen [Mrs. Dwight Ream] is coming for me by 11:30 so | must
hurry and tell you | found some bargains the other day. Shoes black suede at 1/3
original price and black crepe dress at % price. Next wk the 14" the Farm Mortgage
have a meeting. Perfect to go. Hope all is well.

Lovingly, Mother

December 9, 1941 [Betty Stanley, Florence’s daughter and Cassie’s granddaughter,
was then living with Cassie while she attended Washburn University.]

Dear Florence and family,

Well this is my day to write you tho it’s to be a rather busy day.

The ministers wives decided to have the Christmas party on Tuesday this
time and it is to be at the Lowman Ch. And the ministers are to be there also, so we
may have quite a crowd. The Luncheon is to be at 12 noon, but they are always a
little late. I'm asked to take a dish of salad. | do not make salad very often but I've
been making potato salad this morning with chopped celery and sweet pickles and
boiled eggs, also lettuce leaves. Sems like it will be fairly good.

Well we buried Alberta Brown yesterday at 3:30 p.m. services at our church.
It's a blessing she is released from her suffering and sorrows. Most of the Searchers
were there. Floral pieces were beautiful. Her brother Fred and wife were there but
her Sister was not. Mrs. S[tanley] went up with me.

Betty’s Party The Independents went off all right | think last Sat night. She
was out the night before to the young Republican Convention, with a date and then
last night to their regular Monday night meeting and to a BasketBall game which
followed. | do not hear her come in as often as | did. Think | sleep a little better.
Perhaps she will give you details of the different activities. She seems to keep well.
Dwight had her car completely overhauled and repaired and now it runs fine.

Well these are busy times trying to get ready for Christmas. | am part way
around my family of 24. The cards you sent me will come in fine. Betty seems now
to be getting quite busy with the KAW [the Washburn University yearbook]. The
Rogers girl of Mankato gave her the Mankato paper with the write up about Betty. It
was good.

Isn’t it terrible that we are in the war now. Who thought the Japs would
attack us as they did. We can only Pray earnestly that we may soon have Peace.
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| want to get this letter in the mail this a.m. Hope all is well with all of you.
D/wight] & Helen had Martha’s tonsils out Tuesday. Think she will be able for school
this wk.

Love Mother

Bob Stanley, Joe, Florence Ream
Stanley, Cassie, 1919, In Colorado.

¥ Cassie made a 1929 trip to visit the area in Ohio where she grew
" up. Itincluded a drink of the “good cool water” from the well that
still existed where her grandfather Dain owned the farm.
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Frank and Euphemia, Cassie, Anita and Joe
holding Jack, ca 1932, at Joe’s house on Staten
Island. Joe and Anita had recently returned from
living in Paris.

1931 FAMILY REUNION

1931 Ream Family Reunion. Cassie, Frank, Euphemia, Jane Margaret, Florence Stanley, Don Stanley, Bob

Stanley, Betty Stanley, Clarence, Siddie Ethel, Dwight, Helen, Sunny. Merrill (Jay) apparently took the
picture. Joe and Anita were living in France and unable to attend.
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1931 Family Reunion.
Cassie and her children:
Dwight, Merrill (Jay),
Florence, Cassie, Frank,
Clarence.

1931 Family Reunion. The spouses: Helen (Mrs.
Dwight), Sunny (Mrs. Merrill), Don Stanley (Florence),
Siddie Ethel (Mrs. Clarence), Euphemia (Mrs. Frank).

Jay, Joe, and Clarence, July 1932
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Ca 1942 in Topeka
Front row: Mary Ream, Cassie, Annie Stanley (mother of Don), Florence Stanley, Betty Stanley, Hobart Wallace, Jay Ream, Don
Stanley

Back row: Dwight, Martha Ream, Helen Ream

Photos of Cassie, Dates unknown
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Welcoming the grandchildren.
(left) Joe’s son Jackson, ca 1932.
(right) Dwight’s daughter
Martha,

ca 1931.

% ey I
Front porch, 1047 Garfield, Topeka Cassie, 1933, age 75 Cassie, 1945, age 87
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Cassie also found time for needlework projects. She made a quilt for each of her six children. Her son Frank once wrote, “Every
one of us has a tangible token of your devotion — the quilts that you have cut and pieced and stitched together, life-long
creations of work-worn hands and failing eyes.” She also made a quilt for each of her 13 grandchildren. That’s a total of 19
quilts!

(Left) Betty Stanley’s quilt. Jane Margaret’s quilt was the identical appliqued flower design, except the background was white.
(Right) Nancy Ream’s quilt

Dwight, Cassie, and Joe in Topeka, 1944

41



Frank and Joe, 1952. Twenty-three years separated
the oldest brother from the youngest. In 1966 they
traveled together to Leimen, Germany to meet
distant Riehm relatives. Joe later wrote in the family
letter, “All of the Riehms are good trenchermen and
most of them show the effects. They like to drink.
Wine, rather than beer, is the staple, and very good
white Rhine-type wine it is too. Both Frank and | ate
too much, but it would have been rude to refuse
ample helpings of either food or drink.”

=i .9 “ i | l . :

The Joe Ream famlly visited the Stanleys at their Peru Pomter office in Peru, Nebraska 1949.
Florence Stanley, Don Stanley, Jack, Dave, Steve, Chris (in front), Anita, Nancy, Joe, and Bob
Stanley.
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“Mother’s shrine — we all have
a place in her heart” --
Florence

Cassie continued to maintain her house in Topeka until she was 85. Her last years were spent with
Dwight in Topeka and Florence in Peru, Nebraska. After suffering a stroke, her final 18 months were
spent in the Methodist Home for the Aged in Topeka that T. J. had helped establish.

One of Florence’s friends wrote, “We offer a moment of silence to honor Mrs. T. J. Ream. A fragile
little person in her 80’s when we first met her, she nevertheless retained every mark of a dominant
personality capable of the strenuous life of a pioneer wife and mother. Such women have made
immeasurable contribution to America’s greatness. We applaud their achievements and honor their
memories.”?®

Frank once wrote his mother, “Down the years of experience — now memory lane — you have traveled
with a devoted heart, a serene faith, and an unexcelled devotion to the best interests of your children
... We pray that you may be long with us. We shall never outgrow our need of you. But when the time
comes that you must go, we know that every reward which heaven has for those who have been
perfect mothers will be yours.”?

yub cu

My l\ova

This cute homemade card was
found in a box of Cassie’s
memorabilia. There is no signature.
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LATER FAMILY REUNIONS

1948 Ream Family Reunlon at the M. Jay Ream home in Somerset, PA Photo taken by An/ta
On the ground: Nancy, Dave
Standing, front row: Frank, Jane Margaret, Florence, Euphemia, Margaret, Helen, Mary, Tim? (a friend of Tom’s), Tom,
Barbara Jo, Sunny, Joe
Standing, back row: Dwight, Don Stanley, Jay, Steve, Jack

198Rédh1 Family Reunion.‘ Back roW: Sfeve, E3wight, Jde, Frdk, Don Stanley, Euphemia, Jay
Middle row: Dave, Nancy, Florence (Ream) Stanley, Sunny, Anita, Martha, Helen
Front row: Jack, Mary, Tom, Jim, Barbara Jo
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1948 Ream Family Reunion

Couples: Joe & Anita, Don & Florence
Stanley, Frank & Euphemia, Dwight &
Helen, Jay & Sunny
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Siblings: Joe, Frank, Florence, Dwight, Jay

1948 Ream Family Reunion.

Cousins: Jane Margaret Ream (Frank’s
daughter), Barbara Jo Ream (Jay’s
daughter), Martha Ream (Dwight’s
daughter), Mary Ream (Dwight’s
daughter), Nancy Ream (Joe’s daughter).



1958 Ream Family Reunion
Don Stanley wrote a summary of the 1958 Reunion for the Peru (NE) Pointer:

A two day reunion of Mrs. Stanley and her brothers, Frank of Glen Ridge,
N.J., Joe of Washington, D.C., and Jay of Somerset, Pa., and their families had been
scheduled. The site was the Jay Ream home at Hickory Hill, Somerset...

At the wonderful Jay Ream home were the hosts, Mr. and Mrs. Ream and
their son Tom of Greensburg, Pa., Mr. and Mrs. Frank Ream and their daughter Jane
Margaret, an instructor at Hunter College, N.Y.C., plus their little dog Penny, Joe
Ream and his daughter Nancy, a student at Wooster, Ohio; the Jay Reams’ son Jim
and Mrs. Jim, of Pontiac, Mich, Mrs. Dwight Ream of Topeka, Kans., and the
Stanleys.

On Saturday the party had a drive through the Allegheneys which the
perfect October weather had transformed into a gorgeous tapestry of sugar and red
maple, oak and laurel foliage. There was a lunch at a ski resort lodge. Then back to
Hickory Hill with its many picture windows framing views of the colorful
Pennsylvania hills for conversation and pictures and fine food, from roast beef and
turkey to spudnuts, all under the ministry of two cooks Tom had brought from his
bus terminal in Greensburg.

The pictures included Frank Ream paintings of the Maine coast near his
Pemaquid Point summer home, of Italy where architect Jim Ream and his family had
a stay while he studied architecture, and of Australia and Samoa, where Tom had
done some teaching. And the incessant conversation paced by Frank and Joe Ream
was always clever, always interesting and at time brilliant. It was a wonderful get-
together.

1958 Ream Family
Reunion

Jay, Don Stanley, Joe,
Tom (son of Jay), Frank,
Bob Stanley, Jim (son of

Jay)
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1958 Ream Family
Reunion

Nancy (daughter of
Joe), Florence Ream
Stanley, Euphemia
(Mrs. Frank), Sunny
(Mrs. Jay), Helen (Mrs.
Dwight), Joyce (Mrs.
Jim)

Children of Theodore Jackson! “T.J.” Ream and Cassander/Cassandra Hanes:

i George Franklin? "Frank" Ream, born 27 May 1880 at Delphos, KS.
ii. Florence Blanche Ream, born 18 May 1886 at Damascus, OH.
iii. Clarence Hanes "Jack" Ream, born 8 Feb 1888 at Columbiana, OH.
iv. Dwight Thoburn Ream, born 23 March 1892 at Topeka, KS.
V. Merrill Joyce “Jay” Ream, born 21 Nov 1893 at Topeka, KS.
vi. Theodore Jackson Ream, Jr., born 28 Feb 1900; died 1 March 1900 in
Corning, IA.

+ + + + +
NoubwN

Betty Stanley Wallace later wrote, “I remember Grandmother Ream
talking about this baby only a couple of times. ‘Blue babies’
(congenital heart disease) was a diagnosis the media picked up on
when | was in college and living with her. The papers were full of
descriptions of it and she read about blue babies with much interest.
She said that was what was wrong with little Theodore.

Another time | was supposed to trace back family characteristics for
a class, and Grandmother Ream told me all seven of her children (she
volunteered talking about seven) had brown eyes. She assured me
that little Theodore had really dark eyes that would undoubtedly
have become the Ream brown.”3°

The baby’s gravesite is noted in the Corning cemetery records, but
there was no marker. In 1994 Dave Ream had one placed. The site is
large enough for several graves, approximately 24’ x 30’. It is thought
Theodore’s parents - Cassie and T. J. - had planned to be buried
there.
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THEODORE JACKSON Jw.
FEBRUARY 28 — MARCH 1
1900

Marker place by
Dave Ream, 1994.

vii. Joseph Harold Ream, born 5 Oct 1903 at Bedford, IA.
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T. J. Ream’s Patent for a Blacking-Brush Fountain Attachment, 1890

{He Model.}

T, J. REAM.
FOUNTAIN ATTACHMENT FOR BLAOKING RRUAHES.
No, 423,443, Patented Mar, 18, 16800,

LT il (T
Ak AN Tneodave 5" RHean.

7 g By ALY Qllseueys
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UNITED STATES PATENT OFFICE.

THEODHEE JACKBON REAM, OF OOLUMBIANA, 010, ASRIGKOR OF ONE
ALK T GECIRAE O I0ATOOM, OF TOPERA, KAKSAS, {

FOUNTAIN Jlu'l"l:'.ILI}HII'I ENT FOR BLACOKING-BRUSHES.

BPECIFIOATION formlng part of Lettars Fatant Mo, 40440, detad March 18, 1K00,
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SECOND GENERATION

George Franklin “Frank” Ream

2 George Franklin? "Frank" Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 27 May 1880 at Delphos, KS,
died 7 Sep 1974 at Glen Ridge, NJ. He married 5 Jan 1909 in Madison, NJ, Euphemia Louise Miller,
born 7 Aug 1886 at Madison, NJ; died 22 Feb 1968, at Glen Ridge, NJ. They are buried at Evergreen
Cemetery, Morristown, NJ.

Frank graduated from Cornell College of Mt. Vernon, lowa in 1902 with an A.B. in philosophy. In the
1902 Cornell yearbook, Frank’s description reads, “Whose conscience was his strong retreat.”
Following graduation, Frank served as the minister at the Blanchard, lowa Methodist Church from
1902 — 1904.3

In 1904, Frank left the Midwest to attend the Drew Theological Seminary in Madison, NJ, receiving a
Bachelor of Divinity degree in 1907. It was during these years that he met Euphemia who was from
Madison.

In 1907 he won a fellowship to United Free Church College at Glasgow, Scotland.3? He and Euphemia
were married upon returning from Scotland. He also received a Doctor of Divinity degree from Cornell
College, year unknown.

Euphemia Frank

Frank served as a Methodist minister in Waterville, KS 1908 — 1910. In June 1910, he was elected chair
of biblical literature at Baker University®? at Baldwin City, KS, and stayed there until the summer of
1913. There was a brief interlude during the summer of 1911 when Frank filled in as a temporary
pastor at the Independence Avenue church in Kansas City.3

51



NigHonisT CHURDH, WATERVILLE, KANS.

Methodist Church in Waterville, KS, 1910. Frank
served as an interim minister in the summer of
1906, and as its minister from 1908 — 1910.

In 1913 he left Baker University to take an appointment to the First Methodist Church of Westfield,
NJ.3> As he was leaving Baker, the newspaper reported, “To the students, Prof. Ream was more than
an instructor. He was a friend and counselor in every sense of the word. He was always ready to listen
to a student’s troubles and quick to give words of advice and cheer. His home was always open to the
students and he and Mrs. Ream were always extended with a warm and cordial welcome.”3¢

While in New Jersey, he also served as pastor at the Madison, NJ, Methodist church at some point.

After two years as minister in Westfield, Frank was appointed Director of Religious Work for the
Methodist Church in 1915, a high position for a young minister, and moved to New York City.

METHODIST CHURCH, WESTFIELD, N. J.

The Westfield, New Jersey Methodist Church was a new building when Frank Frank, ca 1913
arrived in 1913. It had been dedicated in 1911. Frank and Euphemia lived at
121 Ferris Place.

In January 1918, the president of Baldwin-Wallace College, a Methodist college in Berea, Ohio was
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removed because he tolerated some faculty and school officers who were considered pro-German.
This was during the anti-German sentiment surrounding WWI. Frank stepped in briefly as Acting
President of the college, and then returned to New York City when a permanent president was
chosen.

In 1920 he moved back to Kansas, becoming the minister at the Washington Avenue Methodist
Church at the corner of 7" & Washington in Kansas City, Kansas.*’

In 1922 an article about Frank refusing the Ku Klux Klan made several newspapers across the U. S.:

(Kansas City, Kan.) A group of men, garbed in white regalia, entered a
church here last night and handed the pastor a sealed envelope containing cash
contributions.

A committee of three of the white robed figures entered a side door at the
Washington Avenue Methodist Church and when asked their names by an usher,
replied they could not reveal their identity. They asked for the pastor, Dr. G. Franklin
Ream, to whom they handed an envelope. After they refused to tell him who they
were, he returned the envelope. Doctor Ream said the package contained a sum of
money offered in appreciation for services. The trio departed quietly.®

Frank’s brother Jay wrote that Frank had a “rich and resonant voice,” and that many “considered him
the finest public speaker they had ever heard.” Besides his weekly sermons during the years he served
as a church minister, Frank was an active and popular lecturer. From the numerous newspaper
articles, he apparently reached his peak during his years in Kansas City, 1920 — 1923. While browsing
through the newspaper accounts, one finds some of Frank’s opinions reflecting the times he lived in;
others resonate with topics still being discussed a hundred years later.

e Brooklyn, NY, 1918. The Rev. Dr. Ream deplored the decreasing number of candidates for the
ministry. He departed from his subject to pay tribute to the courage of the American negro
soldier.*

e Sioux City, IA, 1919. To properly carry on its work the Methodist Episcopal church must find
1,850 men every year to enter the ministry, G. Franklin Ream, executive secretary of the life
service department, declared in an address.

Speaking at a conference of delegates in the Chicago area, he said that the board of foreign
missions is asking for 1,250 workers for the next four years, the board of home missions wants
more than 1,400, and the women’s boards are asking for 500 each.

‘In addition to these there must be found deaconesses, directors of religious education, and
social workers,” he said...’already steps are being taken to find these young people... we
propose shortly to make a visit to the cantonments of this country and find there our choicest
Methodist young men. This is a vital part of the period of reconstruction.’*

e Jowa City, IA, 1920. Rev. G. Franklin Ream of New York City, of the Educational board of the
Methodist church, stopped off here Sunday en route from the Methodists’ great meeting at
Des Moines. He filled the pulpit for Rev. S. E. Ellis Sunday morning. As a thinker and eloquent
orator, he has few equals. He delivered a splendid discourse here.*
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Chetopa, KS, 1921. Quite a few Chetopa people who are keenly interested in educational work
attended the dedication of the new Oswego high school Friday night. The principal address
was given by Dr. G. Franklin Ream, one of the foremost educators of this state... Dr. Ream’s
address was one of the most impressive and interesting we have ever heard.

‘The three greatest enemies of a community and nation,” he said, ‘are ignorance, prejudice,
and selfishness, for out of them grow all the evils that beset a community and nation. These
things are holding back every community and the community that strives hardest against
them is the community that goes forward in the fight against prevailing evils. Those citizens
who shirk their duties in fighting these great enemies of civilization are not worthy of the
name of citizen.’*

Kansas City, KS, 1921. ‘Choosing a Profession’ was the subject of a sermon delivered last night
to a large audience of young persons by the Rev. G. Franklin Ream at the Washington
Boulevard Methodist Church...

‘The industries of the nation are taking the youthful power of the land and transforming it into
products, making dividends for stockholders,” said Mr. Ream last night. ‘They give no thought
to the personal development and uplift of the employee.’

‘The churches and schools are also open to charges of neglect. It is not enough to save souls or
to enroll names. Instead, these institutions must help young men and women to attain their
highest possibilities.’*?

Topeka, KS 1921. Despite rain a large audience was present at the convention yesterday to
hear the address of Dr. G. Franklin Ream of Kansas City, Kan. The subject of Dr. Ream’s
address was ‘The Finest of the Fine Arts.’

Doctor Ream said a sound body was the first fundamental for living an artistic life.

‘Some people feign a disregard for material things, but they seem to find a body necessary
whether they like to admit it or not,” he declared.

‘Intelligence is a second fundamental. We live in exact proportion to our intelligent possession
of the facts, truths and realities of God’s universe.’

Work, character, ideals, convictions, and friendship are the other fundamentals, Doctor Ream
said.

Kansas City, KS. Young folks were given advice last night on ‘Falling in Love’ by the Rev. G.
Franklin Ream at the Washington Boulevard Methodist Church.

Mr. Ream explained to the young men present that he considered having a ‘girl’ essential. He
said also that a ‘beau’ should and would happen into the life of every young woman. The
‘spooner’ was censured by Mr. Ream as being the destroyer of the finer sensibilities of life.

‘It is dangerous to believe that matches are made in heaven,’ said Mr. Ream. ‘We make our
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own matches when busybodies do not attempt to make them for us. They say that love is
blind, but that is never true unless the lovers are fools. Make your lover days so noble and
refined that they will always be a delightful memory. Your engagement period should be long
enough to prove that both could get along under any circumstances.

‘Avoid the trifler, the flirt, and the liar who play the game of love for shameful stakes. When
you get ready to marry do not do it because you are lonesome or because it is your last
chance.’

Kansas City, KS, 1922. ‘The Bible never criticizes the size 3
of a man’s accumulations,’ said the Rev. G. Franklin
Ream, pastor of the Washington Avenue Methodist
Church, in his sermon last night, ‘but it does condemn
some ways men have taken to obtain riches and the
manner of spending.’

‘According to Christ’s teachings, every man owes a big

obligation to society,” the pastor continued. ‘If he is DR. G. FRANKLIN REAM
arls . . . . f Kans: City, f th incipal
unwilling to recognize or pay this obligation for the i s gt B
. . . School convention
welfare and help of others, he is not fit for the Kingdom

of God.”*

Lawrence, KS, 1922. Dr. Franklin G. Ream, pastor of the Washington Avenue Methodist
church of Kansas City, Kan., was the guest of the Chamber of Commerce at the regular
luncheon today and spoke on some of the reasons Lawrence should have a new hotel... Dr.
Ream told his experiences in city building in Kansas City, Kan., as a member of the planning
commission...’The new hotel is not merely a public building that is needed for the good of the
city, it is a good investment for the stockholders...It will only take men of courage and vision to
arise in the enterprise and go over the top for the project.’*

Kansas City, KS, 1922. The voter who is ignorant and indifferent and makes himself a victim of
a machine is a crooked voter, said the Rev. G. Franklin Ream of the Washington Avenue
Methodist Episcopal Church last night in an address on ‘Election Crooks.’

As another part of the special 2-hour service last night, the Rev. Mr. Ream spoke on ‘Fair
Daughter of Fortune,” in recognition of the attendance of about 100 members of Jobs’
daughters.

‘According to the Bible story,” said the Rev. Mr. Ream, the daughters of Job were the fairest
because of their father and the training he gave them. If the daughters would be fair today,
they will not become so by the use of powder and lipstick, but by developing the qualities that
belong to true womanhood.”*®

Kansas City, KS, date unknown. The newspaper was praised and censored by Dr. G. Franklin
Ream...

‘It would be difficult to overestimate the service which a great modern newspaper renders. It
is a medium of public information, It brings the news from the ends of the earth to our door
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every day.’

‘The modern newspaper molds public opinion on every vital issue which arises. It advocates
action, national and local. It advocates right and exposes wrong within the bounds of its
reasoning.’

Dr. Ream moved to the other side of the scales of judgment and weighed what he called ‘the
sins and shortcomings of the press.’

‘Like the other great influences in modern life the newspaper is not perfect,” he said. ‘It
sensationalizes vice and crime, playing up thrilling news in long and gruesome stories.
Trivialities are elevated and embellished because they are strange or unique. The private
affairs of prominent people are exploited. The facts are sometimes padded and a story must
have a punch.

‘It often plays the part of a political boss, setting up its own favorites in the foreground and
flashing the men who dare to be opponents. It sometimes suppresses and withholds news
from the public that is of great importance.

e Kansas City, KS, date unknown. Urging that a broad-minded view be taken in the matter of
enforcing the Sunday closing laws as to motion picture theaters, Mr. Ream told his
congregation that the enforcement of the Sunday closing law as it would apply to the closing
of all motion picture theaters in the city would be a mistake, unless a ‘just as good substitute
were offered.

7

‘Just what have we to offer persons who do not go to church Sunday, but seek recreation in
the motion picture theaters?’ Mr. Ream asked. ‘The majority of these people do not care to
listen to a sermon, do not care to attend group worship. Until we have something better to
offer, let us be generous, judicious and fair.”*®

In January 1923, it was announced that Frank was
leaving the ministry. He “has resigned his charge at
the Washington Avenue Methodist Episcopal
Church, Kansas City, Kan., to take up social service
and welfare work. Dr. Ream has become
associated with the General Organization Co.,
which puts on social service and welfare drives in
various cities. He will make his home in Chicago.”*
Some family members have theorized that while
Frank enjoyed giving sermons, lectures, and
speeches, he was frustrated with the numerous
details and committee work involved with

Frank and managing a church.

Euphemia, date
unknown There is little information about the General

Organization Company and Chicago, and Frank
probably worked for them only a short time, if at
all. The 1926 and 1928 city directories for Cleveland, Ohio show Frank working for Mutual Benefit Life
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Insurance, the same as his brother Jay. He eventually became supervisor of agencies for that company
in Newark, NJ, and trained personnel. He traveled extensively in his work, giving motivational lectures
(“akin to sermons”), settling into a job that allowed him to do what he loved best.

Their home for many years was 22 Wildwood Terrace in Glen Ridge, NJ. Part of the lure to New Jersey
may be been Euphemia’s parents, who lived nearby in Madison, NJ. Frank and Euphemia also had a
summer home in Pemaquid Point, Maine as early as 1933 which they named “Shore Ledges” according
to a newspaper article. Frank and Euphemia kept both properties the rest of their lives, leaving them
to their daughter Jane Margaret.

Frank is known to have made one questionable financial decision, reminiscent of his father. In 1922 he
invested $2400 with other Kansas City investors in a company selling oil and gas leases in Oklahoma. It
was managed by Joseph I. Cromwell. There were delays in drilling the well, the company was short on
funds, and Frank became nervous. He accepted $2000 for his share of the company. Later that year,
the discovery and development of the Cromwell oil field marked the start of a major drilling boom in
central Oklahoma. Eventually there were 393 wells in the field; the largest producing 5,600 barrels per
day. In 1934, Frank sued Cromwell, alleging fraud and won. Newspapers around the country ran this
article, “A retired New Jersey minister, the Rev. G. Franklin Ream, of Madison, NJ, would have an oil
fortune if he could collect. He holds a judgment for $352,272.82 against Joe |. Cromwell, developer of
the Cromwell Qil Field in Oklahoma, his former partner, who, as Ream alleged, bought his interest in
the firm for a fraction of its worth. However, Cromwell has filed a petition in bankruptcy.”*°

The case ended up in the Oklahoma Supreme Court who reversed the decision in favor of Cromwell.

The court said there was no fraud and that “the judgment of the trial court was against the clear
751

weight of the evidence.

Frank, age 49 Frank Frank, age 80

Frank retired in 1947, and turned to spending time on his many hobbies. He took piano lessons (“The
first lesson began with the location of Middle ‘C.’ Its location is like a point in surveying from which all
reckoning starts.”) He gardened passionately.

His niece Betty Stanley Wallace wrote, “Frank was a man of many artistic and creative talents. In his
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later years he made simple musical instruments, neckties, and other items he gave to relatives. He
painted landscapes, wrote poetry, and was an excellent photographer. He sewed (on a single-stitch
pedal sewing machine) U.S. flags containing as many stars as he felt like making, often less than 50.
He learned German after he was eighty. He was always interested in, and wrote about, national
politics, Ream family history, and a broad range of other topics.”

Stanley S. Kresge, a friend of Frank’s from Pemaquid Point, enjoyed Frank’s poetry so much that he
self-published a paperback pamphlet of his poems in 1974. It is titled, “Another Year: Random
Thoughts in Verse.” A few poems from this book are included in the next section of Frank’s writings.

Summer home at Pemiquid Point, Maine

: .
il ey . ez,

<& -

Frank, 1962 Jane Margaret and Euphemia, 1962 Frank, date unknown
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Frank inside his vacation home at Pemiquid Point, Maine.
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A few days after Frank retired in 1974, he had attended a funeral and wrote in his diary, “One cannot
but feel the empty sham of such a service. | shall direct that when my time comes, | prefer no such
program attending my departure.” The following night, he wrote, “There is a full moon in a cloudless
sky and the white earth joins with heaven in illuminations that make one realize our planet is in
shining harmony with the silent music of the spheres.” 5

Child of George Franklin? Ream and Euphemia Louise Miller:

+ 9 i Jane Margaret® Ream, born 4 Apr 1911 in Kansas City, KS.
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WRITINGS OF FRANK REAM

Frank was a man of words ... whether giving sermons or speeches, or writing
letters. His brother Jay wrote, “In his letters and speech, he could make the English
language respond and do his bidding as if it were a performing animal.” The
following pages contain some examples of his letters and poems.
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Frank wrote this letter to his sister Florence in 1913 on her wedding to Don Stanley:

First Methodist Episropal Churel
®. Franklin Beam, Pastor
HWrsthield, Nem Hersey

s Yuug 23713

e Ersideure, 121 Ferrin Pluce
Phone 120-30

My Dear Sister,-

When this letter arrives it will greet you on one of
the most important days of your whole 1lifs. I krow it will be a very
happy day for you and I wish that we two mipht be there to share in
the delights of the occasion. You have been planning and dreaming
and working long for this “Jay, and I.do hope that everything wiill
be in full accord with your fondest wishes.

Trudy the life of a pure and noble live is ths crown et all . Dur
human relationa, and I am glad that this has come to youo TIf ik dm
kept high and purs it will continue to be the source of truest living
and nothing short of this is good enéugh for my only sister. I know
of cnly one way in which the love 1ife of twc pecple can cintirue te be
all i1t ought to be in its highest ranges, and that is bv a complste
devotion of both their lives to the over-mastery of Him who is the
Source of gall love, and the real inspirer of all the love wortlry
cf the name. May the home which you are now starting never cease to
be a home of Love and a home consecrated to God. If you begin
that way your peace and Jey will be protected from many cof the
dangers that have blighted so many lives and homes. I most earnestly
pray the richest blessing of our Father to rest upon you both as you
pledge to each the most sacrsd and ever lasting promise.

Here is the kiss “hich I wish I might give you today. Never
cease to remsber ths% your cldest brothsr will always have an open heatt
end home for you in all circumstances. The Joy of Joys attend you.

Heat lovingly your drother,

Seculo
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Frank also wrote a letter to his future brother-in-law at the same time. Don’s reaction to this letter remains a mystery.

First fMethodist Episcopal Chueeh

®. Frankliv Ream, Pastor
Wrstfield, Xem Jrraey

'~
Beatdence, 121 Fervia Place oy W 23 ‘:‘ 3.
Phoure 120-W

My dear Brother Don,-

Altho our paths have crossed so infreduently we
are tolay being drawn into very close relations, and I nsed not tell
you thats Florence's cld:r brother is experiencing soms of & brother's
deepest:feeliﬁgs. All the chivalry of which a young man is csapablse
is called forth in the interests of an only sister. She has been
very déar to me. Oér comradship has been closer than with any others
in our family, and we have .requefmtly talked of the meaning of love
and home.

You alrsady know that her heapt is very trus, ard that her ideals
;re very high, and that she is not likely to be communicative cover
d isappointments. Without intending to suggest any doubts I am very
eager, for the unsullied joy of you both, that thle day may not have
any disappcintments. And may I sgy another word which perhaps is
entirely unhesessary, but which is prompted by the devetion of my
brother heart? It is this: that the feminie passiveness is mery differ=-
ent from the masculine eagerness, and that in the matter of love's
physicaf:;;u;;;z;'to be patient and to wait. The first doud of a sad
surrrise has often come for lack of this consideration. If you reslize
the spirit in which I say this I kncw you will not reproach me.

May every joy that can come to a true noble lover be yours in thess
glaz hours, and may your plans for the future be those cf a lover-husband
and Christian man. e e e
™ You are sntrusted with our vsry dearest one, and we feel you

will bhe worthy.
Your brothsr,
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Frank wrote this letter to his mother Cassie on her 80 birthday in 1938

Dear Mother:

Only once in a lifetime is it ever granted to a
son to write a letter of love and best wishes to his
mother on her eightieth birthday. This occasion brings
up a wide vista of many remembered years and fills the
way with a8 multitude of memories. They stretch from
early childhood as the firat-born in humble homes amid
simple people, when you were the youthful mother, the
companion of the struggling young minister, the home-
meker responsible for its every care. Down the years
of experience——now memory lane—you have traveled with
a devoted heart, a serene faith, and an unexcelled de-
votion to the best interests of your children.

There were long years of sacrifice for the sake
of their education; the pinch of poverty did pot dim
your ideals, the trials of the day did not turn you
from your purpose. And well do I remember the day wk n
you and father, looking over the pictures of all your
children said, "Well, we have not been able to accumu-
late much for ourselves, and we have little of this
world'!'s goods to pass on to our children, but we have
been able to see them all graduate with a college edu-
cation and get a much better start in life than we
had." In thinking today of these twenty years that
you have been our only parent, altho you have never
said one single word we know that these years have
been lonely, all the more so because when father was
here you and he were the kind of companions who
joined in consultation on all the matters of common
interest. How well do I recall the many conferences
on plans and problems held in the kitchen as your
hands continued to keep busy with the daily needs.
I'm glad some of the old furniture is still there in
the kitchen; it makes it easy to still see and hear
father there.

And you have been mothering us all these years.
Your messages of love and interest have been frequent.
Our responses have been far too infrequent. You have
thought about us and even continued to work for us.
Every one of us has a tangible token of your devo-
tion—the quilts that you have cut and pieced and
stitched together, life-long creations of work-worn
bands and failing eyes, which coverlets we may use to
tuck us in at night for the quiet and restful slumber
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that your mother heart would pray we have--and with
your own hands you would make us snug as in child-
hood if you could. In these gifts you have taken a
visible presence to remain with us until we too shall
enter our declining years.

For all you have been and are to us, we are de-
voutly thankful and we want our appreciation to be
as boundless as your love has been to us.

We pray that you may be long with us. We shall
never outgrow our need of you. But when the time
comes that you must go, we know that every reward which
heaven has for those who have been perfect mothers
will be yours.

On this your eightieth birthday.

Mother dear,
we love you.

Your boy,

Frank.,



Nov. 19-40

Dear Mother,-

In a very few days You will be celebrating
another birthday. And all of your children whether with
you ia person or not will be celebrating it with you.

It is a great joy to all of us that you can add this
one to the goodly number that have already been yours.
Especially are we pleased that yvou can come to this one
with such clear mind and such reasonably good health.
These are blessings of no small moment, and they are
undoubtedly the rewards of simple and judicious living
through the years.

Recently I have been thinking of the peculiar priv-

ilege that is mind which is in the fact that I can remember
you farther bach than any of your immediate family. 1
have been vecalling the days when I was a child of four and
you were a young mother in your egrly twenties., I remember
the little home in Buyesville with its kitchen where you did

the cooking and where we ate. I remember the living roonm
wnere you sometimes played on the little organ, and at bed

time you held me on your lap and sang to me "Into a tent
where & gypsy boy lay". I rembmber the back yard and the

back porch where Icralled under and went to sleep and you
hunted for me all over the neighborhood,. I rember it was

on that back porch on a Sunday after noon that I tried father's
knife on a pair of your rubber shoes, and Icut my right thumb

the scar of which I carry to this day. I rember it was there

you dressed me on Sunday mornings with my little kilt

skirts which I hated because Ithought they were girls cloths.

I rember the vacant lot between the parsonage and the church
where father rroised potatoes, and I helped pick them up and put them
into a pail. It was such fun for me that I declaired that when

I grewup I was going to be a potatoe digger. I remember the
little bed room up stairs and the strap with which you tied me

to the bed post so that I would not run away. The floor I

laid down on and went to sleep on was hard. I rembmber the
evening supper when I could not eat, and you wondered what was the
matter with me, until I threw up the poke-berries that a larger
boy had induced me to eat in the back alley. I remember
how ¥restless you thought I wes in church and how you would march
out with me, all the way from the front seat to the door of the
church, and I knew what I was going to get.

These am many other precious mempries are mine because
you were my young mother. Bubt you are my mother and our mother
still today with the same love and devotion as then, and we
glisiteye you' for it llay your day be a most happy one, and
may your health and peace of mind continue long.
As ever, your boy,

‘jféhirﬂx’

65



A “Happy Birthday” letter to his sister Florence in 1960

G. FRANKLIN REAM
22 WILDWOOD TERRACE
GLEN RIDGE. NEW JERSEY

May thirteen Sixty.
Dear Sister Florence,-

The most Qanelous thing that can ever be
presented to a human being by the hand of Ifinite “estiny is
the privilege of existence, and the unfolding possibilities of
a developing personality.

If makes possible the acquisition of acquaintance with
portions of the universe of things, the realities of experience,
the exercise of thpught, the accumulatiog of experience, and
anl a treasure-house of memories-.

The opportunities for exploits by thehuman spirit, the
“#f8finite warlety of invitation to action, and the bequest of
t» months and years of time are the gateways to satisfactions
and happiness which give life its supreme value®

There are certain earth-bound limitations, and economie
oconditions, and physical requitementm which seem to set boundaries
to the free flight of the untrammeled spirit, and require some
attention and labors that cannot be escaped. But there is
such magnificent resilience and courage in the humen spirit
that it can not only rise abowe these limitations but can
actually transform them into victorious exhilaration ami so
make them contribute to the greater Jjoy.

Whet &*privilege it 18 to have completed almost the-three-
quarters of a century, of living, working, seeing, thinking,
loving, and contributing from the graciousness of a friendly
1ife to the meny you have known along the way. Therse mst
be special compensation in the realization that a neighborhood
and large cmmunity receive service andvderive pleasurs fron
your abilities-

And when the appraliser comes around taking note of the
worthwhile work and the high qualitf of motherhood, not
overlooking her devotion to her children and her grand-
children, and love and devotion of these children and grand-
children to the mother I am sure he will place a very sSpecial star of
recognition on the Stanley home in Peru.

May every hangineszs of a day long to be remembered
be the full measure of your
celebration.

Affectionately,

For May Eighteenth. Sixty ;‘@’L
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Excerpts from another letter:
(Feb 1, 1956) Dear Florence,

... The joys of yesterday where our family circle was unbroken are slipping away into the
increasing distance of the past. But they remain our sacred possessions — because our love does not
permit them to grow dim.

What a blessing that we can continue to cherish our loved ones on the altar of our memories
and affection.

- Frank

Frank wrote this poem to his niece Betty Stanley Wallace on her 50t birthday, August 4, 1970:

When well across half century,

Life’s really just begun.

You have sipped a bit of what life is —
Its challenge and its fun.

You are ready now to do your best
To give your genius wing —

In all the projects you pursue

To do them while you sing.

May every day have sun-filled sky
A smiling helpful sun —
And when each day comes to its end
Your conscience says, “Well done”!
Uncle Frank
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POEMS FROM “ANOTHER YEAR: RANDOM THOUGHTS IN VERSE”3

This poem marked their last summer together. Euphemia died February 1968.

Another Year

Another year of pretty birds
perched high on little tree

the theme is “‘joy’’ we always find
in summer by the sea.

Another year of rythmic tides
and often wind-blown spray
and sometimes gorgeous sunsets
in summer by the Bay.

Another year of rest and ease

and freedom from all strain

of days and weeks of life

to spend in ‘‘our beloved Maine.’

3

Another year to spend some hours
in big reclining chair

and have the sweet solicitude

of someones constant care,

Another year of reading books
enjoying active mind

and writing letters to loved friends
so faithful and so kind.

Another year of rounded life
mature in all its ways

with mind and heart and love
and friends enriching all its days.

(written for Euphemia in summer of 1907)
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Picking Blue Berries

Out in the meadow -
Sunshine and breeze
Everywhere bushes
Down on my knees
Picking the berries
Blue as the sky
Using both hands
Basket piled high.

Get out the pie pan

Sugar and flour

Hurry the process

Minute’s an hour!
Famished, I'm dreaming
Of sweet bye and bye,

But heaven won’t please me
Sans blue berry pie!!

Moon-Men
(composed T]10/09 *“ Apollo 11)

Three men with an objective
They are aiming at the moon
While all the world is watching
We pray they are landing soon.

They teach us all a lesson

If we would win success

We must make preparation
Aim high - - take nothing less.

We may not aim at planets
Or choose some distant star
We may find noble purpose
In this world where we are.

With will-power and ambition
Devotion to What’s right

We too will reach our “‘life-goal’’
Our destiny in flight.
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A Hobby

What is it brings you lots of fun
A Hobby!

and makes you proud of things you’ve done
A Hobby!

What is it keeps you young and spry

Puts brilliant luster in your eye

And makes the days fly swiftly by? -
A Hobby.

What is it keeps you feeling prime
A Hobby

Helps you defy old Father Time
A Hobby.

What is it fills your heart with zest

Gives pleasure to your every guest

You laugh and say ‘“These days are best’’
A Hobby.

Our Spirit Nature

There is something in our nature
Says life goes on and on.

New days we take for granted, - -
Always another one.

Recoil when death is threatened,
An instiné& of the soul.
No welcome to the “‘reaper”

Who would colleét his toll.

Is this instin¢t for living

A more than mortal voice?
A breath of the immortal
Beyond the realm of choice?

Do we live on forever,

Beyond the bounds of time?
Then in our full existence

There is boundless scope sublime!
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Awaiting

The day is spent; the hour is late.
I now lay down my pen.

I’ll sleep until tomorrow;

Then I will write again.

Time’s ripened fields are golden.
The Harvester is near.

I know that he has promised

To wipe away each tear.

So I await tomorrow -

The day that has no end,
Where everywhere is happiness
And everyone a friend.
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SECOND GENERATION

FLORENCE BLANCHE REAM

3 Florence Blanche? Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 18 May 1886 at Damascus, OH; died
4 Nov 1972 at Peru, NE. She married 25 June 1913 at Topeka, KS, Donald Frank Stanley, born 7 May

1890 at Lawrence, KS, died 11 Oct 1978 at Lincoln, NE. Don was the son of Emery and Annie Stanley.
Florence and Don are both buried at Peru, NE.

PICTURES OF FLORENCE REAM
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Florence was very proud of her brothers, and her brothers also wrote accolades about her. Dwight
said she could have been a champion golfer. Her brother Joe said that she was unquestionably the
smartest of T. J. and Cassie’s children, and that if she had lived at a time when a “woman’s role” was
seen differently, she would have been an overwhelming success in whatever career she chose.

She took a 6-week summer shorthand course, Dougherty method, from her brother Frank when she
was of high school age, using it only for college notes. Years later, she later easily picked it up again
after Betty left for college. She and her brother Frank wrote letters to each other in shorthand.

Florence seldom talked of her rather itinerant girlhood spent moving from town to town. But she did
leave these notes, apparently prepared for a program in Peru, Nebraska:

Born in a little town in Ohio [Damascus, Ohio], a town so small that even yet
it can boast only one grocery store, a drug store, and a book store. But it had four
churches —a Methodist church and three Friends churches. | was born in the
Methodist parsonage, the only girl in the family which finally included five brothers.

Before | was old enough to comprehend what was going on we moved to
another small town in Ohio, and in a comparatively short time moved again, this
time to Auburn, a small town in Shawnee County, Kansas.

Of this town | have a few recollections, a house with a big yard, of dogs and
pigs and cows and chickens, and a vague recollection of an eccentric old man, the
pillar of the church, Uncle Jimmy Quayle, the father of Bishop Quayle. Also there
was a short session of school, a one-room affair, like a country school. Then came
another move and we were in the city of Topeka, where the authorities said | wasn’t
old enough to go to school so | had another year at home. When | finally got started
again, they let me skip half a grade which sort of made up for lost time.

One bright spot of our stay there was a wonderful birthday party with all the
children in that part of the city invited, the lovely presents, the big swing, the game
of post office, and the ice cream will never be forgotten.

The next move landed the family in a county set town in lowa [Harlan,
lowa]. As the parsonage was really nothing to brag about, father bought a house. So
we lived in our own home for a while. [This differs from her mother’s autobiography
— Cassie wrote that they lived in the parsonage.] Then came another move just as |
was starting eighth grade. At the new town [Corning, lowa] | found the eighth grade
considerably behind the one | had left, so persuaded the school superintendent to
let me into high school. Thus it came about that | missed physiology, history, the
finer points of grammar and probably a lot of other things | should have had.

[As Florence left Corning in 1901, the newspaper ran this item, “Miss Helene Baker
gave a farewell ‘taffy pull’ party Wednesday evening to the members of the Sunday
school class in honor of Miss Florence Ream. Before they parted the class presented
Miss Ream with a beautiful ring in memory of the good times they had passed
together.”]

Another move landed me in another high school with further complications,
but | managed to finish at Bedford, lowa.

Florence graduated from Bedford, lowa High School in 1903. She then attended three different
Methodist colleges including Cornell College (one year) and Simpson (one year). When her family
moved back to Kansas, she transferred to Baker College at Baldwin City, Kansas. Florence’s brother Joe
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later wrote, “She was not too keen about this move, as she was happier in her college in lowa.”

Florence graduated two years later in 1908. She garnered with all A's and 1 B in her college career. She
never spoke of her grades—Betty learned this when Florence heard that one of her professors had
died, and she mentioned that he was the one who had given her her one B. Once, when he called on
her in class, she didn't know the answer to a question. Later, after he had lectured her and asked
again, she knew the answer, but, because she was not prepared, she was given a B in the course.

During the summer between years at Baker, Florence earned money by joining friends at Palisade, in
western Colorado, picking peaches.

After graduating from college, she taught in Waterville, KS, where her brother Frank was a minister.
Later she taught high school mathematics in Topeka. It was probably during this time that Florence
and Don began dating, as their parents lived a block apart from each other in Topeka. In March 1912,
she took a $75/month position at Dodge City, KS, to finish the term of another teacher. Florence
continued teaching through the 1912-13 school year. The high school at that time was connected
with one of the grade schools, and located next to the cemetery on top of the infamous Boot Hill.
During this year, she became engaged to Don.

The letters that Don wrote to Florence during the Dodge City year have been saved. Without knowing
Florence’s responses, it is, admittedly, a one-sided conversation. In addition to the endearments
between an engaged couple, they discussed many topics -- Don’s law cases, politics, Florence’s fellow
teachers, entertainment they attended, and books they were reading. Examples from Don’s letters:

Yesterday | read Ibsen’s Doll House, finished vol 1 of Vanity Fair. Concerning Dumas,
you’ve read the Cream, in the Three Musketeers, try Margaret DeValor’s next. I'm
surprised at your saying Dumas is difficult to read. His short snappy style makes it
one of the fastest for me, and | don’t lay claims to being a record breaker at reading.
I’'m going to take a shot at Kant, or Hegel or Schopenhauer for tonight, that is in the
intervals between dreams of you.

Yesterday | went to church at the Lowman
‘A’ME. After the Lord had been duly supplicated
and harangued, your mother very kindly invited
me to eat dinner with your folks, and being
tempted, | fell. It’s needless to say that the
dinner was about the best ever, but I'll say it,
just to make ‘assurance doubly sure.’

Woodrow Wilson was in town yesterday. After
an hour’s introduction by one Thos. Botkin and
another short one by our mayor and near

.| governor, ‘Little Jeff’ Billard, who spoke of the
: kt 3 guest as ‘Professor Widrow Woodson,” the

7 ' R latter made a good talk. If | vote, I'll probably

1 \’ [ cast one for Woodrow, but I’'m afraid in later
- M years I'll be ashamed of even having voted for
Florence in Dodge City, kS 1912-1913. a Democrat. What'’s your opinion as to the
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course to take?

It was quite funny, your description of the skating party, largely | suppose on
account of the thoughts it engendered. | can imagine you working as seriously as
any judge until you mastered the art and could skate just a trifle better than anyone
else there.

Some time ago | asked you for advice as to something to read. Up to date | don’t
recollect any, and so I'm sticking to a couple of text books, Graves History of
Education and Tichenor’s psychology together with a book by Bergson. Please help
me out, it’s awful.

Florence was sensitive about being four years older than Don. When they took out the wedding
license, she wrote Don's year of birth as her own. Her father T. J. Ream, who officiated at the
wedding, shook his head about starting marriage with a falsehood. She eventually had several official
papers with the wrong year of birth, enough to get a fake birth certificate if she had wanted to.>*

o\ am i [ A

Wedding of Florence and Don, June 25, 1913, at the home of T.J. Ream. T.J is
officiated the wedding. Cassie Ream is on Florence’s left.

i

n Don’s right; he
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Bob, Betty, Florence, and Don Stanley. On a
trip to visit Florence’s brother Clarence at
Clear Lake, lowa, 1925.

Florence, Betty, Don, Bob,
1931.

Before their marriage, Don had set up a law practice in Mankato, Kansas. They lived there until
September 1, 1941. In Mankato, Florence found herself as one of only two women college graduates
in that town of about 1400 population. She started the Modern Minerva Club, was County Chairman
for the Republican Party, served as president of WSCS at the Methodist church, and did many more
civic jobs.

Florence and Don jointly purchased the Peru Pointer newspaper in Peru, Nebraska, with their son,
Robert in 1941. Robert was soon drafted into World War Il, leaving Florence and Don to run the paper
on their own. They lived in the downtown apartment above the Pointer, eventually purchasing a
house around 1951 where Florence lived for the remainder of her life.
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Florence and Don in
front of the Peru
Pointer, 1944.

Florence, ca 1955

Don and
Florence’s
home in
Peru,
Nebraska,
1958. It was
built on a
hillside.
Note the
low height
of the
garage to
the left of
the house.
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Florence assisted with the Peru Pointer and was always proud of
learning to operate the linotype. She also did most of the
reporting, taking notes in shorthand, and did all the bookkeeping.
Advertising rates for the Pointer were 25¢ per inch. Don said he
didn't believe in inflation, so they were never raised and
remained the lowest in Nebraska. She worked as a bookkeeper
for the Landolt Grocery in Peru until she was 85.

Playing canasta was a way of life in Peru with its peculiar Peru
rules. Florence and Don also once kept a cumulative count of
their nightly Scrabble scores and published the total on their
Christmas card. They also had the custom of reading a Bible
chapter each day — Florence reading aloud while Don smoked his
pipe. They read the entire Bible at least twice.

Florence and Don were tied to the weekly publication of the
Pointer for 20 years. When they sold it in 1961, perhaps her
brother Frank, in his flowery prose, expressed it best:

Florence and Don, 1950, outside Joe
Ream’s home in Princeton, NJ.

... We hope this means the realization of the long wished for freedom, and that
when you take vacations you will not have to rush back for composition Wednesday
and press-day on Thursday morning.

You have been most faithful to the celebrations of wedding anniversaries, to the
‘introductions’ of the newly born, to the programs of the local clubs, to the
welcomes and farewells to members of the Faculty [at Peru State College], to the
fishermen’s luck when the spring rains are high, and to the molding of public
opinion in the ‘News and Views’ [Don’s editorial column].

You have served well your friends and neighbors, True, some of them have
expressed gratitude by bringing in big fresh strawberries, a freshly baked cake, or
the tallest stalk of corn. Their names have appeared in the thank-you columns. But
they will doubtless not realize the quality of service you have rendered until you are
among the illustrious retired public citizens.>®

The Pointer sale marked the end of any Peru newspaper. Florence worked as a correspondent for the
Nemaha County Herald in nearby Auburn, Nebraska, reporting the news from Peru.
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Florence in her dining room, 1961.

Children of Donald Frank Stanley and Florence Blanche? Ream:

Don & Florence’s 50t wedding
anniversary, June 1963. They finally
took that long-awaited lengthy
vacation — a trip to California to
visit relatives and friends. They also
celebrated the day with a reception
at their home in Peru.

+ 10 i Robert “Bob” Wood? Stanley, born 24 Dec 1914 at Topeka, KS.
+ 11 i Florence Elizabeth “Betty” Stanley, born 4 Aug 1920 at Mankato, KS.
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REMEMBERING PERU

While growing up, it was a highlight of the summer for Florence and Don's four
grandchildren to spend an individual week living with them in Peru. The following is
an amalgam of memories from Carol Wallace Kleppinger and Don Wallace.

Peru, Nebraska was an idyllic small college town and we were so lucky to at least get one-week
glimmers into its life. And we were also fortunate to have such kindly grandparents. Our grandparents
certainly were not the type to stop all of their activities to cater to the whims of a child. Rather, they
would invite a grandchild into their world to participate in their activities, and nothing could be better
than that.

There's the topography of Peru. There cannot be a hillier town in all of Nebraska. The downtown
street was originally laid out along the banks of the Missouri River (then the river later changed its
course), and it’s all uphill from there. The entrance to the house across the street was at least two
stories above the entrance to the Stanley house. For kicks, our grandfather would sometimes take us
on a drive around Peru. In the early years he drove a car with a stick-shift. First, he had to gun the car
backwards out of the garage and up the hillside driveway beside the house. Then while driving up
those neck-cricking hills, it was quite an accomplishment to get the car moving forward without losing
to the backward momentum as he down-shifted.

Their home had that other worldly feel of a grandparents' home. There was no central air
conditioning. The window in the guest room would be open. We fell asleep at night to the chorus of
cicadas. The chatter of the wrens and the shrieks of the blue jays among all the other birds started the
day. Our grandmother's stirrings in the kitchen making the customary oatmeal on top of the oven,
joined in with the news reports from KFAB radio, would rouse us up from bed.

After breakfast, our grandmother picked up the Bible and read one chapter aloud. Our grandparents
read the entire Bible at least three times in their marriage, reading one chapter aloud each day.

Their lives were structured around their week. On Monday mornings, my grandfather would have us
help him wind the grandfather clock, where our help was largely to see that things were done right.
Monday was also laundry day for my grandmother, and phone calls to finalize news for the Pointer.
Tuesday was ironing day and faithfully penning a weekly letter to our mother in Lincoln. Sometime
during the week, we would pay a visit to one of their many friends just to call on them. Sundays
always necessitated a church service at the Methodist church. We often walked the few blocks to
church. On a hot summer morning, the ushers would supply us with cardboard fans with Auburn,
Nebraska funeral home advertising, as the church was not air-conditioned.

We would help as best we could to meet the Thursday deadline when the Peru Pointer was published.
Our assistance consisted largely of staring at all the machinery -- the linotype, the printing press, the
paper cutter, the job press, the vast trays of blocks of printing type, and doing our best to keep out of
the way. But there were opportunities to get in on some tasks. We could help the ladies who came in
Thursday afternoons to help fold the finished newspapers. But the best task was to drag those heavy
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canvas bags filled with copies of that week's issue across that sidewalk past the closed movie theater
and to the post office.

During down times at the house, we often played solitaire or read a book from their extensive library.
Carol started Wizard of Oz many times, but never finished. Our grandmother would tell us about the
possessions in the house that had come to her from various members of her family. She would get us
involved in the various tasks in the garden, picking the beans, the tomatoes, the blackberries, even
gathering some concord grapes for freshly squeezed juice in the morning.

There were very adult games we would play. Canasta! Ah yes, this was more than a card game. It was
a way of life with its own set of Peruvian canasta rules. Scotch bridge worked at times for both
grandparents and us. Scrabble was another possibility for a game for just two. Croquet was the
outdoors game where our grandfather would mow the lawn in the evening and set up the game in the
back yard. Our grandfather would be very quiet and deliberate with his pipe never moving from his
mouth. Our grandmother would quip about how her brothers and parents were always playing the
game, and no one could master maneuvering a croquet ball around and over the shallow roots of the
backyard of one her childhood homes like her father.

Sunday evenings would always mean that the Mr. and Mrs. Barnes would be having a formal dinner
with us or just dessert. The Barnes were next-door neighbors and their close friends, but they were
always called Mr. Barnes and Mrs. Barnes. It was decades later that we learned their first names.
There could be a game of canasta after the dinner. In later years the television would be turned on at
the correct time for the two game shows that seemed to completely captivate these four people --
"I've Got a Secret" and "What's My Line."

We think back and realize that our grandparents were well into their 70s at this time. Yet their lives
were so active and engaged. That small community and the many people in that town seemed so
important to them. Our grandparents must have known how welcome it seemed to us to be made a
part of their world.
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SECOND GENERATION

CLARENCE HANES “JACK” REAM

4 Clarence Hanes? "Jack" Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 8 Feb 1888 at Columbiana, OH;
died 28 Nov 1937 at Worcester, MA. He married 25 June 1918 at Junction City, KS, Siddie Ethel Kregar,
born 15 Jan 1891 in Junction City, KS; died 20 Dec 1977 at Amherst, MA. She was the daughter of J. R.
& Elizabeth (Cox) Kregar. Clarence and Siddie are buried at Pine Grove Cemetery, Spencer, MA.

Cassie said he was her "prettiest" baby, who later turned many a young lady’s head. Jack took great
pride in his strong, agile physique. Dave Ream wrote, “He was a handsome, physically impressive

4

man.

Clarence was an excellent athlete—he ran a goal-line to goal-line touchdown at Baker University
which was still talked about when his sister Florence attended her 50th class reunion. Jack held the
record for the 100-yard dash in Kansas for many years. Betty remembered his accuracy for throwing
balls to easily win a kewpie doll at a carnival for her when she was five.>®

Clarence graduated from Mt. Ayr, IA High School in 1905. He attended Baker University for four years,
but did not acquire enough credits for graduation. He then then moved on to Washburn, where he
earned an A.B. degree.”” He later did graduate work at Columbia University, earning an A.M.

Clarence Hanes Ream

Professionally, Jack had three separate careers—as a Methodist minister, as a school administrator,
and as a general agent for Mutual Benefit Life Insurance in Worcester, Mass. He served as a minister
at Silver Lake, KS even while attending Baker University. In 1917 he became a licensed Methodist
minister and assigned the church at Dover, KS. These church assignments were interspersed with
known school positions. On graduation from Washburn in 1911, he was the high school principal at
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Holton, KS. He was also principal of the Anthony, KS high school in 1915. He may have met Siddie at
Anthony, because she had been a music teacher at that high school. Siddie was a native of Junction
City, and her father was a cattle feeder and farmer. She also graduated from Washburn.

At the time of his father’s death in 1918, Clarence was living in Center Point, lowa. By 1920 Clarence
became the superintendent of schools at Clear Lake, IA.

In 1924 he began as a part-time agent for an insurance company while continuing to work in Clear
Lake, eventually turning it into a full-time position in 1928. The couple then moved to Worcester, MA.
Clarence developed an interest in roses, and their home at 27 Commodore Road was known for their
“exquisite” rose gardens.

R

Clarence and Sdaie Ethei ) - C/arlencé

Siddie Ethel and Clarence at Clear Lake, lowa, 1925 Clarence and Siddie Ethel, 19,

31

On November 28, 1937, Clarence picked up a revolver and shot himself in their home. According to a
newspaper account, “Mr. Ream, who had recently returned from a visit to his native state, had been
under treatment for a nervous condition.>® In another newspaper article, George Dudley, who worked
for the same insurance company, related that after breakfast on that day, Clarence went upstairs and
began pacing the bedroom floor. Soon Siddie joined him and “tried to reason with him and quiet him.
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Several times he picked up the revolver, but each time she talked him out of it. This went on for three
hours. Then, when she thought everything was all right, he jumped up by the mirror and did it.”*

Clarence’s mother Cassie was never told of the manner of Clarence’s death, only that he had died. She
was elderly at the time. Cassie later said that she developed the funny clearing of the throat that some
elderly people get on the day she was told Clarence had died.®

As early as 1920, Clarence’s “nervousness” had been noticed. Clarence’s mother Cassie Ream wrote to
his sister Florence Ream Stanley on 17 Aug 1920 from Clear Lake, lowa. Some eyebrows might rise at
the thought of strong-willed Cassie taking her 32-year-old son back to Topeka and away from his wife
of two years:

“Dear Florence and family,

Your letter yesterday found me in Clear Lake... Clarence met me at the
Junction. | scarcely knew him at first for he does not look as robust as he used to. He
is not feeling the best since his teeth operation. His principal trouble is nervousness.

If he does not get considerably better in a few days, | think I'll bring him
home with me for a while. He ought to pick up a good deal before school begins.

I ran into a house full of company here. Mrs. Kregar has been here for more
than six weeks... And Myrtle is here with her two boys. They are such lively
youngsters that it is hard on one who is nervous...

Lovingly, Mother”

Siddie Ethel and Clarence, July 19:

In the aftermath of Clarence’s suicide, his family struggled to understand. Siddie wrote this letter to
the family on 10 Feb 1938:

Please forgive me for having not written some of you before, also please
forgive me for making this letter a carbon. Letters are so very hard to write it seems,

but | do want this information to reach you as | know you are all asking the same
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many questions that | have. If it is rather disconnected, just know that is the way I'm
doing things at present.

| have felt as though | would lose my mind if | couldn’t ferret the whole
thing out completely. So | have had two conferences with both Jack’s Physician and
the Brain Surgeon who worked with him those last two hours. Jack had no financial
worries at all, | believe a peaceful home and | know that no two people were ever
closer than we were. So the why of it, how he could do it etc., forced me into it and |
was determined to find the truth and no fairy tales.

Clarence, date unknown.

Partially through his Dr. and mostly through me this brain surgeon simply
combed Jack’s whole life. Yesterday at our final meeting he told me that he felt as
certain of it as could be that this originated with his case of flu in 1918. You probably
remember that he all but passed that first winter we were married. Infectious
Psychosis. He told me there have been so many cases like it. Some were acute but
most were cases of very slow deterioration of the brain and whole physical being.

| told him of his terrible upset over a letter that he received from the Home
Office last spring. The Dr. used his foot to explain. He said it acted as a boot and
pushed him over the edge without doubt.

| have watched him and studied him through the years. Year before last
unknown to him | kept track on the calendar of cycles he seemed to have. A terrible
depression would come over him. They came regularly every 5 weeks but a few ran
6 weeks. | thought perhaps it was because he worked so hard and refused to take
vacations except for a few days at a time. | had noticed that through the 19 years his
shirt size gradually changed from 16 % to 15. Last week | cleaned his personal file
out at the office and we found a 3 page typewritten copy of his physical history that
had evidently been written for some Dr. The girls said they had not written it for
him, so he evidently went out some place to get the work done.

He used to tell me EVERYTHING, both good and bad about everything
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except himself. In this report he said that he felt “a gradual but definite
deterioration since the flue of 1918.” | asked the Dr. if he could explain the reason
for him not leaving me a note and he said if he had left me a note his diagnosis
would have been entirely different. He said the brain was so gone that there were
blank spaces and that when he was alright he didn’t have any more thought of
killing himself than the rest of us.

He ate his breakfast as usual, a big one, even to taking his psylla [??], then
went to the bath room. When he came out of the room he began pacing. It was on
him in a fraction of a second the Dr. said. He had told me that he thought of
eliminating himself the night he stayed in Albany when he started to Kansas. After
telling me he turned to me and said — “Wasn’t that awful Siddie, wasn’t that awful?”

The Dr. said that the constant being so tired was a sign of infection and
breaking down of the physical. | have seen him so tired some nights that he would
cry. Even with rest after lunch the past few years it seems he could hardly drag
himself home at night. Every winter | would tell him that | have saved up the money
to go to Florida or some place where he would get a real rest but he never would
leave his business.

| asked the Dr. if we might have saved him if | had forced him to quit several
years ago when | begged him to and he said that his going was inevitable, that these
cases are terrible, but all end the same way. He said not to feel that he (the Dr.) was
cruel, but that Jack was fortunate in going before we put him away, for it saved him
untold agony and that he would have found a way out sooner or later. He was not
insane as we think of it — simply blank spaces with no thought association.

Jack has told me so many times that if we had children that he would blow
up completely and the Dr. agreed with him. Also the past few years | have
endeavored to get him to take less physical exercise. | felt it tired him too much and
he would always say, “It’s the only thing that keeps me from snapping.” The Dr.
agreed with Jack again instead of me. He said he probably got rid of enough poison
constantly to give himself much more life than he would have ever had otherwise.

In the nine and half years we have been here we went out one evening
when he had to go to work next day and that was to see Ed. Winn. He simply could
not go and get up next morning. But | was content to be right here so along as | had
him. He was so much more than all the outside interests of superficial things of life,
so you see why | went out with him.

Dwight, you mentioned the fact that Jack felt he was a burden to those
around him. | asked the Dr. about it and he said that it simply ran true to form as he
was perfectly sane and himself part of the time and fully realized that when he had
these blank spells that he couldn’t reason nor think and naturally any one would feel
and know that was a burden for those in care.

He said that had it been possible to keep him much longer that there would
have been nothing else but blankness. The first time it happened was last June or
July when he came home one day and told me that he was sitting at his desk when
all at once his mind went blank and he couldn’t think at all. | of course thought he
was tired out and needed a vacation but as usual that was impossible. The girls in
the office told me that a number of times when they went into his room he would
be sitting with his hand on his forehead and say, “I guess you would better take
these things back until tomorrow for | don’t think very well this morning.”

| don’t know whether this has explained what | know very well or not, but it
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has been very hard to write for my very senses are numbed. God knows I've been
trying to do what everyone tells me | must, will, etc., but so many days | feel that |
can’t hold out much longer. | am hoping though that when summer comes that | will
hear that some of you will say you are coming to New England. | can show you his
wonderful roses. Don’t wait too long, for | know | will never be able to give them
that delicate touch that he was able to give and that they so much need.

| shall mark this letter personal to Florence and Dwight, fearing mother
might happen to be there and some word would be said.

With love, SiddieE.

Associations between influenza infection and psychosis have been reported since the 18"
century and “psychosis of influenza” was an established diagnosis. Psychiatrists and researchers
are still working on the exact molecular response.®! So it is possible that Clarence may be
considered another victim of the 1918 Spanish influenza pandemic.

Siddie continued to mourn Clarence. On 13 Nov 1939, she wrote to Clarence’s mother Cassie:

...The last rose of summer from his garden was picked yesterday, Nov. 12" and is in
a bud vase by his picture. It happens to be Better Times, picked from the bush that
he put in the first year he worked with them. He had to start a new row some place
so decided west of the house would be a good place. When he came in to supper he
said, “l put Better Times just around the corner!” We always laughed about its
location. It has been almost two years now but | guess there is no end to my tears
for Oh | love him so and want him every minute of my life. He was all | ever asked
for in life, for if | had him it always seemed | had everything.

The couple had no children. Siddie never married again. After Clarence’s death, she moved from
Worcester to Amhurst, MA. When she died in 1977, her address was 97 Fairview Way in Amhurst.
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CLARENCE H. REAM TRIBUTE

Merrill (Jay) Ream presented this posthumous tribute to his brother Clarence on 24 July 1960.

At Frank’s fabulous fete, | suggested that some of the rest of us might supplement
Frank’s pen picture of that rare individualist, Clarence H. Ream. So here are a few
snapshots of him from one who knew him as older big brother, seen from below.

His excellent physique and athletic prowess appealed mightily to a younger brother
in an athletic minded family. Even when the two of us journeyed to a summer job in
the peach orchards of western Colorado, he took along a 50 |b. weight. He could, of
course, do far more push-ups with this than anyone else. The handle had a smooth
side and a rough side. If any of the onlookers were inclined to scoff or belittle, they
were challenged to try it, in which case the weight was handed them with the rough
handle, which usually meant a skinned knuckle.

When he was superintendent of schools at Clear Lake, IA, Siddie remonstrated with
him about his half mile run every morning before breakfast, telling him it was
undignified for a superintendent of schools to be sprinting around town. He
suggested that if she would run after him, people would not think him odd. They’d
understand that he needed to run!

He combined dramatic ability with his athletics. Once the middle Ream boys were
members of a four-man relay team. | ran second and managed to give Dwight about
a 3-foot lead. Dwight of course stretched this into a 20-foot lead, then Jack, the star,
took over, and to everyone’s amazement the opposition overtook and passed him —
at which time Jack dramatically put on the strain and easily stepped out in front to
win. The crowd roared.

As far as | know he was the only Ream with dramatic talent. He was usually the male
lead in school plays and did a beautiful job. In fact his attraction for gals of his age
was phenomenal. His own sentiments were always under complete control, though
he was a master at dishing out the compliments. In fact, he considered getting one’s
passions aroused at the height of stupidity. His eventual marriage, | thought, was
tied into his complete pacifism — he wanted no part of war, and matrimony put him
in a more remote draft list.

He was marvelously good company, with his sense of humor, love of a joke, and his
love of poetry which he could quote by the hour. Browning was one of his favorites.

Once | saw his dramatic power used quite facetiously. The two of us were waiting to
board a train at Christmas at Newton, Kans. The crowd was large, and as the train
puffed to a stop, the populace surged toward the train steps. Then Jack, with his big
powerful voice ordered, “Stand back, everyone stand back.” The crowd obeyed,
sensing authority, and Jack calmly boarded the train unmolested.
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More than any other member of the family he liked being at home, where he could
control the environment to suit him and get the food he liked. Mother once called
him a hot house plant, brilliant to behold but lacking in stamina. An adverse
environment was torture to him. Physically he did have one defect. He like the
rhythm and emotion in music, but he had no sense of pitch whatever. | guess he
would be called a monotone. But that didn’t prevent his singing. Father would
cringe at his off-tones.

Some of you remember our family dinner in New York many years ago. He went up,
shook hands with Jack Dempsey [a famous boxer and world heavy weight
champion], and said, “Hi, Jack, how have you been?” knowing of course that
Dempsey would assume he was someone Dempsey should know.

People were always attracted to him. He once said that as far as his enemies were
concerned, they were no problem at all, he could take care of them. But as for his
friends, they really got him down, they were often in his hair. Which indicates, that
he, like most Reams, had an anti-social streak in his make-up.
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SECOND GENERATION

DWIGHT THOBURN REAM

5 Dwight Thoburn? Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 23 March 1892 at Topeka, KS, died
20 Nov 1954 at Topeka, KS. He married 25 Sep 1920 at Attica, Kansas, Helen Hunter, born 11 Sep 1897
in Wellington, KS; died 10 Nov 1977 in Topeka, KS. Helen was the daughter of Charles and Lola Hunter.
They are buried at Mt. Hope Cemetery, Topeka, KS. Thoburn was the name of a Methodist bishop.

Dwight was a tremendously gifted and successful athlete at Topeka High School, in college, and in
Topeka for the rest of his life. His brother Joe also once wrote, “Dwight was the most generally well-
liked of all the Reams.”®?

Dwight graduated from Washburn College, majoring in sociology, serving as president of his senior
class, and being a member of Kappa Sigma fraternity. His description in the KAW yearbook says, “The
disposition of a saint. Incidentally, the best athlete in college.” While at Washburn he was on the track
team, the all-state basketball team for three years, and was chosen as half-back on the all-state
football team. The 1914 KAW yearbook describes the baseball season:

Taking the Kansas Championship in basketball with but one conference
defeat chalked up against them is the record of the Washburn basketball team. Out
of eleven games played, nine were victories...

Exactly half of the points scored by the whole team to his credit is the
record of Captain Dwight Ream. Out of 388 points Ream made 194, 140 of them by
seventy field goals and 54 by free throws. Ream was guarded closely all through the
season, every team making an effort to “get Ream.”

But despite the Blue captain’s wonderful showing, the Ichabod quintet was
not a one-man team. It was teamwork, fast passing and a knowledge of the game
that took the title for the Blue. Every game was worked out by the team on the floor
and Ream proved himself one of the best floor generals in the state.

Born lefthanded, Dwight had been forced as a child to use his right hand, a common practice for that
time period, and became truly ambidextrous. This was a small part of his success as an athlete. He
could throw a basketball or wield a tennis racket with either hand, to the frustration of an opponent.

After graduation from Washburn in 1915, Dwight was the physical director at the Ft. Scott, Kansas
High School where his brother Merrill also taught and later became principal. Dwight was named to
succeed Merrill as principal when Merrill left for the University of lowa in June 1917.%3

WWI interfered with his career at Ft. Scott. Dwight joined the Washburn ambulance corps and spent
nine months at Camp Pike, Arkansas. A card from Camp Pike to his brother Joe in September 1917
mentions, “Today we took our inoculations and everybody is sore. A few men fainted.” In the summer
of 1918, he took a three-month course at the Field Artillery Central Officers Training School in Camp
Taylor, Kentucky and was commissioned as a second lieutenant. He was then assigned to Camp
Jackson, Florida and was discharged December 1918.%*
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After WWI, he returned to Fort Scott High School where he coached athletics and taught for two
years.

In 1920 he returned to Washburn to coach. His Washburn football team won its conference
championship and had only 20 points scored against them that season — by Kansas, Nebraska and
Kansas State University. While coaching at Washburn, he met Helen Hunter who was a senior. They
married in 1920. Her family was in the milling business at Attica, Kansas.

After coaching for two years, Dwight was named as the first Director of all Athletics at Washburn.

Pictures of Dwight Ream

During his first years back in Topeka, he lived with his mother for he and Helen are found in the 1921
and 1924 Topeka city directories at that address. He is found later at other addresses: 1271 Pembroke
(1931), 1715 Gage Park (1935), 1286 High Ave. (1937), 1514 Plass Ave. (1942).% They finally a home
bought at 1304 SW College Ave. in 1943. Shortly after moving in, they hosted the wedding of Dwight’s
niece Betty Stanley to Hobart Wallace in April 1943.

Dwight undertook a number of small business ventures in Topeka, including a sporting goods store

and a chicken farm. From 1922-1929 he was a partner in the Keller-Ream Sport shop at 730 Kansas

Ave. It became the gathering place for athletic fans and sports writers. One writer said it was like an
athletic club without dues. Tickets to all the games could be bought there; bets could be picked up;

foursomes arranged for golf; and there was a ping pong table.

Beginning in 1934, Dwight was an insurance salesman for Northwestern Mutual Life, retiring around
1948.
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He was a regular basketball and football official. He began refereeing high school games, then college
games, eventually working more than 20 football games in a season and one year, he refereed 107
games of basketball. He worked up to the elite ranks of football officials, becoming No. 1 in the Bix Six,
and then working other conferences. He officiated in the Miami Orange Bowl, the Dallas Cotton bowl,
the El Paso Sun Bowl, in the New York Polo Grounds, and the 1941 Pasadena Rose Bowl. (For any

Nebraskans, the 1941 Rose Bowl is legendary for it’s the only Rose Bowl the University of Nebraska
has played, although it sadly lost.)
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Dwight and Martha, 1931

1304 SW College Ave., 2020
Topeka

Martha, Dwight, Helen and Mary Ream, ca 1941

Dwight was obviously a beloved sports figure in the Topeka area and his popularity only grew when he
began officiating. Comments from Kansas newspapers during his officiating years include:

e Dwight Ream officiated the game to the satisfaction of both teams and the

fans. Not a murmur was heard from the crowd. Short and snappy decisions
made the game interesting.®®
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As a lover of peace we regret that punt in the K.U.-Aggie game had to roll
out of bounds just six inches from the Kansas goal line. Umpire Dwight
Ream will be about as popular on Mount Oread [a hill on the University of
Kansas campus] for the next ten years as Eddie Cantor at a Nazi ice cream
social, but his decision on the punt was an accurate one. We wus dere, not
twenty years away.®’

Play was extremely vicious and Referee Dwight Ream was calling numerous
fouls to avert impending riots.5®

Wives of sports officials ... often must sit and take it. Surrounded by
intensely partisan spectators who have no idea of any personal relationship
of nearby fellow observers, the wives hear their husbands discussed as
impersonally as a block of wood ...In the Kansas University-Emporia game,
for instance, Mrs. Dwight Ream watched the referee going about his work
with the efficiency that particular referee always displays. Some woman
who probably couldn’t talk about the game itself because she didn’t know
anything about it, felt safe enough to say, “Humph! | certainly don’t like that
referee,” was the biddy’s bromide. “No?” countered Mrs. Ream sweetly —
and she can be oh, so sweet — “Well, | don’t find him a bad fellow at home.
He’s my husband.” There was little comment on the officiating in that
section of the stands for the rest of the game.®®

Dwight Ream, Topeka official, believes violation of the rules of the
supposedly non-contact sport is ailing intercollegiate basketball.
“Basketball, as Dr. James Naismith designed it and as the rules still provide,
is essentially a noncontact sport,” says Ream. “On this basis, skill and
scientific maneuvering were main objectives and people flocked to see the
games. In more recent years we have been permitting more and more
contact until now we have a game of tugging, blocking, spills, and boos. The
genuine fan does not like this counterpart of the old game.””°

Dwight had more thoughts about changing basketball rules in another
interview. He wanted a clean, fast, fair game. To eliminate the numerous
basketball fouls: when a player fouls, send him to the bench and make a
substitution. The player would remain out of the game until a player on the
opposing team had made a foul. He would also eliminate the free throw
penalty.

When Dwight turned 40 in 1932, he decided to cut back on his basketball officiating. The newspaper
lamented, “Pounding the floors of a hundred gymnasiums has gotten him down and he’s just not
going to do it anymore. As good an arbiter as ever heard himself booed, as keen an observer as ever
chased bare-legged boys up and down a basketball court, as personable a man as was ever chosen to
arbitrate the disputes that arise when teams of men clash in athletic combat, he will be missed from
Ames to Norman and from Lincoln to St. Louis. Nothing seemed to disturb the unusual calm that
marked his every appearance on a court...It seems unfortunate for athletics that he finds it necessary
but the players and the layman who have cheered and jeered officials really have no idea of the toll

taken in a season of basketball officiating.

»71
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The story is told that, after one strenuous game, Dwight was so tired that his little daughter Mary
asked, “Daddy, wouldn’t it be better if we paid our way in?”

Martha, Mary, Helen, and Dwight. Princeton, NJ, 1947.

He took his family to the games whenever he could. He took Helen, Helen’s mother, and the girls to
the Cotton Bowl game in Dallas; and Helen and the girls to the Rose Bowl. The family made numerous
trips around Kansas and the adjoining states, often inviting the girls’ friends along.

Not surprisingly, Dwight was also a champion golfer and popular golfing companion. He once
explained the long time it took to paint his garage — people called him to get up a golf game and he
went.

When he was president of the Topeka Lions Club and was presiding at a “going away” party for Army
selectees, he announced that even though a musical program had been arranged, the musicians had
to cancel. He would be happy to substitute a chorus of Lions members. While they were not very
good, they would sing a few songs for the boys. The surprised “chorus,” some of whom could not carry
a tune, grinned, got up and did the best they could. The meeting was a great success.

The Dwight Ream family was always close and he once remarked that he was surrounded and blessed
by women — his wife, his mother, his mother-in-law, and his two daughters. “What he means,” said
Helen, “is that he has five women to wait on him.”

Dwight died of a heart attack. A newspaper article at the time of his death reads:

A referee has to decide on the instant, from a quick look at a thundering,
tumbling, leaping pack of husky young men who shift about like quicksilver. He can’t
stop the game and ask somebody how it looked to him. He makes his own decisions,
quick, and stands by them. Over a season and over the years he must get along with
the competing teams, the alumni, the sports writers, the public.
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It takes a very special kind of person to be a good sports official and keep it
up for any length of time. Dwight Ream was that kind of person. For more than a
quarter of a century he was a popular and busy official and none was ever more
respected or more loved.

He started in high school games and was soon the No. 1 official in the Big Six
and worked other conferences. He officiated in the Pasadena Rose Bowl, in the
Miami Orange Bowl, in the Dallas Cotton Bowl, in the El Paso Sun Bowl, in the New
York Polo Grounds, and at leading games all over the nation. [The 1941 Rose Bow!
Game is famous in University of Nebraska folklore.] ...

Thru many years sports writers have mention Dwight Ream with respect
and admiration and affection. One said he was ‘a capable master of the game,’
another said he was the type of official who ‘makes basketball a game.’

Ream could conduct a banquet as skillfully as he could a game, and was a
popular speaker and toastmaster. Somebody said that he would rather ‘pull’ a good
joke on his friends than sell an insurance policy, and he always enjoyed selling
policies.’

Friends who drove with him to St. Louis to see the Cards and Dodgers play
ball said his lively chatter on the way was better than the game. 72

Another obituary said:

Dwight’s legacy is not in money or material things but something infinitely
finer — that of chivalry on the playing fields. ... Many hearts are bowed in grief at the
passing of this gallant knight. But so long as men gather around in groups and
discuss thrilling action in football, in baseball, or in most sports, the name of Dwight
Ream will always be recalled as an exponent of clean athletics.

Of his passing it can be most truly said the world is far better for his having
lived. More cannot be said of any man.”

Children of Dwight Thoburn? Ream and Helen Hunter:

+ i 12 Martha® Ream (adopted), born 11 Feb 1930 in Topeka, KS
+ i. 13 Mary Ream, born 10 July 1932 at Topeka, KS.
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SECOND GENERATION

MERRILL JOYCE “JAY” REAM

6 Merrill Joyce? “Jay” Ream (Theodore Jackson! Ream), born 21 Nov 1893 at Topeka, KS; died 1
Sep 1973 at San Miguel de Allende, Mexico; He married 5 Apr 1927 in Canyon, TX, Catherine “Kay” or
“Sunny” Ada Terrill, born 19 Nov 1899 at Denton, Texas, died 15 Dec 1993 in Mexico. Catherine is
buried in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico. Jay is thought to be buried with her, but no stone was found
in a 2019 cemetery search. (There are no records of the cemetery prior to 1990.)

Merrill wrote a comprehensive autobiography found in Appendix B, page 171.

Merrill and Joyce were names of Methodist bishops. During induction in World War |, Merrill refused
to provide his middle name, instead insisting on only the initial J. When told he had to give a middle
name, Merrill did not back down and "Jay" was inserted by the U. S. military which became the name
he used thereafter.

Merrill was a fine athlete like his brothers. He was also a champion marathon runner, taking second in
the five-mile Topeka Marathon of 1911 and first in 1912 to great celebrity throughout the state.

. RN WINNER 0F |Wisserotarathon
THAD MABATHON (B

Year Ago He Took Second
Place and This Year Was
First in the Best Race That
Has Been Run,

LEADERS WELL BUNCHED | |

The Winners All Ran a Close
Race—Ream Showed a Re-| |}
markable Winning Sprint at
the Finish,

MARATHON WINNERS.

First place—Xoool Do age 17, 1111
Morris avenue, time 2 minutes, 5 sec-
cndm

Second place—Joseph Campbell, age 16,
115 North Jackson street.

Third place—Luther Gurden, (colored)
age 16, 1600 Western avenue.

CLASS WINNERS,

14 years—Archle Johnsion, 1401 Buch-
anan street.

15 years—None finished.

16 years—Louls Ford, Box M., Topeka.
17 years—Claude Leonard, 851 Madison

et

The Topeka newspaper reported that 7,000 people
witnessed Merrill’s win in the Topeka marathon in
1912. The “marathon” was actually a 4.3 mile
course that he completed in 28 minutes 35 seconds.

srwsocTweo

o

alg not think there was

e for him when he drew
number 13 in the entry regisffation for
the Daily Capital's third annual Mara-
thon race. 1In fact, he aldn't think
much about the number until it was
handed to him just before the race started
yesterday afterncon. Thea one of his
friends caled his attention to its signifi-

4 ¢Ance.  The plucky, little runner smiled
as he looked at the figures and, turn-
ing the card over, displayed & Swastika
and a horseshoe sketched with a lesd
Y rhat may helpe: he said. And it aid
In the prettiest Yace fn the history of the Rnto by Bchutte & Opl
Capital's Marathons, Heam forged ahead |yy;
of Luther Gurden, & ooty ol bl "'A:::.P:':"f:,r:.“ TRITARy:
last hundred yards of the course and
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Washburn University 1914
basketball team. Merrill is
standing on the left, holding
the trophy. His brother Dwight
is seated in the center.

At Washburn Merrill pledged Kappa Sigma like his brothers Dwight and Clarence. The three brothers—
Merrill, Clarence, and Dwight—were once three-fourths of the Washburn College track relay team and
won consistently. Merrill and Dwight were both starters on the Washburn basketball team and both
graduated in 1915.

Working in a wheat field near Anthony, KS, 1915

After graduating from Washburn University with a major in philosophy, Merrill taught high school
English at Herington, KS for a year, then became high school principal at St. John (KS) High School. He
enlisted for WWI in March 1918. He served as a sergeant in the Sanitary Corps at Camp Humphreys,
Virginia, then as a Second Lieutenant at the U.S. Army Hospital in Denver, CO. He was discharged July
1919.74
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Merrill, 1916 High School principal at St. John, World War |
Kansas, 1916 - 1917

Jay did his master's work at the University of lowa under Prof. Seashore where his thesis was on
timing the tapping of a telegraph key. He went on to further study at Carnegie Tech University (now
Carnegie Mellon) in Pittsburgh, PA, where he met Sunny. Sunny earned a master's and Jay his
doctorate in psychology. Jay’s doctorate thesis was about the mental profile of a successful life
insurance salesman. It was published in a book, “Ability to Sell.” After working in the insurance
industry for many years and acquiring on-the-job practical experience, Jay wrote in his autobiography,
“It [the book] was a brainchild | would like to disown.” He would probably be surprised to learn that it
was republished in 2010.

Sunny and Merrill were married in 1927. Sunny grew up in Canyon, Texas, and once was the women's
tennis champion of West Texas. She was also a star forward on the University of Texas women's
basketball team at Austin.”® Merrill tells the story in his autobiography of how the males in the
wedding party padlocked a ball and chain on Jay’s leg, so that he had to rout a blacksmith out of bed
to cut the thing off.

Because of his doctorate thesis, Jay attracted job offers from insurance companies. He accepted a job
offer from Mutual Benefit Life, working first in Newark, NJ, then as the General Agent for the
Pittsburgh office, where he had a very successful career. Respiratory illnesses in the family caused by
living in the smog of Pittsburgh motivated the family to move their home to Somerset, PA. The home
they built there was named “Hickory Hill.” Jay stayed in Pittsburgh during the week and drove home
on weekends.

| Chnisbmas gwﬁngi

| from
&/{cﬂuw Hull

‘ The M, Hay Seams
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Pittsburgh, the Steel City, was also known as the “Smoky City” and “Hell With the Lid Off” in the 1940s.
On some days, the sun was not visible. Jay’s niece Betty Stanley worked in his office in 1942. She later
wrote of walking around Pittsburgh over her noon hour and returning to the office with grey streaks
from her nose. In Betty’s rooming house, the landlady would wipe down the table at night, then have
to repeat wiping in the morning to remove the accumulated soot.

Jay quietly decided to tackle the heavy polluted smog that hung over the city and became president of
the United Smoke Council, a position he held for ten years. This became the committee that forced
industry and railroads following World War Il to clean up the air, and successfully lobbied the state
legislature to change its pollution laws. A Pittsburgh columnist wrote, “The community could not get
in any other way the service M. Jay Ream has performed in the anti-smoke crusade ... Mr. Ream, an
insurance man, spent several of the war years quietly laying the ground work for a county-wide smoke
law. He traveled around the state at his own expense, interviewing men in high places, answering
their questions, enlisting their support. Others helped, but to him should go most of the credit for the
enabling act passed by the legislature.””®

Sunny and Jay, 1931, in Topeka.

Sunny, Jay, Barbara, and Tom, 1948, at Somerset, PA.
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Jim, Barbara, Jay, Sunny, and Tom, ca 1950.

Sunny was active in civic affairs and won prizes for her flower arranging. She was an unflappable
hostess and party-giver, once hosting a house-party weekend for her son Tom's entire preparatory
school class and dates.”’

In 1948, Jay quit as General Agent for the Pittsburgh office, to do financial planning with his clients.”®

A major tragedy struck in November 1951. Eighteen-year-old Tom was injured in a car-truck collision
with a fractured skull, brain injuries, and lay in a coma for ten weeks. Jay left his successful career at
Mutual Benefit; he and Sunny spent the next approximately ten years devoted to Tom’s rehabilitation.
They concentrated almost exclusively on taking care of Tom and searching the country for the best
medical specialists who might be able to improve his condition. Jay gives details of these years in his
autobiography in Appendix B, page 171.

Sunny and Jay, date unknown.

In 1960 they moved to Warren, PA, where they opened a travel agency as one of their efforts to find a
suitable career for Tom. They used the agency as a springboard for a round-the-world cruise, but the
agency didn’t work for Tom. Jay’s autobiography ends around 1963. They eventually moved to San
Miguel de Allende, Mexico, sometime in the 1960s to join Tom and to pursue their interest in Mexico
and Mexican art.
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L F—2 ™ u&*
To promote his travel agency in Warren,
Trave] pr 1CS ’ PA, Jay wrote a column for the local
B’ TAMMY MORTON ‘ newspaper under the by-line Tammy

Morton.

In San Miguel Jay was president of the public library and juvenile literacy program financed by the
American residents of the town. It included providing meals for poor children through the library
system. Jay didn't believe in freebies—they had to pay the tiniest amount. 7

Joe Ream (Jay’s brother) lived for a time in San Miguel
de Allende and wrote, “About six hundred Americans
live in San Miguel more or less permanently. There are
also a considerable number of tourists and students
coming and going most of the time, as San Miguel is a
little Mecca for artists and writers, and it has preserved
its Colonial charm quite well. With the permanent
American colony, composed mostly of retirees, there is
a plethora of cocktail parties, and the social life can be a
little wearing at times. Perhaps the best thing about the
town is the weather. Never gets down to freezing,
never any snow, hardly ever rains in the winter. At
6,500 feet elevation one feels peppy when he isn’t short
of breath.”

Jay, like his siblings, had a very creative mind. He played
contract bridge and created “Bridge Rules Simplified,” a
Jay in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico, 1968 system to score the cards in your bridge hand, and how
to bid and answer bids based on the score. See page

101.

Nancy Ream Rose writes, “Uncle Jay and Aunt Sunny were the most fun couple. They loved and lived
life to the fullest and were wonderful host and hostess to all visiting family. They were always very
positive and so much fun to be around and always made you feel so welcomed. They always offered
something fun to do. Creative party givers. | really liked them a lot. | spent a lot of time with them in
San Miguel de Allende, Mexico when they and my father lived there. Aunt Sunny threw great Mexican
parties.”%°

Joe Ream was in San Miguel at the time of Jay’s death and later wrote, “Jay was confined to his wheel
chair, but apart from that was in good spirits and in command of things. We played a fair amount of
bridge and a game called Schmeiss — don’t ask me to describe it. [Jay says in his autobiography that he
learned Schmeiss while in Samoa and thought it the ‘best two-hand card game ever devised.’] The last
week in August, Jay had arranged to have his children down for a visit — so the place was enlivened by
Barbara Jo and Bob, Jim and Joyce, and Tom and Maria Teresa came over from Celaya (30 miles from
San Miguel). Jay responded to the occasion, and at a family dinner Thursday evening he even pulled
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himself to his feet and delivered a little speech and recited a poem. After seeing them all the next day
(their planned last day here) he passed away in his sleep Friday night. It was as though he had
scheduled it all that way.”

Jay’s family, ca 1973.
(Standing) Tom, Jim, Sunny
(Seated) Barbara Jo, Jay

Children of Merrill Joyce? “Jay” Ream and Catherine “Sunny” or “Kay” Ada Terrill:

+ 14 i Barbara Jo® Ream, born 20 Apr 1928 in NJ.
+ 15 ii. James Terrill Ream, born 8 Sep 1929 in Summit, NJ.
+ 16 iii. Thomas Jay Ream, born 5 Feb 1933 in Pittsburgh, PA.
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BRIDGE RULES SIMPLIFIED BY M. JAY REAM







THS BLACKWOOD CONVENTION

If your partner thinks thers is a poss:.bJ.li.ty of slam if you have the right number
of Aces he will bid h NT. To show no aces Bid 5 clubs

e Bid 5 diamonds

2 n Bid 5 hearts

3.0 Bid 5 spades

4 v Bid 5 no-trump i 2
If your partmer needs to know the number of Kings, he will then bid 5 NT, The respomse
is the same as above. To show no m Bid 6 clubs ebe.

: \ \
1. Against a suit bids : : =
a2y : high
a, If your partner has bid: Lead his suit, ace if you have it, If a doubleton lead hig
If you have 3 or L in his suit - lead low.(Unless 1 is Ace)
b. If your partmer has not bid: Iead King from AK unless it is a doubleton
lead top of sequ:nee if headed by an honor.{ A sequenee is
_3 touching cards headed by a face card)
Ilead hth best in longest, strongest suit.

24 gainst a No-trump bid:

a, If partner has bid: ILead high of doubleton in partner's suit
. If you have 3 or more of his suit - lead low.
b, Of partner has not bid: Lead top of sequence (headed by honor) or Lth best

3+ If your hand has no possibilities, 1ead an unbid major - hoping to hit partner

L. Iead a singleton if it is in your partners suit, or if you have trumps stopped.
5. 4void lzading away from a Qusen

: , : ; |
With correect bidding from partners, thefollowing is point estimation of hand possibilitie
If total points in both hands isg
26 There should be game in NT or major suit
+ 28 There should be game in a minor suit
32 There should be a small slam |
37 There should be a Grand Slam ,
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SECOND GENERATION

JOSEPH HAROLD REAM

8 Joseph Harold? Ream (Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 5 Oct 1903 at Bedford, IA; died 20 Jan
1988 at Mobile, AL. He married 1) 27 July 1929 at Tonawanda, NY, Mary Anita Biggs, born 3 Oct 1906
in Buffalo, MO; died 17 Apr 1955 in Tallahassee, FL. She was the daughter of Rev. John Quincy and
Nancy Arizona “Zona” Biggs. Joe and Anita are buried together at Oakland Cemetery, Tallahassee, FL.
Joe married 2) 1 March 1958 in Washington, DC, Virginia Brown Miller. Divorced 1958. He married 3)
13 March 1973, in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico, Pauline “Polly” ___. Separated 1976; divorce
proceedings in Hawaii. He married 4) 2 May 1981 at Birmingham, AL, Barbara Dunham, died 19 Feb
2009, age 96.

REMEMBERING THE OLD MAN
BY DAVE REAM

Dave described this tribute to his father as “a brief biography and remembrance by his son Dave
Ream.” For this chapter about Joe Ream, | am using Dave’s biography as the basic story. Additions
to Dave’s story are added in italics.

See Appendix C, page 249 for Joe’s autobiography.

Joseph H. Ream was born on 5 October 1903 in Bedford, a small town in southwestern lowa. He was
the youngest of seven children of Theodore Jackson Ream and Cassandra Hanes. T. J. Ream was a
Methodist minister who moved every few years from one church to another in rural lowa,
Kansas, and Ohio.

When Joe Ream was five, Reverend Ream was appointed the
Methodist church's district superintendent in Topeka, Kansas. This
was the family's final move; the Reams put down roots in Topeka, and
Joe's parents lived there for the rest of their lives. Joe always considered
Topeka to be his "home town." Joe was called "Harold" by the family as
he was growing up in Topeka until the fifth grade when he insisted on
"Joe."

Joe went through the public school system in Topeka. An
entrepreneurial story not included in Joe’s autobiography is the summer
he raised rabbits for sale. An ad appeared regularly in the 1918 Topeka
newspaper. He sold pedigreed Rufus Red Belgian hares, 5-pound does for
$2.50 each. Two-month-old does were $1.50.

Joe Ream He entered Kansas University in 1921, majoring in economics and
graduating in 1925. He won a varsity "K" in cross-country running, and was a member of the Kappa
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Sigma fraternity. Right after graduation, he traveled east to Yale Law School, from which he
graduated in 1927. For the next seven years, Joe practiced law with the Wall Street firm now
known as Cravath, Swaine & Moore; two of those years were in Cravath's Paris office.

CBS Asks Staff
L ]

Sign Loyalty Yow

The Columbia Broadeasting sys-
tem has made two securily moves,

was announced yesterday by
Joseph H. Ream, executive vice
president. The first was to ask its
2,600 regular employes to sign
loyalty oaths similar to those re-
quired of applicants for federal
jobs. The second was to place
armed guards at transmitter sites
and in master control rooms to
prevent sabotage of equipment or
service. Ream said the moves were
prompted by President Truman’s
declaration of a national emer-
gency. :

New York Daily News; Dec. 21, 1950, pg. 246

While at Cravath, Joe did a substantial amount of legal
work for a young but growing radio company called the
Columbia Broadcasting System. In 1934, he joined CBS
as its first in-house lawyer. For the next eighteen years,
he climbed the CBS ladder in New York City into
increasingly important management positions, becoming
Executive Vice President and a member of the Board of
Directors in 1947. His particular areas of responsibility
included CBS's relations with its owned and affiliated
radio stations throughout the nation, negotiation of
contracts and other dealings with performers and CBS
employees, representing CBS before governmental bodies
such as the Federal Communications Commission, and
general legal advice. He also played a role in developing
the "loyalty oaths" that were common in the
broadcasting industry during the Cold War anti-
Communist era around 1950. At CBS he was also known
for his folksy humor and corncob pipe, which he
habitually took to board meetings.

In 1945 Joe was one of 16 radio people invited by the U.S. Army on a exclusive
four-week tour of England, France, Germany and Italy at the close of World War Il.

Equipped with this special uniform, Joe was in London during V J Day (Victory over Japan
Day — August 14, 1945.) He saw King George read a speech from the throne and Winston

Churchill speak to the House of Commons.

Paris was “quite a shock ... business seemed at a practical standstill and the people filled

with defeatism and lassitude.”

In Germany they found serious bomb damage in Hamberg and Berlin. “For example, Unter
den Linten, which was perhaps the richest looking street that | knew anything about, was so
completely plastered with bombs that every building was either a mass of rubble or so
damaged that repair seemed impossible.” Joe wrote prophetically, “In Berlin we saw our
first Russian soldiers, and to my unpractised eye they were not very impressive. The control
area by the Russians, British, and Americans seems to be working pretty well, but it will continue to be an interesting and
informing experiment in international relations.”

In Frankfort they had a conference with General Eisenhower, and looked at the “loot” taken by the Nazis from their victimsin

including gold and silver fillings.

An audience with the Pope highlighted Rome. “Incidentally, several people remarked how closely | resembed him, as as he
bears the name Pius XIll some of the boys thereafter referred to me as Josephus Reamus |.

“I arrived home considerably fagged out, physically and emotionally, overwhelmed by the magnitude of the problems facing

Europe today.”8!
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PREDICT END OF PETRILLO'S TELEVISION, FM BAN

FRERICTING thnt James C. Petrillo will Bt his ban agalnet mualcians’ participation In television

and 1 brogdeast for four radio networks testify bafore the House

labor committée in Washington, Froms left are Mark Woods, president ABEC; Thoodore Streibert,
viee cheirmnn MBC: Frank Mullen, vice chalrman NEC: Joseph Ream of CBS. {International)

nationally by

including this

1948.

CBS Executive Sc;ys ‘
Editorial Comment
Is Needed on Air |

NEW YORK—Radio's service to|
the nation could be greatly ex-|
panded if broadcasters were given |
a clear-cut right to editorialize on
the air, says Joseph H. Ream, exe-
cutive vice president of the Colum-
bia Broadcasting System.

He spoke to the Radio Executives
club of New York meeting in the
Hotel Roosevelt

editorializing by broadcasters might
create a monopoly of editorializing

He maintained that “a large number
of different individual broadcasters,
many of them competing with other |
broadcasters, will inevitably gua-|
rantee a diversity of viewpoint in
the radio editorials which will be
available to listeners.” |

L4 & -

Moreover, he added, it is in the
self-interest of the broadcaster
himself to provide his audience with
a wide range of opinions, or else
“within a short time the situnation
would produce a new competitor in
the field.”

- - L
Mr. Ream said radio stations and
networks, like newspapers whose
editors and staffs deal daily with
news and information, “have the|
means and the qualifications to
recognize and evaluate the pros and |
cons of the various issues of in-
terest to their audience.”

He challenged the argument that ||

(Left) The
report of Joe’s
speech about
radio editorial
comment was
even carried
in the
Honolulu Star-
Bulletin April
3, 1948.

(Right) The
Item of
Milburn (NJ)
and Short Hills
reported on
Joe’s forecast
about the
future of
television
April 8, 1948.

After Joe was promoted to Executive Vice-
President at CBS in 1947, many of his
speeches and appearances were covered

the press such as

Congressional testimony against the ban
against using music on television. This
picture appeared in many newspapers

one from the Petoskey

(Michigan) News-Review on January 27,

Large Television
Audience Foreseen

Vigorously accelerated expan-

giom of television broadceasting
capablg of reaching audiences of
65,000,000 within the mnext tweo
vears |8 foreseen by Joseph H.
Ream, executive vice-president of
the Columbia Broadcasting Sys-
tem.

After carefully enumerating
the technical economic and ar-
tistic hurdles still to be taken by
the rapidly growing medium, Mr,
Ream announced that by the end
of 1848 the CBS network plans to
have a line of video commumica-
tion running from Boston to
Richmond on the East Coast, and
west to Chicago, Milwaukee and
8t. Louls.

Simultaneonusly with this
growth in visnal broadcasting,
Mr. Ream pointed oul, an unpre-
cedented multiplication of set
ownership is taking place. In one
year, from February, 1947 to Feb-
ruary, 188, the number of sets
in the country has increased eight
times. The monthly rate of set
production i1a alse climbing
steadily, to a current rate of about
35,000 per month, he noted.

“Within five years television
set ownership will have reached
50 per cent of the saturation
point in the larger markets of

service," Mr. Ream predicted.
Many program production
problems, notably in sports and
special events broadcasts, have
already been solved in television,
the speaker said, but he desig-
nated production of dramas as
+ | Number One item on television's
list of unfinished business.
“Production of the ordinary
dramatic or variety show for
= | television is infinitely more com-
plex and several times more ex-
! | pensive for television than for its
= | radip counterpart” said the CBS

| executive, “Lighting, scenery,

the country having a television I

costumes, casting of characters
for visual as well as auditory ex-
cellence, and the necessity of
learning lines rether than read-
ing from a script are just a few
of the complications. Neverthe-
less it im in this field, we believe,
that the greatest strides will be
made and perhaps the greatest
satisfactions achieved."

—

|
|
ﬁ|_
\?
|
\
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Joe Ream married Anita Biggs in 1929. She was an outstanding student, skipped a few grades in
school, and graduated from Fort Worth High School at age 15. She graduated from Washburn College
with high honors in 1925 at the age of 18. Anita also was the child of a Protestant minister from the
Midwest, a music teacher who, like Joe, had come east to enjoy the excitement and opportunities of

New York City in the 1920s. She played the pipe organ in churches and silent movie houses, and
taught piano to children.

Joe & Anita’s wedding, July 27, 1929. (From left) Jane
Margaret Ream, Cassie Ream, Joe, Anita, Frank &
Euphemia Ream.

Joe and Anita on the morning of their wedding day.
July 27, 1929

J | ¥
Joe and Anita in New York City, 1929

They spent the first couple of years of their marriage in Paris. (Actually, they had two back-to-back
trips to Europe. In May-June 1930, they had a seven-week delayed honeymoon across Europe. At
that time Joe was still employed by the Craveth law firm. On returning, Craveth asked him to be a

junior law partner in the Paris firm. So on October 1, 1930, Joe and Anita sailed again for an 18-
month stint in Paris.)
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Departing on their honeymoon cruise, 1930 Paris, 1931.

Back home in the United States, they had five children: Jackson (born in 1932); Stephen (1934);
Davidson (1937); Nancy (1940); and Christopher (1942). During the CBS years, the family homes were
successively on Staten Island, in Ossining, New York, and in Millstone and Princeton, New Jersey.

Joe Ream family, 1946
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Joe (left) and Gene Autry
(right).

Gene Autry, “The Singing
Cowboy,” hosted the Gene
Autry Television Series
between 1950 and 1956 on
CBS. He also had a weekly
CBS radio show, Gene
Autry’s Melody Ranch,
from 1940 to 1956. His
shows were very popular,
and he was a pioneer in
developing country music.

Joe "retired" voluntarily from CBS in 1952, and moved the family to Tallahassee, Florida. Why
did he decide to leave a high-level position in the corporate world at age 48, probably in the prime of
his business career? The mixture of reasons would include the failing health of his wife and a desire
to spend more of his time with her, a long-standing ambition to be a full-time farmer/rancher, and an
increasing disenchantment with the fast-paced and high-pressure atmosphere of CBS and New York.

Joe and Anita at their
newly constructed house
at the Florida ranch,
1953.

Joe established a 628-acre beef cattle ranch near Tallahassee on abandoned and
overgrown land they named the “Rocking Chair Ranch.” There were no structures on the land,
other than a shack dubbed “the Negro cabin.” Joe did all the work himself, with some
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assistance from his sons. The project included clearing the land, planting and nurturing
pastures, selecting and tending to livestock, building barns, corrals, and fences-and lots of hard
physical labor. It was the sort of vigorous activity that he truly loved. Joe and Anita worked
with an architect to design the ranch house. Construction began quickly. By April 1953, the
house was ready for occupancy.

Anita had been diagnosed with breast cancer in 1945. Dr. Adair at Sloane Kettering did the
mastectomy and pronounced her cancer free at her five-year check-up in 1950. But the cancer came
back anyway. In 1953, she was referred to Dr. Charles B. Huggins at the University of Chicago for an
adrenalectomy. (Dr. Huggins later went on to win a Nobel Prize in medicine.) Dr. Huggins and Anita
continued a weekly correspondence until her death. He recommended that Anita go to Berkeley,
California, where Dr. John Lawrence was beginning the use of a cyclotron on cancer patients. In the fall
of 1954, Anita became one of the first patients to receive “atomic radiation” with this cyclotron. All in
all, Anita received the highest level of medicine available at the time, and, most importantly, the
family felt her treatments enabled her to remain relatively pain-free for the ten years after she
was diagnosed.

Joe Ream family, 1953.
Nancy, Steve, Anita, Dave,
Joe, Jack, Chris

During the years of her marriage, Anita wrote most of the letters to the “family letter” that circulated
among Joe’s brothers and sister. This last upbeat letter was written three weeks before she died.
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ROCKING C RANCH
THOMASVILLE ROAD
R X 389
TAL E, FLA.

arch 565 12458

Dear Tamily:

s0 a¥ervaelmed by the eagy flow of words in

- mnd Duvhemiz’s lettere, thet I feel imompetont
afd oy it, But I muest pay Lhat thelr visit vies n

mae & enjoyebice he for u= - they were stirmlatins and '
helpful fuapgta, ‘e nevar ceags To marvel ot Prani'e

roiitihaial zart for Living and hie intercat in everyihing

thet dome= 718 way.

T‘-'EII-I

& fard from Jey a fow doye o700 Tenlnds me fthat he =tx
Zarvern Jo were flying to Houston teodsy for = visit.
Gueas I8ye piecked the wr op day to write - but the letter
E11 be waiting Jor nim vwhen ke raturne to Pittebursh,
e arTe impressed with the bridoe experts down thare -
Ton wans pla-ing a Zood hand vhen ke waB hore o Yaspr 570,

Thie ia a Wap y sesson for us vhen we have our bays
for their perins voaezticms. Dave and a friend fron
eome last Bunday. Ther have helped Joo vith seme of
heavy work, furnishineg goed backs; we have motehed T
cn the t=.1“.‘*.‘-:r.1'- newapaper puzzle zhd hape to share
nrisag ha;* ey heve BATEYW, Yesterday they left for

T, ale %o bes with Al's prrents for the ronmsindar of
their Inlm ¥ where thay hope to gpend some Lime sikin-

diving and spear-fisiine, Thev triemd out shelr equipment [
in our little 5.nd, ) '

.i':=.-3'— and Gkin, Zteve and a bay friend wili be eomings naxt

= A rap £ - o 5 [’ ¥ 5. 1 1 -

.l;-_l:-_-lj.'i g PO 6 Ve, & dll heve a party %o {otroduce |
11 to oar friends Thi= week-and Jou an® I are very '

ruch along. Faner 'la:" Tone to o hms: marsy at the "Cozgi®
mnd Chris 48 off ob a eumping tTin With the Bor Se-utg.

& are not enjoving this foretaste of 1if: when ELL *.,:' !
c}ilﬂrﬂu %ill be mone, Yanoy hWas boen accented at M1E;
willard amt in Troya £.¥. and will be moine there in :‘;unbel-
DeTr, Te ere very reluctant to haWe her o, but know the t
olur schoole arve comalekelr ingdenunte, ' -

I speni ten daye in Bevkele ey tha last of Tebrunry. I

'-119.':‘.7?": becn quite ae well and there ie & possibility th ot
Ely o we -1 k & - - 3 ;
.,__:r;:“ will _u.-.'l.n (0 :_i'.f-:. me moreé treavmenie, THe fime '-_"_1-r
1TF Tewurn ies nat been get as Fet. JToe fg ipproving und
a1 e | CJ!'E:I. lerable -'E-'l"lf,. -h'.i"l.- acmize Lo aoHe '._e.-;:*;;-r.p BT T

m:? ;_] 188 baeks ao I iry o ke-p him lazy, ‘& sre
alldine A tenant honee apd '|:.:~-=- ta ha Sindl = moed
Boil "le To oocuapyr it S

After Anita’s passing on April 17, 1955, Joe wrote the following letter to his brothers and sister. The
events he describes in this letter vary somewhat from the account he wrote many years later in his
autobiography (Appendix C). Their daughter Nancy Ream Rose vouches that this letter is the accurate

114



description.

April 27, 1955
My dear family,

| think it may be appropriate if | write about Anita, so this letter will sort of
be one for the record.

When Anita came home from Berkeley the middle of January, she was in
pretty good shape and in excellent spirits. She said they had noticed evidence of
increased pituitary activity, but had decided against further atomic radiation at that
time as they told her that she was not a critical case, and they could determine
better what to do on her next visit in about three months.

She continued relatively well (and was able to enjoy fully the visit of Frank
and Euphemia) until perhaps the middle of March, when she began to notice pains
in the top of the head. These were kept pretty well under control by aspirin and
codeine, and neither of us thought much about it, as she had had numerous pains
here and there over the years.

She enjoyed Dave’s visit during the latter part of March, and Jack, Steve, and
Skip the week of April 3. We gave a little party on Wednesday of that week in
honor of Skip, and Anita had a wonderful time — in fact the entire week was gay. We
went to a cocktail party on the 10", and went out to a dinner party on Wednesday,
the 13™. Everything seemed fine, although Anita did tell me that some day she was
going to embarrass me by falling down in public, as she felt faint and dizzy when she
first stood up after sitting in a chair. We were both convinced that this and the
headaches were due to a hormone imbalance, and that all that was needed was the
right combination of cortisone and doca.

On Thursday morning after the dinner party, Anita got up as usual to get
breakfast, but came back to bed without finishing it, and said she thought she had
better take a rest that day. She had no appetite and did a little vomiting and in the
afternoon suggested that | call Dr. Garmany, our Tallahassee doctor. Before he could
get out to see her, however, she suggested that perhaps she should go to the
hospital where they could take better care of her — for shots, etc, -- so | called Dr.
Garmany again and we met him about 7:30 in the evening. They gave her some doca
and, as she was not able to hold food down, they gave her nourishment
intravenously.

It was not until the next afternoon that | began to feel any concern at all. Dr.
Garmany told me then that some of the preliminary tests did not look good, and
that there was some evidence that the cancer had got into the brain and the bone
marrow. | told him that this was hard for me to believe, and suggested that he
consult with Dr. Huggins in Chicago. When | saw him that evening at the hospital, he
told me that he had talked with Dr. Huggins, who agreed with his treatment and
diagnosis, and that | should alert the boys that they might have to come home
rather quickly.

| left the hospital about nine in the evening and began putting in calls to the
boys and the grandparents. | was able to reach only Dave before | got a message
from the hospital at 11:00 that Anita had taken a turn for the worse, and that |
should come.

When | got there she was in an oxygen tent, but fully conscious and
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bewildered by all the fuss being made over her. | then called Nancy at home and
told her to complete the calls, and to call Dave again, and to tell them all to come
immediately. The boys (and Skip at my invitation) were able to get planes the next
morning, Saturday. The grandparents arrived at 2:00, Jack, Steve, and Skip at 4:30,
and Dave at 10:00 — he got bumped off his plane at Columbus, Ga., and had to take
a bus from there.

Anita was able to recognize and greet each one, although by this time she
was dozing a good deal of the time. As none of the three older boys and | had had
any sleep to speak of the preceding night, we took turns in being with Anita
Saturday night. Jack was there from 4:00 a.m., and at seven he called and suggested
we hurry down. We all got there by eight, and were at her bedside until 10:05. She
suffered very little pain, and the end was completely peaceful.

Everyone here has been wonderfully kind and helpful. Anita’s brave and
cheerful fight had gone to the heart of everyone who knew about it, and toward the
end that included nearly everyone who knew us at all.

We are all proud and happy. Proud of everything Anita was, and that we can
link our name with hers. Happy that she was spared to us for so long, and happy in
all our memories of her.

Affectionately,
Joe

After Anita Ream's death in 1955, and with the completion of the project to develop the ranch and
the departure of his children for their own school and business pursuits, Joe became a bit restless
and bored. Thus, he was receptive to the overtures of the National Security Agency in 1956,
eventually agreeing to be the agency's Deputy Director.

Joe continued to spend weekends on Rocking Chair (lots of air commutes). By the summer of 1957, he
decided that he wanted to stay in D.C., and he sold the ranch.

He left NSA late in 1957 to rejoin CBS as the vice president in charge of the company's
Washington office, a position involving lobbying and hobnobbing with government leaders. Two
years later, CBS transferred him to New York, where he organized and was the first director of the
Program Practices division. The new division was a response to the intense public criticism
stemming from the TV "quiz show scandals" and especially over rigging of the CBS show “The
564,000 Question.” Joe's office was charged with ensuring that all programming was on a level
that was at least "honest" and not misleading to the viewing public. He retired from CBS for good in
1965, on his sixty-second birthday.
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Special From the New York Times

NEW YORK—The Colum-
bia Broadcasting system an-
nounced Monday night that
it was discontinuing its pol-
icy of identi canned
laughter or applause used on
television programs.

The policy had been intro-
|duced three months ago as
part of a broad revision of
network standards following
/|the scandal over rigged quiz
'|shows. Neither the National

Broadcasting Co. nor Ameri-
can Broadcasting Co. fol-
lowed the CBS innovation.
Jofieph }Il Ream, CB? vice
president in charge of pro-
gram practices, said that the
network believed everyone
was now aware that audience
approval may be artificially
provided or implemented.
Abandonment of the an-
nouncements on canned
laughter and applause consti-

tute something of a victory

CBS to Quit Identifying Canned Laughter, Applause

for the comedians working on
the CBS network, notably
Jack Benny, Red Skelton,
Danny Thomas and George
Gobel,

When the issue of canned
laughter was originally rnlud
by Frank Stanton, CBS pres
dent, the comedians rldiculed
the legalistic announcement
and maintained they inter-
fered with their preparation
of comedy offerings.

At the time of the intro-

duction of the policy tn-'

nouncements it was
stood CBS hoped they
lead to a general curb

canned approval. 2@ |

In some quarters, haw-

L]
.
.

ever, it was noted that Stage .
-/ton may have achieved at’

least a limited reform. Be- .
cause the matter has ba'en'

brought out into the open,
greater care is being em<
ployed in not overdoing the =
use of canned laughter.

With his return to CBS, Joe was once again in the media spotlight.

CBS Insfifufes
New Cleanup |

NEW YORK (AP) — Starting
Jan. 1, the Columbia Broadcast-
ing System will eliminate from
television shows commercials ad-
vertising products other than the
sponsor's,

The ban latest CBS cleanup
move strikes at a little-pub-
|licized but profitable practice of
charging manufacturers for hav-
ing their products used as show|
prizes. |

The new rule, issued Wednes-|
day by Joseph H. Ream, CBS vice|
president in charge of amndards;
and practices, ordered that all|
prizes be paid for out of a show's
budget.

Also barred are free plugs for
airlines and other transportation
facilities

The new rule is also expected to
stop television personalities from
using their programs to promote
other commercial activities in
which they have an interest. |
A main program affected by the
CBS policy will be Art Link-
letter's ‘“House party,” which
identifies donors of ‘gifts.

CBS Eliminates Deceit In TV

CBS Places New Curbs |

~ By CYNTHIA LOWRY be hearing often, at least from
AP TV-Radio Writer CBS. Yesterday Vice President Jo-

NEW YORK (AP) — AHM end |seph H, Iinm, in charge of his
of last week's Harry and prac-
show, a CBS announcer ‘informed |tices," i.uned his first office com-
Elewau the gm.;h eome to us|munication on broadeast stand-
ve, except utes which| ards of entertainment programs
had been pre-recorded. - a major move toward the elimi-
This is the sort of thing we will'nation of what might be called

y

elecironic deceits.

The memorandum specifically
spells out procedures to be used
in' cases where film, tape. and
canned laughter are used.

Generally, when tape or film

,|is used the audience will be told|’

the program or portions of it were

pre-recorded. When canned laugh-

ter is used, the phrase will be

reaction  technically

produced.”””When canned laughter !

is used to increase the sound of
live audience reaction, the an-
nouncer” will say, "This program
was performed (or filmed or

On TV Commereials

New York (UP!) — The Co-
lumbia Broadeasting  System|from ..." Only one interruption
& for 3 commercial will be permit-
: placed new t.t-rhs nn‘ ltclcnsmn i gl g
‘icommercials yeslerday. tion of a IS-minute program.
Orders jssued by - netw0ikIThe lwmit for entertainment
Yice President Joseph H. Ream.shows of the same length will
lm!! limit the number of mteplbv]_l“o m‘crruplmnf il
: tert: hree commercials Wi
| tuptions on news and entertain. rernllind e alt e uen
ment shows and tone advertis.
ing censidered objectionable interruption will be allowed
Ream said thal commercials|during the main parl of the

i

lory phrase,’"now for a word|.

grams, but Ream <aid only gne!

-

* for cold znd headache remedies| show,
rand anlacids must not empha-|  The new rules will permit only
Ijsize human sufleridg, Commer-ithe name of the sponsor orli
weials advertising remedies for|product on printed cards ap-

=

:

.|taped) before a live audience with
audience reaction technically aug-
mented."

“Participants on this program
were selected in advance” means
they were not chosen at random
or interviewed spontaneously. The
business of pre-recording a song
‘|which a performer ecan mouth
while “dancing (this is called lip-
sync) will be wxplained by ‘“the
voice the sonmg (number or
:dh.:'l.em) was previously record-

Ream's Job, of course, is the
elimination of such notorious prac-
tices as show-fixing, plug drop-
‘Iping, kickbacks and payola, At the
|moment, however, he is concen-|-
‘ltrating on cleaning wp entertain-|.
ment programs. RKater he will
‘|turn to other areas.

“Is all very well {o say ‘drive|’
‘|earefully’ to car drivers” ex-|'

News commentators will be
eed [rom delivering sponsor
|mrbi except for the introdue-

such ailments as fool dtsordlrs pearing an (he TV sereen. The:|v
shnuld emphasize good groom-|aiso have earsied slogans and;f
ing 2s.a result of treatment, he deseriptive phrasing in the past. |1

which offen lingered on thefs
sereen for 30 secands. The cardsit
will flash off and on rapidly 1n {
the future. A

plains Ream, “but that isn't go-|

ing to do any good unless you
also have some traffic rules, with
penalties for disobeying them.
Then, if you are caught doing 55

‘|in & 20-mile-an-hour zome, are
violating something and [*

there's no argument. We're work-
ing out the traffic

for CBS.” |}

Joe spent the remaining 22 years of his life enjoying himself. He traveled the world and visited
frequently with his children and grandchildren. He built and lived in rustic cabins in the backwoods of
New York State and Northern California. He also had homes in San Miguel de Allende, Mexico
and Fairhope, Alabama, with his fourth wife Barbara. Barbara had graduated from Howard College
and had taught elementary school in Alabama for 37 years.
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Joe's five children (including Steve, who died in 1979), have all had happy and prosperous lives,
thanks at least in part to his role model and insistence on higher education attainment, hard
work and dedication in a field of endeavor one enjoys, and pride in self and family. They
produced eleven grandchildren, all of whom are now adults and college graduates. There
are, at last count, nine great-grandchildren.

Joe’s children, 1968, at the wedding of Jack and Joan.
L to R: Steve, Nancy, Dave, Chis, Jack.

A niece, Betty Wallace, wrote, “Joe was an interesting, complex personality. In spite of his many years
in the urbane, cynical, super-sophisticated world of powerbrokers in Manhattan and Washington, he
never lost sight of his humbler roots. His favorite "leisure" activities were farming and building simple
structures in rural areas, personally doing the physical labor; these were the focuses of his life
whenever he was not earning a living in the city. He was known in Manhattan as the ‘Barefoot Boy of
Wall Street.” He truly enjoyed the challenges of helping to build CBS into a corporate giant, but he
loved much more the quiet countryside, traveling all over the world, and most especially his family.”

While this narrative refers to him as "Joe," it bears mentioning that he was always known to his
family as the "Old Man." This label, whose use he encouraged, was not an allusion to his age. Rather,
it reflected the fact that, like a military commander, he was always in charge -- the boss. Due to his
dynamic personality, he was the dominant presence in any family gathering, the leader to whom we
all paid respect.
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But the Old Man was much more than merely a respected patriarchal figure. He was also boisterous,
full of vigor, and a restless risk taker who lived life to its fullest. In personal relations with his family, he
was warm and loving, deeply concerned about the well-being of each of us. We all have our own fond
memories of this unique and very strong character.

Joe’s relatives
gathered in
Mexico as a
surprise to
celebrate the
Old Man’s 75th
birthday.

L to r: Steve, Joe,
Nancy, Chris, Jack,
Dave

Joe at age 75.

On 10 January 1988, just after his daily diggings -- in his large garden in Fairhope, Joe Ream suffered a
massive aneurysm. He died ten days later in Mobile, at age 84. Joe is buried with Anita in
Tallahassee.

In a 1931 letter to his mother Cassie, Joe once wrote, “l was much interested in the clipping you
enclosed in your last letter — on the ‘afterlife.” | believe of course that there is some sort of immortality,
but its exact nature is still a puzzle to me. Whatever we believe as to the afterlife, | am sure we must
agree that the best way to be happy in that state is to lead the best possible life here on earth and to
use our best efforts to do good as we see it.”%?
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In 1998, ten years after his death, Joe’s descendants gathered at Ft. Meade, MD,
as the Joseph H. Ream Road was dedicated in tribute to Joe’s service as the
National Security Agency’s first Deputy Director in the 1950s.

Children of Joseph Harold? Ream and Mary Anita Biggs:

17
18
19
20
21

+ + + + +

Jackson® Ream, born 19 July 1932 in Buffalo, NY.
Stephen Ream, born 3 Feb 1934 in Staten Island, NY.
Davidson Ream, born 2 May 1937 in Ossining, NY.
Nancy Cassandra Ream, born 3 Apr 1940 in Ossining, NY.
Christopher Ream, born 31 Oct 1942 in Somerville, NJ.
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THIRD GENERATION

9 Jane Margaret® Ream (George Franklin?, Theodore Jackson! Ream), born 4 Apr 1911 in Kansas
City, KS; died 6 Apr 1999 at Glen Ridge, NJ; buried Evergreen Cemetery, Morristown, NJ.

At Pemiquid Point, 1970

Jane Margaret Ream

Jane’s mother Euphemia had graduated from Goucher College of Baltimore, MD, and enrolled Jane
Margaret at the same school when she was born. Jane did graduate from Goucher College in 1933
with honors in psychology.?® In 1934, she earned a Master of Arts in psychology from Columbia
University, and did graduate work in applied psychology 1934-35. During both of her known years at
Columbia, her parents took an apartment in New York City and lived with her.8

According to family members, Jane Margaret had a boyfriend at Princeton. When he became serious
about their relationship, she felt she could not leave her parents to marry him. She became very
dependent upon Frank and Euphemia and lived with them her entire life, never even learning how to
drive a car.

Jane Margaret was a part-time professor of photography at Hunter College in New York City, and took
the train into New York City to teach the class. She was noted for helping her neighbors and Ream
family members. She never married; she collected cats and dogs.®

After her parents died, Jane Margaret continued to live in their house in Glen Ridge. Her dependence
on Frank and Euphemia left her unable to cope in many ways. After Jane Margaret’s death it was
written, “She let her house fall into disrepair. The house was basically unheated; when the coal
company stopped delivering, she never converted to oil or gas... The lawn that was wild with
underbrush had been checked daily for dandelions [when Frank was alive]. As an elderly woman, she
was that enduring stereotype, at least to the neighborhood children. ‘She really did look like a witch ...
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a bag lady, hunched down, skinny face.” And yet somehow a sense of intelligence pierced through.
‘Everyone who took the time to talk to her knew that she was very, very sharp. People who took the
time to know her adored her.””8¢

10 Robert “Bob” Wood? Stanley (Florence Blanche?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 24 Dec 1914
at Topeka, KS, died 21 Jan 1994 at Madison, WS; buried Hillside Cemetery, Columbus, WS. He married
15 May 1964 at Dodgeville, WS, Florence Cutler Ast, born 1912; died 1985.

BOB STANLEY

Bob attended three years at Washburn College, and one year at the University of Kansas, but didn’t
finish his degree at that time.

He went on to work as a printer's devil for free at the Jewell County Monitor to learn the newspaper
trade. Next he went to Sweet Springs, Missouri, where he was hired as a printer, which turned out to
be a temporary position to knock some sense into the head printer. From there he went to Republic,
Kansas, leasing the newspaper for a year, operating it all by himself, and working under very primitive
conditions. The paper was fed into the press one page at a time, followed by a mad dash to the other
end of the press to catch the printed sheet. While there, his meager supply of coal was stolen, so he
had to go the rest of the winter without heat. He spent about two years in Delphos, Kansas, (also the
place where Cassie and T. J. had once lived), working for the Delphos Republican as a linotype
operator.

An article in the Delphos newspaper:

As for the new minister, he seems to be taking “aholt” very nicely. His
sermons have been good, and as Bob, our linotype operator says, (in printer’s lingo)
‘He delivers them in boldface.”

Incidentally, Bob (Robert Stanley) has a connection to the local M.E. church,
for it was here that his grandfather, the late Rev. T. J. Ream, began his ministry —in
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1879. He was the first minister to serve at the local parish and it was his first charge.
Bob’s grandmother, who now lives in Topeka, apparently remembers well those
cold winters in Delphos, for this week she mailed Bob a pair of bed sox!®’

Bob then arranged with his father to buy the Peru (Nebraska) Pointer newspaper, and his parents
moved from Mankato, KS to Peru.

Bob had been rejected in the first WWII draft due to a poorly set arm broken when he fell from the
top shelf of a closet as a boy. (He had been climbing in the closet and could not get down. Seeing no
other alternative, he deliberately fell.) But, a year after coming to Peru, he was drafted into the Army,
leaving his parents to run the Pointer. His father Don explained in the newspaper, “Robert Stanley has
gone to the army. The Pointer as it has been developing during more than a year was being built by,
for, and around him. He was the experience and the artistry. And Peru seemed an ideal place for a
home. But business can be as usual. This is war. The paper will carry on until he comes into his own
again. Till then may it and its problems be received in a spirit of understanding.”

VT Sl .

World War Il At the Peru Pointer Office, 1953

Bob was sent to Camp Adair, Oregon; Seattle; Moscow, Idaho to study psychology; Bethlehem, Penn.,
to study engineering where he was close to graduating before the army decided it had enough
engineers; to two camps in Louisiana for Signal Corps training; to Ft. Monmouth, N.J., to repair
teletypes where he sprained a finger playing softball and so was released from drills and could spend
every afternoon in New York City until he ran out of money; back to Louisiana; another trip north;
then to Texas to ship out by way of Seattle to Hawaii on a Liberty ship where he spent some months
repairing teletypes. Then on to Saipan on a Victory ship to complete his tour of duty. While in New
Jersey, he met and later became engaged to Florence McGrath.

After the War, he went to Kent State, Ohio, graduating cum laude with a Bachelor's degree in
journalism in 1948.88 He returned to Peru to work at the Pointer, and also bought a clothing store in
Peru. He earned a teaching degree from Peru State Teacher's college, and taught a printing class at
that college. He moved to South Sioux City, NE in 1955, and taught English/journalism in the high
school one year.
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The banner for Bob’s newspaper column

In 1956 he moved to Columbus, Wisconsin, where he was the editor of the Columbus Republican and
associate editor of the Modern Milk Hauler. His position at the Republican included writing a column
titled "Squeaks, Squeals, and Squawks." In an interview, Bob said that when the deadline for the
column approaches, finding the right word to convey his thoughts “is much akin to carving marble
with bare hands.”®® Two of the quips from his columns were reprinted in the Reader’s Digest, a
prominent national magazine:

| can’t help but wonder just how many commencement speakers dressed in
identical black suits stand up before graduates in identical robes and square hats
and exhort them not to follow the crowd, but dare to be individuals.®®

An informal survey shows that what most people want for Christmas is two more
weeks to prepare for it.%!

Some other quotes from his column:

Recently the Columbus City Council held a special meeting to consider,
among other things, the matter of pay raises for members of the police department.
Some of the Council members apparently forgot that the parking meters were in
operation that night, Anyway when the meeting broke up, they found their cars
which had been parked in front of the city hall had all been neatly ticketed. Now the
question is: Will the Aldermen fully appreciate the conscientious work of the
policemen when they vote on the pay adjustment?

As long as there seems to be an inborn desire to gamble, couldn’t it be put
to some practical use? | might suggest to the local library board that they change
the name of the Public Library to “The Bookie Joint.” That would bring in a lot more
readers of the sporting type.

Here is a thought left over from the Columbus June Dairy Month
celebration. One sure way to live to be 100 years old is to drink a quart of milk every
day for 1,200 months.

My parents who live in Nebraska made their first visit to Columbus last
week end and even though it was a hurried one, they seemed impressed by the
community. In fact, people here were so hospitable | am afraid my people gained a
false impression. They must surely think that | spend my entire time in feasting and
visiting.
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To err is human, but I’'m always wearing out the eraser before the pencil,
and that seems to be overdoing it.

The American way to face any problem is to appoint a committee. To get
the most work out of a committee, it should consist of three persons, two of whom
are absent.

Looking at the dresses worn at the Junior Prom last Friday night reminded
me that while men may be as brave as women, they don’t have as many
opportunities to show their backbones.

But stylewise, this year’s prom made a lot more sense than some others of
recent years. At least the girls could sit down. There is also the matter of hair styles.
Last year it looked like the majority of the participants were walking around under a
strong magnet. This particular style, while it is dying slowly, is definitely on its way
out. If the prom can be used as a measuring stick, hair will once more look like hair
in another year or so.

And what happened to Bob’s fiancé?? In 1956 Bob’s mother wrote in her family letter, “Soon after we
came home we had a visitor from New York City — Miss Florence McGrath. We found her quite a
charming guest. She came by plane from Omaha and Robert brought her to Peru. It was her first trip
west and her first plant trip. We showed her Peru, the print shop, the park, the college, and she spent
a couple of days at Betty’s in Lincoln. And that is that.”?> Bob’s mother later said that Bob and
Florence spent their down time reading books separately and never seemed to talk. Bob’s sister Betty
chuckled often over “And that is that” in the family letter. Eventually when the wedding date was set,
Florence missed the train to the wedding and the marriage never took place.

In 1964 Bob wrote his parents:

Dear Folks,

Mother’s letter came today and as usual | was very glad to get it. | also
realize that | should write more often but it seems there is seldom anything going on
out of the ordinary that | am involved in personally so I’'m generally at a loss for
anything to say.

However this time | think | have some news worthy of mention. I’'m planning
to get married on or about the 15 of May. The girl’'s name is Florence Ast. Although
that’s a Swiss name, she isn’t Swiss. She is a widow with three grown children. She
lives in Dodgeville, Wisconsin. | hope that you will like her when you have a chance
to meet her and | think you will.

His mother Florence Ream Stanley subsequently wrote in the family letter, “We really have some
surprising news for this issue of the family letter. Robert writes that he plans to be married about the
middle of May. He just dropped this news on us like a bombshell after we had become reconciled to
his being a confirmed bachelor. Her name is Florence Ast and she is a widow with three grown

children, but we don’t know much more than this. Surely hope everything works out nicely for him.”3
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Bob, date unknown Marriage to Florence Ast, 1964

Bob’s mother wrote in another family letter about meeting her new daughter-in-law for the first time
at the wedding.

We made the 450 miles to Dodgeville in about nine hours and got located in
a motel. At the restaurant we inquired where we could find Florence Ast and what
kind of a person she was. We were told, ‘they just don’t come any finer.’

We called on her that evening. We found her to be about Robert’s age,
about my height but not so big around. Dark hair, blue eyes, and easy to visit with.
The next morning Robert came in from Columbus, about 60 miles away, we all had
dinner together, and that evening came the wedding...

The ceremony was short and simple and Robert beamed as he walked down
the aisle with his wife. We all hung around to see them leave for pranksters had
decorated his car, and then jacked up the back wheel so that it wouldn’t start. But
after everybody had a good laugh, they took pity on him, and he was able to leave,
while one of the attractive little youngsters called, ‘Good-bye Grandma.’ ... They
may be coming to see us in July, and we’ll have a better chance to know our new
daughter-in-law.**

So, yes, Bob’s mother was named Florence; his sister’s legal first name was Florence (although she
went by “Betty”); the fiancé was named Florence; and his wife was named Florence.

After retiring, he continued to work part-time setting type in the Columbus area. He died in
Wauconda, WS, and was buried at Columbus, WS.

Bob had no children.
Excerpts from the tribute written by his sister Betty that was read at Bob’s funeral:

To have an older brother is to be blessed with a special gift. Bob was a Christmas
present, born on Christmas Eve five-and-a-half years before | came along. There
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were only we two. He was enough older that | always looked up to him, learned
from him, and reveled in his good nature and quiet humor.

He pulled me in his wagon; he taught me his games; he took me on his bike the
summer he plastered our county seat Kansas town with campaign posters — my
introduction to politics. He acquired a horse which took care of most of our summer
afternoons. He taught me to drive. Another summer he wrote and directed a set of
one-act plays produced in the local opera house that involved all the community’s
teenagers in acting and production while | provided the musical background and fill-
ins. | envied the fun he had in school while | diligently completed the exercises the
teachers assigned.

After he became a printer’s devil at the local weekly newspaper (that is one who
works for free to learn the business), we spent every Thursday night on the floor
with a fresh off-the-press paper studying line-by-line and word-by-word what was
good and what could be improved in writing, in style, in format, in ideas. It was a
tremendous journalism course for both of us.

He printed my blockprint calendars for me when he already had more work than he
could handle, a project to help with my college tuition which needed his
professional touch...

In Wisconsin he eventually found himself a new family — a marvelously loving and

supportive group to whom | am forever grateful for the richness they brought to his

life.

It’s been a great journey, Bob.

With love always — Betty Stanley Wallace
11 Florence Elizabeth?® “Betty” Stanley (Florence Blanche?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 4 Aug
1920 at Mankato, KS; died 20 Oct 1994 at Lincoln, NE. She married 3 Apr 1943 at Topeka, KS, Hobart

Eugene Wallace, born 20 May 1920 at Gardner, KS; died 23 Aug 1999 at Lincoln, NE. They are both
buried at Fairview Cemetery, 84th & Adames, Lincoln, NE.
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Betty and Hobart, 1947

Betty, 1925, age 5 in Mankato, KS Betty, 1942

Betty was raised in Mankato, Kansas, graduated from Washburn University in Topeka with a major in
English and a minor in music. After graduating from college, she spent a year in Pittsburgh, PA working
for her uncle Merrill (Jay) Ream, returning to Kansas to marry Hobart whom she had met at
Washburn. They married in Topeka at the home of her uncle Dwight Ream.

Betty worked as a linotype operator to support herself and Hobart until Carol was born, first in Kansas
City while Hobart was in medical school, then Atlantic City, NJ where Hobart did his internship, then
Milwaukee, WS, where Hobart completed his residency in pediatrics.

Hobart first worked as a pediatrician for two years in Peoria, lll. In 1951 they settled in Lincoln, NE,
where Hobart established his private pediatric medical practice.

After two rental houses in Lincoln, they purchased their first house at 2644 Ryons St. In 1953, Hobart’s
practice was flourishing; they were just settling into their own home; Betty was pregnant with her
third child (Nancy); and Hobart suddenly found himself drafted by the Army into the Korean War. They
managed to delay Hobart’s induction date until after Nancy’s birth. He was assigned to Fort Leonard
Wood, Missouri. They moved their family to nearby Rolla, Missouri for the next two years.

Returning to Lincoln and the Ryons Street house in 1955, most of Betty’s time was consumed by her
growing family. She led 4-H clubs, Campfire Girls clubs, taught music, and any other children’s
activities she could promote. She took an interest in rose culture, and became president of a local rose
society, published its newsletter, and became an accredited rose judge. But she never forgot her
interest in art and her earlier sporadic art classes. She continued to draw, sketch, paint, and she
organized several children’s art classes.
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In her art room Betty, 1970 Faculty art show, 1981

After her four children were in school Betty solidified her art education by attending the University of
Nebraska and earning BFA and MFA degrees, with an emphasis on ceramics.

In 1962 Betty and Hobart built their house at 420 Lakewood Drive in Lincoln, overlooking Wedgewood
Lake. They set aside a separate “Art Room” for Betty to pursue her interest in pottery. She started
with an electric kiln. Eventually Hobart built a large gas kiln just outside the door to this room. She
hosted a few adult pottery classes, which morphed into an art teaching career.

She taught for 24 years—two years of pottery classes at Southeast Community College, 18 years at
Nebraska Wesleyan University where she was Head of the Department of Art and Director of Elder
Gallery as well as handling a full teaching load from 1976 to 1986. While at Wesleyan she was honored
by being named a full professor, was named Bankers Life Great Teacher in 1985, and held the
Peterson Endowed Chair in Art.

Betty was one of the founders of the Haymarket Art Gallery, serving as president and guiding its
development for 10 years. She originated the University Place Art Center/Wesleyan Laboratory
Gallery, served as president, and oversaw it for 10 years. This was created to serve a need she felt for
art students so that they could learn about the business of art and how to compete in the real world.
She was the organizer and founder of the Central Time Zone Sculpture Symposium, which met first at
Nebraska Wesleyan in 1988. She created a considerable body of sculpture and ceramic work.
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Betty and Hobart on their 50t
anniversary, April 1993

After retiring from Nebraska Wesleyan University, Betty taught art history part-time at the University
of Nebraska for four years. From 1990 to 1994 she was an art reviewer for the Lincoln Journal-Star.

A former Wesleyan student, Becky Copple, on learning of Betty’s diagnosis with cancer, launched a
fund drive to enlarge one of Betty’s small sculptures into a life-size bronze public work. "The Watchful
Citizen" was installed in the Haymarket area of downtown Lincoln in March 1994 in a large gala
celebration. Its name comes from an engraving on Nebraska’s State Capitol building also located in
Lincoln, ““The salvation of the state is watchfulness in its citizen.” The rotund fellow has been
watching so long, he has melded into his park bench.

(I see on the internet that several individuals and civic groups now use the phrase, “The Watchful
Citizen.” But | like to think my mother first coined it.)
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Betty and The Watchful Citizen. The sculpture was installed seven
months before Betty’s death in 1994. The interactive sculpture has
become a popular Lincoln photo-op.

In a newspaper interview, Betty said, “l hope it will be the kind of sculpture that people climb on and
interact with and feel good about, something that people will take pictures of with their kids sitting
next to the man.”

Betty went on to say that a good artist “helps you see a little bit better. We don’t see a lot of what’s
out there. We edit out too much.”

Betty wrote a separate autobiography.

Children of Hobart Eugene Wallace and Florence Elizabeth® “Betty” Stanley:
i Carol Jean® Wallace, born 2 March 1948 at Milwaukee, WS
ii. Donald Hugh Wallace, born 18 Apr 1952 at Lincoln, NE.
iii. Nancy Beth Wallace, born 13 July 1953 at Lincoln, NE.
iv. James Stanley Wallace, born 25 Aug 1957 at Lincoln, NE.

12 Martha3 Ream (adopted), (Dwight Thoburn?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 11 Feb 1930 in
Topeka, KS; died 14 Feb 2018 in Salina, KS. She married 27 Aug 1949 at Lawrence, KS, Harry Albert
Shimp, born 1 July 1926 in Minto, ND; died 21 Aug 2007 at Salina, KS.

Martha earned a degree in English from Washburn University. She taught English in Topeka, and

briefly at Salina South High School. For the majority of her working life, she worked for the offices of
the Salina Orthopedic Clinic.
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Martha, age 8 months Martha Scott, Harry, and Martha in Salina, KS,
1966

Harry served in the Marine Corps in the South Pacific during WWII as an amphibian tractor operator,
including Guadal Canal. He graduated from Washburn University, and did graduate work at Fort Hays
State University and the University of Missouri at Columbia. Harry was employed by the State of
Kansas Vocational Rehabilitation in 1955 as a counselor in lola, Kansas, and from 1958 to 1966 was a
supervisor of local Vocational Rehab offices in Topeka. He took possession of Schilling Air Base
Hospital for the State in 1966, creating the Vocational Rehabilitation Center in Salina, and was its first
administrator until his retirement in 1988. He also worked extensively throughout the United States as
an evaluator for the Committee for Accreditation of Rehabilitation Facilities.

Son of Harry Albert Shimp and Martha® Ream:
+ 26 i Harry Scott* Shimp, born 19 Jan 1959 at Topeka, KS.

13 Mary?® Ream, (Dwight Thoburn?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 10 July 1932 at Topeka, KS;
died 2 June 1990 at Gaithersburg, MD, buried Sunset section, Mt. Hope Cemetery, Topeka, KS. She
married 1) 2 Feb 1952 at Topeka, KS, Robert Ransom Cox, born 11 Nov 1927 in Arkansas City, KS.
Divorced 18 Oct 1978 at Harris, TX. Mary married ca 1978, 2) Jacob A. “Skip” Dickinson, born 13 Oct
1932 at Topeka, KS; died 2 June 1990 at Gaithersburg, MD.

Mary graduated from Topeka High School in 1950 where she was both high school queen and
valedictorian of her class. She finished her college degree after she was married to Bob, and first
taught school in Houston. After three years, she returned to Topeka, teaching in the Auburn-
Washburn district for 12 years, at Pauline South Middle School for nine years, and three years at Jay
Shideler Middle School. She was named Teacher of the Year in 1988.

Skip and Mary had been high school sweethearts. He had three children from a previous marriage.
Skip was a veteran of the Coast Guard and a retired commander in the Kansas City Coast Guard
Reserve. An architect, he designed several retail office buildings and private homes in Topeka. He
established and was president of Delta Designs, a company that manufactured specialty museum
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cases, and had 12 employees.

Mary Ream

They died together in a private airplane accident in Gaithersburg, MD on a flight enroute between
Richmond and Arlington, VA. Skip was piloting their Beechcraft Bonanza A-36 and attempting to land
at the Montgomery County Airfield. Officials there noticed that the landing gear was improperly
extended and tried to notify the pilot. The airplane cartwheeled and burst into flames.

Michael Ondaatje dedicated his 1992 book The English Patient partially in memory of Skip and Mary.
The book features a plane crash.
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Mary and Skip made a motorcycle
trip to San Francisco in 1980,
visiting her cousin Nancy (Ream)
Rose.

Children of Robert Ransom Cox and Mary® Ream:

i Deborah Kay* Cox, born 14 May 1956 at Fort Collins, CO; died 26 May
2019 at Spring, TX. She married 1) 28 Apr 1979 at Harris, TX, Jay T.
Rosel. Divorced 29 May 1990 at Fort Bend, TX. The divorce cites two
children. She married 2) 26 Nov 1994 at Harris, TX, Richard P.
Henrikson; divorced 16 May 2000 at Tarrant, TX. She married 3) 17
June 2006 at Montgomery, TX, Michael Wayne Hardin.

ii. Michael Blair Cox, born 27 Aug 1959.

14 Barbara Jo? Ream, (Merrill Joyce 2 “Jay”, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 20 Apr 1928 in
Summit, NJ; died 30 July 2020 at Ann Arbor, MI. She married 26 May 1955 in Somerset, PA, Robert
Earl Debrodt, born 23 June 1925 in Detroit, MI; died 22 Jan 2018 at Ann Arbor, MI.

Barbara Jo, age 20

Barbara graduated with a B.A. in psychology from the University of Michigan in 1949, and a master's
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degree from Boston University, 1953. She then moved to Chicago and on to Detroit in her career in
publishing sales. During one sales call in 1955 she met Robert Debrodt. Her early work was in the field
of public relations — Modern Bride magazine in Chicago, the Pittsburgh Red Cross, the National
Educational Television Network, and a Detroit bank.

Barbara Jo and
her family
visited her uncle
Frank Ream at
his vacation
home in
Pemiquid Point,
Maine in 1970.

'to r: Barbara
Jo, Frank Ream,
Bob, Donna,
and Carol.

Barbara Jo authored the book How to Put Your Husband through College: a practical guide for the
college wife, Harper & Row, 1970. It was featured on “The Today Show,” and she was interviewed on
live television in New York.

She returned to graduate school herself, earning a law degree from the University of Michigan in

1979, passing the bar exam on her first attempt. Her first law job was Assistant Legal Counsel to
Michigan Governor William Milliken. She moved on to become an assistant prosecuting state attorney
in Ann Arbor for the rest of her legal career.

In 1993 she reported that she was now retired and was enjoying piano
lessons and kayaking. She also traveled widely, enjoyed singing, and
the New York Times crossword puzzle.

Bob served in the US Navy during WWII, playing trombone in the Navy
Band. He attended Wayne State University and the University of
Michigan, earning both his B.A. and M.A. degrees in history. His career
was spent at the University of Michigan, first in the television
broadcasting department, then in fundraising, alumni relations and
Barbara Jo the Office of Legal Counsel. He earned his J.D. degree in his 50s,
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commuting to the University of Toledo to finish it. In 1993 he was serving as Director, Development
Legal Services, University of Michigan.

On learning of Barbara Jo’s death, her cousin Nancy Ream Rose wrote, “Barbara Jo was a very special
person -- fabulous smile and laugh, which she used very frequently. Interested in everybody she met
and she was great fun to converse with...I was very lucky to spend time with this exceptional lady and |
always enjoyed her company tremendously. The world has lost one of the great ones.”

Children of Robert Earl Debrodt and Barbara Jo3 Ream:
i Donna Catherine* Debrodt, born 21 March 1958.
ii. Carol Jean Debrodt, born 8 March 1961.

15 James Terrill> Ream (Merrill Joyce 2 “Jay”, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 8 Sep 1929 in
Summit, NJ; died 10 Aug 2010 in San Francisco, CA. He married 1) 9 June 1953 at Smith College,
Northampton, MA, Joyce Kimball Johnson. Divorced 1976. He married 2) 1 Jan 1980 at Berkeley,
California, Nancy Buford Maguire, born 23 July 1938 in St. Louis, MO, daughter of Anthony and Ann
Buford.

Jim graduated from the Choate School, Wallingford, Conn., 1945-47, Cornell University 1947-53 with a
Bachelor of Architecture degree, Pratt Institute Department of Industrial Design 1953 -54, and
received a Rotary Foundation Fellowship to the University of Rome, Italy, in 1956-57. He served
required military service 1954-56 at Wright Air Development Center with U.S. Air Force with rank of
1st Lieutenant. His architectural apprenticeship was served at the office of Eero Saarinen in Michigan,
followed by work in Denver where he began private practice in 1962, moving to San Francisco in 1966
where he was in continuous practice. In 1979 he was made a Fellow of the American Institute of
Architects for his contribution to American architectural design.

Nancy grew up in Ladue, St. Louis, Mo., attended Mary Institute (1941-1954) and graduated from the
Madeira School in Greenway, Virginia (1956). She graduated from Briarcliff College (1958) and studied
art at Washington University in St. Louis (1958-60). She served on the Board of Directors and as
president of the Friends of the American Conservatory Theater in San Francisco. She is a practicing
artist and graphic designer.
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Jim and Nancy, 1980 Jim Ream

His obituary reads:

James Ream, FAIA, an award-winning architect, who from his arrival in San Francisco
in 1966 to the present, was active in civic design issues. As an energetic member of
civic organizations, he initiated proposals directed at the improvement of the
quality of urban design and planning in his adopted city.

Born September 8, 1929 in Summit, New Jersey, his education included the Choate
School in Connecticut, his architectural degree from Cornell University, graduate
studies in industrial design at Pratt Institute, and postgraduate studies in structural
engineering at the University of Rome, Italy.

He was active in civic affairs serving as vice president of the Landmarks Preservation
Advisory Board 1974-78 under Mayors Joseph Alioto and George Moscone; board
member 1979-1991 and president of the Foundation for San Francisco's
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Architectural heritage; board member 1977-1989 and chair of the Advisory council,
San Francisco Planning and Urban Research Association (SPUR); board member
1985-2005 and president of the Presidio Heights Association of Neighbors (PHAN).

His role in San Francisco planning issues started in 1969 when he directed the 1970
master plan update for the expansion of San Francisco International Airport for John
Carl Warnecke and Associates. He led a consultant team to propose a change in the
proposed concept for the pending Moscone Convention Center from large boxes
covering two south of Market blocks to placing it underground with parks above
which later became Yerba Buena Gardens. In 1989 he proposed a glass pavilion
design as a stimulus to hold an international design competition to replace the
existing dilapidated Cliff House with a structure to maximize the visitor's views of
this dramatic site.

His architectural career began in the office of Eero Saarinen in Michigan, 1957-59;
the firm of Muchow Associates in Denver, 1959-61; and his own practice in Denver,
1961-66 specializing in residential projects, highlighted by his winning the
competition to build the Currigan Convention Center. He joined the firm of John Carl
Warnecke and Associates in 1966 as Chief of Design for the San Francisco office,
1966-1969. Projects he designed during this period included the Bell Telephone
Company Broadway Building in New York, the Hennepin County Courts Building in
Minneapolis, and the Pasadena Conference Center in Pasadena.

He established his own San Francisco practice as James Ream and Associates in
1969. Projects included the First Presbyterian Church sanctuary in Berkeley, the Vail
Transportation Center, Vail, Colorado, Stapleton Plaza Hotel in Denver, Canaan
Taiwanese Christian Church in Mountain View, Colma Recreation Center, Julius Kahn
Recreation Building in San Francisco, and Asbury United Methodist Church in
Livermore. Residences include 2776 Broadway, 243 Holly Park Circle and 250 Walnut
Street in San Francisco. In association with Jack Robbins as Robbins and Ream,
Architects, he designed the Oakmead Office Building in Mountain View. He also
designed the Lionshead Parking Center and the Cascade Sports Club in Vail.

He served as chief design consultant to the San Jose Arena. His work was reviewed
in 60 professional publication and popular journals and received 19 awards for
design. He was awarded his fellowship for the quality of design by the American
Institute of Architects in 1979.
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Examples of Jim’s architecture: (above left) Asbury United Methodist Church, Livermore,
CA; (above right) Currigan Exhibition Hall, Denver, CO, 1969; (below left) Pasadena
Conference Center, Pasadena, CA; (below right) Vail Transportation Center, Vail, CO.

He is survived by his wife Nancy Ream, three children, Claudia Powell, Sarah Ream,
Benjamin Ream and wife Lauren, two stepchildren, Katie Candland and husband
Kevin, Annie Barnes and husband Jeb, and 9 grandchildren. Mr. Ream took great
pleasure in his family. He and Nancy traveled widely, both abroad and in national
parks, chronicling his trips with his fine photography. He also enjoyed attending the
opera, symphony and theater. He was a kind and loving man who will be missed
enormously.

Children of James Terrill> Ream and Joyce Kimball Johnson:
i Claudia Powell* Ream, born 5 July 1955 in Fairborn, OH.
ii. Sarah Peyton Ream, born 18 Nov 1957 in Pontiac, M.
iii. Benjamin Terrill Ream, born 24 June 1961 in Denver, CO.

16 Thomas Jay? Ream (Merrill Joyce % “Jay”, Theodore Jackson! Ream), born 5 Feb 1933 in
Pittsburgh, PA; died 20 June 2006 in Celaya, Guanajuato, Mexico. He married 5 Feb 1970, Maria
Teresa Villalobos Ramirez, of Celaya, Guanajuato, Mexico; born 2 Feb 1940; died 27 Nov 1988 in Leon,
Mexico.
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THOMAS JAY REAM

y  1948-1949:

A Cappella Glee Club; Library Committee; St.
Andrew’s Society; Blackfoor; Varsity Basketball
Squad; Varsity Golf Squad; Varsity Football
Squad.

1949-1950:

Cum Laude; Secretary-Treasurer, Ellsworth
House; Secretary-Treasurer, St. Andrew's So-
3 8 ciety; SB.C. Club; Blackfoot; Varsity Basket-
A ball; Varsity Golf Squad; J. V. Football Squad.

Tom, age 15 1950 Yearbook for the Shady Side Academy, Pittsburgh

Tom’s freshman year of college was at Oberlin College. He transferred to the University of
Pennsylvania his sophomore year. At Thanksgiving time in 1951, Tom suffered serious, permanent
injuries in an automobile accident. He was driving north on Route 219 with Lois Lape (who,
incidentally, was the 1951 Maple Festival queen). A trucking heading south rammed into the rear of
another car and that accident caused the truck to swerve into Tom’s lane.

Lois Lape eventually recovered, but Tom sustained a fractured skull and spent ten weeks in a coma. He
went through years of therapy which his father Jay describes in his autobiography (Appendix B, page
171). Tom also wrote his experiences in a pamphlet, “I Choose to be Challenged.”

After his lengthy rehabilitation, Tom was left with a very sharp mind, but an uncoordinated body.
Eventually, he moved to San Miguel de Allende, Mexico, where he married and raised a family. Maria
Teresa was an interior decorator.

After Maria Teresa died of liver disease, Tom lived with his mother in San Miguel until her death. He
then moved to a Catholic mission retirement home in the nearby town of Celaya.

Tom Ream

140



On his death in 2006, his cousin Dave Ream wrote, “Thus ends a long sad saga, which began on
Thanksgiving weekend in 1951 with that terrible automobile accident. Tom never really recovered and
was never able to assume the sort of place in American society that a handsome, vigorous, athletic,
intelligent young man should have taken. That was all destroyed when that truck swerved over into
Tom’s lane. As Barbara Jo [Tom’s sister} put it, ‘he really died two deaths.” ... On the other hand, she
points out that he did have the love of a woman, and two children who gave him some degree of
satisfaction.”

Tom concluded his pamphlet “I Choose to be Challenged” with these paragraphs:

| concluded there WAS a quick and best way to successful human relations. To be
popular and to have others like you, you must perform SMALL services for them.

You must greet them with cheery salutations as you see them through the day, and
above all, you must make the mental effort to remember their names. A person’s
name is the closest thing to him, and, accordingly, he values it the most. Do these
three simple things that cost no money, only a second’s thoughtfulness, and |
guarantee you a lifetime of happiness. Ultimately, we seek not money, worldly
possessions, nor power, but happiness.

In conclusion, may | say that although it appeared impossible to me as | lay
paralyzed in bed, | decided that if | maintained positive thinking, and didn’t allow
one negative thought to cloud my mind, success and happiness would eventually be
mine.

And to all people who think that you have all the mysteries of this great Universe
solved by intellectual reasoning, and do not believe in God, let me be one to assure
you that He DOES exist, that He is a REAL force in this world, and that so long as He
is with you, you cannot be afraid or fail.

Children of Thomas Jay® Ream and Maria Teresa Villalobos Ramirez:
i Tomas Manuel* Ream, born 25 Nov 1970.
ii. Maria Catherine Ream, born 1972.

17 Jackson® Ream (Joseph?, Theodore Jackson®! Ream), born 19 July 1932 in Buffalo, NY. He

married 1) 18 June 1955 in New York City, Storm Davis "Skip" Small, born 25 Jan 1935 in Chicago, IL;
died May 19, 1966 in Birmingham, AL. He married 2) 28 Dec 1968 in Florham Park, NJ, Joan Chicko.
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Jack, age 2 Jack, age 11 Jack and Skip, 1955

Jack graduated from Princeton University in 1954, and the Business School at Columbia University in
1956. In his career as a banker living in New York City, New Jersey, and Dallas, TX, he specialized in

corporate banking credit policy. His banks have included Irving Trust, United States Trust, and Nations
Bank.

After retirement from the Bank of America in Dallas, Jack and Joan moved to Heath, TX, 30 miles east
of Dallas and near a lake. They have travelled extensively with wife to Europe, Asia and throughout the
U.S. Jack says he keeps busy with rental properties and a 160-acre farm. He says, “l am still trying to
learn how to sail my 30-foot sailboat.”

Bill, Jack, and John, 1968 Jack, Darren, and Joan, 1977
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Jack, 2010

Children of Jackson® Ream and Storm Davis “Skip” Small:
i William Kelley* Ream, born 17 Sep 1957 in Glen Ridge, NJ.
ii. John Lawrence Ream, born 4 Nov 1959 in Glen Ridge, NJ.

Child of Jackson® Ream and Joan Chicko:
iii. Darren Ream, born 30 Oct 1970 in Summit, NJ.

18 Stephen® Ream (Joseph?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 3 Feb 1934 in Staten Island, NY;

died 30 May 1979 in Lawrenceville, NJ. He married 4 Aug 1956 in Princeton, NJ, Mary Jo Smith, born
1935; died 12 Aug 1992.

Steve, age 9 Steve and Mary Jo, ca 1955

Steve was a graduate of Princeton University and Harvard Business School. He had a career as an
industrial production consultant for major manufacturers such as Cummins Engine, Mack Trucks, and
ITT. He died in an automobile accident in 1979. Mary Jo died of cancer in 1992. They spent most of
their lives in the Princeton, N.J., area, and are buried together there.
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i .
Steve, 1978

Dave Ream wrote the following as a tribute to his brother in 2009 when Steve would have turned 75:

Sorry I'm a day late in responding to this important anniversary. In addition to
Steve’s birthday, it is now nearly thirty years since that fateful rainy night near Pine
Knoll Drive when the Volvo skidded into the ditch. Mentioning Steve’s name pulls
out a multitude of memories of my big brother. I'll share just a few.

When we were boys and young men, | suspect that | had more contact with Steve
than with my other siblings, probably because of our closeness in age. But he was
always the big brother; | was never really his equal, or his match in size, strength,
knowledge, or experience. Much of our working together was centered on projects
of the Old Man, such as the farm in Millstone, the rented acreage near Middlebush,
and the ranch near Tallahassee. On the latter project, the OM had so much
confidence in Steve that he was the only one allowed to drive the Cat D4 in our land
clearing and ranch development efforts. To witness Steve using the bulldozer to
uproot trees was to watch an expert in action.

In Middlebush, he and I—and the OM on weekends—spent a good part of each
summer for several years around 1950 raising wheat, barley, and oats. In harvesting,
Steve would drive the F-20 tractor while | rode the bagger platform on the combine.
| would fill each burlap bag with harvested grain and slide it onto the ground. Then,
at the end of the day, Steve would load the several dozen 60-pound bags onto the
large truck and stack them according to a precise pattern for transport to the grain
elevator in Hopewell. This was all hard physical labor—which Steve relished.

When the Ream family moved from New Jersey to Tallahassee in the summer of
1952, the first step in the move was for Stef to drive the truck (and me riding
shotgun), loaded with farm equipment, all the way for 1,000 miles. After offloading,
we drove all the way back together. The trip was quite an adventure for a couple of
teenagers! | believe that Jack and Steve then did another round trip together,
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followed by Steve and me on the final one-way trip in the truck.

Steve was always a hard worker. He was the strongest close relative | ever had. He
loved to show off his physical prowess, as well as embarrassing others he
considered snobs and stuffed shirts. Some considered him a bit rough and
boisterous, but | always preferred to see “Horse” as a big friendly bear, warm and
cuddly. He was also quite a party boy, beginning at Princeton High and continuing
through Princeton U. | recall spending a football weekend with him at the Cannon
Club—rarely have | seen so much beer being sloshed around! But there were
certainly other sides to his personality.

Steve was a highly intelligent and creative man—even as he pooh-poohed
intellectualism in general. To recognize his intelligence required only a glance at his
academic and career achievements. He had a way of artfully turning a phrase for
others’ amusement (and don’t forget his classic cow call!) He occasionally accused
me of being a “professional student,” with my nose stuck in a book. Politically, he
loved to flaunt his conservative beliefs; | recall his tongue-in-cheek comment in
1964 that Barry Goldwater was just a bit too far to the left.

He was also a great family man. He loved getting together with his close relatives—
especially if there was a party. He was a most capable best man at my wedding in
1966. He and high school sweetheart Mary Jo raised a couple of fine children and
stayed together for life. | regret that he never had any grandchildren; he would have
been the best grandfather ever. After Caitlin was born, Steve made a loving fuss
about her whenever we were together.

Here’s how a couple of non-Reams who knew Stef described him: “Oh, Steve, you
are so BASIC!” (Virginia Miller, the OM’s #2.) “He’s just a big ol’ honn-gree boy.”
(Elizabeth, our cook for a while in Tallahassee, on witnessing Steve’s appetite.)

| shall never forget Stef as a loving big brother, a very positive role model, a truly
smart guy, and a wonderful pal. | still think of him quite often in my musing about
the past. It was such a shame that he died as early as he did.

Children of Stephen® Ream and Mary Jo Smith:
i Stuart* Ream, born 20 May 1957 in Columbus, Indiana.
ii. Patricia Ream, born 1 July 1961 in Newton, MA.

19 Davidson® Ream (Joseph?, Theodore Jackson! Ream), born 2 May 1937 in Ossining, NY; died

21 Aug 2017 in Evanston, IL; buried Oakland Cemetery, Tallahassee, FL. He married 1 Oct 1966, Judith
Ann Krampitz, born 21 July 1941. Divorced 1985.
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Dave, age 11 Dave age 13 Dave, date unknown
From his obituary:

Dave will be remembered as someone who loved his family, his work and
his community, and who lived his life with enthusiasm and joy. He was a loving
father, husband, partner, son, and sibling who gave generously to people and
organizations dear to him. Everyone who met Dave found a friend who was always
there to lend a sympathetic ear, helpful advice or encouraging words.

A legal writer and editor at firms in San Francisco and Chicago, Dave
authored numerous books and articles with fine-tuned logic and a love of the law.
Throughout his life, Dave maintained a great zest for living that manifested itself in
deep discussion of everything from the finer points of the U.S. Constitution to
finding the best Indian food in Chicago to the Cubs’ chances in the upcoming season.

Dave was born May 2, 1937 to Joseph Ream and Anita Ream (Biggs) in
Ossining, New York, and raised in Millstone, New Jersey, Princeton, New Jersey, and
Tallahassee, Florida. From an early age, Dave had a fascination with the far corners
of the globe, leading to a lifelong love of travel that included multiple journeys to
Latin America, Europe and Asia, as well as all over the United States to indulge his
passion for genealogy or “digging up bones” as he called it; he was never happier
than when he discovered a new branch in his family tree.

A veteran of the U.S. Army, Dave was a graduate of Phillips Academy, Yale
University, University of Virginia School of Law and Boalt Hall School of Law at
University of California, Berkeley. He maintained strong ties to Yale throughout his
life, including interviewing prospective students, volunteering at Yale Elementary
School in Chicago, and attending regular luncheons of the “O.F.C.” of fellow Yale
alumni. He served one term on the Evanston City Council; spent many years
volunteering with the Mental Health Association of Evanston, the Democratic Party
of Evanston, and Keep Evanston Beautiful; served as the president of the Ridgeville
Neighborhood Association; was a marshal in the Evanston 4th of July parade; and
played a key role in establishing First Night Evanston, at one point driving the truck
that led celebrants to the fireworks display.
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Dave, 1978 Dave, 1994 Dave, date unknown

Dave wrote this to Yale University to celebrate his Class of '61:

| prepped at Andover for two years before Yale. | was so restless at Yale that
| took a leave of absence in sophomore year. Two years in the Army was the
medicine | needed. When | returned to Yale, | was a serious student who stayed on
the Dean’s List.

In my last year at Yale, | had to make a tough career choice between my
true passion — American History — and going to law school. | chose the latter,
primarily for the practical reality of three years in school versus six or sevenin a
Ph.D. program. | have never regretted the choice.

| earned a law degree at the University of Virginia in 1964. Even though | am
a member of the bar, | do not practice law. | decided early on that my temperament
was more suited to research and writing about the law than dealing with clients’
problems or arguing cases in court. Thus, my professional career has been in legal
publications—developing law book projects, and writing and editing materials
aimed at practicing lawyers.

| enjoy U.S. and foreign travel. Right after law school, | spent three years
working on law development programs in Pakistan and Sri Lanka. Truly an exotic
experience.

| moved from Berkeley to Evanston in 1975, and have lived in the same
house for 35+ years. | have been heavily involved in community and political affairs,
including a term on the Evanston City Council. | believe that every American who
has personally benefitted in some way from the greatness of our nation has an
obligation to “give back” —contribute time, talent, and energy to the general good.

An even more important obligation, for all of us who have been blessed
with children, is to love, nurture, and prepare those children for responsible
adulthood. We owe this to society as well as to our kids.
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| was married for 19 years, before my wife decided that she wanted to do
something else with her life that simply could not involve me. | eventually
recovered, and have enjoyed the companionship and love of one special lady for 26
years.

| have two children: Michael, a
writer, is 40 years old; Caitlin, 35, is a
librarian. Three grandchildren.

Thoughts of world peace? The
terrorist threats that seem to plague the U.S.
and other countries frankly have had no
effect on my own sense of security or my
overall positive attitude; perhaps this reflects
some naivete, but | am confident that, for at
least a few more decades, the efforts of
Dave, 2010 national leaders will ensure that the United
States remains at peace.

| have had a wonderful, full life—and I still have a bit of gas left in the tank.
My general health is excellent. My children are now beginning to present me with
grandchildren. I’'m still active in legal writing, community organizations, and family
history. And | have just enough material wherewithal to allow me to travel and
otherwise do whatever | please. | am a privileged and damned lucky guy!®*

Children of Davidson® Ream and Judith Ann Krampitz:
i Michael Eberhardt* Ream, born 11 Jan 1971 in Berkeley, CA.
ii. Caitlin Delia Ream, born 26 July 1975 in Oakland, CA.

20 Nancy Cassandra® Ream (Joseph?, Theodore Jackson! Ream), born 3 Apr 1940 in Ossining, NY.
She married 1) Feb 1963, Robert Paul McGrath, born Oct 1933. Divorced. She married 2) 18 Oct 1981
in Belvedere, CA, John “Jack” Byrne Code Rose, born 25 Sep 1931 in San Francisco, CA; died 26 June
2015 in San Francisco, CA; buried Tallahassee, FL.
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Nancy, age 7 Nancy, age 13 Nancy and Casey, 1964

Nancy is a graduate of the University of Florida. Jack worked his way up the men’s clothing business
to become president of Roos-Atkins, a major West Coast men’s clothing retailer, and later was named
a partner and president of Grodins, another major men’s clothing retailer in California.

Nancy Ream Rose Nancy and Jack Rose, 1999, dancing
at the wedding of her daughter
Casey.

After Jack retired in 1986, they traveled, taking courses at the British Museum in London to learn

about antique prints and engravings. They eventually had a business purchasing, framing, and selling
antique prints from Europe to buyers in the United States.

Nancy and Jack began a love of chamber music after a Danube River cruise in 1997. In 2003 they
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moved to Reno where they became sponsors of the Nevada Chamber Music Festival, one of the
country’s top chamber music festivals which is held in Reno between Christmas and New Year’s each
year.

an \‘_ ‘h = j
Nancy, her daughters, and granddaughters celebrate her 79th b/rthday on Apr// 3, 2019.
(I to r): Cassandra “Casey” McGrath Giarman, Miranda Lis, Nancy, Cecilia “Cece” Giarman, Amelia Lis, and Mary
“Molly” Alison McGrath.

Children of Robert Paul McGrath and Nancy Cassandra® Ream:
i Mary Cassandra? "Casey" McGrath, born 12 March 1964 in San Francisco, CA.
ii. Mary Alison "Molly" McGrath, born 28 Sep 1966 in San Francisco, CA.

21 Christopher® Ream (Joseph?, Theodore Jackson® Ream), born 31 Oct 1942 in Somerville, NJ. He
married 11 Aug 1968, Margaret Anne Kelleher, born 1943.

Chris, age 2 Chris, age 8 Chris, 1967
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Chris is a graduate of Yale University and the University of California Law School. A Vietnam Navy
veteran, he has practiced law in Palo Alto since 1971. After many years as managing partner of his

own 20-lawyer firm, he is now a solo practitioner, specializing in business law (1993). Anne is also a
lawyer.

‘j ] CO

Chris, 1978 Chris, 1994 Chris and Anne, 2007

Children of Christopher® Ream and Margaret Anne Kelleher:
i. Jason® Ream, born 17 Dec 1971 in Palo Alto, CA.
ii. Anita Elizabeth Ream, born 29 Dec 1974 in Palo Alto, CA.
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APPENDIX A

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MY LIFE AS A MINISTER’S WIFE

CASSIE REAM’S AUTOBIOGRAPHY
Written for the Searchers Club of Topeka, Kansas, 1934

[Cassie chose the included pictures.]

| was a minister’s wife almost 40 years but to know one’s life, | think, we must go back to the
beginning. | was born in the hill country of southeast Ohio, a Buckeye by birth. This was in
Muskingum Co., Zanesville being our county seat. The background or environment has a good deal to
do with one’s life. My people were farmer folks, upright and honest and my childhood home one of
the humblest of homes. My ancestors on my mother’s side were of Scotch-Irish blood, having
emigrated from north Ireland several generations before my time. They were not noted for their
wealth or high social positions or for their Letters, but they were rugged, conscientious, and church-
loving people. They believed very confidently in the creed their church accepted. | think some of
them experienced a fine sense of the Divine. These people of mine were strait-jacket, Sabbath-
keeping Presbyterians. My father’s people were no so ardent church members, but | think they
believed in truth and right living. My father was left motherless at one year of age, and there was also
a baby brother. He was cared for by a step-mother whose chief interest was to “work hard from early
morn to late at night,” as she was wont to say. The care of her own little brood as they came along did
not leave much time for the care of my father. His nationality was said to be the Spotted-Dutch. My
father, whose name was Thomas Hanes, and my mother, whose name was Margaret Ann Dain, were
married in the early fifties and formed their humble home in Muskingum Co., Ohio. | was the third
child, as well as the third daughter to come to this home. This step-grandmother of mine had often
said in my mother’s hearing that none of her people had thought enough of her to name a child for
her, so my mother thought to please her, she would give this little baby girl her grandmother’s name.
So | was named and baptized “Cassander.” If they had spelled the name and pronounced it correctly,
“Cassandra,” | would have carried it with better grace.

Just why the Lord ever chose a Minister’s wife from such common people has always been a mystery
to me. Most of my early life was spent in the little town of Norwich, 12 miles east of Zanesville,
attending the public school, with all grades and one teacher in one room. One good thing about my
home training was that | was required to attend school regularly.

The main street of Norwich was the national pike and is now No. 40, as it runs from coast to coast. |
began teaching school in this same little town, a few days before | was 16 years of age, in a new
schoolhouse of two rooms, with the handsome salary of $15.00 per month. The pupils ranged from
the ABC class up to the fifth reader. | had 48 pupils that winter and | must have succeeded fairly well
as the Board hired me for the next winter’s term at an increase in salary of $5.00 per month. We
received our pay at the end of the term. | taught full time for four years, except one winter when |
was 18. | decided I'd go to college that term. | traveled north 100 miles, alone. The train zigzagged
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around the hills and finally reached Alliance, Ohio, the seat of Mt. Union College, where | roomed with
three strange girls, doing our own cooking. At the college | met a young man who was attending his
only winter term. He became my friend. He was preparing for the ministry.

But going back to my religious life, | will say | was cradled and baptized in the Presbyterian Church
where my mother’s people had always worshipped. When | was almost 14 the Methodist Conference
sent a new minister to our town. The Methodist Church at this place was not very popular, but this
young, married minister seemed to grip the hearts of the people almost immediately. In October he
began a revival meeting. He was a good preacher and drew crowds to hear him. This meeting was
one of the rather emotional and noisy revivals the Methodists used to have. Nevertheless, it carried
conviction of sin to the hearts of the people and there were many conversions. As a schoolgirl | went
with other girls to the protracted meeting. Immediately | was under conviction. One evening my
mother went with me and on our way home | asked permission of her to go to the altar the next
evening. She said, “Yes, you may go. Why did you not go this evening?” The next evening | went
alone to the altar. The second evening the Lord graciously rolled the burden of guilt away, but | was
not one of the noisy kind. Then I felt | must join the Methodist Church, though one of the girls wanted
me to join the Presbyterian Church with her. My mother was willing | should join the Methodist
Church. Her pastor and some of the members thought she did wrong to allow me to stray away from
their ranks. At this meeting there was a certain young man who was joyously converted and he
decided he was going to be a minister. He afterward became my special friend and, of course, | had
visions of being a minister’s wife, but later developments proved this was not to be with him.

Wheve 1 became o Methodist at [y
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Returning to my college friend, who chose me to become a member of his Bible class and whom | had
met only a few times, when he was obliged to go to his home on account of illness. At the close of this
term | returned to my home and my teaching. He obtained my home address through one of my
roommates and during the next year we exchanged letters occasionally. In the fall of that year he
thought he wanted to come down to our part of the country for a short visit, but somehow | managed
to sidetrack that visit. He then went with a party of excursionists to Kansas, partly on account of his
health and also to find work as a minister. He found pioneer work in central Kansas under the
Presiding Elder, Dr. Dearborne. After this we corresponded more regularly. Then, one day while on
my knees, the Lord made it plain to me that | should accept his proposals. In November of ‘78, when |
was not quite 20 years old he came to claim me as his bride, so | have been Mrs. Ream ever since, a
promise | have never regretted. We were married by my mother’s pastor, a fine Presbyterian minister
who never could preach without shedding tears. Before we were married | had not heard my husband
preach, so on this first Sabbath we were at home he was persuaded to preach in the evening in our
Methodist Church. It was a cold, rainy evening but the old brick church was filled with folks. Some
were, perhaps, curious but | think also my friends. | have never forgotten that first sermon, the text of
which was, “The Word of the Lord Is Tried.” In a few days we went north for a visit with my husband’s
people whom | had never seen. They were Pennsylvania Dutch people, kind hearted and religious;
though they had never known any other church than the Methodist church | never had occasion to
feel other than at home with them.
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After a brief visit we journeyed on to Kansas and landed at Brookville, where we were greeted by a
Kansas blizzard. We were cared for by some friends, Hogabooms by name. As soon as the weather
moderated we were driven in a lumber wagon, with our trunks, ten miles south to the Venango
charge, which my husband had served the previous summer. This charge had six appointments and
was 75 miles around. During the winter we attended four revival meetings. On this pioneer charge
we visited the people, some of them living in dugouts and sod houses. We ate with them of their very
common fare, also slept there. They made us very welcome.

We had some experiences crossing the Smoky Hill River, or rather, fording it, dangerous on account of
quicksand. Once we ventured to cross on the ice with our faithful pony, Dexter, and a buckboard
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buggy. Before we reached the farther shore the ice broke. The Preacher stepped out lightly and
managed to reach the shore, leaving me to drive out. We crossed safely and on that side of the river
we visited an English family by the name of Merryweather, who served us tea and —among other
things—boiled eggs in little wooden-stemmed cups. It was some art to open the shell and eat from
those little cups.

On this charge, one cold day, we went calling with some friends in a big, white, covered wagon. We
called on one very poor family living in a one-room shack out on the prairie. They had nine children,
all under ten years of age; no twins, but one set of triplets, two boys and a girl. They were named
Leaf, Bud and Blossom, and were two and one-half years old when we saw them. There was s cook
stove and a small table between the beds on either side. The children’s feet were wrapped in rags to
keep them warm.

From Venango we were sent by the Conference to Delphos, 50 miles north. We moved in a lumber
wagon, with a hired man and his team and our pony tied behind. It took us all day to drive that
distance, arriving there about 9 P.M. after fording the Solomon River. This little town had almost all
gone to bed, though we did find one man just closing his place of business. He happened to be the
next door neighbor to the parsonage. This man, Jimmie Clark, was a Presbyterian and always a good
friend. They kept us overnight. We had some outstanding experiences while in this place, which
might be interesting. One warm and sultry afternoon in May we were driving home from a District
Conference in Salina. They sky was very heavily overcast and the air oppressive. About 5 P.M. it
seemed like a severe storm was near. | insisted on stopping at a farmhouse where we could watch
and wait developments. While we were looking, all at once the heavy cloud came down in a funnel-
shaped form, and began moving away from us. It crossed the Solomon River, drawing up mud and
fish, and by its great whirling power broke the tops from trees, which looked like a great flock of birds.
This mud from the river was plastered over the waving wheat fields. The cloud moved on to the
northwest, wrecking houses, killing some people and stock as it traveled on and east of our town. We
followed the trail and saw the destruction and the excitement of some of the people. Two weeks later
another storm struck Delphos at 9:30 in the evening. We were having a committee meeting at the
parsonage, arranging for a Children’s Day program, when all at once a large barn door from across the
street came broadside against the front of our house. The house began to move and we all rushed for
the door but could not go outside. To keep our footing we all held together amid the crashing of
windows and falling plaster. We could do nothing but sing our prayers: “Jesus, Lover of my Soul” and
“Rock of Ages” were precious to us then and since. We miraculously escaped injury. There was much
destruction and this left us a little nervous about storms.

Next, | want to speak of a very interesting incident in our family life. Just about a year after these
storms our first child and son came to bless our home. After some warm weather and dust storms, he
came on a cool Thursday noon, the 27th of May, with neighbors and a grandmother in attendance.
We knew nothing of hospitals at that time. We named him George Franklin. A note in the local paper
said Rev. T. J. Ream was the happiest man in town, simply because an 11 Ib. boy had come to his
home.

In traveling this charge and going to one of the preaching places, a schoolhouse, it was quite
interesting to drive through a prairie-dog-town. The little, tan, fat animals would sit up very boldly on
the edge of their ground homes and bark, but when we came near they would drop out of site. My
husband shot one once and was very proud of his prize. We spent two pleasant years at Delphos and
enjoyed the “Peace of the Solomon Valley.” My husband worked very hard in the interests of the
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Prohibition Amendment to the Kansas Constitution. The salary at this place was $400.00 plus $50.00
missionary money. Some of the best people we ever knew lived in this pioneer charge.

From this place we were sent to Russell and moved by train. My husband decided to pack our few
belongings in one large packing box. When unpacking this box at Russell we found so many things
broken that plans were changed and | was made mistress of the packing boxes. At Russell we found a
good parsonage, a nice church and a fine people. That summer of ‘81 was similar to this one of ’'34. It
was dry and hot and crops burned and storms threatened on the far horizon, which kept us a little
nervous. We naturally became a little homesick for our native state. So in August we decided to take a
trip east and visit the home folks, and possibly transfer. At the Conference in September the Bishop
transferred us to the East Ohio Conference and appointed us to Neeleyville.
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We went by boat down the Muskingum River to McConnellsville, then out six miles farther among the
hills. Here we found folks big-hearted and kind, especially some of the Irish people who were rather
demonstrative with their kindness. In those days it seemed the most important part of a minister’s
work was to hold revival meetings at all of his appointments. One of these was at a schoolhouse near
the county Farm. The house was built up on stilts, to be out of reach of high water and sometimes the
people would come in boats. One man from the County Farm always came and sat on the front seat.
When asked if he were a Christian his reply was, “Yes, | always make a start at every big meeting.” At
the Hopewell appointment on this charge | taught a class of girls. At Christmas they gave me a purse
which, | think, contained a little more than seven dollars with which | bought the first silver | ever had,
also a gold pen for my husband. | have two of the spoons yet, which | prize. We were at this place
one year and then were sent to Byesville, a little mining town five miles south of Cambridge, which is
on No. 40. We moved into a small rented house and tried to paper it ourselves, but failed. Soon we
moved in with a druggist whose wife had recently died. A little later it seemed necessary to build a
parsonage, which we did, and also enlarged the church building. At this place | first came in contact
with the W.F.M.S. and was happy to join. |also taughtintheS.S. As a remembrance from the class |
have a glass cake stand. One little incident at this place stands out very clearly in my memory. We
were visiting at a country home and while dinner and being prepared | took my knitting and began to
knit. The host looked at me and said, “Why, do you work?” | guess he thought that ministers’ wives
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lived in ease and luxury on about seven hundred dollars a year!

Another little incident at Byesville, our small son and only child at that time insisted on visiting the
neighbors. An elderly lady next door had died and Frankie (as he was then) went over, perhaps to
sympathize. He said to the niece there, “and your mamma died.” She said, “Yes, what would you do if
your mamma died?” He replied, “We’d just go over to Macedonia and get another.” He had been to
Sunday School.

We spent two pleasant years at Byesville; then the Conference moved us to accommodate another
minister and we were sent about 30 miles across country to Summerfield. Our Presiding Elder at
these places in southern Ohio was Dr. J. R. Mills, whose wife was a member of the Thoburn family and
sister of Isabella of missionary fame. Mrs. Mills was a lovely woman with a fine family of children. She
wanted me to accept the position of President of the District of W.F.M.S., but | declined. At the four
different appointments on this charge my husband spent the winter in revival meetings. At one of the
places there was a man who said he had been seeking the Lord for 15 years and was not satisfied. He
was graciously blessed at one of these meetings. He rode on horseback over those hills through rain
and mud for days, constantly shouting.

There were two incidents which occurred while we were serving Summerfield, of which, perhaps, |
have a more vivid recollection. On Thanksgiving day the preacher was invited to perform a marriage
ceremony a few miles out in the country. His wife was invited as a guest. It was a grey, cold
afternoon, and | reluctantly consented to leave our small son with one of the neighbors. Just at the
edge of town we were about to cross the railroad track, a narrow gauge, when to our left the train
was approaching around the hill, near the crossing; a shrill whistle from the train scared our horse. He
was frightened and ran. He jumped and kicked as we rode rapidly down the hill. In a very short time,
by some miraculous power, the horse and harness were loosened from the buggy and he scampered
on down the road. The buggy was overturned and Mr. Ream was underneath. |, somehow, was
gently lifted up and out by some unseen power and was placed by the side of the road, on my back,
without a jar. It seemed that | was as light as a feather. | got up and went to the buggy and lifted it so
my husband could crawl from under. The horse had kicked him on the shin and it was very painful.
Otherwise we were not hurt, for which we were thankful. | came back home; my husband went on to
the wedding, riding a borrowed horse which stumbled and fell with him on the way. He was just able
to read the ceremony, and almost fainted by the grate fire.

Another memory was a trip across the country to our former home, to attend a District Conference.
Someone conceived the idea of raising $20.00 for the W.F.M.S. and with this money the Conference
conferred the honor of Life Membership on this minister’s wife, the certificate of which I've had in
safe keeping ever since. After the winter’s work Mr. Ream was on his back with what was afterward
called La Grippe, and nervous breakdown. Also about this time | nursed the other two members of
the family through a siege of diphtheria.

At the conference in September we asked for a lighter work and were sent north to Damascus, O.
This was a more fertile part of the country and the small town was noted for the Society of Friends or
Quakers, of which there were two organizations, the Gurneys and the Hixites. They also had the
yearly meeting there which was the Mecca for a large number of Friends. The Methodist Church at
this place was rather weak but here was the home of Mary Carr Curtiss who has been nationally
known in Missionary circles. At this noted town of Damascus, the next May, our daughter Florence
Blanche was born.
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My husband did not fully recover his health, so the next year we were supernumerary, and we moved
to Greentown, his old home. This is a close neighbor to Canton, Ohio, President McKinley’s old home,
and where the bodies of President and Mrs. McKinley lie side by side in a vault. One can see the
caskets through a glass front and they are guarded by soldiers.
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After a year’s rest we were sent to Columbiana which is the birthplace of our second son, Clarence
Hanes, who began life with 12 Ibs. avoirdupois. Here we found friends in the family of Esterleys, who
later came to Kansas, and a part of the family to Topeka. Their three sons were educated dentists.
Those little towns were rather staid and not very progressive. About this time we began to think of
Kansas again, of her sunshine and bracing breezes and a good time to return.

We arrived in Kansas again in the next spring of ‘89 and almost immediately met our former P. Elder
Dr. Dearborne, who sent us to Auburn which is almost a suburb of Topeka. This was a quiet little town
and a good place to rest our nerves. Here was the home of Bishop Quayle’s father, a very loyal
Methodist, whose home the noted son often visited. It was during our pastorate at Auburn that the
Epworth League came into existence, and we were happy to organize a League at Auburn. We spent
three pleasant, restful years there, then at the Conference the next March we were appointed to
Lowman Chapel.

On March 16 we moved our goods by wagon and the family by carriage, or surrey. It was a frosty
morning and our young horses were high-spirited. Our son, who is Frank by this time, hitched them
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up, and they thought to have some fun with him, staging a runaway. He was not seriously hurt. Some
of the men of the town quieted the horses by driving them around for several hours till they were
tired. After this we felt safe to drive on to Topeka where good friends were waiting for us at 1124
Prospect Street—now it’s Garfield Avenue. We were soon made comfortable and could stay overnight
at the parsonage. Just one week from this date, on March 23, our son Dwight Thoburn was born, as
Mrs. Colvin can well remember.

| think the outstanding work of our ministry at this time was the Revival held at the Sutherin School
House on West 6th Street. It was two weeks’ duration and there were fifty conversions. Most of
these joined Lowman Chapel and that seemed to necessitate the enlarging of the church building. The
Prayer Meetings at Lowman were always a source of power.
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While we were yet at Lowman, and Dwight was just 21 months old, another baby boy—Merrrill
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Joyce—came to join the family circle. | think | never felt more tied down than at this time, with an
increasing family and a salary of $900.00 or less, we could not have much hired help. | did manage to
attend the Sunday morning service, as some of the folks now living will remember Mrs. Ream with her
brood of five children, all sitting in the seat together, a custom which continued as long as any of the
children were at home.

We spent three and a half pleasant years at this place. Then the lure of moving seemed to call again.
We transferred to the Des Moines Conference, within the bounds of which my parents had moved.
We exchanged with Rev. Goddard who came to Lowman, and we went to Harlan, lowa, a county seat
where we remained four years. Harlan, in southwestern lowa, was surrounded by a very fine farming
community, with splendid people. The work prospered and progresses so that a new church had to be
built. We lived in an old parsonage on one lot. It was some job to keep five children at home on this
lot. Of course they had some visitors, but when | thought it was enough | would call my children in the
house; then the visitors would disperse. The children’s father thought they would be interested in
Shetland ponies, so he bought three, and a carriage to fit the ponies. No doubt we were a spectacle
taking our drives around the country with these ponies. We found many good people here as we did
everywhere. You know the good people are the salt of the earth. Our ministry in Harlan was marked
by revivals.

But moving time came again and this time we were sent to Corning, another country seat. A fine class
of people were here but the church property was rather poor. The parsonage was old and cold. This
was the first place where we had a bathtub. We bought it from our predecessor, and paid him two
dollars for it. It was movable and was placed in the kitchen on a raised platform, and we heated the
water on the range. This first winter in Corning we were given another little cherub, but were allowed
to keep him only two days when his spirit went back to Heaven. We thought to name him Theodore,
Jr. My husband carried the little white casket on his lap to the cemetery, where his little body waits
alone to join the family some day.
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The family at Hevlan, Ta

This moving which usually came near the last of September, in lowa, about three weeks after school
had started, was rather hard on those in school, especially in the seventh and eighth grades and high
school. This was a pleasant place to live but we moved on, this time to Bedford, in the southern part
of the state. Here we had a nice brick church and a fine congregation, and a good parsonage with
eleven rooms, electric lights and furnace, but not city water—a bathroom but not equipment. In three
rooms and on the front stairs there was lovely red velvet carpet. There was also old parlor furniture.
The parsonage was used for church social affairs, and with no maid it was some work for the
minister’s wife. Then, here, in October, Joseph Harold arrived. That winter | felt that | had just about
reached my limit.

However, there were a number of pleasant occurrences. It had been the custom in the Ream family
to celebrate the fiftieth birthday anniversary. That time was approaching, in April, for my husband,
and he could not well go to Ohio to celebrate. | decided to have a surprise party for him by inviting
the Official Board for a dinner. We had some chickens we were wanting to sell, and while he was out
one day a neighbor and | cut the heads off of four fine hens. She was good enough to clean and cook
them and make pressed chicken. He was a little suspicious of things happening, but said nothing
about it. The guests arrived, much to his surprise and also enjoyment. We served the dinner and
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instead of trays we used lap boards, which the ladies kept in the parsonage basement. This was really
a BOARD meeting. A happy climax to this party was a surprise to me, also, when the Official Board
presented to us a dozen pearl handled knives and forks. Later in the evening a brother and two sisters
from Ohio arrived to add joy to this birthday anniversary.
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Bedford was quite a little city for clubs and | was invited to join the 20th Century Club. | declined the
honor of being president on account of family cares. While we were the minister’s folk at Bedford our
son G Franklin graduated from Cornell College at Mt. Vernon, lowa. Also, while here, our daughter,
Florence Blanche, graduated from high school. We were here three years and the minister’s work
seemed to prosper but the Conference wheel turned again and we were down for Mt. Ayr, another
county seat, 30 miles across the country.

| think this was the first and only time when Mr. Ream felt hurt when the Bishop read his name off for
a place of which he knew very little and had not been advised with in regard to it. This place, Mt. Ayr,
seemed at that time to be having a depression, as the principal bank had failed and the president, who
was a leading member of the church, was on trial for his business operations. The church had sent
word to the Conference that the salary would be cut $200.00. It seemed that the bottom had fallen
out. My husband was scarcely able to get home. He told some of the preachers that he was not sure
that he would go to Mt. Ayr, but would decide when he got home and talked with his wife. | said to
him, “Certainly we will go, there is nothing else to do.” So, again we moved by wagon. He decided to
go work with new energy and at the first quarterly conference they fixed the salary at $1200.00, which
was the largest salary we had ever received up to that time.

The work was rather pleasant here, the meetings were good, but the church property was very poor
and the winters severe. Mr. Ream’s health was not good. We spent two winters here, with a wood
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stove in the living room. While in Mt. Ayr, Bishop McDowell wrote my husband saying, “Bro. Ream,
you are a brick.” | think he meant that we would pull through all right. The second year, in March, the
thermometer stood at 20 degrees below zero, when | frosted my feet. About this time my husband
decided he would visit the Kansas Conference. Before leaving this town | want to say that our son,
Clarence Hanes, finished high school, also taught a rural school one year.

By some manipulation of the itinerant wheel the Conference at Olathe received us again, and we
were appointed to Clay Center. We were glad to return to Kansas sunshine, after having spent eleven
winters in lowa. While we moved in March, Florence remained at Cornell College until June. In
September of this year Florence and Clarence enrolled at Baker University, while Dwight and Merrill
entered high school. We found very cordial people here and a good church organization, with a fairly
good church building, and a big old rambling house for a parsonage, with three acres of ground to
cultivate. The parsonage had a basement kitchen and dining room, also two other large rooms in the
basement. One day | counted 97 steps from basement to first and second floors and porches. It was
good exercise trying to keep this house in order.

It was from Clay Center that G. Franklin, after having finished his theological course at Drew Seminary
and receiving a scholarship to the Free Church College of Glasgow, Scotland, started east to New York
and to cross the Atlantic. My heart sank within me with this new experience. He had fine sailing going
over and enjoyed the year at college. He visited on the continent a few weeks and returned in March,
in time to encounter one of the worst storms the Captain had ever experienced. He was very seasick
on the return voyage, but arrived safely and begin his work in the ministry in Kansas.
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We were sorry to leave Clay Center after two pleasant years of service. The boys in high school were
especially sorry to leave, but the conference wheel turned again and we were placed at Central
Avenue in Kansas City, Kansas. The church people were fine and enthusiastic. We moved into a
rented house which seemed to lack almost everything, even water. | think this was the hardest job
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yet, to put this place in order. This was one of the years of a flood; there was plenty of water in the
valley but we were high and dry. One day when three of us were on the streetcar going over to the
Missouri side, my husband said, “How long will we be able to stand this noise and confusion?”
Clarence said, “How soon can we get used to it?”

It was while we were here that Joseph Harold started to kindergarten. He had to cross several
streetcar tracks and go uphill and down for several blocks, but he made it all right.

While in Kansas City we had the pleasure of attending the Gypsy Smith Revival Meetings in
Convention Hall. Both cities appreciated the work of this evangelist.

It was while we were here that Florence graduated from Baker University. Our stay at this place was
short, only one year.

When at the next Conference Bishop Quayle appointed Rev. T. J. Ream District Superintendent of
Topeka District, we accordingly packed again and moved to the Lowman Hill Community, leaving
Dwight and Merrill to finish third year high school in Kansas City, Kansas. Harold was the only child to
move with us this time and he started the long trek by entering first grade at Lowman with Miss
Schenck as teacher. She at one time was an honored member of this club, the Searchers. Mr. Ream
enjoyed the work of the District, especially the associations with his preachers and visiting the rural
churches and people. He was not strong physically, but completed his full six years. Since | was not
the resident minister’s wife, | felt a sense of rest and retirement. It was during our term on the District
that we built our house, in which | am now living and have lived all these years except the two years
we were the minister’s folks in Hiawatha. It was while on the District that Mr. Ream and | decided to
take a trip east, taking Joseph Harold with us. We visited our son, Dr. G. Franklin Ream, who was at
this time pastor of a church at Westfield, New Jersey. We enjoyed the trip to the shore, as well as a
number of noted places. On this trip was our first visit to Niagara. On our return we stopped at the
old home in Northern Ohio and attended a Ream family reunion near Columbus, Ohio. After our
return and Harold had entered the fifth grade, he decided he wanted to be called by his first name,
Joseph, so now he is Joe Ream. It was during this term on the District that Dwight and Merrill finished
high school in Topeka and entered Washburn College, graduating four years later. Clarence came
home from Baker and took his last year at Washburn. It was also while here that our daughter
Florence and Donald Stanley were married. Our oldest son had married an eastern girl, Euphemia L.
Miller, four years before.

After the District work was completed, we served two years at Hiawatha. This is a lovely little town
but we were glad to come again to the Lowman community, and my husband was happy to take the
work of financial secretary for the “Home of the Aged,” a place he occupied less than a year, when his
health finally gave way and he was called to his Heavenly rest and reward.

It was during Joe’s first year in high school that his father went away. After high school Joe decided

that he wanted to go to K. U. where he could make his own record. From there he went to the Law
School at Yale, where he received his degree and a position in New York City.
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I should have said that while | was a minister’s wife our son Dwight enlisted in the army, joining the
Washburn Ambulance Corps, which very much depressed his father, but | felt that the Lord would take
care of him.
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So ends my life as a minister’s wife. | appreciate the prayer of Moses when he said: “We spend our
years as a tale that is told,” but | cannot agree with the Wise Man when he said, “All is vanity and
vexation of sprit;” but rather appreciate the spirit of the Prophet Zechariah when he said, “At evening
time it shall be light.”

MISCELLANEOUS ADDITIONS TO CASSIE’S LIFE STORY
By Betty Stanley Wallace, 1993

A few recollections of stories Cassie liked to tell but did not put in her autobiography include her
embarrassment at being seen barefooted in front of their house by the other young man in whom she
was interested and who also was planning to become a minister.

She described the exceedingly strict observance of the Sabbath her Presbyterian family followed,
much stricter than the Methodists. There was no visiting or pleasure ever, only church, prayer, Bible
reading, and meditation.

She was released by the school board from teaching at the end of her second year. The reason was
that they believed she favored two little black children who came to the school. She insisted that she
did not favor anyone, that she treated them all the same. And that she didn’t care about not having

her job renewed as she had been saving her money to go to college.

The courses she studied in college were algebra, philosophy, and rhetoric.
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Staying with various families in their dugouts on their first charge in Kansas was a trial because the
dugouts were always infested with fleas.

She kept a picture of the triplets that Grandfather Ream was fascinated with. On the back of the
photograph he wrote: “David Billington born in O. Aged 36 yrs. Eliza Billington B in Penn. Aged 31
yrs. They have 9 children, 6 girls and 3 boys. The oldest 10 yrs. in Oct. 1878. The youngest 2 1/2
months old the 4th of Jan., 1879. Have a set of triplets 2 yrs and 8 mos. old named Leaf, Bud and
Blossom. They live in house 12 x 14. Jan. 4, 1879.”

i : il

The triplet picture that fascinated T. J. Ream. The Billington

family was pioneering in Kansas. They eventually moved to
lowa.

Grandfather Ream became interested in pulling teeth at one charge where a dentist was not available.
He acquired a full set of forceps and his patients told him he had a real knack for figuring out the best
twist to get the offending teeth out quickly and with less pain than other dentists they had gone to.
This led to a small business—Mother remembered the lines of patients in the parsonage on Saturday
and Grandmother Ream serving as dental assistant with her basin. Eventually at one of his charges
which had practicing dentists in town, the dentists told him he could not practice dentistry without
proper training. Dentistry in those days consisted of little more than pulling teeth. So T. J. took a
correspondence course in dentistry and completed it, but somehow in the process lost his enthusiasm
and did not engage in dentistry again.

T. J.'s health was never robust and he looked for various cures. One he tried that someone
recommended was a diet of only pumpkin seeds. Cassie and the youngsters spent a day cracking and
separating out the edible centers, but wound up with only a handful of food. T. J. was quick to give up
on that one.

Grandmother Ream’s life went on for a long time after the end of her biography. She was always
active in her church; she always supported the ministers even if she did not agree with them. Lowman
Church, her neighborhood church where T. J. had once been the minister, was much inclined to give
its ministers a hard time and she was always their champion. She remembered when the membership
censored T. J. because Clarence played tennis outdoors in shorts.

168



She also liked to tell how Uncle Dwight tried to please his father by not playing football in college but
couldn’t resist going along with the team just to help the coach. At one out-of-town game Washburn
ran short of players and the coach talked Dwight into playing. After it all came out, Dwight got
permission to continue playing.

She wrote all the members of her family regularly, keeping them close. Christmas was a major effort
for her, as the budget was extremely limited and she sent presents to all the family members. To the
men she always sent two pairs of socks. No doubt her boys and socks were more connected in her
mind than usual, for when she washed men's socks, she turned them all inside out; then after they
were dry, they had to be turned again. For the six men in her life that must have been a major time-
consuming chore.

Her house, which she and T. J. built at 1111 Morris next to Lowman Church, was moved to 1047
Garfield, a block away when the church added an educational building. It sat on the corner just across
from Lowman Hill Elementary School. It was a great house—porch clear across the front with porch
swing, a large entry with closets for coats and crokinole board, ancient platform rocker, marble
topped table, and open stairs leading up. The living room had an Epworth piano with pictures of all
the family on top, another square decorative oak table, a black leatherette horsehair stuffed couch
that no one ever sat on, her rocker and radio. The dining room had a long table, a built-in cupboard
that held her cut glass and Haviland china of which she was immensely proud, a daybed that Uncle
Dwight napped on after every meal at this house, a buffet which held linens and her gleaming silver.
She always gave every piece an extra rub every time it was dried, so that even the German silver
kitchenware always carried a high shine. The kitchen was large and impractical and made for much
running to prepare any meal. The back porch had a second stairway that led to the sleeping porch, a
necessity in Kansas before air conditioning.

The light fixtures had been originally gas, then converted to electricity. They were an elegant, whirling
form of brass tubing.

In the dining room was an automatic thermostat. The temperature went up to 70 degrees at 5:30
a.m. and down to 55 degrees at 9:30 p.m. | found the best study hours were after that but in no way
did | dare touch the thermostat; Grandmother would be out of bed instantly. | bundled up and
learned to study cool.

Upstairs were four bedrooms, two large ones that she and | slept in, a smaller one she rented, and one
that led to the sleeping porch that was mostly used for storage. My bed was a wondrous brass affair
that has been imitated but not duplicated in modern times. This house, unlike my Stanley
grandparents’ earlier house less than half a block away, had a bathroom included as part of the
original design. And in the basement was an extra toilet, an antique contraption with a high-water
closet and a chain to pull. There was an enclosed stair to the attic, which was completely floored, had
a tall ceiling and was divided into two rooms. Here were trunks, pictures Uncle Frank had drawn of
ancestors, school books from all the children through most of their education. It was a heavenly place
to visit.

She was proud of her clematis vine and spirea in front, the honeysuckle on the north, the wild
petunias in back which she culled the whites out of every year to help them keep their bright color.
She planted pin oaks around the perimeter and once had me cut off side branches when they were
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tiny, long before | started to college, so that they would grow straight. They did, and huge, too. The
house in 1993 is still there, all painted and in excellent repair.

She rented a room to J. R. Billings who worked for the Santa Fe for many years but he eventually
moved to Santa Fe. He would come in the evening, listen to Amos and Andy and then Frosty Flora, the
Topeka weatherman who was predictably wrong, and go to his room. My brother Bob Stanley lived
with her during his first year at Washburn. | lived with her for all four years, summers too, that |
attended Washburn. | can remember lots of cinnamon toast and cocoa, fried parsnips and turnips.
Dinners came earlier and earlier in the afternoon as Grandmother Ream liked to get the kitchen put
away so she could relax in her rocker with her radio. She didn’t miss any of Dwight’s officiating that
was broadcast.

Finances were tight. The Methodist Church prided itself on taking care of its ministers and their
widows always, but frugally. T.J. twice accumulated enough money to make investments—one was
to buy a wheat farm in Greeley County in western Kansas. Grandmother was convinced she had a
chance of having oil discovered there which is still to be found, and | don't believe she ever received a
penny from the crops all through the dry years. The other investment was a portion of a pecan farm in
Louisiana. From that she received a large bag of pecans every winter, which she carefully counted out
into six portions and sent to her children as part of their Christmas.

We recently discovered among Cassie’s papers certificates worth some $10,000 in the Best Slate
Company and a letter from the company discussing T.J.’s list of prospects for sales. There was also a
certificate for one share, $100, in the Vehicle Signal Company. | don’t remember ever hearing about
these transactions so they must have been dead issues before my time, but apparently T.J. was
actively pursuing investments as he could.

From Cassie’s limited resources as a widow she set up the Reverend Theodore J. Ream Memorial Fund
of $500 with the Methodist Board of Foreign Missions to help educate boys in a mission school of
India. Presumably there are still boys there receiving scholarship of $30 a year. It would be curious to
know if this is so.

She could be extremely domineering when she felt it was necessary. One time she decided Hobart and
| were starting for Peru too late in the day for safety, and in spite of all our protestations that we knew
what we were doing, she had her way.

She looked over my boyfriends carefully, and if she didn't approve, she put on an obnoxious old lady
act that chilled them from ever coming again. Hobart had a way of showing up for a date very early
which she liked. He spent the time visiting with her while he waited for me, and got her hearty
approval.

She was amazingly tolerant coming from the background that she did. For example, she was aware
that the college functions | attended that | called "parties" were sometimes "dances" as they were
written up as such in the Topeka Capital. And in spite of the Methodist line against dancing, she did
not ever comment or criticize.

One of her values which endures to this day is the importance of a formal education. All of Cassie’s
children graduated from college, some with advanced degrees, and all married college graduates. All
of her grandchildren graduated from college. An in looking over the list of further descendants,
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apparently this emphasis continues to hold.

On her 75th birthday the children collectively gave her a white gold filigree pin set with a diamond and
two emeralds. It was the pride of her life. She gave it to me when she could no longer manage to lock
it and was afraid of losing it.

Cassie’s children gave
her this pin on her 75t
birthday.

She suffered a most unfortunate stroke which left her bedfast and speechless for her last two years.
She spent them in the Methodist Home that T. J. had worked for.

She was a strong-minded, sturdy character, one we can all be proud of. Thankfully she is the one

grandparent who wrote about her life so we can know her as a little more of a complete person than
the others.
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APPENDIX B
MERRILL JOYCE (M. JAY) REAM MEMOIRS

Topeka

On November 21, 1893 a new baby was born in the Ream family at 1124 Garfield Avenue,
Topeka, Kansas. The arrival of this little boy was not a very happy event because there were
already three older boys, and one older sister. Even before the meager salary of Rev. T. J. Ream
needed strict management to feed them all and make them presentable at school and church.
More important, the new arrival added to the problem of education, as Father’s chief ambition
was to see that each child got a college education.

The house on Garfield was from another century. There was a big coal stove in the living room
called the parlor, and a coal or wood stove in the kitchen. In winter time, the heating stove was
banked at night, so that a vigorous shaking of the grate in the morning started the heat, which
slowly made the house comfortable. To avoid the discomfort of a frigid bedroom in winter, flat
irons and soapstones were heated in the kitchen stove, then wrapped in flannel and placed
under the covers at the foot of the bed, where they warmed the feet until sleep solved all
problems. The kitchen stove had to be lighted anew each morning with paper, kindling and
wood. Since the house had no insulation, it was cold in the winter and the bedrooms were
ovens in the summer. A hot fire in the kitchen stove in the summertime made cooking an ordeal.
Hot water was obtained from a small reservoir which was built into one end of the kitchen stove
and heated by the fire in the stove.

There were no prepared foods. Even cooking oatmeal required half an hour. Therefore Mother
got up some time before the rest of the family.

There was no electricity. Oil lamps furnished the light. There was no indoor plumbing except a
drain from the kitchen sink. At each bed was a pot urinal. The family used an outside privy until |
was in High School.

Washing clothes was a whole day’s chore, as each garment was scrubbed inatub on a
washboard. The family’s first washing machine rocked back and forth like a cradle. At either end
were air chambers which, when the washer was rocked, would send air bubbles and soapy
water through the clothes. Father had an inventive streak, so he attached seats to either end of
the washer, thinking that two boys would enjoy playing teeter-board while washing clothes at
the same time. Ten minutes of such teeter-boarding was more than enough. It was quickly no
game, just another chore. The boys were glad that wash day was on Monday when they were in
school. Nothing except a severe illness was allowed to interrupt school. Ironing was another
day’s task; the flat-irons were heated on top of the kitchen stove, a stifling chore in the heat of a
Kansas summer.

There was no electric refrigerator, but an ice box which needed a new block of ice every other
day, and a drain pan to be emptied each morning. There were of course no radios, telephones,
T.V. or automobiles.
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The barn and garden were Father’s department. With a family of seven, a cow was
indispensable. Raw milk was the most important food of the growing family. Father did the
milking. He took pride in owning a fine cow. Mother churned the butter. As | grew older, caring
for the chickens was usually my chore. | like this best in the spring when we would set two hens
and had the excitement of waiting for the new chicks.

Transportation was by horse and buggy. Father was a good judge of horse flesh and he knew
how to drive a horse with style. The boys took turns cleaning the barn, currying the animals and
chopping wood.

The garden was primarily a vegetable garden. Spring was welcomed with rejoicing as it meant
fresh rhubarb, radishes, lettuce, onions, fresh peas, beans, sweet corn and tomatoes. Father
cultivates tomatoes with loving care and had the finest ones in town. Summertime meant extra
kitchen work in canning of vegetables and fruits for the coming winter.

Father had other tasks which he enjoyed, and which saved money. He owned good clippers to
cut each boy’s hair. With a cobbler’s outfit he half-soled and stitched leaky shoes. He bought a
set of forceps and successfully pulled teeth that had outlived their usefulness. He carefully
watched his children’s teeth. In my case there was a tendency for the upper front teeth to strike
exactly on top of the lower front ones, or even a little on the inside. He saw this would never do,
so he prepared a small smooth piece of wood and insisted that | bite on it at an angle several
times a day. He thereby made sure that as my teeth and mouth grew, the upper front ones
would assume their proper place, slightly outside the lower ones. He was an amateur but good
orthodontist. All my life dentists have complimented the placement of my incisors.

A minister’s family bought their groceries from the grocer who was a member of their church.
Mother occasionally groaned over the quality of the merchandise which was given a captive
customer. Likewise all clothes were bought from a church member. Growing boys cared little
about clothes but our one sister, Florence, did not take kindly to the clothes to be had on a
parishioner’s shelves. Her clothes were more than once a cause of intense family discussion. |
remember particularly the serious matter of her high school graduation gowns. She must have a
net one over light chestnut for Baccalaureate and a white one for commencement, both full
length. Try and find these on a parishioner’s shelves!

Father was mercurial, full of sparkle, and occasionally of gloom. He loved jokes, could mimic
parishioners to the gleeful enjoyment of all of us. He had a good singing voice and occasionally
helped the choir when it was in difficulty. On a trip to town he loved to chat and visit with
everyone he knew, unmindful of the fretting small boy who was holding his hand in complete
boredom.

Mother was always working, going her even-tempered way. Father was persuasive in proposing
many wild schemes for financial gain. Mother would listen carefully, but her good judgement
usually vetoed them. Whenever she was persuaded against her will, the project was always a
failure. There was much talk at the table. Mother seldom joined in but at decision time her voice
was final. As far as | can recall she was never ill, though often up during the night to tend a sick
child. Her soprano voice in church was on the shrill side, but fortunately her speaking voice was
low and pleasant.
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At 10 p.m. or shortly thereafter, Father would start winding the clock in the dining room. This
was a signal for everyone to start getting ready for bed. If one had not finished his school work,
he was told firmly, “Very well, we’ll call you early so you can get it done before breakfast.”

SCHOOL

One of my earliest recollection was being left at home while my older brothers and sister went
off to school. My competitive instinct was easily aroused. Naturally, | was anxious to go, too. My
continuous inquiry about this was early practice in persuasion by persistence, and it was
apparently successful as | entered the first grade (there was no kindergarten) in September
before | was five years old. | enjoyed school work immediately.

However when we moved from Harlan, lowa to Corning, | entered a different grade I. The first
morning | did not like it and at recess left for home. My absence was not discovered till almost
noon. My father took me by the hand, and sternly led me back to school and made it clear that,
like it or not, school was not to be trifled with.

In Bedford, one teacher had the questionable idea that | move up to the grade ahead and join
my brother Dwight. | was able to do the classwork, but | was outclassed physically and in games
during recess, my physical disadvantage was for all to see.

The move back to Kansas, when we were in the Eighth Grade, was made in March. Not only was
it a new school in a new state, but we had to delve into and pass a course called Kansas History.
It was a torture for one who usually handled class work easily. The Bishops of the church did not
give much consideration to the children in school when each year they transferred ministers in
March.

In High School | met a new language, Latin, for the first time, and was captivated by it,
continuing it throughout High School. Dwight didn’t care for it at all, so before each class he
would ask me to go over the lesson with him. He was so desperate that | was able to demand
from him many concessions. Nothing could persuade him to join me in two years of German.
Our first German teacher was a Prof. Radke, a delightful character, newly arrived from Europe.
His English was so sketchy that more of the class time was used in his learning English than in
our learning German. He offered a prize for the student making the most progress, which | won.
It was a book of large pictures of Berlin.

However, High School was not all roses. | could do algebra and was average in geometry, but
solid geometry called for visualizing in three dimensions. This was beyond me, and | just
managed to pass. Physics also left me completely cold, so no vocational adviser was needed to
steer me away from engineering. Father thought my penmanship a disgrace and insisted on my
enrolling in that course. Writing rolls of circles across a page, and practicing each letter one
hundred times, bored me excessively and | made no progress. It was the only course | ever
failed.

On graduating from Topeka High School (I had been 16 the previous November) | determined
not to go to college for another year. | was still small even for my age, and | wanted to
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participate in athletics, where my older brothers were so accomplished. Strangely, Dwight
stayed out of school the full year also. Aside from earning all the money we could at odd jobs, |
took piano lessons, even a course in harmony. While | made some progress, no talent was
uncovered.

On entering Washburn College, we had great difficulty in getting parental permission to pledge
Kappa Sigma. Father was against it on principle, and besides, it was expensive. Mother was on
the fence, so eventually we had our way.

College was a real joy. | was able to made straight A’s and win a place in athletics. Because of my
brother Jack’s influence, his love of poetry and his vast store of memorized classics, | took many
English and philosophy courses. But never did | find as inspiring a teacher as my own brother.
One science course was no bore. Public Hygiene was taught by a very able and demanding lady
professor. Since Flies multiplied in manure piles, she required each of us to a survey four square
blocks in the city of Topeka, and report to the public authorities the exact location of every
manure pile in the area. In a few years Topeka was practically a town without flies.

Besides athletics, | made the debating team. Father came to hear my first intercollegiate debate.
Previously he was annoyed with my careless speech, consonants not pronounced distinctly and
voice tone hurried. He was pleased with my performance. We won the decision and he decided
that perhaps | could learn to speak after all.

| was elected a cheer leader and was one of two managers of the Annual. Our job was to solicit
advertising, hire the printers, and sell the book. “Sticky” Logan and | made such a handsome
profit as managers that the authorities decided to make the financial profit for the college
thereafter. “Sic transit private enterprise.”

In our Junior year Dwight and | were both elected to Sagamore, the Senior Honor Society, the
only brothers to be elected simultaneously. Dwight was President of Student Council and | was
Senior class president. | also was elected mid-year to Tau Delta Pi, the local equivalent of Phi
Beta Kappa.

For Dwight scholastic work was far down on his list of interests. In our Sophomore year we were
both taking a course in Bible, one of the snap courses and well patronized. About midway in the
fall term, Dwight decided that it was time he evinced some interest in the subject matter and he
publicly asked the professor where would be found the book in which specific reading were
listed on the blackboard. The Professor looked at him in amazement, “Young man,” he said,
“that’s the text book we have been studying all falll” The whole class laughed. Nonetheless
Dwight passed the course with his usual paper thin margin.

My next collegiate work was a summer school at Columbia. Being a somewhat cocky young man,
| was annoyed at that cold machine, New York City, No one would take my word for anything.
My baggage was delayed. My room at the Dorm had bed bugs. When | remonstrated with the
Renting Office, they insinuated that | brought them with me. The courses were overfull with
school teachers. | disliked the whole damn place.

When | was High School Principal at St. John, Kansas, my old philosophy professor, Dr.
Hefelbower, wrote that the State University of lowa was inquiring about capable graduate

175



students in psychology, and that a possible scholarship was available for which he was
recommending me. Since | liked teaching | decided to make it my profession. | followed up his
suggestion promptly and the next fall | was at lowa City. Professor Seashore, head of the
department, was a national authority on the psychology of hearing and music. But | found the
courses disappointing. We tested the thresholds and degrees of sensation in every field. My
Master’s thesis was on tapping a telegraph key. | measured, in hundredths of a second, people’s
variations in the number of taps they could make in ten seconds, both normally and under the
most intense stimulation we could supply. With references and scholastic gobbledygook my
thesis ran 150 pages! The one course | enjoyed was Statistics, which demonstrated that the
tossing of coins and any other game of chance, has its laws like anything else.

Here | met my life long friend Pete Hanson. When we came back to finish our academic work,
interrupted by World War |, | tried to get Pete to join me in Statistics. He replied that | didn’t
come back to college to learn anything, | came back to get a degree! (Ph.D.)

While in mid-year exams, | was shocked with a telegram telling of Father’s death. | didn’t know
he was seriously ill. It was a long lonely trip back to Kansas through a winter blizzard. As | had
been on my own since | started to teach, | was able to return to lowa.

Since | had been in a fraternity all during college | decided to stay out of it at lowa. But one day a
chap with whom | played handball invited me to the A.T.O. house for dinner. After the second
visit they began singing their songs. | guessed what was up and went no more. Eventually |
looked up the Kappa Sigmas but never lived in the house or participated in their affairs. In my
last semester at lowa | was made one of four Proctors in the new Quadrangle Men’s Dormitory.
This gave me free a fine tower room.

Pete had been delving into hypnotism and one evening he tried it out on two Freshmen in my
Quadrangle room with great success! However, news of this got around, the authorized were
shocked and we almost terminated our academic careers then and there.

Also at lowa | succeeded in getting certified in French and German. French was not too difficult
as at Washburn | had become an assistant to the French Professor, but my two years of High
School German were a pittance in this field. But at the time of World War |, all Germans and
German professors were on the defensive and with tactful pressure plus some cramming, the
much desired authorization was achieved.

Prof. Seashore tried to keep Pete and me at lowa and as bait elected us to Sigma Xi, national
honorary scientific society. But | had heard of more practical Psychology at Carnegie Tech and
successfully negotiated a fellowship paying the magnificent stipend of $750.00. Meanwhile my
old paper route in Topeka had been sold for about $350.00 so | was in good shape financially.

| arrived in Pittsburgh January 1920 with two suitcases. | asked about a trolley to Carnegie Tech.
One man said, “Go to the right two blocks and take a care going left.” Another said, “Go to the
left three blocks and take a car going right.” Later | learned they were both right but the streets
of Pittsburgh, winding and turning with no reference to the compass, were baffling and
annoying to a straight-angle trained Westerner.
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At Tech both classes and fellow students were refreshing. Soon five of us, including Andy
Kenagy, another lifelong friend, and Pete who followed me to Pittsburgh, were able to get a
faculty suite in the Dormitory. We got our own breakfasts and on weekends Andy produced a
fine home cooked meal. Occasionally we invited our professors, one at a time, to one of these
fine meals. Knowing them in this way did no harm at all in our class work. Carnegie had been
able to attract outstanding men in each department of Applied Psychology.

An accessory attraction was the Bureau of Retail Training in which were enrolled female
graduate students from various parts of the country. Our dates with these sparkling
personalities were very sketchy because we all worked hard and because finances were meager.

Since Tech had never given a Ph.D. degree, it was decided that | should go to the University of
Chicago summer school and take a course in Neurology, a laboratory course in nerves. It was a
complete waste of time for me. But | also added a course with Dr. June Downey who had
developed a unique system for measuring personality traits. This | was to add to the research
being done for my Doctor’s thesis.

At that time, our group had a great dream, that with perfected scientific testing and evaluating,
everyone could be directed to his proper vocational niche. My research was done on the
succeeding classes in the School of Life Insurance Salesmanship at Tech. | really thought for a
while that | had found the mental profile of the successful life insurance salesman and my thesis
was put out (not at my expense) in a little book called “Ability to Sell.”

This work attracted home office men from life insurance companies and before long | had two
offers to join their Agency Departments. Meanwhile | had decided | would abandon the Ph.D.
degree project since | planned to go into business but brother Frank came by and persuaded me
that since | was so near the goal, it would be foolish not to complete it. After all | might some
day want to return to college teaching.

So one June day | took off two hours from my life insurance work and donned the plaid lined
Doctor’s hood of Carnegie Tech.

SPORTS

From my earliest recollection, there was always a musical instrument in the house, first a pedal
pushing organ, later an upright piano. Each youngster was encouraged to learn to play, but none
showed any special talent, even with music lessons. Father was disappointed as he enjoyed
music.

Later in military service, while waiting month after month after the armistice for my discharge, |
took lessons on the mandolin, and succeeded in playing for my own enjoyment, but not for
others.

In winter time in lowa, every boy had a sled and my older brothers built a bob sled, the biggest
one in town. Six or seven youngsters could ride it. The speed it developed downhill then seemed
like lightning.
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When spring came mud was everywhere, and boys walked around on homemade stilts. The foot
blocks were usually two feet above ground, but Jack, with his flair for the dramatic, had a pair
five feet above the ground! When the mud passed, marble playing began. Most youngsters
played for “keeps,” but Father considered this a form of gambling, and it was not allowed at our
house. Still later in the spring, when the grass was up and the ground had lost its winter chill, we
were allowed to go barefoot. What a thrill this was! The grass had a delicious feeling to feet
imprisoned winter long, in hard shoes.

Summer time meant trips to the “swimmin’ hole,” where after weeks of trying, without any
instruction, we in turn learned to swim “dog fashion.” Occasionally we took a tent and food
supplies and went camping. Once Jack and | went alone, but after the first night, he, who loved
comfort, decided he would rather be at home. We had been out only one day and | was so
disgusted with his preference for home that | refused to go along. So | camped several days by
myself. | was the only one in the family who cared anything about fishing.

Summer time also meant croquet. Father loved this game and was quite good at it. For nothing
else were we allowed to continue after meal time was announced.

With three boys as a starting nucleus, our house was usually the game center of the
neighborhood. The dining room table was set up for ping pong and many a tournament was run.
It was pretty tough on the dining room rug, but Mother resigned herself. This was one of the
few games where | was the equal of my brothers. The neighbor children were always also rans.
Ping pong was continued with our own children both in the big brick house in Pittsburgh and at
Hickory Hill in Somerset. But by this time my standing near the top had tumbled. Also indoors
we played Jenkins Up when we had eight or more available. It is a delightful and hilarious game,
but in no other family was it played, as far as | know. At our son Jim’s rehearsal dinner before his
wedding, he asked for a game of Jenkins Up.

In the game, the players divide themselves into two teams and take places on the long sides of
the dining room table, from which all cloth has been removed. Each team selects a captain. Only
a 25 cent piece is needed. A coin is tossed to see which team gets the quarter to start the game.
This team passes the quarter between the various hands under the table, until the opposing
captain calls “Jenkins up.” Then all hands are raised with elbows on the table. One hand, of
course, holds the quarter. When the opposing captain says “Jenkins down,” all hands come
down together, spread out flat on the table. If this is done in unison, the resulting noise makes it
hard to guess which hand covers the quarter. The object is to pick up every hand without the
quarter first, leaving the hand covering the quarter till last. If the opposing captain succeeds in
this, helped by advice from his team mates, his side takes the quarter and proceeds as above.

If he picks up the hand with the quarter while other hands are still on the table, the team keeps
the quarter and counts as points as many hands as are still on the table.

The team with the quarter must take orders only from the opposing captain. If anyone lifts his
hand above the table, or lifts his hand when on the table at the order of an opposing team
member, not the captain, the quarter must be turned over to the opposing team without
further ado. If the opposing captain says “Hands up” or “Hands down” without saying “Jenkins
Up” or Jenkins Down,” the quarter is immediately forfeited when a player obeys the faulty
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command. This permits gaining the quarter by skullduggery. It takes a while for beginning
players to remember to take orders only from the opposing captain. The team which first gets
25 points is the winner.

In Clay Center when | was about 10, | got my first bicycle, second hand, of course. It was the
thrill of my life. When we next moved to Kansas City, Kansas, there were long steep hills fully
paved, no cars of course. It was bicycle heaven.

Of all sports basketball was our real love. Before we reached High School, Dwight and | were
members of a small club called the BFC (Boys Fireside Club, though the meaning of BFC was a
secret withheld from outsiders.) But it was really a basketball team. Dwight naturally was the
best player, as he was on every team. We even had a church basketball team in Kansas City. |
was too small to make the High School team, but in Washburn College Dwight made the varsity
as a Freshman. When he was disqualified for low grades at the end of the first semester, |
moved up to the varsity. Since no study meant losing out on basketball, Dwight was never
disqualified again. He was Varsity Captain in his Junior year and he stepped aside, top player
that he was, to let me be Varsity Captain our Senior year. Since he was ambidextrous, he could
throw a basket with either hand to the utter confusion of opposing guards.

On one occasion he and an opponent collided with such force that both tumbled to the floor.
But Dwight held on to the ball and seeing an opponent charging toward hi, he threw for the
basket while still prone. When it sailed through the hoop, how the crowd roared.

When we returned to Topeka, a welcome feature was the tennis court just across the street.
Whenever we were not busy, the tennis court was. Strangely at this game, Dwight was no better
than the rest of us though he could make a forehand drive with either hand. We were both
better than Jack, who was bigger and older, to our unconcealed delight. Jack ended every match
with a bath, rubdown and setting up exercises and was not dissuaded by Father’s oft-expressed
disdain.

Even in Newark when | was around 30, | still played tennis. | did not have spectacular strokes,
but | was fast on my feet and could get the ball back indefinitely. But | met my match in Newark
in Jim Trimble, a Chinese type individual. He finally won the crucial set 19-17.

Frank was 8 years older than the next boy and was beyond our endless series of athletic
matches.

Jack was the speediest runner and best in football. Dwight was best in basketball and baseball
and | held my own in ping pong and tennis. Cards were forbidden but we had almost the same
games with flinch cards, numbered from one to twelve. Florence was better than anybody at
any card game, or checkers or croquinole.

In Topeka in my last year in High School when | was 16 | entered the 5 mile marathon race
sponsored by the Daily Capital and came in second. It was the third year in a row a colored boy
had won. The following year was my open year between High School and college. Jack had come
back home to finish at Washburn. He had been at Baker University four years but had avoided
required courses and had not graduated. Father had enough of that, and had him enter
Washburn where he took German and math and finally got his degree.
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The Daily Capital raised the age limit for the Marathon to 17 this year, so of course | was eligible.
Jack was an expert track man, and personally supervised my weeks of training, and throughout
the race was on a bicycle telling me just how to pace myself. So | won handily to the great joy of
the downtrodden white race. The Daily Capital went all over the state and the overblown
publicity and Father’s exultation in it turned it almost sour for me. Ever after this surfeit | had no
real desire for publicity.

In Kansas nearly every house had an upper deck, a back porch entered through a second floor
window. Every summer we slept in the open on these decks. When rain came in the middle of
the night Mother could not understand why we could not wake up and get inside before the
bedding was soaked. On a dare we tried it all through one winter. But only once, for we were so
weighed down with bed clothes that we did not rest well.

The Loose Wiles Biscuit Co. had a big factory in Kansas City and whenever we had visitors near
our age, we always took them for a tour of Loose Wiles. The feature was that we were allowed
to eat a sample of each type of cookie and each pouring of candy. That night we all had stomach
aches but it was worth it.

My first game of golf was at lowa City, as guest of Prof. Seashore. At Pittsburgh we tried with
little success the public Schenley Park course. But in New Jersey | first joined the Madison Club,
with its nine hole course, then the nationally known Baltusrol Club. | was never good at it
because | guess golf put no premium on speed or fight. In Pittsburgh | played many seasons at
the Pittsburgh Field Club with the men of our social group but never with success or real relish.

At the college fraternity we learned a little about whist, but in New Jersey bridge was in vogue
and | quickly learned to like it. Conservative New Jersey was slow to adopt contract but when
my bride arrived she lost no time in remedying that. She got me in a boat on Lake Chautauqua
and while she sat on the paddles made me listen and understand the rules of contract. It has
been a real pleasure all our lives.

Finally on the Island of Samoa | learned Schmeiss, the best two hand card game ever devised.
The game has terrific swings. One always has a chance to win even though far behind.
Whenever we are halted in a waiting room, at an airport, the Schmeiss cards appear and the
time passes effortlessly.

PETS

Even more vivid in my earliest recollections than brothers or sister were our three ponies,
Beecher, Lady and Pet. It is always amusing how people find ways to afford something they
really enjoy and that was Father with horseflesh. No doubt he used one of the ponies in making
Pastoral calls. Beecher, the stallion, was taught tricks. He could sit up like a dog and shake
hands. He didn’t care for small boys however and shocked me with a sharp bite on the shoulder.
Lady was high strung and more than once took one of the older boys on an unplanned flight
across the country. But Pet was gentle and small and | was often on her back while an older
member of the family led her.
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When they left the family | do not recall, but in Bedford we had two new ponies, Jim and Jerry.
They were almost big enough to be cow ponies. Jim was a stylish animal, black and white while
Jerry was bay and white with a black mane and tail. Easier to handle Jerry was my mount. We
had a grand time with them, even tried to do some types of circus riding.

It was years later when my own family was living in Pittsburgh that my yen for horses came to
the surface. After a few turns at the Riding Stable, | bought Jerry for $60.00 at the “Bangtail
Depot,” just a big barn where horses were bought and sold. Jerry, a bay, had a smooth gait, but
no self control. If left to himself, he went faster and faster. On an icy morning this was
hazardous. Since this seemed a selfish recreation | soon bought Star for my spouse. Star was
lethargic enough, but his trot was punishingly rough and Kay, try as she would, could develop no
liking for this hobby.

So Star was sold for $50.00, just his purchase price to Mr. Henderson, a millionaire, who went to
the trouble to go to the Livery Stable to find out how much | paid for him!

By this time my taste in horses was on the up grade and | wanted something better than a livery
stable “plug.” So on a trip to Woodstock, Virginia, | looked over many horses and finally
purchased Royal, a handsome animal, real dark bay with luxurious mane and tail. He didn’t have
Jerry’s smooth gait, but he was well trained and one felt quite superior in riding him. | was
determined to get something smooth and gentle for my bride, so after two or three trips to
Virginia, we selected a light brown mare whom we called Brown Sugar. She was pretty to look at
and a pleasure to ride. Just one thing we did not count on, when she was “in heat,” she neatly
dumped any rider to the ground and took off after any horse in sight. It all happened so
suddenly that one suspected nothing until he found himself on the ground. The first time she
acted up with Kay, | couldn’t believe it and said sternly, “Let me have that horse!” | was scarcely
in the saddle until | found myself sitting in a mud puddle, to my wife’s great amusement. So we
called her “Tequila (sudden lightning) and sold her to some one who wanted to raise a colt.

Our next horse was “Deut,” the finest horse we ever owned. | had tried him once, when he was
at a riding stable where the owners were months behind in his board bill. | offered to buy him
for the back board bill but when the owner learned | wanted him, the price was doubled. So
there was no sale. Some months later | learned that someone in New Kensington owned him. So
after much sleuthing we found him and for a reasonable price brought him home. All the
children learned to ride on Deut. He was such a gentleman under saddle that everyone who had
a ride on him decided to take up riding.

Big horse flies bothered the horses in the summer time. | learned from a government bulletin
that if a horse were given a certain pill in November the horse fly grubs in the horse’s digestive
tract would be killed and no new flies would be born the next summer. The Vet administered
the pill by means of a small gun stuck down the horse’s throat. Royal didn’t mind it too much,
but it so shocked Duet that when the Vet arrived in November of the next year, Deut would
have none of him. He snorted and cavorted around. When the Vet got him in a corner and tried
to shoot the gun. Deut lurched and the gun went off in his mouth, not down his throat. The pill
burned the lining of his back mouth so badly that he could neither eat or drink. For a week he
was a pathetic sight. We tried cooked oatmeal. He could only bite at water and in about 10 days
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he was so weak that the winter chill gave him a cold and he died. We all cried at this great family
tragedy. We still have a blue ribbon which he won for us with his beautiful gait at a horse show.

Other horses came and went. Copper King was a stylish chestnut whom no one could handle
when his regular rider went off to college. | went out to see him. Looking at horses is like going
to an art show for some people. | saddled him, led him out and rode him up and down, he
behaved like a lamb. The owners were so astonished at his perfect behavior they gave him to
me. We didn’t need another horse as we still had Royal and Deut, both of whom resented his
presence. Copper had faults: he would rip off any sheet or blanket put on him in the stable, he
liked only me in his stall, and when we went riding in a group, he used his fancy show ring steps,
so that we were always falling farther to the rear. | couldn’t stand this so Copper King went to
the first bidder.

| had always wanted to raise a colt and found a beautiful animal about six months old, whom we
named Scarlett O’Hara. She had the fastest walk and was very intelligent, but full of the devil.
We started to train her by first putting a strap around her belly, then a gunny sack on her back,
then a pile of gunny sacks, then a gunny sack filled with grain, walking her around each time.
Then we tried a saddle, then finally, since Tom was the smallest person available, he was put in
the saddle while we walked her around. She never objected. | soon discovered however that to
train her to the proper gaits and riding signals required a daily routine. So we turned her over to
Paul Pritts for two months. The training cost as much as the purchase price but it was worth it.
She was a handsome animal and a joy to ride. But being a mischief, she would chase the cows in
the pasture or a pig if available and she would rip the bark off tree trunks in the pasture, neither
of which | could stand. Also she “wolfed” her oats, so we built a bird box with a small hole at the
bottom to hold her oats above her feed box. This slow stream of oats annoyed her, and she
would pound the wall holding the bird box with her right foot to try to hurry the feed. She was
exceedingly smart. Ira, who looked after the barn while | was in Pittsburgh during the week, said
she should be in a circus.

Another fine horse was Mary-legs, a nice chestnut with a perfect gait, but she jagged her withers
underneath a thorn tree and developed a fistula which because of its location was impossible to
cure. When it finally became hopeless she was destroyed.

We also had Dapper Dan, a nice looking Morgan type horse who was all a horse should be
except that he occasionally stumbled over his own feet. Sometimes he stumbled both himself
and rider to the ground. He was bought by Nita Dressler, a girl of about fourteen who was such a
terrific horsewoman she actually taught Dapper to jump fences!

Our last horse was Traveler. He was a member of the famous Black Horse Police Patrol in
Pittsburgh. Because the city was in financial straits, the Mayor decided in spite of angry wails of
the populace to auction off the entire squad through sealed bids. | didn’t need a horse, but one
day when | was particularly annoyed by something at the office, | went by the police stable to
see the horses. One particularly took my eye and when the stable man said he was one of the
best, | impulsively put in a bid for him, and to my great surprise, my bid was high. He turned out
to be one of the two registered horses in the troop. In the Somerset pasture he was Chief,
bossing everybody including the cows. One of our summer guests said he had not been on the
police force for nothing, and called him “Mr. President.” The former owner of Traveler who had
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moved to New York City was so aroused when she learned the police troop had been auctioned
that she traced the new owner of Traveler to Somerset, and was so pleased when she saw
Traveler in his new home that she sent us a gift, a coonskin rug, she and her husband had used
as a robe in their snow sleigh. He was with us after the others had done, and when Tom’s
therapy took us away for long periods Traveler was terribly lonesome, so we sold him to a young
lawyer who had bought a farm. He reported that Traveler took charge of everybody there also.

When we were growing up there was always a cat or two in the barn because of mice, but dogs
served no special purpose. With great effort | managed to keep two, which were gifts, of course.
The first was a spaniel female whom | called Fido, and later came a little white Spitz, who
yapped and barked at almost everybody. Through his entire stay with us he never failed to bark
at Father as he came up the walk, much to the latter’s annoyance. Neither of these dogs
survived the next move to a new town.

Years later, when my own family was living in Pittsburgh someone gave Tom a little bitch we
called Frisky. She was lovable in every way, even mothered the litter of kittens when they were
left alone. She was quick as lightning and would jump in the car in a split second, when one was
going somewhere. One dark evening she went with me on a business call and when | came out
of that house | completely forgot about her until | arrived home. We returned and searched and
called but Frisky was never seen again. To this day | feel keen remorse for my carelessness.

Our last dog was Niki. World War Il was on, his owner was called into service. | learned that the
soldier’s mother was looking for a home for Niki, a registered black Cocker Spaniel. Never able
to control my impulses where animals are involved, | went to see Niki, and that evening he went
home with me to Somerset. He was most affectionate and could sit up indefinitely, begging for
food. He even learned the sound of the motor in my car, and came racing to meet me when |
got home to Somerset on Friday evenings. But as a dog he was a complete “sissy.” When |
showed him a mouse under a stone in the pasture, he ran the other way. When the boys went
camping overnight, he’d leave them and come running home to spend the night on his favorite
rug indoors. He was not a country but a house lap dog so we disposed of him to a couple living
in a Pittsburgh apartment.

One day a female beagle was whining at our front door. It was hunting season, and she was
obviously lost from her owner. We took her in, phoned the newspaper and the radio but no one
claimed her. Soon it became obvious that she was pregnant. One of our friends said in Tom’s
hearing that beagle pups were worth a good deal of money, so from then on Tom was her
guardian angel. He was able to sell each of the pups for $5.00 each except the runt of the litter.
The last buyer said he didn’t want the pup but would pay $10.00 for the bitch. Resourceful Tom
said we couldn’t sell the bitch as she wasn’t ours, but he could have the pup for $10.00 and we
would give him the mother. The deal was made.

Niki was with us one day, when we went to see a country house with a few acres which was for
sale. The house did not interest us but the occupant, Solly Pyle, a man about 80 living alone said
he would like to have a dog like that. | felt so sorry for his age and loneliness that in Pittsburgh
the next week | reported the lonely situation. As a result | had in my car when | returned home
that weekend a black curly hair dog, like Niki but a little larger. Niki was so furious over the new
arrival that we had to lock the new dog in the basement overnight. Early the next morning we
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went gaily with our present for old Solly Pyle. Imagine our chagrin when Solly would have none
of him. We couldn’t keep him at our house because of Niki’s jealousy. So that evening | took him
on a leash to Somerset’s diamond, where the farm people cam en masse to shop Saturday
nights. | hoped in vain someone would ask about him or show an interest in him. In desperation
| began asking everyone | met if they knew anyone interested in having a dog. Finally | was told a
girl clerk in the ten cent store was talking about a dog. When the dog and | approached her she
showed no enthusiasm and said she would have to talk it over with her parents. | learned her
address in the country and told her | would bring out the dog the next day, so she and her
parents could see what they were discussing. She was not enthusiastic but the next day |
appeared with the dog and finally succeeded in getting away without him. It is obvious that
generous impulses do not always have the happy results anticipated.

Somehow we acquired another happy little mongrel. When Barbara and | went riding, he loved
to go along. But he was oblivious to all traffic and had several hairbreadth escapes from passing
cars. We decided the place for him was on a farm. We tried a novel plan. The telephone lines in
the country were all party lines. When someone was called, the neighbors knew whose ring it
was and would listen in to get the latest news. So we tried phoning one farmhouse on each
party line telling whomever answered the phone about this nice dog who would make a
wonderful pet on a farm, and inquired if any of the neighbors could use a dog. Sometimes gales
of laughter were heard along the party line. Finally a young girl’s voice said she was willing to
see him. So in short order the mongrel, Kay and | were on our way to the farm. The young girl
loved dogs and accepted him, even though she already owned three.

A neighbor boy and | were hiking through the woods one boyhood day when we spied a crow’s
nest in a tall tree. We climbed to the nest and found three half-grown young crows. We decided
to take one for each of us and leave the third for its parents. We were lucky the parents did not
return at that moment or we would have been attacked. When we got home my friend was not
allowed to keep his so | had two crows to care for. Before we could stop him, a dog injured one
and his career was short lived. The other we called Jim Crow. He would open his mouth for
bread soaked in milk, and never seemed to be satisfied. We stopped the feeding when we felt
sure he had enough. As he grew older, he would hide any surplus food he did not care for at the
moment. He was so anxious to fly, he would jump off a box or fence and break his tail feathers.
He was never able to fly more than a few feet. The rooster in the chicken yard disliked him
intensely, and occasionally got up his courage to attack, but Jim would wait till he could see the
whites of his eyes, and then let out the most raucous caw imaginable. The rooster would
squawk and flee.

| entered him in the pet section of the County Fair, but by the time the judge got around, he had
demolished his entry tag. | was present however and explained his conduct, and since he was
the only crow entry, he won first prize, 25 cents.

He knew all our voices, and would hop along after us to church and take a position on a post to
wait for us. As Father preached Jim knew his voice, and would caw encouragingly, as smiles

flickered across the congregation. One winter morning, Father came in from the milking almost
in tears. A thin surface of ice had formed on a big bucket of water in the barn. To get a drink of
water Jim had pecked at the ice. It had broken unexpectedly, he fell in and was drowned. There
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had been many a disparaging remark about this crow in the family, but | did not realize till then
that he had won the hearts of all the family.

Somewhere | heard that a goat was good company for horses so the summer we lived on
Wunnyhunny farm in Pittsburgh we acquired a little goat Timothy. As a baby he was cuteness
itself but he continued to be playful when his legs got strong and his horns big. Tom the smallest
finally learned to lie flat on the ground as anything vertical was a perfect target for that
battering ram. It amazed us how he could bat with relish rose bushes, thorns and all. In fact he
had a keen eye and if some youngster left open the screen door to the living room he was inside
in a jiffy. He would stand on the living room couch, eating the roses off the end table, then walk
to the other end of the davenport and devour that vaseful. Why he wanted those cut roses,
when outdoors there were plenty of fresh ones, we could not understand, unless he particularly
enjoyed standing on the couch.

Every goat is supposed to pull a cart so when he was big enough we fixed a harness and cart.
The only trouble was Timothy had no inclination to pull anything. This was remedied by having
an adult walk in front of him displaying a carrot. To keep it away from him the adult had to move
faster and faster. It was an exhausting ride except for the cheering children in the cart.

We had a series of cats in our barn, but Betty was the most celebrated. No rat came near and
any mouse who ventured in met his doom. Some distance away there was a covered feed box
where | had kept a saddle under cover before the barn was finished. One day | discovered that
mice had converted it into an apartment house. | took Betty to the box, lifted the lid slightly, so
she could see a quivering tail. Electrically she was alive. Her performance was a classic. She
clutched one mouse, bit him, dropped hi, then another and another until she had dispatched all
six. Then after enjoying a couple, she carefully took the rest back to her brood in the barn. For
days she would meow, begging me to take a walk to the old feed box, but the mice wanted no
more of that tiger’s den!

| have never been lucky in drawing door prizes but the lucky day finally arrived. | won the door
prize at a City Farmers Club dinner in Pittsburgh — a live skunk. Since it was my first prize, | felt |
must take it home. Fortunately it had been de-scented. When presented to me, she had a little
harness over her head and shoulders. There was a big dance underway on the same floor of the
Roosevelt Hotel. | led her on a stroll around the ball room. The screaming and laughter should
have been recorded.

When | got her to Somerset, my wife had gone to bed with a slight cold, so | took the 2 % foot
vertical box to the bedroom to show off our new pet. Kay took one look, then started looked a
second time, exclaiming, “Now | know I’'m delirious!” We called her Violet.

It was midwinter and Violet lived contentedly in the barn. We had only a tom cat at the time,
but his presence she ignored. Each evening she would appear for her bow! of bread and milk.
During her tenure no mice or rodents attempted a residence. Young Jim wisecracked that if we
were anticipating unwelcome guests, we could put her on leash and tie her to the outside knob
of the front door.
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We were slightly concerned that with the coming of spring Violet might continue to live in the
barn and raise a family of normally equipped offspring — an unwelcome prospect. But when
spring arrived she heard the call of the wild and we saw her no more.

Most of our pets were enjoyed by the family alone, but one achieved a national reputation. On
our first trip to Mexico, the three children were at the time, all under age ten, and we were
captivated by the burros. We decided it would be fun to take one home for the children.

On our way south we occasionally asked the price of one and decided that on our return trip
that twenty pesos should buy one. There were some fine looking ones in the area near
Purification River so on our return we asked about a burro. The Mexicans couldn’t imagine
anyone wanting a burro and tried to offer us a dog or a cat. Finally we saw one about six months
old which we thought could stand comfortable in front of the back seat of our car. He was
mouse colored with a dark stripe down his back and a stripe across his shoulders. The legend is
that since Jesus rode the ass on Palm Sunday, the whole breed wears the cross on its back.

There is nothing cuter than a baby burro, so when the owner asked four pesos for him we gladly
forked over the money. He was disappointed because he knew then he could have gotten more.
We should have haggled a little. A burro, like a mule, has a stubborn streak, and it took several
boys to lift him bodily and put him in the car. After an hour or two, he relaxed and seemed to
enjoy the attention we gave him. Soon he contentedly rested his nose on my shoulder as we
drove along. We would make a rest stop for all three of us about every two hours and very soon
Chico Rodriguez Dynamito, his full name, would hop back into the car, as soon as the door was
opened, just as a dog. It took us three or four days to reach the border and by that time we
were devoted to him and he to us.

We bought some corn, tied him with a rope back of the motel at night and | used a stiff brush to
make his hair glisten. The more attention he received the better he like it.

The Mexicans were hilarious at the sight of a burro riding with dignity in an auto. At the sight,
even the oldest wrinkled grandmother’s face would become amass of smiles! They had never
seen anything so funny in their lives. This lowly beast of burden riding around like a King.

At the Texas border there were difficulties. The entire staff dropped their work to see the most
recent American foolishness. We were told to take him back to Mexico, there were plenty
available on the Texas side. But by now we loved this one and insisted on knowing the entry
requirements. Someone said he would have to be quarantined two weeks. Meanwhile someone
had phoned the Laredo newspaper and a photographer arrived to take a picture of Chico looking
out of the car, Kay in the front seat, and me standing beside the car. This picture was picked up
by the Auto Club Magazine and went all over the United States. We heard from many people we
knew and some we did not — one an M.J. Ream from Warrensburg, MO.

Since Kay was born in Texas, we asked the Laredo newspaperman what could be done. From
some higher official we were advised that if Chico were put through the cattle dip, we could
bring him in. So back we went to Mexico, shoved Chico ff a plank into a big vat. He disappeared
from sight but quickly scrambled out, looking like a wet rat. The chemical in the water also hurt
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his eyes. We wiped him off as best we could, and by the next morning all was forgiven. He
welcomed us with his usual Good Morning bray.

The amusement he created as we drove through the States was mild compared to the hilarity in
Mexico. The children were delighted to have a burro. The more visitors we had the better Chico
liked it. We fixed him a little shed in the back yard. When the early morning milk man did not
stop to say Hello to him, Chico would bray to announce his presence. The neighbors were not
amused at that hour.

We got a small saddle with a crupper to keep it from slipping forward toward his narrow
shoulders. The children learned to ride. Once at a birthday party at our house, all the guests
were given rides except one boy. Chico took a dislike to him, and no amount of persuasion or
bribe, could induce Chico to let him on his back. When we were riding the horses, Chico insisted
on going along, with or without a rider. Once when we planned a long trip | locked him in the
barn. About five minutes after we left suddenly Chico appeared. When we finally got home, |
discovered that he had thrown himself against the barn door until he had pulled the staples
which held the latch. Normally he was the personification of composure, never using one grain
of useless energy.

The dogs of the neighborhood had nervous prostration at the sight of him. He found a barking
dog something very curious and proceeded to investigate. This unnerved every dog, big and
little, and when Chico found he could not catch them, he resumed the even tenor of his way.

One scrappy little dog used to bark at my horse’s heels for a block or two when | took my
before-work morning ride. The first day Chico went along, the dog did not see him. Chico often
stopped for a particularly luscious bite of grass, always keeping an eye on our whereabouts. As
the dog ws barking at my horse’s heels Chico caught up with us. The dog was so occupied he did
not hear Chico coming. Suddenly the dog looked back and two big ears turned forward were
almost touching him. That was the most frightened dog in all history. His yelps as he ran for
safety were terrified screams. For months thereafter | would ride past that house, often
unaccompanied, but the dog watched us from the safety of his porch. Never once did he bark at
us again.

Once three large dogs descended on Chico who had to prove his resourcefulness. He quickly
placed his rear to a fence and looked at his assailants. When one got close enough he kicked him
exactly on the end of his nose, a dog’s most sensitive spot. That disposed of him. Soon number
two got the same medicine. With only one left Chico resumed his usual investigative approach
on number three who, left alone, fled as fast as he could. Chico was as unruffled as if he had just
gotten up from a nap.

To our relief the Pennsylvania winter was no problem for him. He grew a two inch thick winter
coat and did not shed it until the arrival of warm June weather.

When Chico grew to maturity he had to be castrated. | was not present and | avoided seeing him
for three days, as | did not want to be associated with such a painful experience.

Chico fascinated horses who followed him like sheep. He was bored with them, but enjoyed
people. If we didn’t hook the screen door he would attempt to come in the house. We were
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having an outdoor meal on the terrace one day when Grandmother was visiting us. Chico as
usual was enjoying the party and occasionally placed his muzzle on some shoulder to get a
caress. When he did this to Grandmother she was startled, jumped and squealed. We chased
him away but when no one was looking, he would slip up and nuzzle her in the middle of the
back. She screamed louder. Scolding had no effect, so after he slipped up on her the third time,
Grandmother couldn’t take it. We had to tie him up.

Once the two boys persuaded their parents to go for an overnight out on the big hill near the
woods. Chico enjoyed the party more than anyone. When the boys went to the edge of the
woods to relieve themselves before going to bed, Chico went along and did the same. He saw no
point in every one’s getting into bed but finally lay down at the entrance to the tent.

The next morning | was the last one to awake. The others were up and about. At the side of my
cot there was Chico with a mouthful of covers, practically ordering me to get out of bed.

No number of people disturbed him. He appeared once in an operetta. On his first entrance, he
walked to the footlights and calmly surveyed the large audience before him. This brought down
the house.

Those were the days of Roosevelt victories. The Democrats liked to borrow him for their
triumphal parades. The shouting and the applause were just his dish. He came home as proud as
if he had been elected himself. | asked Monroe, the colored man who ran the barn, “Isn’t Chico
a lot of trouble?” “Oh yes,” he said, “he’s quite a mischief, but he’s awful good company.”

In a few years the children outgrew riding on a donkey. Mr. Stanton who ran the neighborhood
riding academy was very fond of him and asked if he couldn’t keep him over there. Chico was a
privileged character. He was never tied up, could visit the oats bin whenever he felt like it, was
even allowed to come into the office and rest on the floor. Mr. Stanton taught him to chew
tobacco and drink Coca Cola from a bottle. People in droves came to see him, so he paid
handsomely for his keep.

Mr. Stanton died suddenly and the owner of the stable claimed him as his property, selling him
first to a Mr. Blum, whose family soon thereafter left Pittsburgh, address unknown, and Chico
vanished from our lives but never from our happy memories.

ILLNESSES

“Health, wealth and good fortune, to be appreciated, need to be interrupted.” My earliest
interruption to health was earache, particularly at night. | presume it was due chiefly to an
inadequate diet. There was a lack of vitamin C and D in the wintertime. Warmed oil from an
eyedropper was slowly put in the offending ear to relieve the pain. Also a bag of heated salt was
taken to bed and placed under the ear. Toothache seems to have passed me by. Children’s
diseases — measles, mumps, occasional colds — because they struck the children as a group, left
no lasting impression.

But a small boy is ofte