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Elliott Lundberg
June 29, 1918 - November 7,2003
Many people, we know, missed seeing Elliott Lundberg sitting at the entry table at the December 7 Christmas
meeting, reminding people that their
dues were due -- and needling some
in an attempt to get a regular mem~bership
upgraded to a life membership. It seemed the end of an era. And
it had all come so suddenly.
When the Senility Club held its
regular Tuesday lunch meeting on November 4, Elliott took a lively part in
the discussion. He ordered only a bowl
of soup, but he explained that he had
enjoyed a good meal earlier that day
at the monthly "bank breakfast" at
Harner's. Although he acknowledged
that his legs were getting weaker from
the spreading cancer, he and the other
members parted after lunch with the
usual, "See you next Tuesday n God
willing, and if the crick don't rise!"
In this case, God wasn't willing n
the next Tuesday lunch was at
Bethany Lutheran Church following
Elliott's funeral. He had gone home,
experienced a restless night, and
never got out of bed again. His death
came the following Friday evening.
Will Elliott be missed? The long
lines at the visitation, hour after hour,
tell the story in part. Look at the list of
memorial gifts to the society in this
issue,and recall that this is only the
\"")ip of the iceberg. Only a few days ago,
his long-time friend Bill Wood said, "I
can't get over thinking, 'That's something I want to check with Elliott.''' We
know the feeling.

Elliott knew Batavia as few others
do, or ever will. A native of our town,
after more than four years in the South
Pacific during World War II, he spent
his working days at the Batavia Bank,
rising to the position of director, vice
president and cashier. Everyone, it
sometimes seems, has stories about
encounters with Elliott in the bank.
Although always helpful, he is best remembered for the gentle "digs' that
went along with his assistance.
Among the things that will be most
missed at the Historian will be the
interviews that Elliott helped conduct
with older Batavians. These were
turned into stories that have been one
of our most popular features. Elliott
knew the people well, through school,

the bank, church and the the society,
and had a way of drawing out information that gave the interviews the
anecdotes and colorful details that
made them more than a mere recital
of events and dates. Then, he had the
secretarial skills to turn the taped interviews into transcripts that we could
use in preparing the finished stories.
No one will ever be able to take his
place in this, as in other respects.
Even failures, as in the case of last
year's abortive first attempt to interview Ruth Burnham (humorously recounted by Ruth in a recent issue)
turned into something positive.
Yes, we will all miss Elliott
Lundberg, but we n and the society - will be far better for having known
him. He will continue to be a part of
us.
And now we'll give a brief story of
his life. Several years ago, Bill Wood
wrote a story that is the foundation of
the one that follows, but we had temporarily shelved it in the fear that Elliott
would be uncomfortable with the attention on himself. Immediately after
his death, Bill resurrected it and added
to it from details in a file that he maintained, an article by Marilyn Robinson
that appeared in the Windmill Herald
on December 29, 1993, and two
books that covered the attempt, in
which Elliott was a major figure, to
provision troops caught in the Philippines when the islands were invaded
by the Japanese after Pearl Harbor.1
Continued on p. 2 .

Elliott Lundberg
I Remember Elliott
William J. Wood
"Can you name the native Batavian,
life-long resident of our city, who received much coverage in two books
written on the war in the Pacific, 19411945?" Very few Batavia residents, old
or new, could answer this question.
Pose another question: "Can you
name a native-born, life-long resident
of Batavia who retired after many
years in local banking; served his city
on two governmental committees; is
a charter member of the Batavia Historical Society and treasurer of that
organization for many years; delights
in badgering -- in a friendly manner -relatives, friends and even mere acquaintances; and is a founding member of the "Tuesday Senility Club?"
Most longtime Batavians and even
many newer residents would immediately answer, "Elliott Lundberg,"
thereby answering both questions correctly.
Elliott was born in Batavia on June
29, 1918, the son of John and Svea
Lundberg. After graduation
from
Batavia-H igh-School ~in -1936-;-he
worked at various jobs in Batavia, principally at the Challenge Co. He was
an early World War II draftee, entering the service on in June of 1941. On
November 22 of that year, he sailed
from San Francisco with the 148th
Field Artillery, destined for the Philippine Islands. At sea on December 7
when the Japanese bombed Pearl
Harbor, his convoy was directed to
Australia, ending up in Darwin.
The American forces in the Philippines at the time the war began were
soon bottled up on the Bataan Peninsula. Government officials, as high up
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Wednesday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday from March through November. The
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630-406-5274.
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the ladder as General Marshall, were
desperately trying to help. As Marilyn
Robinson wrote, "In late January,
1942, Colonel John Robenson, U.S.
Base Commander at Darwin was ordered to gather a small staff for a se-

Elliott - 1942
Townsville, Australia

cret mission to Java, Netherlands
East Indies, to procure supplies and
rations for the men on the Philippines
who were having trouble fending off
the Japanese.
"Robenson selected a captain, five
lieutenants,
and an army private
Elliott Lundberg, who would handle
the paperwork for the mission. It was
to be conducted, coincidentally
in
Batavia [now Jakarta], on the island
of Java. Lundberg was chosen because he had shorthand and typing
skills that he had learned at Batavia
High School."
What followed over the next month
or so would have made a wonderful
war action movie except for one thing
-- it failed. In retrospect, one can see
that this was inevitable. With most of
our military strength in the Far East
wiped out and with the rapid advances of the Japanese, any attempt
to supply Corregidor in the short time
available was doomed to failure. But
the United States had to try, and the
Robenson mission was that attempt.
Robenson was provided what appeared to be the necessary tools: sev-
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eral million dollars in cash and letters
of credit and authority to charter what
ever ships were needed to forwar~
these supplies. He was given broad
authority to requisition whatever he
needed and to obtain the cooperation
of Dutch and British authorities in carrying out his mission.
This liaison with officials of the
United States, the Netherlands and
Great Britain resulted in bureaucratic
"snafus" at their worst -- wasting time
that was essential for any hopes of
success and resulting in the disappearance of ships that Robenson had
identified for carrying out his mission.
Yet, at one point, Robenson received
-- without request or prior notice -- a
delivery of $250,000 in U.S. currency
to use in his endeavors.
I haven't space to recount the various travails of the mission: I am only
attempting to give some idea of the important, frustrating, and ultimately dangerous effort in which Elliott was involved. Finally, when it became evident
that there was no possibility of success, Robenson received orders to
close his mission and return to Australia.-The evacuation. of Java was un
derwa~
~
Edmonds wrote: "All night on the
25th [of February, 1942] Robenson
and his staff worked to check, close,
and balance their accounts, the bank
staying open till morning to assist
them. Their final act was to reclaim
the leather suitcase from the vault and
once more count the $250,000 in bills.
At 3:30 they returned to the [hotel] and
an hour's sleep, all except Private
Lundberg, who continued at his typewriter cleaning up the final records and
accounts, But by 4:30 his work, too,
was finished, and they set out for
Tjilatjap in two cars with their very
scant belongings which, however, included the leather suitcase with its
$250,000."
That effectively ended the mission,
but it still remained for the members
to escape the advancing Japanese
and return to Australia. Finally, along
with 1,500 evacuees, they boarded the
crowded Abbekerkthat was scheduled
to sail to Melbourne on February 26.
Food and water was scarce, and the
ship had only one gun, which woul(
be useless against enemy aircraft-l
Nevertheless, despite strafing from a
Continued on p. 3
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Christmas Potluck Entertained bv FoxVallev Swedish Children's Choir
As they have come to expect, the approximately 135
members present at the annual Christmas Potluck held
on Sunday, December 7, at Bethany Lutheran Church
had a wonderful time. The ladies outdid themselves in
the food they brought to accompany the Swedish meatballs that were provided. Carole Dunn and her committee did their usual outstanding job in handling the dining
arrangements.
After dinner, the Fox Valley Children's Chorus entertained the members with Christmas music sung in both
Swedish and English. The chorus, directed by Marguerite Karl, focuses on maintaining the Swedish tradition that
is so important in our area. Some of the older society

members were undoubtedly following along as verses were
sung in Swedish.
The business meeting consisted of the election of half
the society's officers and directors (with staggered terms,
half are elected each year). Those elected were Patty
Rosenberg,
vice president and program chairman;
Georgene Kauth, corresponding secretary; Phil Elfstrom,
treasurer; Bill Wood, historian; and Bob Brown, Carole
Dunn and Alma Karas, directors. Officers and directors
continuing in office for another year are Dick Benson, president; Chris Winter, secretary; and Bob Peterson and
Marilyn Robinson, directors.

Elliott Lundberg
Japanese plane and the loss of twenty
Allied vessels in the neighboring waters, the Abbekerkeventually reached
Perth, Australia, safely.
Marilyn Robinson concluded her article: "The Japanese landed on Java
and ordered the loaded cargo ship
[that the Robenson mission had prepared] destroyed. The supplies intended for the men on Bataan sank in
the bay. Lundberg and the others' work
had been in vain. They had dodged
bullets, bombs and red tape and done
~3verything
in their power to aid the
men in the Philippines. According to
Robenson, 'Pvt. John Elliott Lundberg
-- a typist and stenographer -- turned
out to be the mainstay or our mission,
the ideal man for the job.'''
Elliott spent over three more years
with units in New Guinea and the Philippines, rising to the rank of master
sergeant before returning to the
United States in July, 1945. He was
discharged
shortly after the war
ended.
Between August of 1945 and October of 1947, Elliott worked for several
companies in Chicago. On October
20, 1947, he joined Batavia National
Bank.
Almost two years later, on September 20, 1949, he joined with Norma
McConnaughay in marriage. He often
joked that with Norma he gained 67
first cousins. They raised five children:
Jim, Kathy, Carl, John and Dan. And
as his family grew, Elliott's career advanced: over the years he became a
director, vice president and cashier of
the bank.
~;

It must have been shortly after he
began working as a teller that I took a
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What They Had. When he wrote a
problem to him -- a checkbook that
would not balance. In a few minutes
comprehensive history of his family
and gave a copy to the Gustafson
he had it solved: "Why do you write a
Research Center, he felt that he
check and then enter it in the deposit
should keep the two books for his famcolumn?" He frequently reminded me
of that incident.
ily; however during the last year of his
life, the Research Center obtained
Long before the government
copies of the the two books. He was
mounted a campaign against smokespecially proud that the book by
ing, Elliott was carrying on his own
Edmonds is a mint-condition first edicampaign against the cigarette -- at
tion.
When I would visit him while he
times even yanking a lighted cigarette
from the mouth of
an acquaintance.
Master of the 'verbal needle,'
he
used it in a friendly
way, from the golf
course to the hallowed
halls
of
church -- few have
escaped the jabs.
In a telephone
conversation with
a former
colleague from the
bank, I mentioned
that I felt that Elliott
was mellowing. A
The Lundberg Family - September, 1999
John, Dan and Carl -- Jim, Norma, Elliott, Kathy
moment's pause
at the other end of
was on volunteer duty at the Center,
the line was followed by, "Oh, no! I
he would often pick up They Fought
prefer the old Elliott."
After the children were raised and
with What They Had and comment on
Edmonds' other historical books that
Elliott entered "semi-retirement"
in
were laid in New York State. He had a
1980 -- a role that lasted until 1992 -great love of reading on a wide variElliott and Norma traveled, making
ety of topics.
several trips to Sweden to visit Elliott's
Elliott was one of a kind. We will cerrelatives. They also visited Norway,
tainly
miss him -- but we will always
England, Scotland and Ireland. In
remember him.
Scotland, Elliott had the pleasure of
playing golf at famous St. Andrews.
Elliott had copies of Destination
Corregidor and They Fought with

Edmonds, Walter D. They Fought with What
They Had, Little, Brown, Boston, 1951, and
Unterbrink, Robert L. Destination Corregidor,
1971. Copies of these books are available in
the Gustafson Center.
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Part 1: Early Days in Batavia
This story began with an interview that the late Elliott Lundberg and Bill Hall had
with Oliver M. ("Ollie) Wolcott on August 12, 2003. He is the only member of the Wolcott
family still living in Batavia. Our intent was to cover some of the more prominent
Wolcotts in Batavia's history, beginning with Ollie's great-grandfather Nelson Wolcott
who came to Batavia in 1856.
As we got into the story, however, we became fascinated with the description not
only of the Wolcotts but more generally of life in Batavia in the 1800s that Nelson's
grandsons Laurens Emerson Wolcott and Kenneth Oliver Wolcott portrayed in their
memoirs, Life in the Good Old Days -- Batavia, Illinois - 1872-1910. Laurens, Ollie's
father, was born in 1872 and died in 1959 at the age of 86 before finishing his part. His
brother Kenneth, who was born 13 years later in1885, took up the task and completed
the story up to 1910. He died in 1976 at the age of 90.
What follows covers the arrival in Batavia of Nelson and Alvina Wright Wolcott, the
recollections of Laurens and Kenneth about their grandparents, and their descriptions
of life in those days.

The Wolcotts have a long history in
America and in Batavia. The first of
the family in America, Henry Wolcott,
then 52, arrived in Nantasket, Massachusetts, on May 30, 1630, aboard
the Mary and John. It is believed that
he had made an earlier journey in
1626 or 1627 to "case the joint,"
as Kenneth put it, before moving his family to the New World.
With him he brought his wife
and three sons, one of
whom, Henry, was tlie pro'.:.'
genitor
of the Batavia
Wolcotts. A younger son,
Simon, and his daughters
remained in England until
a firm settlement had been
established in America.1
In 1806, several generations after Henry's arrival,
his descendant
Nelson
Wolcott
was
born
in
Sandisfield, Massachusetts.
He migrated at an early age
to Attica, New York, where he
operated a store (probably a dry
goods store), served as the postmaster, and was the first county clerk
of Wyoming County. In 1835 he married Alvina Wright. According to their
grandson Laurens, "Her family lived
in nearby western New York, but travel
being what it was in those days, they
had seen each other but a few times
before marriage. They had conducted
their courtship by mail and since he
was the postmaster at the time and
no stamps were required, it cost him
nothing. A very economical courtship,
I should think!"
We do not know what caused
Nelson at age 50, with a wife, six sons
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and two daughters, to leave an apparently settled life in upstate New York
and come to Batavia, Illinois. It may
have been that he followed the example of other upstate New Yorkers,
perhaps friends, who had made the

Alvina Wright Wolcott and Nelson Wolcott

same journey. And as Kenneth points
out, it wouldn't have been a move to
the frontier from civilization as might
first appear: he points out that parts
of northern Illinois were settled before
some of western New York.
Once here, Nelson opened a store,
as he had in New York. Kenneth wrote:
"I do not know how long Grandpa operated his store n certainly long after
the Civil War. Neither do I know what
happened to the store between that
time and my earliest observations.
Undoubtedly some of the items that
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interested Laurens in Grandpa's olr
barn, and that similarly intrigued FranKJ
[cousin] and me some 15 to 20 years
later, were unsold residue from his
old store, for which there was no
longer any market -- ox yokes, candle
molds, hoop skirts, etc. Many of them
would bring a pretty penny in today's
antique market."
Nelson bought property and built his
house on the east side of South
Batavia Avenue, two houses north of
Stone Manor. Neither Laurens nor
Kenneth described the house itself
except for Laurens' recollection that it
was "a large rambling house with an
attic over the entire second floor, a
dark, damp and mysterious cellar underneath the house with bins for the
storing of various vegetables and fruit.
"There was no such thing in those
days as cold storage, refrigerated cars
for shipping in fresh fruits and vegetables from a warmer climate, nor
for preserving them by freezing.
In this cellar in fall and winter
were bins of potatoes, pumpkins, turnips, winter squash,
parsnips-and also barrels c
apples. On the shelves were......b_
scores of jars of various
home canned vegetables
and fruits of all kinds -- home
grown and home canned.
Among them were cherries,
strawberries,
raspberries,
plums, corn, tomatoes, peas
and others. Suspended from
floor joists above were home
raised, smoked and cured hams
and paper sacks of dried herbs,
such as sage, thyme. boneset, dill,
etc. Also suspended from the floor
above was a swinging shelf on which
other and more temporary foods could
be kept out of the way of rats and
mice:'
Fortunately we can have an idea
about the appearance of the house
since it still exists -- but moved to a
different location, 517 Blaine Street,
undoubtedly with changes. We can be
sure that the house did not have central heating, plumbing, or of course
electricity -- all of which came much
later. As Kenneth wrote, "Only a handful
Bataviaplumbing,
homes before
the 1890
hadof indoor
not many
untir-- 1/
after the turn of the century. That
Continued on p. 7
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The first Grace McWayne School
was originally called Central School.
The name was changed to honor the
diminutive principal. The school was located between First and Wilson Streets
and bounded on the east by Batavia
Avenue and by Washington Street
(later changed to Lincoln on the west.
I entered from Batavia Avenue down
a long, leafy lane. The school looked
like a castle to a small first grader. It
stood three stories tall with high windows and arm like appendages, which
were the enclosed fire escapes. Fortunately they were never called into use
although some of us tried to climb up
the dark spider infested tunnels. Four
large doors matched the directions of
the compass.

Old McWayne

School

1867-1950

The open, wide halls were carefully
oiled each week. The stairs were broad
and so well worn that they sloped to
the center. It would be today's fire
marshal's nightmare, but in our innocence and ignorance we felt welcomed
and loved. The halls had drinking fountains, and I believe the first grade room
had a sink. The dark bathroom facilities in the basement are best left forgotten.
The playground was large, with tall
'\rees and grassy areas. There were
~swings,
a pair of teeter totters and
some chinning bars. Just as today, we
played baseball during the two reThe Batavia Historian

Memories from the 1920s

cesses. We jumped rope, chanting
rhymes and verses which have faded
from memory.
We were greeted each morning by
our petite principal, her white hair done
in a soft bun, a small apron protecting
her printed dress,
and a velvet ribbon
around her neck.
Small as she was,
she handled us with
minimum discipline
and great affection.
Everyone
went
home for lunch from
12 to 1. Rarely could
a child stay for lunch
except the children
from the farms, who
brought their own
lunches. We had no
busses.
Preschool and kindergarten were not
for us. We jumped
bravely
into first
grade and began
learning our letters. I
Grace
don't remember our primer, but it was
long before the advent of the now defunct Sally, Dick and Jane or even Alice
and Jerry. Miss Russell was our
teacher, a sweet-faced woman who
was soon married and moved away.
She frequently answered to the name
of Mom from many of us. Not only did
we learn to read but to sew. We all
made little table scarves with a tricky
blanket stitched border. This was probably a Mother's Day effort.
I don't remember all the teachers'
names. Mary Egbert was the second
grade teacher doing double duty as my
Sunday school teacher. Miss Hamilton
saw us through fourth grade. She, too,
was to be married. To celebrate the
happy occasion, we had a fruit shower.
We all brought "rollable" fruits and
rolled them up the aisles to her astonishment. Fifth and sixth grades were
taught in one room by Mrs. Wolcott, a
widowed, no-nonsense
but good
teacher.
The Blaine students then joined up
as permanent classmates. There were
many new and good friends, but I think
still one teacher. Parents seldom visited our class, but on several Friday
afternoons mothers were invited to
hear us recite poetry. Quite a change

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

from today's open door where many
parents are welcomed helpers. Misbehavers suffered the ignominy of sitting
in the knee hole part of Mrs. W's desk.
By seventh grade, we were deep into
projects, thanks to our superintendent,
Dr. Storm, who had
great enthusiasm for
hands-on efforts. We
made villages carved
from Ivory soap. We
made a primitive
"movie" with pictures
pasted in a long
streamer
of cloth
which we passed
quickly through a box
like stage. We decorated cigar boxes,
also probably
for
Mother's
Day. We
took I.Q tests; the resuits
were
sent
home, which
we
learned to our sorrow
or joy. Girls learned to
sew and boys to
McWayne
hammer in what we
called manual training. Girls made
dresses cut from original patterns, with
varying results. My dress seldom left
my closet. I don't remember what boys
made. We were guided that year by
Miss Mamie Powers.
In eighth grade we were kings of the
hill, almost literally, as our class was
on the third floor along with the gym,
which shook under the thunder of our
feet. Mrs. Nicholson prepared us for the
big jump into high school. She was our
only married teacher. I think her husband was an invalid so rules were bent
to allow her to teach. Girls learned to
cook in eighth grade, and boys continued their hammering.
We did have some special teachers.
I remember Miss Cheval for music,
Miss Burke for art, and probably aRE.
teacher. We did not' have all the enrichment today's child receives. We
were taught by dedicated, determined
and loving women who used their ingenuity and affection to stretch our
minds and horizons. How fortunate we
were to have spent those impressionable years with such women.
This is not a totally accurate report
of our grade school years. I hope the
gentle reader understands that memories dim with time.
Page 5

A Winter Adventure
Do you remember Les Sex in Carol
Smith's story "Photograph of a Summer" in the July, 2003, issue? Recalling the street dance when she was is
eighth grade, Carol wrote, "Then it
happened; Les Sex came across the
street and asked me to dance. I had
that magical feeling flow through me,
leaving me waiting to exhale. Composing myself I took his hand and off
we walked together, to the middle of
the street. Then he put his arms
around me, not the way we were
taught in dance class, but how a
young man puts his arms around a
pretty young woman."
Les, now a resident of Maine, got
in touch with us and sent the following story.

Les Bex
I am not a writer, but thought that I
might send along some of my memories of "Fairy Land."
My name is Les and my brother's
name is Tony. We played in Fairy Land1
on a regular basis in the late 40s. The
water we would get from pipes driven into
cracks in the limestone was cold and
clear, and I am not aware of anyone getting sick from drinking it. We would collect flint to use to start fires with flint and
steel for our boy scouting days.
We would go sledding in the winter

and on one occasion we had a real live
lifesaving occurrence. There was a turn
on the hill that meant that one had to
make a hard left turn in order to make
it all the way down the hill. Tony was
the youngest and couldn't make that
turn. That was OK because we told him,
"If you can't make the turn just roll off
of your sled." He had to roll off because
the turn was at a drop off of about three
to four feet and at the bottom of that
drop was a stream. Of course the
stream was frozen and the sled without a rider would not break the through
the ice and could be retrieved.
Tony wanted to be like the bigger
boys (I don't remember if any girls ever
played down there) and had to make
that turn to prove himself. He went off
that drop-off at top speed and landed
on the thin ice and crashed through.
We (my cousins and I) pulled Tony and
sled out, put him on the sled and
headed for home at a run. Home was
at 441 Cleveland Avenue, and as we
ran we would take turns pulling the sled
with Tony riding.
By the time we got home Tony was
frozen tight to the sled, and we couldn't
get him off. Mittens, pants, and coat all
stuck fast to the sled. I don't remember
how our mother got him free, but that's
what mothers are for -- to come to the

Carla Hill, Director
The year 2003 was very busy at the museum. As usual Chris Winter did an
outstanding job with the exhibits. She always has great ideas and many innovative
concepts for displays. In 2004 our Depot will celebrate its 150th birthday. We have
been busy making plans for the birthday celebration.
While we are closed for the winter season. we will be working on the completion
of the railroad exhibit. Bob Roehrig has graciously agreed to help us with the communications section of the exhibit. We will be installing a live telegraph key and
using many photographs and artifacts to make the exhibit come alive. We are very
fortunate to have many wonderful artifacts for this exhibit that were donated to us
from the Jerry Ruble estate.
On February 8, we will once again be sponsoring the Lincoln Dinner Theater.
This year Max and Donna Daniels along with Joe Essling will present: "A Press
Conference with the Lincolns." Tickets will go on sale for this event on January 5.
The Batavia High School ornament has been so successful that we have submitted an additional order. If anyone would like to be added to the waiting list, please
call the museum at 406-5274. The ornament is the first in a series of ten.
This year has also been a sad one with the loss of the following dedicated volunteers: Shirley Hoover, Don Prindle, Elliott Lundberg, Paul Hubbard, Norm
Hagemann, and Lee Moorehead. Their efforts at the museum and their smiling
faces will be sadly missed.
We will re-open the museum on March 8. The Gustafson Research Center is
open year around, and we are always looking for volunteers to help there. If you
are interested in volunteering, call Chris Winter at the museum 406-5274.
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aid of their "little boys who will be boys".
Maybe this isn't all that interesting
to anyone else, but it sure is a day tha'
I have never forgotten, and I woul<.h~
think that Tony probably remembers it,
too.
1 Fairy Land, a popular play area years ago,
was located south on Van Buren Street.

Membership Matters
We are delighted to introduce a
number of new members. New life
members (from Batavia unless otherwise noted), most of whom were already annual members, include the
Mark Allen family, Cathy and Jim
Blazek (Malta, gift of Cathy's mother,
Margaret Flinn), C. John and Susan
Ekman (Montana),
Lois and Bob
French, Lori Gregorski (Huntley, gift of
father, Jim Anderson), Allen Mead (St.
Charles), Frank and Florence Olson,
Tim Renaud and Lynn Rudberg,
Katherine Symons (North Aurora), and
Red and Gail Wilke (North Aurora).
Other new members are Dean
Carlson (Glenview, gift of Katherine
Symons), Rev. and Mrs. Jeff Fricke (gift
of Dick and Lois Benson), Ronald and
Connie Kuk, Betty Larson (gift of Alice
Swan),
Dorothy
(Feuerborr.
Milnamow
(Elburn),
Ruth Hun~
Pambrun (Lakewood, CA), John Ruble
(Ft. Wayne, IN), Spillane & Sons, Jodi
Vest (gift of Dick and Lois Benson), Mr.
and Mrs. Edwin Winter (gift ofTony and
Chris Winter) and Virginia and Bill
Wyllie (Aurora, gift of Gary and Sammi
King).
We welcome these new members
and encourage them to participate in
the activities of the society.
Besides Elliott Lundberg covered
elsewhere in this issue, we regret to
report the deaths of members Don
Prindle, Norman Hagemann, Paul H.
Hubbard, Elna Miner, Lois Moulding,
Kenneth Olson, Wendell Pitz and Don
Prindle. Norm Hagemann, a Batavia
alderman for many years, and Paul
Hubbard, a museum volunteer and
owner with his brothers, Jim and Warren, of Hubbard's Ethan Allen furniture
store (featured in the January, 1999,
Historian), were long-time members.
Elna Miner, unfortunately was a member only briefly; she joined after attending the September meeting at which
Sears homes were discussed and die'-unexpectly a short time later. We w,~
miss all these members and their participation in society activities.
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luxury requires

both running water

\. ;md adequate
sewers, available
neither of
""""Which
was commonly
in
most homes."
Nelson Wolcott's property extended
back to the quarry. "On these few
acres," Laurens recalled, "my grandfather conducted a veritable small
farm. He kept ducks and chickens,
cows and pigs and a dog. In the proper
season these were always bringing
forth young -- always of interest to
children. Then he had an orchard of
apples, pears and plums as well as
the largest vineyard of grapes of various varieties that I have ever seen in
Illinois. There were also strawberries,
raspberries, blackberries, gooseberries and currants (both red and white).
In additions to fruits, Grandfather also
raised quite a crop of popcorn, which
he marketed. Grandma made Concord grape wine with a hand press for
sacramental purposes (if it was ever
used otherwise, I never witnessed it).
He raised hay for his cows in the orchard. This hay was harvested by
hand by means of a scythe and cradle,
dried in the sun and stored in a huge
)ayloft over the barn. There was a
~rge
garden where all sorts of vegetables were raised for immediate use
and for preserving for winter."
According to Laurens, "Grandma
was a mild, kindly, gentle old lady, typical of the old school. In the hundreds,

~nltnffs

Contiued from p. 4

perhaps thousands, of times I saw her
I never saw her without her little lace
cap on her white-haired head.
My folks, for some reason, didn't believe in many sweets for us children
and frowned upon such things as putting sugar on bread and butter and told
my grandparents so. The other grandchildren [my cousins] were not thus
inhibited and when several of the
grandchildren
were there together
Grandma doubtless realized the unfair discrimination. She would sprinkle
my slice of homemade bread and
homemade butter with a generous
topping of brown sugar. She didn't tell
me not to tell my parents but would
say, 'I don't believe your mama will
mind this time if she doesn't know it.'
Even I, at that tender age, had sense
enough to agree and to see that my
mother's peace of mind was not disturbed in that respect."
Nelson was a strict observer of the
Congregational faith that had brought
his forebears to America. He was a
long-time
deacon in the Batavia
church. Regarding his grandmother,
Laurens wrote, "Both she and Grandfather were very devout and religious
people and had family scripture reading and prayers every morning after
breakfast and every evening after supper. They believed it a sin to drive [the
horse and buggy or wagon] for work
or pleasure on a Sunday or to do any

Th is 'n' That
March meeting -- Although you will get a notice nearer the time, please mark
your calendar for Sunday, March 21. Lane Allen, a native Batavia architect,
will speak on "An Architect's Vision of Livable Communities:' The meeting will
be in the City Council chambers, beginning at 2 p.m.
Book by Former Batavian -- Philip Burnham, a son of member Ruth Burnham
and now a resident of Washington, D.C., is the author of a newly published
book, So Far from Dixie; Confederates in Yankee Prisons. Members may want
to read the book now since Phil will come in the spring for a "signing."
Dues -- If you have not paid your dues, please send them in the enclosed
envelope.
Transcriber needed -- Do you have secretarial skills -- even minimal? If so,
the Historian needs you -- for a couple of hours every three or four months.
For many readers, the stories that stem from interviews with older Batavians
have been a highlight of the Historian. These interviews have been taped,
and then Elliott Lundberg has transcribed the tapes, providing the basis for
the final stories. Bill Wood has agreed to fill in for Elliott in helping conduct
future interviews, but we need someone afterwards to make a rough transcription from the tapes -- it needn't be polished.
If you can fill this need so that we can continue these stories, please call Bill
Wood (879-1933) or Bill Hall (879-2033).
The Batavia Historian
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unnecessary
chores. They even
popped the corn on Saturday for the
family gathering the next day.
"My Aunt Ellen lived with my grandfather and grandmother and practically ran the house and did most of
the housework. She loved all the
grandchildren and they all loved her.
She had married a man by the name
of Baker. The marriage had not proven
a happy one and they had separated
long before I was born. [She then]
came to live with my grandparents.
The family never discussed the matter [of her separation] in my presence
and I never knew anything about it....
She enjoyed meeting and visiting with
her brothers, sisters-in-law, nephews
and nieces at where all would foregather every Sunday afternoon to pay
their respects to their parents and
grandparents. At the time of which I
write, Aunt Ellen also sang alto in the
Congregational Church choir. Aside
from these mild diversions, she led
what seems to me now a pretty drab
life -- all work and no play.
"In addition to caring for her father
and mother, [she] also ran something
of a boarding house, although it was
not so called. At any rate, they always
had three or four single men roomers
whom they boarded. These men were
always very high class. Mr. Fred H.
Beach lived with them for many years
and as long as the home was maintained. Mr.Perry, an engineer and the
inventor who invented the Aermotor,
the first steel windmill, lived there for
years during my childhood while employed by the U. S. Wind Engine &
Pump Co. Mr. William Porter, a relative of the Coffin and Lockwood families also lived there till the last for as
long as I can remember. Except for
being a justice of the peace, he
seemed to have no occupation. I have
the impression that he either had a
pension or was supported by other
members of his family. He may have
been incapacitated. He was a dignified man, often called Judge Porter,
and carried a cane.
"These boarders paid, for their room
and lodging with 21 meals per week
and their personal laundry, from $3 to
$4 per week. Much of the food, eggs,
milk, cream, butter, chickens, pork,
Continued on p. 8
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-----Memorial
Gifts in memory of Elna Miner were
received from Batavia Lions Club,
Darrell A. Feece (Galena), Carl and
Mabel Johnson (St. Charles), Robert
N. Johnson, Dennis and Pamela
Larson,
Gifts in memory of Elliott Lundberg
were received from Bob and Lucy
Anderson, Ron and Leslie Baltazar,
Richard and Lois Benson, Colin
Blanchflower, Karen Bohr, Craig L.
and Stephie D. Bowron, Matt and Jane
Branock,
Dale
and Catherine
McConnaughay,
Rosemary
McConnaughay
family, Terry and
Karen Duffy, Philip B. Elfstrom, Colleen Feece, George and Kathy
Fairbairn, Gust and Liz Flodstrom,
John and Judith Gosselin, Ronald

GiftsandOtherContributions----Granquist,
Bill and Barbara Hall,
Harold A. Hall, Jim and Dot Hanson,
Jerry D. and Mary Harris, Dick and
Sue Heidelberg, Mike and Denise
Iwanicki, Dick and Barb Kalina, Walter
and Georgene Kauth, Bert and Ruth
Johnson, Dean and Joan Johnson,
Melvin L. and Veta L. Johnson, Alma
Karas and Yangling Zhang, Karl and
Vie Kraft, Peter and Leslee Kraft, Jan
and Jamie Larson, Richard and
Darlene Larson, Ruth W. Lindgren,
Doug and Elaine Marshall, Alan and
Nancy McCloud, Gladys Noren, Dorothy Patzer,
Robert
and Suzy
Peterson, Robert and Betty Riley,
Marilyn G. Robinson, Lewis and Sylvia
Schacht, Ted and Betty Scharpenter,
Colleen and Steve Staniszewski, Pat

<Ql4t
ham, fruit and vegetables were raised
on the place, hence 'didn't cost anything.' .. No wonder none of them married until after the home was broken
up after Grandpa died.
"At any rate," Laurens continued,
"the burden of all this fell upon my)\unt
Ellen. The chamber work, slops and
water pitchers (there were no inside
toilet facilities), the laundry, meals,
dishwashing and general housework
-- cleaning, sweeping dusting, etc. -fell upon her. In her 'spare' time there
were great pans of milk to skim the
cream from and churn into butter, fruit
and vegetable to gather and prepare
for the table and to preserve and can,
quantities of bread, biscuits, pies,
doughnuts and cookies to bake several times a week,. There were no prepared foods in those days, meat was
served at each meal -- breakfast, dinner (at noon), and supper."
By the time Laurens was ten, he
was expected to help his grandfather,
who would have been almost 80 but
still working. A job he remembered
with little pleasure was "turning the
grindstone for Grandfather to sharpen
his scythes and other tools. My! How
he could bear down on that stone and
keep me at it until I though my arms
would fall off." The younger Kenneth
recalled that years later he, too, had
to run the grindstone for his grandfather, who would then have been at
least 90.
"In later years," Laurens recalled,

Page 8
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Contiued

Werthe, John and Mary Lou White,
and William J. Wood,

0

Gifts in memory
of Don Prindle
received
from Richard
and wer
Lois
Benson,
Mr. and
Mrs.
Glen
Bushboom, and Walter and Georgene
Kauth; gifts in memory of Robert O.
Anderson was received from Robert
and Lucy Anderson, David and Suzy
Anderson,
and Bruce and Kenna
Anderson; and a gift in memory of
Paul Hubbard was received from Amy
Davenport.
Other contibutions included $5,000
from Philip B. Elfstrom and a gift from
John L. Hafenrichter.
We thank these donors and assure
them that their gifts will be put to good
use in the mission of the society.

from p. 7

"when I was ten or a dozen years old,
I spent many an hour in the dark cellar sprouting potatoes by hand, one
by one from one bin to another by the
light of a dim smoky lantern. These
later experiences were not as thrilling
_or mysterious as those [I had enjoyed
in thai-cellar] when I was five to eight
years old.
"On Saturdays and during vacation
times when other boys were fishing,
playing ball or swimming, I felt abused
when Father made me go to help
Grandpa. I rode old 'Billy,' the horse,
bareback. Guiding him and trying to
keep him from nipping the corn and
vines while Grandpa handled the plow
or cultivated on foot behind. Other
times I had to hoe potatoes, corn or
prune the grape vines."
We'll close these memories of the
Wolcotts in the 1800s with an experience that Laurens never forgot -- and
who would? "When I was possibly
eight or ten years old and playing
around at Grandpa's barn, I took it into
my head to go out in the barnyard.
Instead of going through the door,
which would have been easy, I, like
many kids, thought it would be better
to go through the small window and
jump from there. I did. I landed on top
of the manure pile and kept right on
going through up to my armpits. What
had appeared to be a well-dried-out
and crusted-over compost pile proved
to a crusted-over pile of sloppy, wet
cow manure! After wallowing out of it,

I made for home through the back
yards from Grandfather's to our house
as fast as I could.
"I was a sight and a mess! My
mother was a mad woman. She, of
course, didn't let me in the house and
humiliated me by making me undres~
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completely naked out in the yard whi0
she sloshed water over me with a
bucket. She put my clothes to soak
out in the yard in a tub. There was no
city water or hose in those days to facilitate such a cleaning up as was
necessary."
With that lively story, we'll leave
Nelson and Alvina Wolcott and their
young grandchildren. They had been
married for 58 years at the time of her
death in 1893. He survived her for almost twelve years, dying on September 5, 1905, at the age of 99 years, 8
months and one day.
In the next issue, we will continue
with the next generation
of the
Wolcotts -- the three sons Henry,
Seymour and William (the father of
Laurens and Kenneth and grandfather
of Ollie) who remained in Batavia.
1 A descendant
of Simon, an earlier Oliver
Wolcott, signed the Declaration of Independence as a delegate from Connecticut. It is here
that we first note the proclivity of the Wolcotts
for reusing, time and again, the same first
names. Among the Batavia Wolcotts, we find
multiple Henrys, Laurenses, Williams and
Olivers, to mention only a few. In fact, Seymour

Wolcott had sons named Raymond and Ri(~
ard, and one of them named sons Raymor~
and Richard!

The Candy Tree
This story appeared in the Historian, 15 years ago -- the winter-spring,
, 1989, edition -- but is so good that
\....) we decided to publish it again. After
all, most of our readers were not
members then. Besides, memory
being what it is, some of us don't recall everything we read as recently
as a few years ago.
The events in this story would have
taken place in the early years of the
last century.

Joseph Burton
Emmet McKee was a bachelor and
brother of Joel McKee.1 Both lived in
the big white house [at 345 North
Batavia Avenue] on the brow of the
hill just north of us in Batavia. Emmet
spent most of his time in a small one
room cottage just behind and to the
west of the big house.
Emmet was a large man with a soft,

gentle voice, who loved to lie in a hammock reading books. The cottage was
filled with knick-knacks, including a
foot-pedalled organ which he would
often play for our mutual entertainment. I visited him often. Occasionally
he would make wonderfully ornate
drawings using a sheet of paper and
a pencil. Once the drawing started, the
pencil never left the paper. In one intricate series of loops and sweeps he
would create a bird in full flight, complete with wing and tail feathers and
beak and eyes. Actually you could almost call it calligraphy.
When I was a small boy I visited
Emmet often. One day, on the short
path to his house from ours, I passed
a cottonwood tree and noticed a piece
of candy tucked into its shaggy bark. I
hurried to tell Emmet
about it.

An Entertaining
Volunteer Luncheon
__

More than 60 persons attended the annual luncheon for Dept Museum volunteers, which was held in Shannon Hall on
,-,ecember
9. As they entered, they picked up their gift of a beautiful brass ornament depicting the old Batavia High School n the
first in a series that will honor historic Batavia structures that no
longer exist. The ornaments are for sale to members and the
public at the offices of the Batavia Park District.
After a delicious buffet luncheon, folk musician Patty Ecker
entertained the volunteers with a varied program in which she
accompanied her singing with a variety of old-time instruments.
Perhaps the greatest applause came after a number played with
wooden spoons; Patty's dexterity in manipulating these "instruments" held the audience spellbound.
At the end of the program, society president Dick Benson called
Carla Hill and Chris Winter to the front and presented them with
gift certificates to a restaurant in recognition of
their efforts, that go
above and beyond the
call of duty, in the operation of the Depot
Museum.
It was a great occasion. And it will be available to others in the future who sign up as
museum volunteers.
Call Kathy Fairbairn
(4069041) or Carla Hill
or Chris Winter (406
5274). The museum
'~iCk
Benson presenting gift certificates to
needs you -- and you'll
Carla Hill, center, and Chris Winter.
have fun!

The Batavia t-listorian-.

"How interesting," he said. "You've
found a Candy Tree. Better keep an
eye on it."
From that day on the Candy Tree
seldom failed me. Once in a while on
rainy days or when the snow was
heavy, I'd find a small piece of candy
wrapper tucked under the bark, "Oh,
yes," Emmet would tell me, "those are
just buds. The candy will bloom later."
It always did.
Strangely enough, the candy only
grew on the side of the tree nearest
the path. And it was always within easy
reach.
When I was in college, my folks
wrote to tell me that Emmet had
passed away. They found him dead in
his hammock with a book in his hand.
1 They were sons of the original
Joel McKee
who came to Batavia in 1834.

The Wav We Were
Advertising in 1892

Sixteen year old Mary Kenyon, posing in big affair in which
each store had a girl dressed to represent it. Later married
to Henry Esmay, Mary had three daughters, one of which
was beloved Batavia teacher Eldora Esmay Hoover.
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Batavias Loss

Home of Henry K. Wolcott, southwest corner of Batavia and Union Avenues, razed in 1965
(Wolcott story on page 5)

Meeting the Bowron Family
Part 1: Lyman "Red" Bowron and His Motor Service
Kay Bowron Anderson was born and grew up in Batavia; then, in 1952, she married
and moved to California. Returning to Batavia fifty years later to be near her 96-yearold mother, she is full of memories of her life here, uncluttered by events in the intervening years. We think that you will find fascinating what she had to tell Bill Wood and
Bill Hall in February 25 and March 2, 2004, interviews.

Red Bowron, Kay's father, was a
well-known and universally liked figure on the Batavia scene sixty and
seventy years ago. Christened Lyman
Crosby, Red was born in 1905 to
William and Blanche Crosby Bowron.
William came from Oshkosh, Wisconsin and was related by marriage
to the Max Alexander family.
He
worked at the south dam power plant
that served the Chicago, Aurora and
Elgin railroad. Blanche came
to
Batavia from New York. Besides, Red,
the Bowrons had three other sons,
Bob, Bill and Dick.
Possibly
Red did not care for
school. In any event his formal education ended with seventh grade at
Louise White -- "a mutual thing," as
Kay put it. Family tradition gives an

amusing explanation that has come
down through the years -- that he
hung J.B. Nelson from a coat hook at
the school. We know that J.B. arrived
in 1919 by the "third rail" to teach
mathematics at the high school; while
the timing might be right, the location
is not, unless the newly arrived
teacher went over to Louise White to
help some students with their math.
Let's leave it that it's an interesting
story that may be true but that, more
likely, involved some other teacher.
One thing, this is the story in which
Red's legendary strength first came
into play.
We next see it when he was older,
but still before he was married. He
and his brother Bill liked to play tricks
on one another. In this instance, it

Red Bowron

-

Louise White School, Second Grade 1912-13
Red Bowron - far right, second row
We hope readers can tell us who some of the others are.

The Batavia Historian, recipient of the Illinois State Historical Society's 1997
Award for Superior Achievement, is published quarterly by the Batavia Historical
Society. The editor, Bill Hall, will welcome
any suggestions or material -- 630-8792033.
The Depot Museum, a cooperative effort
of the Society and the Batavia Park District, is open from 2 to 4 p.m., Monday,
Wednesday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday from March through November. The
director, Carla Hill, can be reached at
630-406-5274.
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seems that Bill had stopped traffic
over on Batavia Avenue; the police
came along, and Bill said, "Red did
it." As Kay tells what happened next,
"The police came after Daddy, and he
picked up Chief Alberovski
and
dangled him over the bridge on Wilson Street, saying, 'If you don't leave
me alone, I am going to drop you in."
And he was never bothered again.' "
Little else of note is known of the
interim years, but we do know something of what led up to his marriage.
Harold Hall, one his buddies, was visiting a friend in Chicago and took Red
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with him "That," Kay says, "is where
Daddy met Esther -- and her friend
Clarice Caldwell, who would become
my mother.
"Esther was the daughter of the janitor in the building where Clarice's fam
-ily lived. EsthEfr'sfamilywas friends-( •••,1
the Carlstedts in Batavia, and Esther
would come out and visit with them in
the summer. Daddy wanted to date
Esther, but her folks didn't like him and
wouldn't let her go out with him unless
Clarice went along. So Clarice paired
off with Harold Hall on double dates,
but eventually,
though,
Daddy
switched his interest to Clarice, instead
of Esther, and the rest is history.
"After my parents married, they
stayed in Chicago, I think, for about a
year, and Daddy drove a city bus for a
while. Then he wanted to come back
to Batavia, and that is when he began
to drive for the Carlstedts in their trucking business."
Kay has an interesting newspaper
clipping, source and date unknown but
from the late 1920s or early 1930s. It
reads: ''The Carlstedt Motor Service
truck was badly damaged early Sunday morning near Dixon when a Ford
car occupied by five young men from
Dixon smashed head on into it as the
driver, Lyman Bowron, was changing
a tire. The truck was badly smasher'
but none of the young men were badJ
injured."
Continued on p. 3
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Continued from p. 2

Kay took up the story again, "The
family moved to a little place on Delia
~on

~treet, and then they moved to a place
Church that was owned by the
Pittmans. And from there they went
to North Van Buren Street. On Van
Buren, our neighbors
were the
Reicherts and the Hunts."
During the course of these moves
Red and Clarice had three children
Kay, our interviewee; Jean, who married Ralph "Popcorn" Johnson and
now lives in Des Plaines; and Denny,
who married Nancy Wiberg, Gunnar's
daughter, and has been at Fermilab
for many years.
After the Depression began, business got slow for the Carlstedts, and
Red was laid off. "At that time," Kay
continued, "my parents discussed
what to do and decided that he would
get a truck and do his own thing, That
is what he did. The business was
Bowron Motor Service -- I imagine this
was around 1932 or 1933. And I remember that truck. It was gorgeous.
It had the most beautiful mural on the
side -- a hunter shooting and, I believe, a dog. 'Challenge' was painted
on it. I believe that it was Terry Taylor

_:.\.
Nho painted
it. Red Chevrolet
parked hisgarage
truck
~under
Scoop Clark's
on BataviaAvenue. Every morning he
would have to walk over to pick up
his truck because we didn't have a car
until about 1935 or 1936. He parked
under the garage in the back along
with Roy Koubenec and Roy Feece - maybe others."
Red's primary business was driving every day between Batavia and

Transcriber Found

~i

Carol Miller is the new transcriber of our interviews. She was
the first to respond to the request
in the last Historian, and we have
already come to appreciate her
promptness and accuracy. She
was baptized under fire, taking
care of the two interviews of Kay
Anderson in record time.
We heard from others after Carol
ca1led, and we appreciate their offers. It is encouraging to find volunteers interested enough in the
society and the Historian to volunteer for this job. Our thanks go to
all who offered.

Bowron Motor Service
Chicago. Kay recalls, "He hauled for
Polycoff's Garment Factory, the Challenge, and the Wind Engine and
Pump Company, and he also hauled
caskets for Glenn C's funeral
home. But he woula v ... j bring the
caskets as far as the dock, because
he wasn't going to go in the funeral
home -- that was off limits. He would
leave them out there, and Glenn
Crane got them in somehow or other.
"And then he also picked up laundrVfor Junie's Chinese Laun~dry:because Junie didn't have any washing
facilities. He just took in the dirty shirts
and had Daddy take them into Chicago to be washed. Then Daddy
would bring them back at the end of
the day, and Junie would iron them."
Another undated clipping, apparently from The Chicago Daily News
in the early 1930s, features Red
Bowron. it reads: "A Daily News classified advertisement and an alert truck
driver brought happiness to Miss
Norma Willis of Oak Park -- and a
brand new $1 00 bill to the truck driver.
"Miss Willis advertised in Monday's
newspaper the loss of her purse
somewhere between Oak Park and
Hinsdale and offered a liberal reward
to the finder. Monday morning Lyman
C. Bowron, 238 North Van Buren
Street, Batavia, an independent
trucker, found the purse, containing
little money but much valuable jewelry, on Roosevelt road between the
two suburbs as he was driving to Chicago.
"He returned the purse to Miss
Willis yesterday, after reading The
Daily News ad, and today received the

$100 as a reward for his honesty."
"On the weekends," Kay said, "it
seemed that Daddy was either shining up that truck or moving somebody.
Gunnar Wiberg likes to tell the story
that he needed a galvanized bathtub
moved up to a second floor apartment.
Daddy put it on his back, by himself,
and went up the stairs to the second
floor. Gunnar still talks about that."
At that point, Bill Wood observed,
"It's interesting to think back to how
things moved-in tnose days. There
were your father and Carlstedt and
Reisling and, I think, another one who
made daily trips just between here and
Chicago, with stops along the way."
About 1939 or 1940, Red and
Clarice decided to build a new home,
one on Church Street. Ralph Kresser
was the builder. Kay recalls, "It had a
lot of new things in it. We had colored
bathroom fixtures, which nobody had
then. We had silent light switches,
another thing that no one had, When
Daddy went to get the money for the
down payment at one of the banks in
Batavia, they wouldn't give it to him
since the house would be on the east
side of town. They thought it was too
good for the east side. But he found a
way -- and we got the house.
"Something my dad used to do was
out of his love for people. We had a
Christmas tree lot down near where
later the Swansons built their hardware store. Dad used to sell Christmas trees down there, with a fire burning in a big old oil drum. He would
spend time telling people which tree
was just right for them. I remember a
Continued p. 4
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Helen Bartelt Anderson
For many years I have enjoyed
sharing memories of my early childhood on the farm. The 1920s were
carefree for my brother, Roger, and
me until 1929 and the Stock Market
Crash. My father's death in 1930
added to our frustration, sadness, and
hard work.
Herbert Hoover was president at
the time. In the election of 1932,
Franklin Delano Roosevelt was overwhelmingly
voted into office. The
United States was in the deepest depression it had ever suffered. Millions
were out of work. On March 4, 1933,
President Roosevelt gave his inaugural address, bolding stating, "All we
have to fear is fear itself." It gave the
people a new spirit. Things slowly
started to get betteL
As a young man in 1921, the president had become a victim of infantile
paralysis. The dread disease had left
him with both legs paralyzed. Since
that time he had searched for treatment that would allow him to walk.
Word reached him that in Georgia
there was a pool where people with
paralysis were flocking to bathe in the
warm waters~ He lost no time in trying
it for himself. Each time he went to
the pool, he was aware of those who
came and could not afford the treatment. He especially wanted to help
children, so he bought the pool, known
as Warm Springs, along with 1,200
surrounding acres.
To finance this project, he turned to
the people. He proposed to each
mayor in the United States that every
city would have a ball on January 30
in honor of the president's birthday.
Tickets would be sold, with money
above expenses to be used to support the Warm Springs Treatment
Center.

It's "Red D()t Time"Again
In 1934 Batavia's Mayor Van Burton announced that on the 30th of
January, Batavia would hold its first
President's Ball. It would be at the high
school gymnasium on the corner of
Wilson Street and Batavia Avenue.
Jack Mate and his orchestra from
Berwyn would furnish the music There
would be refreshments. Cost? Ten
dollars per couple.
Hattie Anderson, Vi Swanson and I
were good friends. All three of us
worked at Campana.
There was
plenty of time at noon to plan on how
to convince our boyfriends that it was
their duty to take us to the President's
Ball. They finally saw things "our way."
Hattie and I had gone to Aurora the
Saturday before the ball to buy new
dressy gowns. My dress was rosy red.
Hattie's was mauve. The saleslady
told us those two colors were brand
new.
From my diary
Tuesday, January 30, 1934. Well,
the big night arrived. Hattie and I had
our hair set at Anne's at noon and
were late for work. ML Fisher never
batted an eye. We had so much fun
tonight at the Presidents Ball. There
was a very large crowd, very respectable. Jack Mate's orchestra was very
good and put everyone in a dancing
mood, if they knew how to dance or
not.
Hattie, Vi and I are still the best of
friends. Hattie lives in a retirement
home in St. Charles. Vi lives at Riverain Retirement Center. Clifford and
I are the only ones of our friends who
are still a couple and living at home,
with the help of our family. After 66
years of marriage, we have learned
to live together peacefully and happily.

Do You Have a 1937 Batavia High School Class Ring?
Nanette King Sponder of Modesto, California, sent us the following request
via our website:
My mother, Etta Lange, a 1937 graduate; I have her ring, but the crest is
missing. I need someone with a 1937 class ring so that I can have it copied
and repair my mom's ring.
Can anyone help Nanette? If so, please contact us at the Depot Museum
(6304065274),
at our website (batavia historical society.org), or at our mailing address (P.O. Box 14, Batavia, IL 60510). Alternatively, you can contact
Mrs. King directly at 1937 Walnut Tree Drive, Modesto, California 95355 or via
e-mail atrednops@bigvalley.net.
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Please check the address label
on your Historian. If it has a red.'
dot, our records indicate thatyou')-b'
have not paid your dues for 2004.
Unless you do so, this is the last
issue that you will receive.
Please use the form on the back
-- or even a plain sheet of paper -and mail it in with your check t07
day. We hate to lose friends.

Bowron Famlly
Continued from p. 3

card we got when he passed away.
The woman wrote, 'I can remember
Red -- we'd come, and he would say,
"Here's a tree for old man so and so.'''
I think Bob Thomas was selling them
with him.
"Dad loved animals. "Kay continued, " and it would upset him if he was
driving around and saw horses out in
the rain -- stuff like that. I remember
one time he told me to clean the goldfish bowl, which was sitting on top 0:
the refrigeratoL I was going to pLiJ
them in the sink, so I put the stopper
in and filled the sink with water -- but I
filled it with hot water! When I finished,
I let the water out, and there were
those parboiled goldfish lying in the
sink. Oh man, I thought, he is going
to kill me. It was terrible -- I had cooked
the fish."
Red died from an accident in October 1945, right after Kay started her
freshman year in high school and right
after his fortieth birthday. Kay says
that, according to her mother, his funeral was the biggest one at that time
in Batavia. There were a hundred cars
in the procession out to River Hills.
Kay says she asked her mother why
he wasn't buried in the East Side
Cemetery as she would have expected. It so happens, her mother told
her, that River Hills had a big sales
campaign going and were selling lots
cheap. At least, Red would have been
happy -- it wasn't on the west side!
In the next issue, we shall cover Kay"
lively memories of a girlhood in Batavia i~
the 1930s and 1940s.
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Part 2

In Part 1 of the Wolcott story, which appeared in the last issue, we covered the first generation of the family in Batavia, Nelson and
Alvina Wright Wolcott, and life in Bataviain the nineteenth century as recalled by two of their grandsons, Laurens Emerson Wolcott
and Kenneth Oliver Wolcott. The story was based on an interview that the late Elliott Lundberg and Bill Hall had with Oliver M.
("Ollie") Wolcott, the only member of the family still living in Batavia, and Life in the Good Old days -- Batavia, Illinois -- 1872-1910
by the the above-mentioned grandsons of Nelson and Alvina.
Using the same sources, we shall focus in this part of the story on succeeding generations of the Batavia Wolcotts. Our frequent
inclusion of middle names or initials is an attempt to help readers navigate the generations since the Wolcotts had a propensity to
use the same first names over and over. We hope readers won't get lost, or lose interest, in what may sometimes seem like a series
of Old Testament "begats," but we seldom have such a ready resource to trace most of a family's many branches for several
generations. To see how a family intermarries with other local families, branches out, spreads geographically, and in some cases
loses some of its branches is interesting and sometimes rather sad, as when we come up against the sentence, "We never saw
anything of that family after 1893."
Ollie recalls,"1 can remember when, in my lifetime, there were nine separate Wolcott households in Batavia. Today there are no
Wolcotts other than myself left in Batavia, not even 'shirttail relatives.' "

Nelson and Alvina Wolcott had eight
children -- six sons, Robert Nelson,
Henry
Kirke,
Laurens
Wright,
Seymour Amzi, William Allen, and
Frank Newton, and two daughters,
Ellen Huldah and Mary Lundie -- all
born before the family moved from
New York State to Batavia in 1856.
We shall give a few facts about each
but will pursue in depth only those,
.and their descendants, who remained
in Batavia.

~
~

Ellen Huldah Wolcott

Ellen was the eldest child. As related in Part 1, after early separation
from an unhappy marriage, she spent
her life running her parents' household, which included the boarding
house they operated. According to her
nephew Laurens Wolcott, "the burden
of all this fell upon my Aunt Ellen. The
chamber work, slops and water pitchers (there were no inside toilet facilities), the laundry, meals, dishwashing
and general housework -- cleaning,
sweeping, dusting, etc. -- fell upon her.
In her 'spare' time there were great
pans of milk to skim the cream from
and churn into butter, fruit and vegetable to gather and prepare for the
table and to preserve and can, quantities of bread, biscuits, pies, doughnuts and cookies to bake several
times a week. There were no prepared
food in those days; meat was served
at each meal -- breakfast, dinner (at
noon), and supper.
"Aunt Ellen could not have had a
very happy or cheerful existence,"
~ Laurens continued.
"She enjoyed
~meeting
and visiting with her broth~/ ers, sisters-in-law,
nephews and
nieces where all would foregather
The Batavia Historian

every Sunday afternoon to pay their
respects to their parents or grandparents. At the time of which I write, Aunt
Ellen also sang alto in the Congregational Church choir. Aside from these
mild diversions, she led what seems
to me now a pretty drab life -- all work
and no play."

Robert Nelson Wolcott
Robert, the next child, married
Agnes Swain of Aurora, Illinois. We
know little about Robert. His and
Agnes' children who survived infancy
eventually
moved west, and the
Batavia branch of the family eventually lost contact with later generations
of Robert's family.

Henry Kirke Wolcott
Ollie Wolcott tells us that the next
son, Henry (often referred to as
"H.K."), was probably the best known
Wolcott in Batavia. Born in 1840, he
was in his early twenties when the
Civil War broke out. Along with a number of Batavians and others from the
Fox River Valley, he joined the army,
entering as a private and ultimately
rising to the rank of major. The colonel of his regiment was Edgar Swain,
quite likely a relative of Agnes Swain,
the wife of Henry's older brother.
Henry married Helen Newton, a
daughter
of Levi Newton,
who
founded the Newton Wagon Com
Continued on p. 6

Seymour Wolcott home, 345 Union Avenue
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pany, and brother of Don Carlos Newton, a fellow Civil War Veteran and
successor to his father as president
of the wagon company. H.K. became
a shareholder in the company, eventually succeeding Don Carlos as president in 1893.1
Henry and Helen had three sons,
Fred, Elbert and Frank, and two
daughters, May and Katherine. His
family does not seem to have left
much of a mark on Batavia -- possibly there was enough money that the
sons did not feel compelled to work.
As Ollie recalls about one of them, "I
don't know what Elbert did; the whole
time I knew him he was retired." Frank
was a cement contractor; his wife, the
former Clara White, taught for many
years at the old McWayne School
(Ollie was one of her students). One
of Henry's daughters, May, married
Roger Derby of another early Batavia
family and had two sons, one of
whom, Malcolm,
lived on South
Batavia Avenue until his death in the
1970s.
The Henry Wolcott family lived in
one of the grandest
houses in
Batavia, located on the southwest
corner of South Batavia Avenue and
Union Avenue, across from the home
of his parents. This is the house pictured on the first page of this issue. It
had originally been built by Dr. D. K.
Town, a prominent early Batavian. In
The Good Old Days, Henry's nephew
Kenneth O. Wolcott recalled some of
the features of the house. One was
indoor plumbing, "a luxury that required both running water and adequate sewers," which only a handful
of Batavia homes had before the
1890s. Another feature was electricity, Kenneth noted. "Many of our
friends began to install the newfangled
electric lights, either immediately or
within a few years." Among those were
his Uncle Henry.
This beautiful house was razed in
1965 to make way for the Lincoln
Apartments between Union Avenue
and Walnut Street on South Batavia
Avenue.
Laurens Wright Wolcott
Nelson and Alvina Wolcott's next
child, Laurens W., served in the army
during the Civil War. He married Lucy
Gallup of Grand Rapids, Michigan.
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They had two daughters. We have
little information about him.
Mary Lundie Wolcott Willard
The fifth child, Mary Lundie, married Thomas R. Willard, professor,
dean and interim president of Knox
College in Galesburg, Illinois. The
family must have remained in close
touch -- later we find a son of Mary's
youngest brother Frank in business
with Thomas Willard's brother in New
York.
Seymour Amzi Wolcott
Seymour A., the sixth child, was 14
at the beginning of the Civil War. He
was anxious to join the army but both
his mother and his brother H.K. tried

hard to dissuade him. Somehow or
other he succeeded in joining, probably underage, and served as a pri- ~
vate in the same regiment as his ~
brother.
After the war, he opened a drugstore on South Batavia Avenue. In
1871, he married Olivia Patterson,
daughter of Dr. R.J. Patterson, the
proprietor and medical director of
Bellevue place, the private sanitarium
where Mary Todd Lincoln was confined for a short period in 1975. They
had three sons, Frank Raymond
("Ray"), Richard and Oliver S, and a
daughter, Amy. Olivia died when
Oliver was born, and Seymour later
married Mary L. Emerson, a sister of
Continued on p. 7

Mark Your Calendar!

Our Revolutionary War Burial Site To Be Rededicated
Marilyn Robinson

The Batavia Historical Society, the
City of Batavia, the Elias Kent Kane
Chapter NSDAR, the Fox Valley
Chapter SAR, and the Kane county
Genealogical Society are planning a
series of special events to rededicate
the burial site of John Gowdy, a Revolutionary
War veteran,
buried in
Batavia's East Side Cemetery.
Sunday, April 25, 2004, will mark the
first in a series of discussion groups,
"What Was John Gowdy Thinking?"
an in-depth look at the issues facing
those living prior to and during the
Revolutionary War. This session will
introduce the subject and John Gowdy
to the audience.
The second discussion on May 23
will focus on the issues of the times.
The final discussion on Sunday,
June 27, will look at families, communities, and day-to-day life in Revolutionary times. What was it like to live
next to a neighbor who wished to overthrow the king? Why would a youth
like John Gowdy decide to enlist?
All discussion sessions will be at
the Batavia City Council Chambers
from 1:30 to 3:30 p.m.
The rededication of the stone will
be at 1:30 p.m., July 3, 2004, at the
East Side Cemetery. A new stone will
be dedicated in Mr. Gowdy's memory
marking his grave as that of a Revolutionary War veteran.
Mark your calendar and plan to atwww.bataviahistoricalsociety.orgT

tend these events celebrating a oncein-a-lifetime
historical moment for
Batavia. Mr. Gowdy is only the fourth
Revolutionary veteran known to be
buried in Kane County. It is fitting that
the city should honor Mr. Gowdy:
Watch the newspapers for more de-~
tails as they are announced.
John Gowdy was born in Connecticut in 1759. Just after turning 17, but
before the Declaration of Independence was signed, he enlisted in a
company of state troops for a term of
seven months. His entire enlistment
was spent at New London, Connecticut, helping to build Fort Trumbull,
which was later destroyed by Benedict
Arnold after he joined the British side.
Gowdy served two more terms. After his service was over, he farmed in
Connecticut, married twice, and raised
a family. He moved to Illinois with
some of that family and ended in
Batavia where his granddaughter,
married to L.P. Barker of the stone
quarry business, lived.
After John's death in 1854, he was
buried in the Barker lot next to where
Lawrence P. and Mary Gowdy Barker
would eventually lie.
Are you related to John Gowdy or
do you know someone who is? We
would like to hear from you. We are
seeking descendants for the celebraJ
tion on July 3, 2004.

1 ~
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his brother William's
wife, Ada.2
Seymour continued operating a phar~nacy
on the Island for many years,
even after he joined his father-in-law
at Bellevue and ran the pharmacy
there. After 1987, Seymour, later
joined by his sons Ray and Richard,
took over the running of Bellevue, with
Dr. F.H. Daniels as the resident doctor.
The Second Empire house at 345
Union Avenue was home to the
Seymour Wolcott family after 1876
and remained in the Wolcott family
until 1958. It is now occupied by the
Mark Allen family.
When Seymour died in 1940 at the
age of 93, he was the last survivor of
the Grand Army of the Republic in
Batavia.

William Allen Wolcott
The next child of Nelson and Alvina
was William Allen, Ollie's grandfather.
We know more about the personal
details of William's life than those of
his siblings since his grandson Ollie
knew him and his sons Laurens and
Kenneth wrote about him in The Good
'J/d Days.
William was born in 1849 and was
too young to serve in the Civil War -something he regretted. He always
looked up to his three brothers who
had served, particularly Henry. (It's
strange but true, at least in former
days, that those who were prevented
by age or physical disabilities from
serving during wartime often envied
those who did, while those engaged
in conflict would gladly have traded
places with the "stay at homes"!)
William's first wife was Ada Manson
Emerson. Originally from Bangor,
Maine, Ada was living in Batavia and
teaching in a country school when she
married William. They had four children, Laurens
Emerson,
Walter
Nelson, Kenneth Oliver and Mariel
Emerson, who died at the age of about
two. Later, after the death of Ada, William married Eva, daughter of pioneer
Dr. Williams.
The William Wolcott family lived in
a house on Union Avenue at the entrance to the quarry, now the Harold
Hall Quarry swimming
pool. The
"louse no longer exists.
~
William's obituary in the April 7,
1944 Aurora Beacon News provides

-V
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a good picture of the public side of
his life: "Educated as a pharmacist
led. note: this profession seems to
have run in the family], Mr. Wolcott
was a leading merchant and druggist
of the city for many years. He conducted a store in South Batavia Avenue ... When that store was destroyed by fire, he long conducted a
drug and grocery business in East
Wilson Street, on the island ...
"When he retired from the business
life of the city, he became a magazine
salesman and in spite of his advanced
years, his sales won him many prizes
in competition with young men and
women. He canvassed Batavia and
much of the countryside, on foot, often walking 5 miles a day. Of sturdy
stock, he kept very active, and only
last week was able to ride down town
and attend to errands. A painstaking

gardener, he enjoyed the results of his
victory garden last summer and was
expecting to follow his usual garden
plans this year. He was a lover of the
outdoors, a veteran camper and picnicker."
William's son Laurens recalled: "My
father's hours at the store were long - from 7 a.m. until 9 or 10 at night,
with just time enough to come home
at noon for dinner and at night for supper. As a small boy, I rarely ever saw
him at any other time, except Sundays. Even on Sunday, he would open
up the drug store for an hour or so for
prescriptions and often was called out
to fill a prescription at other times during the day.
"Occasionally, however, perhaps
once or twice a year, he would take
time off and take me fishing. Oh what
Continued on p. 8

Carla Hill, Director
The museum reopened on March 8, for the 2004 season. We are looking forward to a great spring and summer. Be sure to mark your calendar for some of
the events.
April and May will be busy months. We are scheduled to give tours to approximately 500 Batavia school children who will visit the museum as part of the third
grade Batavia history unit. Chris Winter has once again put together a wonderful
exhibit based on the History of Fans. Be sure to stop in and see this very interesting display.
This year our Depot is celebrating it's 150th birthday, and we have many wonderful events planned. During Windmill City Fest on Friday, July 9, we will kick off
the Birthday Celebration. We will be open extended hours, and we will be sponsoring entertainment by folk musician Patty Ecker.
Once again we will be sponsoring a Cubs Fans "Behind the Scenes Trip to
Wrigley Field." The trip will take place on Saturday, July 24. Information and prices
will be in the summer Park District brochure. Anyone interested in registering for
this trip can do so at the Park District.
We have made great headway on the permanent railroad exhibit. Bob Roehrig
from Batavia has been helping us with the communications part of the exhibit and
has recently installed two working telegraph keys and prepared several other
items for display. We can not thank him enough! On Saturday, September 11, we
will be dedicating the exhibit, and the day will be filled with activities, refreshments and balloons for our visitors.
On Sunday, September 12, the Society will host its fall meeting at City Hall.
The meeting will be focused on Batavia's railroad history. Society members will
receive a flyer detailing times and events.
We will be making several improvements at the museum over the summer.
The building and the Gazebo will receive some repairs and a fresh coat of paint,
and the planters will be updated.
It will be a great year -- and we can use your help! We are always looking' for
new volunteers at the museum, especially for the Gustafson Research Center. If
you are interested in volunteering, call Kathy Fairbairn at 406-9041 or the museum at 406-5274.

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org
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a glorious feeling that was! I think as
a boy I liked fishing better than anything else, but I was not allowed to go
alone or with other boys until I learned
to swim, which I did when I was ten
years old.
"My father was a just man, but he
was no softie. He never petted or
cuddled me, as my mother did, and
rarely showed outward signs of affection or emotion. When he promised
punishment he never forgot it, although he might keep me anticipating it in dread for several days before
administering
it. During this time I
would try to be a model kid and slavishly do everything I could think of in
the hope that he would mitigate the
punishment. My ruse never worked. I
have sometimes since wondered if
this delay wasn't done deliberately to
keep me on good behavior longer. If
so, it did."
Survived by his second wife and his
sons, William died in 1994, three days
short of his 95th birthday. He was an
honorary deacon for life of the Congregational Church, having served as
deacon for many years.

Frank Newton Wolcott
The eighth and last child of Nelson
and Alvina was Frank Newton, born
in 1852. As Ollie's father, Laurens,
wrote in The Good Old Days, "Frank
N. went west at an early age, finally
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Continued from p. 7

drifting down into Arizona where he
married and had three children: two
girls, Lucie and Eva, and a son,
[Henry] Newton. Uncle Frank died in
a hunting accident after which our
families sort of lost touch with each
other and I do not know what became
of these three cousins."
Kenneth adds a bit to this in his part
of The Good Old Days. Eva married
a young geologist or mining engineer
who was one of the victims murdered
by the Mexican revolutionary bandiV
general Pancho Villa, in 1916 in one
of his raids across the border. Eva's
brother Newton eventually became
associated with a brother of his uncle
Tom Willard in the manufacture or distribution of paving bricks in the New
York City environs.

William Wolcott's Descendants
This brings us down to William's
sons -- and more particularly Laurens,
who was the only one to remain in
Batavia. Walter settled in Pennsylvania and Kenneth, Laurens' coauthor
of The Good Old Days, ended up in
Rochester, New York.
In Part 1 we have already covered
Laurens' boyhood. He married twice,
first to Jeannette Hazen, daughter of
the superintendent
of the East Side
schools. She died early, and he later
married Ethel May Patchin. Her father,
Lyman Patchin, was a former phar-

Meetings -- Past and Future
On Sunday, March 21, the members enjoyed a presentation "An Architect's
Vision of Livable Communities" by member and Batavia architect Lane Allen.
Following his presentation, refreshments were provided by Carole Dunn and
her committee.
Mark the dates for meetings at 2:00 p.m. in the City Council chambers on
Sunday, June 13, and Sunday, September 12. The June meeting will feature "Museum in a Box" and "John Gowdy -- Revolutionary War Veteran,"
the subject of Marilyn Robinson's story in this issue. In September we will
celebrate the "150th Anniversary of the Batavia Depot," the home of our
museum.
Some members from out of town have asked a good question: Why do
we send notices of meetings to people who we must know are too far away
to attend? We have considered this in the past and have decided to send to
all members for several reasons. First, with out-of-town members spread all
over northern Illinois as well as beyond, we haven't known how far is "too
far" -- where we could draw the line as to who might attend a meeting. Second, occasionally out-of-town members will be visiting the area and might
wish to attend a meeting if they know about it and can fit it into their schedules. Third -- and maybe most important -- we want all of our members to
know what is going on in their society, even if some may not be able to
participate in all the activities ..
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macist in Batavia, which Ollie points
out makes him a grandson of twr;
pharmacists. They had three son(~
another Laurens (better known as
"Tinker"), born in 1908; Philip, born in
1913; and Ollie, born in 1918.
According
to Ollie, "My father
worked for the U.S. Wind Engine and
Pump Company most of his life. He
built the brick house on North Batavia
Avenue in 1910. He bought about
three acres of land there. The first
thing he built when he bought the land
was the boat house. His logic was that
if he built the boat house first he'd
have enough money to build the
house but if he built the house first he
wouldn't have enough money to build
the boat house."
Laurens died in 1959 at age 86. His
wife, Ethel, had died eighteen days
earlier.
Tinker eventually went east where
his uncle Walter was, worked in road
construction, and eventually bought
the company. He died at age 65 -- unusually
early for the long-lived
Wolcotts. Philip, who taught at the
University of Illinois while obtaining his
master's degree, became a geologist,
working for many years in Venezuel'J
for the company that became Exxon.
Now 90, Philip lives in Florida.
Ollie, who graduated from Northwestern University Law School, has
lived his whole life in Batavia. He
married Leota Capps, then a first
grade teacher
at the McWayne
School. Their daughter, Patricia Ann,
is an Episcopal priest in Winnetka and
has three children. Ollie spent his
business career as a trust officer in
the former Merchants National Bank
in Aurora.
It is sad to realize that someday
there will be no members of this once
large and prominent family left in
Batavia. Unfortunately, this loss of
continuity in a community may be the
price of an educated, mobile society.
It is interesting to note that Nelson and Alvina
Wolcott's youngest son was named Frank Newton; it makes one wonder if there was an earlier family or other connection between the
Wolcotts
and the Newtons. The Newtons
moved to Batavia from Attica, New York in 1854,
and the Wolcotts arrived here from Attica two
1

years later.
I
The Emersons were related to other pron--...l
nent Batavia families of that time, including the
Carrs, the Wades and the Glasspooles.
2
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Membership Matte~s
Since the last issue, we have gained the following new life members (from Batavia
unless otherwise noted), some of whom were previously annual members: Ron and
Mary Gilkerson, Tim and Sandra Killoran (San Ramona, CA), Mr. and Mrs. William
McGrath, Betty Moorehead, Bill and Betty Lee Skoglund, Bob and Ann Thomas, and
Richard W. and Sharon L. Whyte. Other new members include Lane Allen Architects,
Inc., Betty (Kirk) Chapman (Geneva), Arlene Clark, Connie L. Ekhtiari (Geneva), Peter
and Leslee Kraft, Patricia R. Meyers, Shirley Schramer (Berlin, WI), Bonnie Scroggins,
Carol Smith (Ingleside, IL), Nanette Sponder (Modesto, CA), Paul Stratton (River Falls,
WI -- a gift from Connie L. Ekhtiari), Pat Thompson Strombom (Algonquin, IL -- ::! gift
from Rodney Ross); and Louette Turkolu (San Pedro, CA -- a gift from Georgene
Schramer). We are pleased to welcome these members and urge them to participate in
the activities of the society.
With regret, we report the following member deaths: George H. Dickenson, Marg2.~~t
Flinn (life member), and Marion Swanson Todd (an active volunteer over the years).
Gifts in memory of Elliott Lundberg came from Denis and Nancy Bowron (Huntley),
Loraine N. Peddy, and Donald H. Miller (Grampian, PA); in memory of Wilbur Peterson
from Thomas and Rica Peterson and from Rosemary McConnaughay (Elburn); in memory
of Josephine Sroka (Chris Winter's mother) from Richard and Lois Benson and from
Marilyn Robinson; and in honor of Agnes Clever's 89th birthday from her son Robert
Clever (Mashpee, MA). Gifts in the amount of $100 each were also received from Edith
S. Benson (Charlotte, NC), Robert and Susan E. Ducar, and Erdene S. Peck (Melrose,
MT). A note accompanying a gift from Gary E. Garrison (Clinton, IA) mentioned Bill
Wood.
The last issue included an embarrassing mistake: we said that gifts in memory of
Robert O. Anderson were received from Robert and Lucy Anderson, David and Suzy
Anderson, and Bruce and Kenna Anderson. We are delighted to report that Bob is still
with us. The gifts were actually in memory of Paul Hubbard, and we were glad to let the
Andersons know that they were properly reported to Paul's family.
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The VanNortwicks in Bat
---

60510

•

Introduction ---

Many of the early settlers in
Batavia
started
successfu I,
sometimes large, businesses.
The wagon company founded by
the Newtons is a good example.
,\ 'le lasted
Shumways
began
a foundry
_ '-trlat
for 130
years.
Others
estaolished banks or started the
windmill companies for which
Batavia was famous. No family,
however, operated on as vast a
scale, and for so long, or was involved in as many diverse business
interests
as
the
VanNortwicks. In them, we find a
family of risk-takers -- entrepreneurs who more than once built
fortunes, lost them, and then created even greater ones.
The first Batavia VanNortwick,
William, was born in New Jersey
in 1779 and moved with his parents to upstate New York in 1800.
Coming to this area in 1835, just
two years after the arrival of
Christopher Payne, the first settler, he promptly built a dam and
erected a saw mill and a flour mill.
That was the beginning of the
family's business enterprises.
Although his only son, John,
remained in upstate New York for
thirteen more years, he occasion\.""rr1 }y land
visited
and involved
himself
dealings
here, with
his
father frequently acting for him,
and eventually settled in Batavia
in 1848. Over the years, John

was active in the organization of
two major railroads, built paper
mills here and in Wisconsin, became involved in the manufacture
of windmills, operated a paper bag
company and founded a bank.
Both of these VanNortwicks were
active in the community; one of
Batavia's earliest churches began
in William's house, and John built
and gave to a different denomination a church building that is still in
use. John's sons and grandsons,
almost invariably named William
and John1, continued the family
businesses.
And yet today, no one bearing
the VanNortwick name lives in
Batavia. The name appears with
any prominence only two places
in Batavia -- a street on the west
side and a room in the Depot Museum named in honor of a
VanNortwick benefactor. It seems
appropriate that we should put together a story of this unusual family and its influence on Batavia. In
writing this, we have relied heavily
on a number of sources but have
drawn most heavily from Batavia
Places and the People Who Called
Them Home (hereafter referred to
as "Batavia Places") by Marilyn
Robinson, John Gustafson's Historic Batavia ("Historic Batavia") by
Marilyn Robinson and Jeffery
Schielke, and The VanNortwick
Genealogy, written and published

William

VanNortwick

privately
in 1971 by William
Buchwalter
VanNortwick (hereafter "William B."), a greatgreat-grandson of the first settler.
The VanNortwick Genealogy contains an
amazing collection -- a veritable treasure trove - of early VanNortwick correspondence, primarily between William and John before, and during the years between, William's arrival in 1835
and John's in 1848, but also including letters to
Continued on p. 2
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VanNortwick Family Tree
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,
and from other family members,
John's father-in-law, Meredith Mallory,
and various business associates. The
collection contains more than 150 letters written over a 20-year period beginning in 1831.
In his book, William B. wisely chose
to reproduce the letters as written,
complete with misspellings, grammatical errors and inconsistency in capitalization -- a practice we shall generally continue in quoting from them
(without inserting the customary "sic")
since it brings us the flavor of his writ-

The Batavia Historian, recipient of the Illinois State Historical Society's
1997
Award for Superior Achievement, is published quarterly by the Batavia Historical
Society. The editor, Bill Hall, will welcome
any suggestions or material -- 630-8792033.
The Depot Museum, a cooperative effort
of the Society and the Batavia Park District, is open from 2 to 4 p.m., Monday,
Wednesday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday from March through November. The
director, Carla Hill, can be reached at
630-406-5274.

ing. As William B. wrote, "The 'History of Morris County' [where William
grew up] ... states that the first formal
educational institution in Mendham
was not founded until 1795. William
was then sixteen years old; so it must
be assumed that his primary education was achieved at home or in some
informal local manner. He says in one
of his letters that he did not spend
his youth with a pen in hand. What is
more interesting, I feel, is the extent
of his vocabulary and his ability to
express himself." For the ease of our
readers, however, we shall make one
kind of editing change: breaking
William's paragraphs, some of which
ran for many lines without punctuation, into sentences.
In his introduction, William B. observes: "The reader may also wish
the letters contained less business information and more of a personal nature. However, I find that, withall, a
careful reading of all the letters brings
out a surprising amount of sociological detail if the reader is prepared to
identify it." We agree: that is why we
have quoted as much as we have
from them.

The letters give us an interestinV
picture of the evolving relationship
between father and son. At the outset
while William is still in New York, we
find John asking for his father's advice
and William offering guidance, both financial and spiritual -- sometimes without being asked. William is always focusing on John's future, urging him to
seek jobs that might enhance his career prospects.
Gradually we see the relationship
shift after William, aged 57, suffered
an apparent financial setback in 1835
that precipitated his move to Illinois.
This eventually led to his acting primarily as his son's agent in establishing their first Illinois ventures. We find
William showing frustration at not receiving answers to his questions and
John sometimes becoming rather testy
about receiving admonishments
or
advice he has not requested. Withal
the correspondence
shows a warm
relationship between father and son
while making it increasingly apparent
that, even though William may haVE>
laid the cornerstone
business enterprises

of the family'~y
in Batavia, it is
Continued on p. 3
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The VanNortwicks in Batavia
the younger, more hardheaded, John
who will move the family business
~ans to fruition. We see here the "fits
\.......nd starts" in the beginning of the
VanNortwick business empire.
To assist in identifying the various
VanNortwicks, we have included as
an insert part of the family tree that
appears in The VanNortwick Genealogy.

Part 1: The Years before Batavia
The VanNortwicks,
originally of
Dutch extraction, had been longtime
residents of New Jersey until John,
the father of our settler moved to upstate New York in 1800. It is his only
son, William, born in 1779, who came
to Batavia in 1835.
Prior to coming here, William was
a contractor for some of New York's
important public works. For some time
he had been Superintendent of Canals in northern New York, presumably including the Erie Canal. His son,
John, who was born to William and
his wife, the former Martha Flack, in
1809, first worked for him in the engineering department.
, Correspondence
reveals that by
'-<831 John was feeling his way toward
a career, working on the canals but
away from the family home. There is
no evidence in these letters that Will-

iam was still working for the state. Always on the lookout for possible investments, William wrote John in December, 18322 : "I thought it probable
the Chenango Canal Bill will pass this
winter. If it should it will give you
imployment for two or three years
which would be better for your interest than keeping a store in Ft. Edward.
"There will be a new bank chartered
this winter in Troy. If that should take
place you had better subscribe for
stock sufficient to invest your money
and at any time you may want to go
into business you can sell it at an advance and realize your money." We
do not know whether or not this transpired.
But William did not focus on business alone in that letter. A "staunch
Methodist" as his son later described
him, William went on to inform him that
"your Uncle Rogers and Martha have
experienced Religion and joined the
Methodist Church in this place ... We
have had a protracted meeting in this
place and the above are some of the
fruits of it. The work of the lord is going on properly in this place. We
should be glad to have you here to
participate in our days."
In April, 1833, William advised
John, "As the Chenango Canal Bill
has passed, let me advise you on the
subject... I think you had better apply

A Family Tie to Abraham lincoln
Like most of Illinois, Batavia has long sought a connection with Abraham
Lincoln. It is known that he was acquainted with Judge Samuel Lockwood, an
early opponent of slavery in our state, but there is no evidence that he ever
visited here. The circuit he covered as a lawyer was south of here, in central
Illinois
The only direct tie-in that we can claim is through Lincoln's widow, Mary
Todd Lincoln. She had always been unstable, and following her husband's
assassination her behavior became increasingly erratic. In 1875. her son Robert
had her declared insane, and she became a patient at Bellevue Sanitarium
under the care of Dr. R. J. Patterson for a short period.
Recently another connection to our sixteenth president has come to our
attention. Genealogical research has revealed that Wilma Hanks Phillips, the
mother-in-law of our Fire Chief Bill Darin, is related to Abraham Lincoln through
his mother, Nancy Hanks. Wilma's great-great-grandfather John Hanks was a
first cousin of Nancy Hanks; and her great-grandfather John Calvin Hanks
was accordingly Lincoln's second cousin. This means that Wilma is a second
cousin, three times removed, of President Abraham Lincoln.
Anyone who has even dabbled in genealogy always hopes to find some
,;connection, however remote, to an important person in history. Few, however,
~./can
claim the close tie that Wilma has with one of the greatest figures in our
country's n indeed in the world's --history. We're proud to share that tie.

Continued from p. 2
for a situation immediately and not
stay to finish where you are, as no
doubt Mr. Mills would prefer your staying there. You will readily see if you
stay on the Crooked Lake Canal it will
prevent your getting a situation that
would be advantageous
on the
Chenango Canal ... It gives me great
satisfaction to learn that you have
given such general satisfaction the
past season to Mr. Bonck and the contractors on your canal. I hope you will
conduct yourself so as to continue to
meet with their approbation."
Fearing that John was considering
a career change, William advised him:
"You wrote in your last as though it
was doubtful whether you would go
to the Chenango Canal. You informed
me Mr. Hutchinson had offered the
maping of a part of the Erie Canal at
two dollars per day. I should think it
was not enough. I supose your business where you are will soon close. I
wish you would write and let me know
where you think you will go."
At one point John must have chided
his parents for not writing. We find
William responding (and he must have
been quite upset because his spelling is unusually bad): "[A]lthough you
attribute our not riting to you oftener
to a want of Parental affection I think
a moment's reflection would do away
with all such surmizing on the subject.
You know my young days were not
spent with a quill in my hand or gloves
on my fingers and from habbits formed
in early life I have ever had an aversion for writing and I can assure you it
really greaves me that you should attribute the neglect to causes that have
no
existence
but
in
your
immagination."
In a September, 1833, letter, William cautioned his son, "I would advise you to stay in the State employ if
you can obtain sufficient wages. I think
you have been long enough in the
business to take charge of the construction of a section of the Chenango
Canal ... If you can obtain such a situation at about four dollars per day I
think you had better accept it. If you
cannot get that I would advise you in
that case to accept a situation on the
Railroad."
In the next paragraph, William continues: "I will now make a few remarks
on your letter and in the spirit in which
Continued p. 8
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Meeting the Bowron Family
Part 2: Memories of a Batavia Girlhood

In Part 1, we concentrated
on
Lyman ("Red") Bowron, who ran a
trucking business in Batavia until his
untimely accidental death at age 40.
In this part, we shall recount his
daughter Kay Bowron Anderson's
recollections
of a childhood
in
Batavia during the 1930s and 1940s.
After 50 years in California, she has
returned to be near her 96-year-old
mother and has vivid memories of
growing up here.
The story is based on interviews
that Bill Wood and Bill Hall conducted
with Kay on February 25 and March
2, 2004 and some additional information she provided on May 4, 2004.

Kay Bowron Anderson spent all of
her Batavia girlhood on the east side,
living with her parents, Red and
Clarice, her sister, Jean, and her
brother, Denny. The family began its
Batavia life on Delia Street, then
moved to North Van Buren Street, and
finally settled in 1940 in the house that
Ralph Kresser built for them on
Church Street.
Kay attended the old Louise White
school, the only grade school on the
east side in those days. Alice
Gustafson was the principal. Kay recalls the names of some of her classmates, most of whom were still together at graduation from high school

Kay -1943 or 44
Mary Lou Hamingson's front yard on
Prairie St.

Page4

Louise White 4th Grade
Back row: center Kay (with bow); second from left Corliss Andrews Weaver
in 1949. (She is working on the 55th
reunion.) Some of them were Corliss
Andrews (Weaver),
Bea Petraitis
(Porch), Dick Wagner, Stan Lenart, Art
Follett (who went off to West Point),
Mary Lou Hamingson
(Pierson),
Harvey Sweigert, Wayne Benson,
Marge Augustine (Burch), Jim Mair
and Kay B. Graves (Aronson).
Asked about skating on the pond,
sh"e repliea, "Yes':rremember
trying
to skate! The problem was that by the
time I walked to the pond and put on
the socks and skates my feet were
numb. Then, after spending an hour
or so 'skating,' with freezing feet and
bent ankles, I don't recall it as being
fun. There was no place to warm up,
and then there was the cold walk
home. I remember it all right!"
"What about the quarry," she was
asked. She replied, "The first thing I
remember about the quarry was the
dash across the trestle -- which was
a no-no, as I recall. We'd listen to the
track to make sure no train was approaching because there was no way
off -- you'd either have to run like heck
or jump off the side! As I look back, i
guess it was the shortest route to the
quarry from the east side."
"That was south of the old City Hall,
on the way down to the quarry," Bill
Wood interjected. "That was where
the outlet came from the drains underneath the second bridge. Crossing the trestle was something people
remembered."
"Another thing I remember," Kay
resumed, "was stopping in at Wright's
Bakery to get warmed up on the way

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

to and from high school. We couldn't
wear pants to school, and we certainly
weren't going to put on snow pants.
By the time we got to Wright's Bakery, our legs were blue in front, so we
would stop in there to thaw out."
"Now, where was Wright's Bakery?"
Bill Wood asked.
"It was on the north side of Wilson,
up the hill, where John Malkowski'
accounting office is now. We~didl'>.",£/
need places like LA Fitness back
then. We walked to and from high
school, including lunch time. Rain or
snow! It took 20 minutes each way,
which left just 20 minutes in which to
eat lunch. In the winter it seemed that,
for every step forward we took in the
snow, we went back two! While in
grade school the walk was shorter, but
then we lost time trying to avoid the
meanies who were trying to wash our
face with snow -- things like that.
"Speaking of Wright's," Kay continued, "reminds me that a close friend
of my mother from her school days in
Chicago was Virginia Wright. It happened that she and her husband, Bill,
came to Batavia and opened the first
dime store. It was on the east side and
was a Ben Franklin ."
Bill Wood asked where they did
their grocery shopping. "Well," Kay
replied, "we went to what was the only
major store in town at that time. That
was the National Tea, which was managed by Paul Wasser. It may have
become A&P later on. I remember
butcher in the store who entertain6"fJ
us by making his bow tie wiggle. When
Continued on p. 7
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A Favorite Teacher -- and Mother -- Remembered
Nancy Newlin Pearce's story The Old Me Wayne School, as she remembered it in the 1920s, appeared in the January 2004 issue. In it, Nancy
recalled her first grade teacher, Miss Russell, "a sweet-faced woman who
was soon married and moved away. She frequently answered to the name
Mom from many of us." Her son Phil Benson, a resident of Valley Park,
Missouri, read the story and wrote the following letter, including the picture
that clearly shows why Nancy remembers her as "sweet-faced."

Margaret Louise Russell
1st Grade Teacher
Grace McWayne School
circa 1920's

Dear Ms. Pearce,
I recently enjoyed your article on the
Grace McWayne School in the Batavia
Historian, January 2004 edition. The
"sweet-faced" Miss Russell, your first
grade teacher, was my mom.
She was born Margaret Louise
Russell in 1896 and grew up in the
house on the corner of McKee and lincoln (then Washington), across from
the old Swedish Methodist Church. (I
have enclosed a photo as you probably remember her.)
As you mentioned in your article,
she left teaching when she married the
boy next door, my dad, Eugene
"Shean" Benson. They bought the
house at 123 McKee Street (now 321
McKee) and had three boys: Millard,
b. 1926, Russell (deceased), b. 1931,
and myself b. 1936. Both my brothers
and I attended Grace McWayne for
grammar school -- Millard graduated
from Batavia High School in 1944. Our

------MEMBERSHIP
Since the last issue, we have
gained the following new life members
(from Batavia
unless otherwise
noted), some of whom were previously annual members:
Lorraine
Baxter (Geneva); Roger Derby (Memphis, IN), Polly Ernzen family, R. Kent
and Evie Johnson,
Ruth Murray,
Donna Neely (Elburn), Marion S.
Pierson, Ray and Anita Theis, James
1. and Hannah Volk, and Joan Wood.
Other new members include Mrs.
Frank Bacci (Palm Desert, CA - gift
from Twylah Bacci, NY), Mark and
Cathy Cavins, Troy Chaon (gift of
Georgene Kauth), Carol (Pierce)
Clark (Geneva), Mr. and Mrs. William
Gribble, (Estill Springs, TN - gift from
William Wood), Barbara (Frydendall)
Gross, Dee and Jim Karas (Geneva),
~}Nally Mills, Gretchen Naylar, Richard
~aJ. Nealis, Mary Lou Pierson (Sugar
Grove), Janet Remiyac (Porte Vedra
FL - gift from Nanette Sponder,
The Batavia Historian

family moved to Burlingame, California (on the San Francisco peninsula)
in 1945. Russ was in the eighth grade
and I was in the third.
Mom kept in touch with a number
of her 1st grade students, corresponding with a few when she was well into
her 70s.
She was always great with kids and
talked of Miss McWayne and her
teaching days in the warmest of terms.
I believe she stayed until she was
pregnant with brother Millard.
My dad, the love of her life, passed
away in 1961, and Mom then turned
her full attention to her grandchildren,
who simply adored her. She was the
kindest, gentlest, most loving and patient mother a son could wish for, and
I'm well aware my brothers and I were
truly blessed.
Mom passed away in 1977. She
was 81.
Thank you for your fine article.
Yours truly,
Phil Benson
P.S. Perhaps some of your classmates whom Mom corresponded with
are in touch with you. I would be interested in hearing from them and you
if you find the time.

MATTERS
------

Modesta, CA), John Rusek (who told
Bill Wood that Elliott Lundberg was
after him for years to join so he joined
in Elliott's
memory),
Jacqueline
Shanahan
(Sugar Grove), Joan
Spring, Ellyn (Anderson) Stewart, and
Sandi Wilcox. We are pleased to welcome these members and urge them
to participate in the activities of the
society.
With regret, we report the following
deaths: Charles R. ("Ray") Anderson,
a former director of the society; Archie
Bentz, a former mayor of Batavia; Richard Ernzen; Walter Kauth, a former
alderman, a champion of the rehabilitation of the Depot Museum, and husband of the society's corresponding
secretary; Adelaide Nelson, a faithful
volunteer
for many years; Helen
Shumway, a life member; Dorothy
Tierney, mother of Sheila Tierney
Stroup whose columns in the New
Orleans Times -Picayune have been

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

reprinted in the Historian; and AI Wulff
Gifts have been received in memory
of Walter Kauth from Clifford and
Helen Anderson, Richard A. and Lois
Benson, Carole Dunn, Philip B.
Elfstrom, Bob and Lois French, William D. and Barbara Hall, James and
Dottie Hanson, Alma J. Karas and
Yangling Zhang, Bob and Suzanne
Peterson, Marilyn Phelps, Lois R.
Prindle and Marilyn G. Robinson,
Gifts have also been received in
memory of Adelaide Nelson from
Edna
C.
Anderson;
Yvonne
Autenreith; Batavia Senior Citizens
Club; Richard A. and Lois Benson;
Carole J. Clark; Agnes Clever; Helen
Marcine Doran; Rhonda Eisenberg
and Ronald Messina; Philip Elfstrom;
Stephen and Nancy Foust; Judith and
Ed Hahn; William D. and Barbara Hall;
Rosalind J. Hazelton; Inez Lynne Irving; Bert and Ruth Johnson; Violet
Continued on p. 6
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Members

of Grand Army of the Itepublic
(undated - probably early 1900s)

Front row (L to R): Theodore Wood, Fred Morris, Henry Harmon, Charles Barnes, Patrick
Monahan, William Hollister, George Russell Kenyon, James Ballard, Bernard Ball, Nathaniel
Rowcliffe/Radcliff
(?), L. V. Russaguee (?)
Back row (L to R): Nathan Drake, Hicks Frydendall, Orson Weaver, James Fredendall, William
Bennett, Darius Bartholomew, Lyman Cazaley, Alfred Cole, Edward Stafford, Wallace Dailey,
John Mole
Note: The Gustafson Center has a fascinating file of GAR photos,
of which this is one. One person who viewed this photo noted how
short many of these Civil War veterans were compared to a similar
group of men today.

Mark Your Calendar
An Important Meeting on September 12
The next general meeting of the Batavia Historical Society will be held
on Sunday, September 12, 2004, at 2:00 P.M. We will be celebrating the
"150th Anniversary of the Depot" -- our museum.
The meeting will be held in the City Council Chambers at 100 N. Island
Avenue. The museum will be open following the meeting to showcase a
special railroad exhibit in honor of this very important anniversary.
For more details, see "Museum Happenings" in this issue.
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MEMBERSHIP
Continued from p. 5

Johnson; Georgene Kauth; Richard
and Darlene Larson; Joe and Addie
Marconi; Lynn and Joyce Nelson;
Marilyn Poole; Robert and Betty Riley;
Marilyn G. Robinson; Bill and Lynn
Slavik; Robert W. Thrun; Matthew and
Cathleen Urich; and Sandi Wilcox,
Larry Wickland, Nancy Wickland Gill
and Thomas Wickland.
Other gifts have been received in
memory of Alfred Wulff from Richard
A. and Lois Benson and in memory
of Richard R. Ernzen from Philip B.
Elfstrom and Polly Ernzen and family.
'
A gift to the society was also re-'~
ceived from Kay Peterson.

TheBataviaHistorian

Meeting the Bowron Family
you're a kid, things like that are amusing and stick in your mind, I guess.
~
"Then there were the wonderful
small 'corner stores.' My favorite was
Harold Maves' store on the corner of
Church and Washington Avenue. He
was always so pleasant -- didn't seem
to get tired of us hanging around! Others were Bortner's, Beardsley's and
Sloggett's. I remember that some of
us were 'invited'
to stay out of
Beardsley's place. I'm sure she had
good reason, but I can't seem to recall what is was."
Returning to school memories, Kay
recalled, "In third grade we played the
song flute. If you showed the slightest bit of talent and were interested,
you then chose an instrument in the
fourth grade. I took clarinet and continued that through high school.
"I think it was in the fifth grade that
we had a musical program in the gym
-- that was my first solo. For some
reason, I chose 'The Carnival of
Venice.' Bad choice! It was fairly difficult -- 'Mary Had a Little Lamb' would
have been better -- and the tempo
kept picking up. And then I heard my
dad repeating -- in what he called a
\\;.;;1'whisper -- 'She's going to squeak, I
know she's going to squeak,' which
didn't help matters.
"As eighth graders, we were presenting a musical program and inviting the west side eighth graders. I
guess it was to see if we'd be able to
get along with each other when we
started high school -- it was that east
side vs. west side thing, you know.
Several of us decided to form a musical group for part of the entertainment.
So was born 'Professor Lite Bulb and
His Live Wires.' Gene Minor was 'Professor Lite Bulb'; members were Stan
Lenart on drums (he was also an accordionist), Corliss Andrews on trombone, Wayne Benson on sax and me
on clarinet. None of us remembers
what we played, but it must have been
a success because, when we got to
high school, we hit if off just fine. In
fact, many of those east siders and
west siders are married today!
"My years of clarinet were all under
Paul Peebles. He was a great guy,
with the patience of Job. In eighth
grade, Corliss Andrews, Stan Lenart
~
and I were invited to join the high
school band since they were short on
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members. For a time Mr. Peebles
made me first chair, clarinet, but I
didn't read music! What I played, I
played pretty much by ear. I used to
play along with Fats Waller, 'Ain't Misbehaving,' and stuff like that. Just put
the record on, and I would pick it out.
I got to the point where I knew what
the key on the clarinet was by where
the note was on the page. But if Mr.
Peebles said, 'Play this note,' I would
ask, 'What is it?'
"One incident I will never forget took
place at a high school graduation. The
band was playing the national anthem, and as I played, the clarinet part
reminded me of hoe-down music. I
was trying so hard not to laugh -which you can't do and blow on a clarinet. I just kept it in my mouth but quit
playing, but Mr. Peebles could tell, and
he really lost it at that point! When we
got back to the music room, I heard
the first bit of profanity come from his
mouth that I'd ever observed. I think I
also received a "B" on my report card
in music with a note about learning

Continued from p. 4

respect for our national anthem.
"Now," Kay reminisced, "I can appreciate what Mr. Peebles was trying
to do. He was a dear man and great
teacher. He even kept his cool when
he'd have to tell us about lipstick on
the reed or a reed with a chunk out of
it 'cause we were out of reeds or just
too lazy to change it!"
Kay was asked about other things
she remembered from growing up.
"A memorable happening in eighth
grade," she recalled, "was the party I
threw in our basement on Church
Street. I had recruited Daddy to keep
the party moving so it didn't end up
going the way of dance class -- the
boys all lined up on one side of the
room with the girls on the other side.
It was that way until the teacher forced
us to dance!
"The party went well until the boys
ended up at our nickel slot machine - with my dad's help -- while we girls
sat and talked like we could do any
day of the week. Let me say, though,
that there was no real gambling inContinued on p. 9

Carla Hill, Director
Summer is here and we have many things happening at the museum.
Chris Winter is busy preparing another wonderful exhibit for the summer months,
which will be based on the history of Batavia's Police and Fire Departments. The
exhibit will remain in place through August.
Plans for our Depot's 150th Birthday Celebration are quickly coming together.
We are still working on the completion of our new railroad exhibit. which will be
dedicated in September. Plans include a Birthday Kickoff Celebration during Windmill City Fest on Friday, July 9. The museum will be open additional hours, balloons and refreshments will be provided and family entertainment starring Patti
Ecker & L.J. Slavin will take place on the main stage.
On Saturday, September 11, the museum will dedicate its new permanent
Batavia Railroad History exhibit at 10:00 a.m., followed by an afternoon of activities and entertainment proved by Larry Penn and Mark Dvorak, two very talented
musical entertainers who are known for their songs about the railroad. A group of
local model railroad enthusiasts will set up a model railroad display under a tent
that will be located on the lawn of the museum.
On Sunday, September 12, the Historical Society will hold it's fall meeting at
the Batavia City Council Chambers at 2:00 p.m. The program will feature Batavia's
railroad history, including the Burlington; Chicago, Aurora and Elgin; and Chicago Northwestern railroads.
We look forward to the celebration and hope to see you there!
On another note, we were saddened by the passing of two of our longtime
volunteers, Walter Kauth and Adelaide Nelson. We will miss them both very much.
Our museum is very fortunate to have so many dedicated volunteers. And we
always need new ones -- if you are interested, please call Chris or me at 4065274.

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org
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r="'"==~==~~-~~-----~~-------------------------------------------------------The VanN ortwicks in Batavia
it was rote. In the first place as to the
letter you make such a small [sic] and
then cross write it that it would puzzle
a Philadelphia lawyer to read it and in
the next place you moralized home
and the domestic circle to such an
extent that one would think you were
really homesick or about getting married. In a former letteryou wrote something about locating yourself in the
western part of this state. Now you
write me you have purchased a lot of
pine timber. Upon the whole I think
you reveal a discontented mind."
William then goes on to tell his son
that life's satisfaction can come only
from seeking "firstthe kingdom of God
and its righteousness."
In late 1833 we find William giving
more guidance to John, stating,
"[F]rom what you write it appears that
you are undetermined what your business will be next season. I have seen
Mr. Bonck since you wrote me. From
him I learn you can have a place on
the Chenango Canal under Mr.Allen.
I supose it would be mortifying to you
to be obliged to work under Mr. Allen
or any other person on account of
wages as well as on account of dancing-attendance-to-one-no way your
supperior. Let me advise you to suspend your decision on the subject until
towards Spring and in the meantime
say nothing that may give offense to

Fun

J!t/as

- The June 13
After a brief business meeting, a
large turnout of members and guests
enjoyed a dual presentation at the
Sunday, June 13, general meeting of
the society held in the City Council
chambers.
For the first segment, Julia
Spalding, a University of Colorado
student who has worked in recent
summers as an intern at the museum,
described the "Museum in a Box,"
which she had developed for use in
our schools. As displayed during the
meeting, it consists of a series of
standing posters that depict the life
of the Pottawatomi Indianswho inhabited this area prior to the arrival of the
Europeans.
Then Marilyn Robinson gave a talk
and, assisted by Julia Spalding, used
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Continued from p. 3

Mr. Bonck or Mr. Allen. I know Mr.
dering if John offered the reproof and,
Bonck is your friend and he may be
if so, how he did it with a "becoming
prevailed on to give you a better berth
spirit" -- also, how it may have beer.~
in the course of the winter. I have a
received.
~
good deal of anxiety you should conLater William upbraids his son, "I
tinue in the employ of the state and
once more take my pen in hand for
although you may not be promoted as
the purpose of correspondence with
fast as you would wish I think it will
my only son not correspondedwith for
turn to your advantage in the end."
near four months although within one
A few letters later, William offered
hundred miles. There can be no good
some advice that John had solicited.
reason for sutch neglect on your part.
"You rote for my advice about going
You have neither old age nor infirmity
into business with James White. I will
to complain of. You can't say we have
give it in few words. White has neinot answered your letters. All this has
ther the capacity or means that shold
been done and yet we hear nothing
make it an object with you to go into
from you except what we get by accibusiness with him. I am confident he
dent. Permit me to hope that on readleft this place poor. And Remember if
ing a few lines from an unfortunate
you put your money in his hands or
Father will so far wake up the
under his management you will suffer
sensibilityies of your nature as to ina loss."
duce you to drop us a few lines alDuring this period, the letters of
though this is by way of reproof for
William and Martha to their son conpast neglect."
tinuously offered him religious guidThere is no hint in these early letance -- even more, sometimes, than
ters that William had any intent to
business counsel. In an 1834 letter,
leave New York. But then, in a March
William wrote, "We ... are sorry to lern
1835, we find him writing from St.
you are so unhappily situated. As you
Louis to a John Mcintyre in New York
ask my advice on the subject I will
City. In that letter, there is an implicaprocede to give it... As to the conduct
tion that he had become involved in
of Mr.~Allen in regard to Religion,~I~somebusiness
difficultiesat home. H(~would reprove him likewise for a want
wrote, "I have injured [my friends] with- '
of a becoming respect for the Sabbath
out benefitting myself or nay boddy
but let it always be done with a beelse. On the receipt of this be so kind
coming spirit." We cannot help wonas to write and let me know where
family are... I do not think it best to let
any know where I am at present. After reading this you had better destroy
it. Tell my poor family life is only desirable for their sakes..." He goes on
General Meeting to say that he hopes to make amends.
a skit to describe the life and times of
In a letter the next month, John
wrote his father in Peoria -- a mixture
John Gowdy, a Revolutionary War
veteran buried in Batavia's East Side
of business and reassurance, "I was
cemetery. There has been a series of
in hope that you would have written
meetings sponsored by the society,
me instead of John Mcintyre -- he to
the City of Batavia, the Kane County
be sure has appeared very friendly to
Genealogical Society, the Daughters
me and the family -- but I tell you
of the American Revolution, and the
plainly I think he is that kind of a man
Sons of the American Revolution to
that I would not place much confidence in and I should think for the fucelebrate the recent discovery of this
connection with the Revolutionary
ture you had better write me and the
War.These events will culminate with
family..."
a ceremony to be held at the East Side
John goes on to urge his father to
Cemetery on July 3 at 1:30 p.m.
look for land. "If you should think best
Please plan to attend.
I should like to have you look about
and if a few hundred dollars could be
After Julia's and Marilyn's presentations, those in attendance enjoyed
well invested in land along [the Illinois)
the chance to sample Carole Dunn's
River or on the line of this new Cana~
refreshments and visit with one
Continued on p. 9
another.

Had by All

www.bataviahistoricalsocif:!ty.org
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Meeting the Bowron Fanrlly
volved. Guests used our nickels, and if
they won they had to put them back in
~urnickel container."
Readers of Part 1 will recall that Kay's
father, Red Bowron, died in an accident
shortly after his fortieth birthday and
right after Kay started her freshman year
in high school. "After my dad's death,"
Kay said, "Norm McCrimmon was hired
to drive the Bowron Motor Service
Truck. Mother went to work at the bank
in Mooseheart. She later went to the
First National in Batavia, and then she
and I worked in the offices of Sarkes
Tarzian. They were located in the
Appleton building, now the City Hall, and
manufactured cathode ray tubes for
television sets. Norm drove for us for

V

Membership'ls Important
Alma Karas

Membership does matter - it
matters to me, anyway. Yes, I am
the membership chairman of the
Batavia Historical Society. The society has a large number of dedicated members.
My volunteer job does take up
a lot of my time, as we have a large
membership. This quarter was the
"'-"first time we have gone over 600.
We now have 602 active memberships (which does not calculate
two memberships for those who
belong as Mr. and Mrs. or Bob and
Alice - they are only counted as
one member). So you can see we
are doing very well indeed. More
and more people are buying memberships as gifts for their relatives
in other states and we even have
one member who lives in Canada.
Every year we have a number of
members who do not get their
dues paid in time and we have to
drop them from our rolls. This is
the hard part of my job - letting
any members go.
We now have 223 Life Memberships and everyone else's dues
are due on December 31 st of the
year you have paid up to. Dues are
only due once a year. Feel free to
call if you wonder if you have paid
your dues -- 630-879-3809.
Ed. note: You will be well advised
not to let Alma get on your case.
She pursues lapsed members to
the ends of the earth!
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Continued

several years, I believe, then bought the
business but kept the name."
Kay concluded her reminiscences, "It
was great growing up in Batavia. There
weren't many fenced yards. I remember great picnics on Church Street with
our neighbors -- Art Clarks, Fred
Morfees, Jake and Rosie Birkeneder,
and the Richie Robertsons. The George
Gebes family lived n and still lives n
across from our house.
"We kids could walk to and from the
movie n even at night -- and had fun
times at Fairyland down on south Van
Buren. I remember 'calling' for friends
instead of ringing the door bell -- just
standing out front and hollering their
name!
"We had great picnics in the pasture
of Ollie and 'Beets' Schimelpfenig's
farm. Our dog 'Choppy' used to lie un-

der the beer keg and catch the drops
until he was feeling no pain. Speaking
of picnics, it occurs to me that few folks
really picnic today n you know, eat on
the grass. Now we have 'cookouts' and
sit on a cement slab, a wood deck, or
inside.
"'Choppy' would also take trips downtown on his own and come home with
big bones from the butcher shop. On
some occasions the police would bring
him home!
"Such great memories, and how lucky
I was to be brought up here."
After a fifty-year absence, Kay loves
being back in Batavia. It feels like home,
and she'd remain if her children and
grandchildren weren't all in California.
There's something about being near
your roots -- especially, Kay says, when
those roots are in Batavia.

VanN ortwicks
[between Chicago and the Illinois
River] n I will forward you the money."
And then, reverting to whatever
may have been the cause of his
father's leaving New York, John reassures him: "Do not let these troubles
disturb your peace. I know you have
fine feeling and are very sensitive -but you know you have allways done
what you thought was for the best. If
it has turned out bad you have a clear
conscience and with this there is no
necessity of casting any reflections
upon yourself and certainly I nor your
family have nor never will cast any
upon you n"
In June, 1835, William responded
from Paw Paw, Illinois. expressing
thanks for his son's "kind and honest
sentiments of your affectionate heart"
and describing his business plans. "I
concluded to purchase Vandeventer's
claims on the east side of Fox River
of about sixty acres of land with a logg
House on it without any other improvement the land being mostly covered
with oak timber. This lot bounds on
the River where we intend to build our
dam. My part of the dam will be about
150 feet in length and between six and
seven feet high. The lot will furnish
all the timber for my part of it on this
side."
After discussing his business plans
in great detail in a June letter to his
son, William turns to the arrangement
to get his family and his possessions
to Illinois. He instructs John, "I shold

w,!"w.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

from p. 7

Continued from p. 8

advise the family to take a steam boat
at buffalo [New York] for Chicago as
they will arrive there in 7 or 8 days,
Their goods will cost no more than on
board buggy or schooner. When they
get to Chicago they may come to
Napers with the stage or hyre a private conveyance as may be cheaper
or best."
By July 18, a letter from William tells
John that his mother has arrived, although "her health is not as good as
usual" -- presumably as the result of
her arduous journey. And with that, we
shall leave off until the October issue
when, in Part 2, we shall go into the
business and family problems that
arose as William, usually acting as
John's agent, gets the family's businesses under way in Batavia.
1 In the story on the Wolcotts that appeared in recent issues, we noted the propensity of that family to use the same first
names over and over.That propensitywas
nothing as compared to that of the
VanNortwicks; family tradition apparently
decreed
that "the sons of the
VanNortwicks were only named John or
William in alternate generations or both
when there were two sons." The family
tree available to us shows only two male
VanNortwick descendants of the settler,
William, with a different name.

The VanNortwick Genealogy shows this
letter as having been written in December, 1833, but its location and context
make it clear that it was written in 1832.

2

Page 9

Batavia Historical Society lVIembership
2004
Name
Address

_

City

o

State

o

Zip

Dues Structure:
Individual

$1 0.00

o Joint/Family
o Junior
o Classroom
o Life (each)
o
o

_

Mail to:

$15.00

Treasurer

$2.00

Batavia Historical Society
P.O. Box 14
Batavia, Illinois 60510

$5.00
$100.00

Life (family)
Business or Institution

$150.00

Business or Institution Life

$150.00

$20.00

o

This membership is being given as a gift

Prompt payment of dues is appreciated!
• You may put your name, address, and membership category on

a separate sheet if you do not want to clip the above form,

• If you would like to give a membership as a gift, send the above information and dues to the Society and indicate in the box
above that it is to be a gift. The gift membership card will be mailed to you so that you may enclose it with a personal card or note.

\.JJ-lHH UI.rn;) :lO~::J;Jl!a u!n;Jsnw
lP~H 'a lliUHUM :lO~!P3
UOSU!q01[ UAIPUW
UOSl;J1;)d 'd p;Jq01[
SUlU)J UlliN
uuna ;Jl°.rn;)
UN-Ola 'A p;Jq01[

s.lOpa.Ila

I I~17-OI~0911 'B!AR}BH
~F>l!J uH~ssoD Z£6
uoswH s~urn[ 'slW W 'lW

pOeM
lliO~SJl3

'f lliU!lHM
'a dmqd

:uupo~sm
:l;JJnSU;Jl.L

q~nu)J ;JU;JlIlO;JD :AlU~;Jl::J;JSlIu!puods;JllO;)
l;J~U!M ;JUnspq;)
:AlU~;Jl::J;JSlIUWlO::J;J1[
lIl;JqU;JS01[ Auud :UUllil!Uq;) lliUlllOld 28 'd'A
UOSU;Ja '\1 p.rnq::J!1[ :~U;JP!S;Jld

s.IaJYJO

G3.LS3flOtHI 3;)IAM3S SS3"MGGV

~6G 'ON .L1V'JtJ3d

o ~90911 "v'IJ\'v'.L'v'8

CIVd
38'v'.LSOd's·n
'8tJO .L1.::IOtJd-NON

01 S;09 S!OUHII 'U!AUlBg
171 xog 'O'd
A}apOS IB~!.IO}S!H B!AB}Bg

The Batavia Historian
CBatavia J{istorica{ Society
P. O. CJ3o~14
CJ3atavia) Irunois 60510

Vol. 45 No.4

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

Chicago, Burlington & Quincy Depot on South Van Buren· before 1950

October,2004

Depot's 150th Birthday
A Weekend of Celebrations
The celebration of the 150th birthday of the former railroad station that
now houses our Depot Museum was
kicked off by a reception on Friday
evening,
September
10, for the
Batavia Park District's board and executive director, the Batavia Historical Society's board of directors, and
special guests. These guests included
the original purchasers of the recently
closed depot in 1966, members of the
Blue Ribbon Depot Committee that
spearheaded the fundraising needed
to move the depot from South Van
Buren Street to its present location in
1973, local government officials and
members of the Gerald Ruble family. "
On Saturday
morning,
Mayor
Jeffery Schielke cut the ribbon opening the Depot Museum's permanent
railroad exhibit, "A Ticket to the Past."
During the remainder of the day, entertainment was provided by Larry
Penn and Mark Dvorak, and there
were refreshments, door prizes, tours
and activities.
The fall meeting of the Batavia Historical Society the next day featured
an unusually interesting andinformative presentation, "The History of the

Annual Potluck Dinner
Mark Your Calendar
The highlight of the Society's
year, the annual potluck dinner,
will take place at 5 p.m. on Sunday, December 5, at Bethany
Lutheran Church. You will receive
a notice with details nearer the
event, but you should mark it on
your calendar now to avoid possible conflicts.

The Batavia Historian, recipient of the Illinois State Historical Society's 1997
Award for Superior Achievement, is published quarterly by the Batavia Historical
Society. The editor, Bill Hall, will welcome
any suggestions or material -- 630-8792033.
The Depot Museum, a cooperative effort
of the Society and the Batavia Park District, is open from 2 to 4 p.m., Monday,
Wednesday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday from March through November. The
director, Carla Hill, can be reached at
630-406-5274.
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L. to r. Pat Ruble Glupher, Bob Roehig, John Ruble, Mayor Schielke, Bea Hodson, Chris
Winter, Dick Benson and Carla Hill.

-

Burlington
Railroad and Roundhouse," by John Jaros, executive director of the Aurora Historical Society. Approximately
one hundred
members and guests attended this
special event and enjoyed the light

nizations and persons recognized in
other stories in this issue, the following ones supported the weekend's
celebration: American Bank and Trust
Company, Avenue Chevrolet, Batavia
Township, Feece Oil, Joe Marconi

refreshments -and-the'chance-to'talkwith John Jaros -- and their friends -after the presentation.
The depot's birthday was marked
by proclamations, plaques and letters
of congratulation from the President
of the United States, Speaker of the
House of Representatives
Dennis
Hastert, the State of Illinois, Kane
County, Batavia Township, the City of
Batavia, and the Batavia Park District.
These were on display throughout the
weekend. In addition to those orga-

-Allison Pellegrino,"Mayor Schielke'ar,~~
William Wood.
None of this would have been possible without the months of planning
and preparation
of the Depot
Museum's exceptional staff, Director
Carla Hill and Chris Winter. Their efforts were present in everything seen
and unseen throughout the weekend,
and material they assembled has been
used extensively in the stories that
appear in this issue. They have our
thanks.

From the Eaitor·'
We had some big events during the weekend of September 11 and 12
when we celebrated the 150th birthday of the former Chicago, Burlington &
Quincy station that now houses our Depot Museum. Because we wanted to
cover these events and related stories in some detail, we have been forced
to defer some articles that would otherwise have appeared in this issue,
most notably the second installment of our series on the VanNortwicks of
Batavia. These will be included in the next issue. By coincidence, however,
you will find the story of John VanNortwick's role in the purchase of the
Pioneer, Chicago's and Batavia's first steam engine, in a story with that name.
Our desire to include complete coverage of the 150th birthday celebration, coupled with your editor's departure for a vacation immediately after- /
wards, has resulted in this issue reaching you later than usual. For that we ",I<', ~
apologize, but hope the result makes the delay worthwhile.
\.....,

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org

The Batavian Historian'

The Former Railroad Station That Is Now
the Batavia Depot Museum
A Brief History
By the early 1830s, steam railroads
were being constructed in the United
States, and by 1840 there were more
miles of railroads in the nation than
canals. Railroad fever was raging
through the states of the old Northwest Territory, including Illinois, because they were efficient movers of
people and freight, relatively unaffected by the winter ice and snow that
slowed stagecoaches and stopped
canal and river boats altogether.
By 1870 three railroad lines served
Batavia: The Chicago, Burlington &
Quincy ("C B & Q"), the Chicago and
North Western, and the Ottawa, Oswego and Fox River Valley. These railroads shared in the moving of passengers and Batavia's major exports:
quarried limestone, paper, windmills
and wagons.
The oldest of these railroads was
the C B & Q (originally the Aurora
Branch Railroad), over whose tracks
the first train arrived in Batavia on
September 2, 1850. When it left for
'Turner Junction (now WestChicago),
~
'~,t
was powered by the doughty little
engine, the Pioneer, pulling one car.
Batavia's John VanNortwick, who as
chief engineer of the Galena and Chicago Union Railroad (predecessor to
the Chicago and Northwestern) had
negotiated the purchase of the Pioneer in 1948 from the Michigan Cen-

tral, arranged its use by the
Aurora Branch for this occasion. VanNortwick was
later to serve the CB&Q as
president for eight years.
Four years later, the C B
& Q built its station on Prairie Street; it was to become
the oldest station on that
railroad's line. It had a station agent for 109 years -from 1857 until it was
closed to operations
in
1966.
In that year, twenty local
businessmen, headed by
Phil Elfstrom
and Art
Depot moving
Swanson,1
contri buted
$50 each to purchase the building and
preserve it for Batavia. It was estimated that $31 ,000 would be needed
to move the building to a more advantageous spot on the pond, which was
owned by the Park District. A "Blue
Ribbon Committee"2
spearheaded
the fundraising, which was accomplished with wide community support.
The Furnas Foundation
donated
$5,000 outright, with matching funds
until the goal was reached. On October 10, 1973, the old depot journeyed
through downtown Batavia, "nine
blocks, one hill and a bridge away," to
its destination on Houston Street.
In 1979, the Depot Museum was
listed on the National Register of Historic Places.

west on Wilson Street in 1973
The original purchasers
other than
Elfstrom and Swanson included William
H. ("Scoop") Clark, Robert A. Becker,
Clifford V. Anderson, Roy David, John T.
Lincoln, Victor E. Anderson,
Hertha
Mullins, Philip B. Carlson, William L. Laird,
Bert L. Johnson, William Rachielles,
Donald L. Peterson, LeRoy H. Feece,
Phipps Department Store, Batavia Bank,
First National Bank, Hubbard's Home Furnishings and Batavia Savings and Loan.
2 The Blue Ribbon Committee
included
Dave Sawitoski, Walter Kauth, Marlene
Rotolo, Skip Greviskes, Harold Patterson,
Paul Johnson, Philip Becker, Mrs. Melton
Ambel, Robert Phelps, Robert Riley, Phillip
Talbot, Nancy Allen, Ruth Burnham, Daniel
Holbrook, Sue Waterfield
and Gerald
Ruble.
1

Railroad Arrives in Batavia September 1850
The following article appeared in the
Aurora Beacon in September of 1850.
The "steam horse' referred to was the
Pioneersteam engine (see story elsewhere on its purchase
by John
VanNortwick), which is currently on
display at the Chicago Historical Society.

A large number of citizens turned
out on Thursday last, to join in celebrating the opening of the Aurora
Branch Railroad as far as Batavia.
The importance
of the occasion
seems to have been duly appreciated
,,-,by neighboring towns, and particularly
by Chicago, a delegation of some four
hundred being present from that city.
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As we were unable to attend the
Celebration, we adopt the report published in the Chicago Tribune, the
writer of which, at least, appears to
have enjoyed himself:
At nine o'clock A.M., between three
and four hundred of our citizens presented themselves at the depot. The
morning was beautiful after the thunderstorm of the previous evening, and
the gay party were rapidly whirled
along by the untiring sinews of the
steam-horse. At twelve M. (a.m.) they
arrived at Batavia, where they were
greeted by the firing of cannon, and
the joyous acclamations of the assembled multitude.
Two tables, some fifty feet in length,
had been laid for dinner in the beauti-

ful grove which crowns the bluff on this
side of the river, just before you enter
the town, and at half past one o'clock,
the guests of the Batavians, having
been formed in procession, the ladies
of course being in advance, marched
to the table to the inspiring music of
the Aurora Brass Band (which by the
way, discoursed most exhilarating
melody), where they stood up to a
sumptuous entertainment consisting
of substantial meats, tame chickens,
prairie chickens, pies, puddings, besides many lesser and more delicate
"fixin's." Everybody was hilarious and
satisfied
The cravings of appetite being satisfied, Messrs. Farnsworth, Parks,

www.bataviahistoricalsociety.org
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Our Railroad Exhibit
Despite the importance of railroads
to Batavia's history and the fact that
our museum is housed in a former
depot, railroads had never been featured in the Depot Museum until September 11 , 2004 when the permanent
railroad exhibit, "A Ticket to the Past,"
was dedicated.
The last agent for the depot was
Charles Hodson, who worked in that
position from 1964 until the depot
closed in 1966. Chuck donated many
artifacts that are part of the new exhibit; and in honor of his memory, his
wife, Bea Hodson, donated the money
to purchase the mannequin at the
ticket window n a figure so lifelike that
it startles visitors when they turn to the
right on entering the museum.
Gerald ("Jerry") Ruble, whose story
appears elsewhere in this issue, was
a longtime railroader, who worked for
43 years for the Milwaukee Railroad,
the Wheeling & Lake Erie Railroad,
and the Nickel Plate Railroad. The
basement of his home became a museum called the "Caboose," which
housed the hundreds of railroad items
that he had collected during his career. When Jerry died in 1997, it was
his wish that many of hisrailroadartifacts be donated to the Depot Mu-

Carla Hill and Chris Winter with our "Station Master"

seum. It is those artifacts that became
the basis for the permanent railroad
history exhibit that was dedicated on
September 11 .
Others who have made donations
to'the-exhibit
include-Batavia Township,
Phil
Elfstrom,
Richard

Featherstone,
Jon Habegger, Jim
Johnson, Peter Johnson, Bob Mabbs,
N. W. McGeachy/Pat
Torn, Bill
McGrath, Jim Nies, Don Pelletier,
Marilyn Robinson, Bob Roehrig, Ted
Schuster, the Troutt family and Le(--,~
Zucker.
~

Railroad Arrives in Batavia September 1850
Wilson, Buck, and Dr. Hard successively addressed the assemblage in
neat, appropriate speeches. That of
the latter was especially terse and appropriate to the occasion.
After dinner, the Batavians took a
free ride to [Turner] Junction, the
whole town apparently turning out on
the occasion. The cars were crowded
inside, and on every square foot of the
roofs was stowed the living freight.
After they were gone, we took a walk
around the town, and it seemed to be
almost completely deserted of inhabitants. The visitors amused themselves in various ways. Ladies and
gentlemen promenaded through the
charming grove, admiring its beauties,
and the general appearance of the
town; some stretched themselves
under the trees, to watch the play of
light and shade and listen to the gentle
hum of summer life; some strolled
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around the town; and a few indulged
in the amusement of rowing in the
river.
On the return of the Batavians from
the Junction, the following sentiment
was read by the President; "The Aurora Band -- May they ever prosper.
They are entitled to our thanks fortendering their services on this occasion."
Three enthusiastic
cheers were
then given to the band.
Near the grove where the dinner
was served, the Ladies of Batavia held
their Fair, which was really a very fine
affair. The articles, consisting of quilts,
counterpanes, children's clothing, toys
&e., were numerous and beautiful,
and did great credit to the industry and
skill of the ladies by whose nimble and
delicate fingers they were made.
At 5:00 o'clock P.M., the Chicago
party started for the city, very tired in
body with the day's entertainment, but
very happy in spirit. On the way a
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meeting was called in the cars, presided over by Dr. C.v. Dyer, and of
which Alexander Officer was chosen
Secretary, the object of which was to
give some expression of thanks to the
citizens of Batavia for their kind and
hospitable treatment of their Chicago
visitors. On motion, a committee of
five was named to draft resolutions for
the purpose.
Arrived at the station at half-past
seven, and departed to their several
homes in a happy frame of mind, and
. with pleasant reflections upon the socializing influence of railroads.
•.
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Jerry Ruble ------------

Collector of the Railroad Artifacts
That Are the Foundation of Our Railroad Exhibit

The following
story is an
abridged version of material provided by Jerry Ruble's daughter,
Betty Lou Snyder, in connection
with the dedication of the permanent railroad exhibit.

Gerald Carlyle ("Jerry") Ruble was
born at home on November 5, 1905
in Robbinsdale, Minnesota, to an Irish
immigrant mother, Elizabeth and a
father, John, from Stockton, Illinois.
Jerry's railroad career began in
September of 1927 as a clerk with the
Milwaukee Railroad in Minneapolis.
By January 1, 1928, the job he had
hoped for as Chief Clerk for a small
eastern line, the Wheeling & Lake Erie
Railroad, was his.
In June 1937, Jerry was promoted
to freight traffic representative with an
important territory that included northwest Indiana, east to South Bend and
west to Salt Lake City totaling eight
states and half of the city of Chicago.
In 1949 the Nickel Plate Railroad
/"merged
with the Wheeling & Lake
~

Erie. It was then that he asked for, and
was given, the northern half of Illinois
from the Fox River, west to the Mississippi River including Dubuque and
Clinton on the Iowa side. Eager to
escape Chicago's congestion, in December of 1950, the Rubles moved to
Batavia.
In 1955 Jerry built a new home on
North Avenue and began converting
the basement into an entertainment!
museum room based on a railroad
theme and called it the "Caboose."
The room housed the hundreds of railroad items that he had collected during his career.
On November 30, 1970, Jerry retired from the railroad after 43 years.
He was a dedicated museum volunteer and a forever railroad enthusiast.
He also seNed on the "Blue Ribbon
Depot Committee" that was responsible for the decision to make the old
station into Batavia's museum. When
Jerry passed away on January 4,
1997, it was his wish that many of his
railroad artifacts be donated to the
museum. It is those artifacts that be-

Jerry Ruble in the "Caboose"

came the basis for the permanent railroad history exhibit which we recently
dedicated.

/

The Pioneer
The First Steam Engine to Leave Chicago
And the First to Arrive in Batavia
As described in "Railroad Arrives in Batavia: September 1850" in this issue, Pioneer was the steam engine,
now on display at the Chicago Historical Society, that
pulled the first train into Batavia in 1852. A prominent
early Batavian, John VanNortwick, chief engineer of a
predecessor of the Chicago and North Western and later
president of the Chicago, Burlington & Quincy, was instrumental in making the Pioneer available for this historic run. The following story is taken from Pioneer Railroad: A Story of the Chicago and North Western System
by Robert J. <;asey and W. A. S. Douglas, with some
abridgments, rearrangement and updating. The book is
available at the Gustafson Research Center.

In the summer of 1848, William B. Ogden, the first
mayor of Chicago and now president of the predecessor of the Chicago and North Western, ordered Chief
Engineer John VanNortwick to go look for a locomotive
-- a secondhand locomotive, to be paid for by stock.
"That's a difficult order to carry out," the railroad's chief
engineer told its president.

Pioneer
The Batavia Historian
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The Pioneer
"Railroads, as you know, Mr. Ogden,
are sprouting up all over the Middle
West. A good many of them seem to
have more money than we have; possibly because they are projects fostered by eastern bankers and not, as
in our case, by the people along what
is to be our right of way. Cars I can
get you. Locomotives, that's something else again. But I'm on my way."
VanNortwick lunched at the Tremont
House that day and by lucky chance
ran into an acquaintance,
Robert
Mahan, paymaster for the Michigan
Central Railroad. "Yes, we've got some
light engines," said Mahan in reply to
VanNortwick's query. "Good enough
for those ten miles of strap rail you're
starting off with. We're getting new
stuff from Baldwin any day now. How
many of the hugger-muggers do you
want? Four be enough?"
"One will be quite enough," replied
VanNortwick modestly. "You've got to
crawl before you walk, leap, or run.
Just a little farm-to-market railroad,
Mahan."

Continuedfromp,5

"Well, if it's crawling you want," replied the Michigan Central paymaster,
"we've got it. Cash on the barrelhead,
I suppose."
"We'll pay you in stock," replied
VanNortwick firmly.
Mahan's ardor cooled slightly, and
he said the matter would have to go
to higher quarters. In the meantime,
would the engineer come out to New
Buffalo and look over an engine or
two? Van Nortwick was agreeable. In
the Michigan Central yard he found
what he was looking for -- the first locomotive of the Chicago and North
Western Railway System!
All engines had names in those
days and this humble hauler of ties
and rails and working men was no
exception; it was called Alert, Mahan
had neglected to mention that Alert
was a used engine when the Michigan Central had bought it from the
Utica and Schenectady Railroad two
years before. As a matter of fact, when
VanNortwick first looked it over, Alert
had already put in eleven years of gru-

(IT4t

eling service; when its purchase was
finally approved by President Ogden
itbutbecame
not a engine
secondhand
engir\
a thirdhand
-- which
was-' J)
nothing to its discredit. Alert had been
built to last; it still lasts at the ripe old
age of 167!
VanNortwick did some scurrying
back and forth between Chicago and
New Buffalo. The purchase price was
finally settled at 40 shares of stock,
par value per share one hundred dollars; the chief engineer had a new
name plate made, and Alert became
Pioneer.
The first engineer was John Ebbert.
Ebbert lived to exhibit his engine at
the Chicago World's Fair in 1893,
passing on six years later. But his iron
horse, the first locomotive to pull a train
out of Chicago, showed up again at
the St. Louis Fair of 1903 and at the
second Chicago World's Fair in 1933.
In 1948 it made its bow to the public
again at the Chicago Railroad Fair,
and it now resides permanently at the
Chicago Historical Society.

~nltntts

An Update and Some-Corrections

\...£; -

The January and April issues of this year carried a story of the Wolcotts in Batavia. Roger Derby of Memphis, Indiana, a
Wolcott descendant, has provided us with some corrections, as well as some interesting additional information that we wish
to share with our readers. Roger is a son of Malcolm ("Bud") Derby, who lived on South Batavia Avenue until 1970 and was
well-known to many of our members.
Bud's mother, May Wolcott Derby, was a
daughter of Henry Kirke Wolcott and
Helen Newton Wolcott.
Membership Matters and
Roger writes about his paternal grandSince the last issue, we have added the following new life members (all
father, another Roger Derby: "I was told
formerly
annual members and from Batavia unless otherwise noted): Euthat the Derbys were just passing through
gene
and
Jeneva Becket, Carol Birch, Ray Bristow, and Jim and Carol Hansen
Batavia on their way to California where
(Winnetka).
Other new members include Stacy Cisneros East Dundee),
they settled and proliferated. Roger Edsel
Jeanne (Johnson) Hunt (Escondido CA -- gift from Robert C. Johnson), Nancy
Derby was so besotted by May that he
(Campbell) Janike (Lincoln, NE), David and Romona Camarata James (Inreturned from California and persuaded
dianapolis, IN), Colin and Lisa Johnson (gift from Bob and Sharon Pikrone),
her to marry him. This was not Henry
Alyce Konen (Aurora), Forrest and Carolyn Nelson, Gail B. Peyton (LexingKirke Wolcott's idea of a good match, but
ton, KY), Johanna E. Rawlings, Lawrence and Patricia Rittle, Richard
May was never a docile child."
Schroeder
In our story, we wrote: "His [Henry Kirke
(Georgetown, TX), and Larry Wicklund (Medford, OR).
Wolcott's] family does not seem to have
We regret to report the deaths of longtime members Frank I. Olson and
left much of a mark on Batavia -- possiHelen Bernice Olson.
bly there was enough money that the sons
Memorial gifts have been received for Archie Bentz from Pearl J. Blass; for
did not feel compelled to work. As Ollie
Ray
Anderson from Ruth D. Burnham; for Walter Kauth frpm Ruth D. Burnham,
recalls about one of them, 'I don't know
Roger
and Pam Carlson, Jerry D. and MaryT. Harris, and John E. and Cynthia
what Elbert did; the whole time I knew
Teegarden; for Elliott Lundberg from Ruth D. Burnham and Roger and Pam
him he was retired.'''
Carlson; for Adelaide Nelson from Ruth D. Burnham; and for Frank Olson
On the basis of information that Roger
from Carole and Marvin Dunn, Philip B. Elfstrom, and Marilyn G. Robinson.
has provided, our treatment of that branch
A $500 contribution was received from the Furnas Foundation at the direcof the family, and particularly Elbert, was
tion of Ted Clauser.

Contribution~

Continued on p. 9
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A Boy's Memories of His Father
And the Old A. E. & C. Power Plant
William F. Cavender

William
Cavender,
a 1951
graduate of Batavia High School,
is a retired psychiatrist now living
in Alexandria, Virginia. He has provided us with his memories of the
old Aurora, Elgin & Chicago power
plant located south of Batavia on
the east side of Batavia where his
father, Max Cavender, worked for
many years.
My father, Max Robert Cavender, a
second generation Batavian, worked
for the A. E. & C., then the Public Service Company of Northern Illinois for
forty-seven years before his retirement
because of illness in 1959.
My memories are enhanced by
some old newspaper clippings and
pictures from my parents' photo album. One picture is especially intriguing because it is of the interior of the
building back at the time when it was
filled with generators. I, born in 1933,
remember it after it stopped generating electricity but still had three or so
.'3.rgeturbines ....
~
I went there often with my father on
weekends when he needed to make
a brief visit to check on something.
Occasionally,
I would go with my
mother during the day to deliver Dad
his lunch. I remember that black, standard lunch bucket with the vacuum
thermos inside.
On a typical visit, we drove south
on River Street to turn right down the
steep cinder and rock driveway to the
plant. Parked in the yard before some
large metal double doors, we walked
to our right up cement steps to the
entrance, a green painted metal door
with an opaque upper half window. My
father had the key. He would open the
door, and I would step across the high
threshold into a world of its own wonder: there were the steady hum of the
turbines, loud but welcoming; the
sweet smell of ozone and the engulfing warmth that was never too much,
especially agreeable on a cold winter
day.
We walked on the cement floor (it
seems to me the floors were painted
'~ither dark green or a dark red) to
~fnetal
steps that went up to the control room high on the right. Inside there
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the smell and the warmth continued,
the hum was less. I do not remember
more than one man on duty; he was
usually sitting at a small wooden desk
at the far wall, with large windows
overlooking the river. There was a tall
bank of gauges, dials and manual
switches at the wall overlooking the
interior of the building.
What was most pleasing to me was
to go to the water cooler, pull down
one of the flimsy, cone-shaped paper
cups, hold it under the spigot, press
the button, and listen to the gigantic
gurgle and watch the huge bubble rise
to the surface while the icy water filled

the tiny cup. The taste was exceptional
-- as are many memories from one's
childhood.
The third rail tracks ran parallel between the building and the river. Outside, we would walk down the cement
steps onto a path that crossed the
track between a break in the third rail
(that was a thrill in itself). My dad and
his coworkers took pride and pleasure
in the lawn that stretched down to the
river. It was lush green and mowed.
During the war (WWII, this is) they had
rather large victory gardens planted
up closer to the tracks.
Continued

on p.

Turbines in old A. E. & C. power plant
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Memories of Helen Bartelt Anderson
I am a farmer at heart -- always have
been, always will be. My memories of
growing up are tightly intertwined with
my father's care of the land he loved
so much.
I can see Papa hitching his strong
faithful horses to the manure spreader.
The time was early March, 1924. It
was a cold blustery day. He filled the
large wagon-like spreader from a
mountain of manure. He shoveled by
hand the accumulation of the winter's
daily barn cleanings. The straw and
animal waste mixture would nourish
the new plantings in May. A late snowfall or heavy rain would wash the nutrients into the soil.
Papa's manure spreader worked
just fine. He no doubt bought it at a
farmer's auction. Most of his farm
equipment was acquired that way -colorless and worn, but workable.

Much work would be needed on the
land when the time and ground were
right. Papa would plow or disc the field.
The finishing
touch would be to
smooth out all the lumps and rough
spots with the big rakes or the drag.
Papa was proud of the work he and
his horses had done. He would say,
"In the morning I will begin to plant."
But in the morning, it rained. Delay!
Disappointment!
That passed. In a few weeks, we
could see the tiny shoots of corn in
perfect rows. I asked, "Papa, how did
you make the rows so straight?" He
replied, "When I plant the first row, I
keep my eyes on Lyle Hawks' elm
tree:' Our horses seemed to understand, too, and walked straight toward
the elm tree.
When the corn was about six to
eight inches high, the weeds were

A Boy's Memories
There was a small brick building at
water's edge -- in goodshape, though
I believe it had no use at that time
except, perhaps, for storing yard maintenance equipment. The river behind
the dam was broad and placid. There
were a few large trees at water's edge,
and an occasional
fisherman
not
catching much.
During the winter, that pond of water became a splendid place when it
froze over and the strong wind kept it
clear of snow. That is where I learned
to skate. Dad was a skater, as were
so many people who grew up in our
town blessed by the Fox. We were
bundled up -- not excessively -- and
sat on the bank to put on our black
shoe skates. Dad would then stride
out onto the ice, and I would watch. I
never saw him so free and easy, gliding along, doing a few cross cuts, skating backward, digging the blades to a
halt and beckoning to me, "Come on
out." I did and before long could pretty
much keep up with him. I was probably five or six.
The ice was generally smooth as
glass, dark green, glistening, marked
by frozen ripple and the white slashes
of our skate blades. Sometimes my
sister would be with us. Mother did not
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beginning to grow faster than the corG
It was time to get out the cultivator,
with our horses Chuck and Coaly
again ready to obey Papa's directions.
They rarely stepped on a single plant.
This had to be done one more time
before the corn was too tall. Canadian
thistles were also a menace. They had
to be chopped out by hand so as not
to damage the one and a half foot corn
that was now too tall for the cultivator.
Mama was a pretty good weather
predictor. She watched the sky and
read the predictions in the Beacon
News. Still, many stormy days came
when Papa had just cut a field of hay.
There was nothing to do but wait for
the sun to dry the hay.
Farm work in the '20s was incredibly hard, with long, long days and
aching muscles. From early in the
Continued

on p. 9

Continued from p. 7

skate. Otherwise, I remember not one
_ other soul on that paradise. It was just
ours. In later years, at times, when
unsure that I could do something, I
would envision that scene: my father
standing far out on the ice, smiling,
beckoning. "Come on, you can do it."
And, I would.
After the skating, the usual stop in
the plant warmed us immediately, and
I had my cup of delicious, ice cold
water. Then, it was back to home.
My father went on to work as a supervisor out of offices in West Chicago
and Maywood. He even had a company car, which was rarely used for
anything but his daily business traveling to the office and various substations in his territory. There were a few
nights when he was called out for an
emergency. On one occasion, the
shaft on a large generator in a town
closer to Chicago exploded. I'm sure
there were casualties. He was gone
many hours.
Other employees, Les Updike and
Ira Willis, lived just north of us on Prairie Street. Les was a lineman expected
to be at his best when the weather was
the worst. How did they do it? The
Willises bought a "mom and pop"
phone company in Wisconsin, mov-
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ing away. There were frequent visits
with and from other company employ-./ _
ees. My father's long career with onl--..../
company may never be repeated by
anyone of the younger generations.
He and my mother always seemed
very satisfied with his job, and it saw
us well through the depression years
when so many others were without
work.
Reading the Winter 1999 issue of
Fox River Lines magazine, I was surprised to learn of the many fatalities
suffered at the plant. I vaguely knew
my father had sustained burns once. I
am told my late uncle, Walter
Stephana, was working with him at the
time and ran for help. I recall no evidence of scarring on Dad. There was
a hint of family myth that it was after
that his hair turned completely white.
Maybe, but that did not explain why
his sisters' hair also turned white at
an early age. Sympathetic? Doubtful.
I have driven by the place where the
power plant stood for so many years,
and though the space is now occupied by other enterprises, there still
stands in my memory that grand building with its magnificent smoke stac";.-,
the smell, the warmth, the hum, thU........-/
lawn, the river, the skating -- all alive
and very well.
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ijIq:e~nltnffz
unintentionally
cavalier and unfair.
Roger wrote: "My father's 'Uncle Bert'
L'ved
a couple of doors south of us,
~nd
as Ollie said, he was retired, but
only after a successful career as a
consulting engineer. (He would have
been nearly 70 when Ollie got out of
the army in 1945.) Uncle Bert held
several patents and was part of a
small corporation which designed and
supervised the installation of coaling
and watering stations for the many
steam locomotives crisscrossing the
county with passengers and freight
before and during World War II." We
are glad to give this member of the
Wolcott family the credit he obviously
deserved.
Roger goes on to provide information on his parents, Bud and Sylvia
Derby: "Bud and Sylvia Derby were
very active in the Batavia social scene
for thirty years. Bud enjoyed the
SPEBSQSA, was a member of the
school board, and was active in the
First Methodist Church. These were
his spare time activities after commuting to Chicago daily and using
evenings and weekends to take care
?f the books and the banking related
~Pthecattle'feeding
operation that he
and his brother owned near Creston,
Illinois. In Chicago, his prime account
was the Tribune Tower, but as he rose
to vice-president of Kroeschell Engi-

Continued from p. 6

neering, he added other clients; e.g.,
The Wrigley Building, John Hancock,
the Marina Towers, etc."
Roger sent us an excerpt from his
mother's busy calendar, which included attending a variety of meetings
and teaching Sunday School. He ends
with the note: "One of Sylvia's continued problems was keeping track of
which meeting was which since the
same ladies attended most of them
She only served hard liquor to the
WCTU once, though."
Roger's letter included a correction
of our reporting that Bud died in 1970;
he wrote: "Actually [he] died in 1986.
in the 1970s Bud and Sylvia were
persuaded that the site of Henry
Kirke's mansion was to be converted
to a shopping center and that the area
was to be rezoned for commercial use.
Potential investors wanted his house
for office space. After I declined his
offer of the house (a maintenance
nightmare with horrendous heating
bills) on the basis that Batavia Avenue
was too busy for my three young children, he bought a condominium at 1
Normandie Drive in Sugar Grove and
sold the house." In 1983, Bud and
Sylvia moved to a'retirement community in Lombard; he died in 1986 and
she survived until 1999. We are certainly glad that Bud enjoyed sixteen
more years of life than we allowed him.

FIRES OF 1903
Marilyn Robinson
Batavia suffered several damaging fires in the summer of 1903. May 20, the
factory buildings, boiler room, and barn belonging to Williams & Son's Greenhouse Company on Batavia Avenue and First Street were destroyed. The fire was
discovered about 1:30 a.m., and the alarm was sounded.
The fire company prevented the numerous adjoining frame buildings from burning, including the residence, greenhouses and office, so the company's numerous flowers and plants were not badly injured. The fire had such headway that the
firemen were unable to save the horses housed in the barn, and they perished in
the flames.
Less than two weeks later, the store building and granary of Charles Johnson,
a west side lumber dealer, was discovered to be on fire at 11 :30 the night of June
3. The fire company immediately responded, but the fire was so far along that the
lumber house and granary was consumed by the flames along with their contents-25,000
feet of lumber and 500 bushels of corn. The C. B. & Q. freight car
standing near the burning building was also badly damaged.
Friday morning, July 31, about 3:30, a fire was discovered in the barn of Charles
Pierce on South Batavia Avenue by a neighbor, George Guy. Again the alarm
was immediately given, but the fire was so far advanced that Pierce's horse, the
ene he drove for his mail-delivery, perished. The barn on Nelson Wolcott's place,
~J.1djoining the fire, was also damaged, but the fire company was able to prevent
the fire from spreading further.
No cause for any of these fires was known.
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Richard J. Nealis, owner of the
building at 51 0 South Batavia Avenue,
has also written us regarding the story
on the Wolcotts. He writes: ''The 510
property was build by [Henry Kirke
Wolcott's] son, Frank Wolcott, in 1903.
I have a deed in 1924 where his wife,
Clara, as administratrix of his estate,
sold the property of J.K. Wolcott. The
article states that H.K. was born in
1840, so at the time he purchased the
property he would have been 84 years
old. The Wolcott ownership came to
an end in 1950 when a Nora Wolcott
sold the property to a Roger and Mary
Mullen:'
It would appear that, at one time,
much of South Batavia Avenue must
have been a private Wolcott preserve!

Continued from p. 8

morning until after sunset, the cows
had to be milked and other animals
cared for.
I have often wondered about my
parents' great addiction to the farm.
They were always looking forward to
the coming season, no matter how
tired they were. Was it the miracle of
harvesting the seeds in the fall, planting the same seeds the next spring,
then harvesting the increase over and
over, year after year? The land was to
care for -- to love.
On a spring day late in April, our
son Jim took us for a ride going west
on route 38 to Sycamore. I could not
take my eyes off the velvety fields that
had been prepared for planting. Only
the monster instruments of today's
industry could perform with such perfection.ln a few weeks, my visual pleasure included tiny shoots of corn in
perfect rows. Weed control and fertilizer added at the time of the corn
planting meant that the ground probably would not be disturbed until harvest. If only Papa could see this!
But would he have traded his farm
with all the hard work and aching
muscles -- his closeness to the land
and the animals and his almost innate
sense of the rhythm of the seasons -for today's beautiful mega farms with
their newly painted building and wellkept lawns? Papa's answer: "Most
definitely not." He was a man of the
soil.
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