








IRVINE Park g = 
in the 1880's 

suddenly disappear and spend three-quar­
ters of an hour upstairs while the Wood 
sisters, Jane and Nancy (Mrs. Earl Lee 
and Mrs. Alex Janes), won all honors. Aunt 
Clara and Uncle Tan played bridge whist 
and backgammon every night for twenty 
or thirty years and kept all the scores on 
file. 

The Charles L. Willis' home, a darling 
frame bungalow filled with beautiful old-
fashioned furniture, was a bright, cheery 
place. My Sunday school teacher at Christ 
Church, Sue Willis, her mother and broth­
er John, afterward a celebrated judge, 
lived there. I attended Sunday school very 
regularly because Miss Sue always gave 
each child who knew the Collect a sweet 
little card with birds and flowers on it. 
After we could recite the Ten Command­
ments, Duty to our Neighbor, and the 
Apostles' Creed, we received a large highly 
embossed card as a reward. 

Directly opposite Lawyer Horn's house 
on Irvine Park, my beloved great-aunt, 
Mrs. William A. Spencer, lived. In her 
pantry there was always an enormous 
pitcher of lemonade to pass around to the 
neighborhood children along with sand­
wiches, cookies, and cake. On a hot sum­
mer's day a long hill back of the house was 
a thrilling place to roll down. Aunt Nettie, 
with her hair always in a smooth water 
wave, not a strand out of place, was so 
placid, calm, and serene; I wonder if she 
could have kept that serenity in this day 

of rush and hurry. During any illness, 
neighbors took turns tending the sick. Aunt 
Nettie was invariably the first to appear. 
When people entertained, all the neighbors 
pitched in and helped prepare the refresh­
ments. Aunt Nettie Spencer was noted for 
her light, flaky, delicious cakes, and her 
chicken salad in which only white meat 
was mixed with hearts of celery, a few 
hard-boiled eggs, and mayonnaise made 
with oil beaten drop by drop with a silver 
fork. 

Critics of taste and discrimination de­
clared that her apple pies had a special 
charm of their own. She was also cele­
brated for her brandy peaches. A temper­
ance worker once dined with her just 
before giving a lecture. When she asked 
him if he would have some more peaches, 
he said, "No thank you, Madam, but I will 
take a little more of the juice, if you 
please." Governor Ramsey introduced this 
speaker at the lecture by saying, "Mr. So-
and-So is an old friend of mine. Many is 
the drink we have had together." The 
speaker, quite perturbed, stirred uneasily, 
until the governor added, "I drink the 
whisky and my friend drinks the water." 

Aunt Nettie was the heroine of another 
story. At times the peaceful Irvine Park 
neighborhood would have its intruders. 
Far below, under the bluff, lived the 
O'Rourkes and O'Hoolahans. Occasionally 
the small members of these families 
climbed by roundabout paths from their 
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dusty, hot shacks to the cool shade of the 
park. But they knew they were tolerated 
only as long as they were on their good 
behavior, and that no bird-nesting or 
stone-throwing would be permitted. 

One day a new tribe of small Berserkers 
appeared, and in open defiance of the un­
written laws, sent one of their number up 
a tree after a robin's nest. Promptly Aunt 
Nettie appeared in front of her house. The 
boy was bidden to come down and cease 
operations forthwith. It was evident they 
were newcomers for they mocked at my 
aunt, laughing at her as the boy climbed 
higher and higher. A moment's pause and 
she turned and disappeared within the 
house. An instant later down her front walk 
Aunt Nettie marched with stately tread, 
her shoulders squared, her head high as 
one who goes forth to war. In her hands 
was a large, long-handled axe, the edge of 
which she was trying in a bloodcurdling 
fashion, glancing from time to time toward 
the boys. 

As this awesome figure appeared, a hush 
stole over the group. The boy above 
stopped climbing, and those below looked 
at one another in dismay. She didn't speak 
a word, but marched steadily forward un­
til, as she reached the park, wild panic fell 
upon the culprits. The climber slid down 
in hot haste regardless of trousers, and 
with yells of fear they rushed headlong 
from the park. The next morning Aunt 
Nettie was seen passing lemonade and 
gingerbread over her back gate to those 
same boys, binding them by vows (which 
were well kept) to let the birds nest in 
peace. 

Great-grandmother Langford divided 
her time between two of her daughters, 
Mrs. Spencer and Mrs. Governor William 
Marshall. Even as a child of three I can 
recall the awe and admiration that filled 
me when I was in her presence. She was 
the sweetest, most attractive old lady I 
have ever known; her snow-white hair was 
dressed with three curls on each side of 
her face, and she wore an enormous cap of 

thin material, stiffly starched, and with two 
streamers that hung down to her shoulders. 
Her complexion, even when she was well 
over ninety, was free from wrinkles, fresh 
pink and white — not from a box either. 
Her maiden name was Chloe Sweeting, 
and the Sweeting apples were named for 
her. The apples are pink and white too. 
She raised thirteen children and never lost 
her keen sense of humor and her gift for 
making friends. 

On her birthday it was customary for 
all the old settlers to pay their respects, 
bringing gifts. On that day her rooms were 
filled with flowers. Papa always gave her 
a bottle of whisky and when no one was 
looking she would call him over to her. 
As he leaned down she would whisper, 
"Charles, your present was the very best 
one I had. Of course I only take a little 
drink once in a while for my stomach's 
sake." The way she said it, with a sly wink, 
was charming. 

In the early days, many in number and 
various in nationality were the men who 
were gardeners and did odd jobs for the 
neighborhood. One of these was an Irish­
man whose numerous family was clothed 
in cast-off garments, so that the Irvine Park 
fathers, hailing what they supposed to be 
their offspring, found them to be small 
O'Rourkes. Another was a Bohemian whose 
greatest happiness resulted frorii well-kept 
lawns. 

Yes,. my mind often reverts to Irvine 
Park. I can never catch a glimpse of but­
terflies fluttering over red butterfly-weed 
without remembering a bunch of it which 
grew on the north side of the old park. 
The common wild columbine, too, I al­
ways associate with the wooded slope. 

As the years have brought an increasing 
knowledge of hfe in a large city, I have a 
feeling of thankfulness that my early days 
were spent in a real neighborhood, a kind­
ly little community where large yards, 
vacant lots, and parks gave breathing space 
— where there were friendliness and kindli­
ness and the good life. 
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