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Wallace Byron Grange (1905–87) was an influential conservationist who worked alongside Aldo
Leopold. Grange’s story vividly describes his mostly idyllic childhood watching bird life in the
once grand prairies just west of Chicago. He documents his family’s journey and pioneering
struggle to operate a farm on the logged cutover country in northern Wisconsin, a land that
provided him with abundant opportunities to study the lives of wild creatures he loved
most.Written when Grange was in his sixties, As the Twig Is Bent conveys how a leading
conservationist was formed through his early relationship to nature. In beautifully composed
vignettes, he details encounters both profound and minute, from the white-footed mice attracted
by cookie crumbs in his boyhood clubhouse to the sounds of great horned owls echoing through
the wintry woods. As he develops his own understanding of the natural world, he comes to an
awareness of the dramatic and devastating role of humankind on ecosystems. Grange’s
poignant observations still resonate today amid global conversations about the fate of our
natural resources and climate change.

“Original and refreshing, reminiscent of the poignant writings of Increase Lapham, Fran
Hamerstrom, and John Muir. Grange does a superb job of portraying societal life a century ago
in Illinois, and the pioneering life of the Grange family in the ‘cutover country’ in northern
Wisconsin.”—Sumner Matteson, author of Afield: Portraits of Wisconsin Naturalists,
Empowering Leopold’s Legacy“An engaging memoir of the making of a devoted conservationist,
evocative of the unhurried pace of a bygone era. Grange shares with us a voluminous, detailed
treasure trove of experiences that reveal the making of a man who dedicated his life to the cause
of conservation.”—Arthur Melville Pearson, author of Force of Nature --This text refers to the
hardcover edition.About the AuthorJoseph L. Breitenstein is a licensed psychologist and
professor at Luther College. His professional interests include the intersections between
psychology and environmentalism. Richard P. Thiel is active with the Timber Wolf Information
Network and the International Wolf Center. His books include Keepers of the Wolves and Wild
Wolves We Have Known. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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trees on their landOld Nel with Neal on her back and Wallace Sumner holding the reinsPopple
trees felled in summer for peeling before being used to build the houseConstruction of the
Granges’ log house in autumn 1919Locals engaged in hunting wolves, for which the state and



county paid bounties many times the monthly income of most farm familiesThe Crane Road,
now Rusk County Highway J, in winterNeal and Wallace in their second summer at the family’s
farmsteadWallace Sumner in the summer settee chair with the family’s two dogs, Dash and
FizzThe view in 1924, looking west across the east field, toward the Grange
farmsteadLadysmith High School at the time Wallace attended, 1920–24The Thornapple River
railroad trestleThe Grange cabinDead tamaracks across Crane Road from the Grange
farmsteadA Fountain-Campbell Lumber Company steam skidder hauling wood near Donald,
WisconsinLadysmith High School debating team, including Wallace and HazelHazel and her
bobbed haircut, summer 1922An active logging campWallace Sumner and Helen Grange with
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Museum, and the Glen Ellyn Historical Society.We also extend thanks to Isaac Christopherson,
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truly been a collaborative effort and a labor of love for both of us.Editors’ ForewordIn 1962 the
Wisconsin Conservation Department’s area game management supervisor, Stan DeBoer,
remarked, “I was handed one of the most wonderful packages any wildlife manager could
expect to receive: a 9,000-acre tract of diversified wildlife habitat in central Wisconsin completely
wrapped inside a 9-foot deer-proof fence and covered [by] complete, accurate game harvest
records for the past 24 years.”1 He was referring to the State of Wisconsin’s purchase of Wallace
Grange’s Sandhill Game Farm. His responsibility was to add it to the fleet of state wildlife areas;
it was renamed the Sandhill Wildlife Demonstration Area.Wallace Byron Grange was born in the
suburban Chicago city of Wheaton, Illinois, on September 10, 1905. His father, Wallace Sumner
Grange, had been born on a farm near Eldredsville, Pennsylvania, in April 1857, the fourth of ten
siblings. In 1881 he migrated west and entered Wesleyan Seminary in Wasioja, Minnesota,
where he befriended Florence Douglass and Helen Tibbetts. In 1884 he and Florence married,
and he began his career in the ministry, preaching first in Butler Mission, Iowa, and then in
Wheaton, Illinois. Three sons were born to Wallace Sumner and Florence: Earl in 1887, Ross in
1889, and John in 1891. In September 1893 Florence died along with her newborn during
childbirth, leaving Wallace Sumner alone to raise their three sons.Wallace, Neal, and Roger
Grange, 1908. (UWSP C133 Lot 288)Wallace Sumner Grange sought out his college friend
Helen Tibbetts, who moved to Wheaton to care for the children. Helen, born in 1866 in Concord,
Minnesota, to Helen and John Tibbetts, was one of six siblings, one of whom did not reach
adulthood. In June 1895 Wallace Sumner and Helen wed. Three sons were born to them: Roger
in 1901, Wallace Byron in 1905, and Neal in 1907. And so they raised two sets of three brothers,
separated by a decade and more. Several of Wallace Sumner’s brothers also settled in the
Chicago area.For many years, Wallace Sumner worked as a Methodist minister in Wheaton, but
eventually he and the congregation had a difference of opinion as to how to handle a prominent
church member who had been accused of adultery. Wallace Sumner reminded the congregation
that all were sinners: “He who is without sin should cast the first stone.” They did.Wallace
Sumner Grange and several of his brothers engaged in a house-moving business in the
Wheaton, Illinois, area for a number of years. Young Wallace Byron learned these skills and
applied them during his career. (UWSP C133 Lot 288)He never returned to the ministry. From
that point forward, Wallace Sumner held various jobs, sometimes working on his brother
Ernest’s farm, and once over a period of several years engaging in a house-moving business
with several of his brothers. Wallace Sumner worked incredibly hard at improving his lot in life,
despite setback after setback. For example, he earned several patents for office filing
equipment, but this promising business was destroyed by fire. He was certain that his last
venture, establishing a farm in the harsh cutover lands of northern Wisconsin, would finally bring
him success. The farm was never viable, but the move had a profoundly positive influence on
young Wallace Byron Grange.Our Relationship to Wallace Grange, and This ManuscriptLike
most of my classmates and colleagues in Wisconsin in the 1960s and early 1970s, I (Richard
Thiel) was aware of Wallace Grange and his legendary Sandhill facility. As part of the



conservation movement of the 1920s through the 1950s, he was in league locally, regionally, and
nationally with people of much influence in the development of wildlife management: Aldo
Leopold, Lee Dice, Hartley H. T. Jackson, Bill Feeney, Paul Errington, Herb Stoddard, Harley
MacKenzie, Norman Fassett, Owen Gromme, Walter Scott, Olaus and Adolph Murie. And the list
goes on.A year after I graduated from the University of Wisconsin–Stevens Point, whose
nationally renowned wildlife programs were directly influenced by some of these same
pioneering wildlife professionals, I landed a temporary job as a wildlife biologist with the
Department of Natural Resources right there at Sandhill. It was a dream come true—the work
being done at Sandhill Wildlife Area was cutting-edge stuff for a neophyte—a crossroads
between wildlife research and wildlife management.Since my high school days, I had been
keenly interested in the history of the demise of Wisconsin’s original wolf population, which was
extirpated from the state by the late 1950s. Slowly, as time and money allowed, I interviewed
many people who knew something about wolves in the period spanning the 1920s to the 1950s.
I read voraciously from old Wisconsin County history books and coursed through local
newspaper files. In the process I became enthralled with learning about early conservationists’
actions in protecting game populations and restoring their habitats during the same period when
wolves were being exterminated. Were it not for these far-sighted individuals, we would not have
the bounteous wildlife resources that many outdoorspeople take for granted today. Grange was
one of these movers and shakers.Aldo Leopold and Norman Fassett in jack pine thicket. Photo
taken by Wallace Grange possibly on Grange’s Sandhill Game Farm. (UWSP C133 Lot 288)In
those three years at Sandhill, I became thoroughly aware of details about Wallace and Hazel
Grange that were not generally known, and it increased my interest in them. Fifteen years earlier,
in 1962, Grange had sold his 9,150-acre Sandhill Game Farm to the Wisconsin Conservation
Department (in 1968 the agency’s name changed to the Department of Natural Resources).
Some of Grange’s faithful cadre of employees came along as part of the deal and continued to
work as technicians. Lunch hours and even some of the field activities were filled with stories of
“The Grange Days.” I soaked it all up. The Granges, of course, had long since retired. They had
moved to somewhere in North Dakota and were becoming a part of history.I moved on to
become the state’s first wolf biologist, managing recovery work for the species, again on
temporary assignment, for the Department of Natural Resources in northern Wisconsin.2 All the
while I continued to nurture my interest in the history of conservation during that period when
wildlife science was in its infancy.Ten years later I returned to Sandhill to start up the agency’s
nascent outdoor skills education initiatives. I remained there until my retirement in 2011. In those
twenty years, as time allowed, I continued pursuing an interest in Wisconsin conservation history
and the Granges. Shortly after the death of Hazel Grange in 1997, Don Johnson, longtime
outdoors editor for the Milwaukee Sentinel, dropped by to chat. He had been a personal friend of
the Granges. He handed me—on loan—a seven-hundred-page typewritten manuscript by
Wallace titled As the Twig Is Bent. He wanted to know whether we could collaborate in trying to
get this autobiographical work published. We did try, and we failed.The childless Granges had



willed the contents of their home to Don and another friend, Del Lambert, whom I also knew.
Don, who was in failing health, asked if I could somehow interest the Department of Natural
Resources in authorizing a rescue of Wallace’s office files from distant Calio, North Dakota. The
agency wasn’t interested.Instead, my brother Scott and I drove to Calio and spent a day loading
every square inch of my Dodge caravan with boxes of files. By day’s end, we had succeeded in
procuring all of Grange’s papers. From the driver’s seat, I could not view Scott in the front
passenger seat, much less the road beyond. We drove the two-day return trip to Wisconsin with
care.Over the intervening years, volunteers and I canvased the contents of the boxes, marveling
at the wealth of historical data contained within. The records of his life and work included at least
six never-published book-length manuscripts, thousands of still pictures (both positives and
negatives), and many canisters of 16mm film. As I neared retirement, arrangements were made
to donate these materials to the University of Wisconsin–Sevens Point Archives and Area
Research Center, thanks to the generosity and wisdom of Lambert and Johnson, both by then
deceased.Through the Grange papers and the many people I interviewed who knew the couple,
I feel close to Wallace and Hazel even though I never met either of them. But I believe I came
very close to meeting them once.Sometime in the mid-1980s, Wallace fell ill. He was a veteran
of World War II, and my spouse, Deb, was then employed as a dietitian at the Veterans
Administration hospital in Tomah, Wisconsin, where Wallace was receiving treatment. Some of
my wife’s associates, familiar with my experience at Sandhill and my interest in conservation
history, suggested I visit him.But how would I do this? Barge in and introduce myself as an
aspiring greenhorn biologist? What would I say? What could we possibly talk about? This man
was a giant among wildlife biologists.I demurred.Wallace was discharged. A year or two went by,
then I received word that he was back, and the prognosis was anything but good.One cold
morning, I took our dog out for a walk before trudging up to the office. I followed a particular route
through our residential neighborhood, turning left on Kilbourn Avenue, and began walking
toward Highway 16. My eyes fell upon a petite, attractive, elderly woman walking in my direction.
I had never seen her before, which I thought somewhat strange because I felt I knew everyone in
the neighborhood. We exchanged pleasantries as we passed one another. I never saw her
again.Twenty years later, I learned that by the time Wallace returned to the hospital, they were
financially stressed, and to save what little money they had, Hazel had lodged at the Daylight Inn
on Highway 16, where rooms were reasonable. Each morning she walked the three miles to the
VA hospital to be with her husband. Evenings, she walked back. She caught pneumonia, and
after that incident our social worker friend who told me this story provided her with daily rides.My
friend’s story brought back to me the image of that woman who had passed me many years
earlier. Tantalizingly, the quickest route between the hospital and the motel would have taken
Hazel on the exact route where I had encountered this mystery woman. The image of that
woman remains seared in my memory. It matches the numerous photographs I’ve seen of Hazel.
Although I will never be certain, I believe the woman I said “Good morning” to some forty years
ago was indeed Hazel Grange.What might I have discovered had I engaged her in conversation?



Richard P. ThielI (Joseph Breitenstein) remember looking forward to engaging Dick Thiel in
conversation at a wolf workshop he was conducting. I had read his books and felt fortunate to be
randomly paired with him for a tracking exercise. We spent the better part of a day driving
through the central Wisconsin forest looking for wolf sign. As a psychology professor, I was
struck by Dick’s magnanimous and patient approach to teaching. He appeared to embody one
of Abraham Maslow’s characteristics of the self-actualized personality: “continued freshness of
appreciation.”3 It appeared as if Dick was as excited to find wolf sign that day as he was when he
first discovered the return of wolves to our native Wisconsin almost forty years ago.Eventually
the conversation turned to nature authors with Wisconsin connections. I remember offering my
opinion, fearing blasphemy: as a mere clinical psychologist who wished he was a wildlife
biologist, I had learned more about ecology from Grange’s Those of the Forest than I had from
Aldo Leopold’s Sand County Almanac, as much as I loved Leopold. Much to my surprise and
relief, Dick concurred. Then I told him that professionally I had been fascinated to learn that the
fathers of John Muir and Sigurd Olson were fundamentalist preachers, prone to both rigidity and
transcendental bliss, and I sensed some of the same, often unrecognized characteristics in their
sons but directed toward nature. I remember him looking at me with apparent surprise that I had
observed this, and saying something like “So was Grange’s dad.”I knew that Dick had spent the
majority of his career as an educator at Sandhill Wildlife Area, Grange’s former Sandhill Game
Farm, but I did not know until that day that Dick and his brother Scott had driven to North Dakota
and barely rescued the trove of materials that now constitute the Grange holdings in the archives
at the University of Wisconsin–Stevens Point, from which I had graduated with degrees in
psychology and English. Dick said there were many Grange stories in the archives just waiting to
be told.After the workshop Dick and his wife, Deb, graciously accepted anyone interested in
wolves into their pack. About six months later, at a house party hosted by the Thiels, Dick took
me aside and said, “I have something to show you.” We went to his basement office and he
handed me a box with the original As the Twig Is Bent manuscript. He said, “Lose this and I’ll kill
you.” I was pretty sure this was just a statement of how important the manuscript was to him and
not an actual threat. I have worked closely on this project with Dick for well over a year now, and I
remain mostly confident in my initial interpretation.I started reading the manuscript the moment I
got home and couldn’t put it down. Here was a fascinating story that described Grange’s
development as both a naturalist and a person, using a metaphor from nature as the title, of
course. From a psychological perspective, I quickly identified a young man with strict but loving
parents, who exhibited savant-like characteristics when it came to birds and nature in general,
and whose nature was nurtured on a cutover farm on the edge of unspoiled Wisconsin
wilderness. Though he was inhibited by an early trauma, he was ultimately unafraid to spend the
rest of his days with the loves of his life: Hazel St. Germain and nature.For many years I
conducted psychological evaluations for veterans residing in central and northern Wisconsin,
like Grange did for most of his life. This was at the same veterans medical center where Deb
Thiel worked. I did not know her then, but it is quite likely we walked past each other at some



point.When I asked veterans how they coped with stress, quite often I heard something to the
effect of “I go out into the woods and talk to the trees. That doesn’t make me crazy, does it?” My
invariable response was “If it does, then we are both in a lot of trouble.” This shared connection
often led to fruitful discussions about how to extend the solace found in nature to other important
areas of our lives and more specifically how to set aside our natural defenses to better connect
with ourselves and with others in the civilized world.Grange reported retreating into himself and
working even more closely with nature after being traumatized. As open as he was to learning
about nature and falling in love with Hazel, he appeared less able to recognize his retreat and
how this may have accentuated familial characteristics that he found challenging to deal with in
certain relationships and that would present similar challenges for him. Nature can function as
both an escape and a return.As a clinical psychologist, I certainly picked a difficult species to
study. I have been privileged to listen to hundreds and hundreds of life stories. The story of
Wallace Byron Grange felt somehow different to me, like it was an unfinished story on so many
levels. I told our editor in one of our first conversations that as much as I would love to have
Grange’s story published, I would have developed this text just as I did to help make sense of it
even if I knew nobody else would ever read it. He needed to tell his story, and I hope that in our
doing so this long series of coincidences will finally connect him to others.Joseph L.
BreitensteinThe Significance of Wallace Grange“Go to Grange’s wildlife farm ‘to see how it is
really done.’” These words were written by Don Johnson, longtime Milwaukee Sentinel outdoor
editor and 2019 inductee into the Wisconsin Conservation Hall of Fame. He was quoting the
advice of none other than Aldo Leopold, University of Wisconsin’s game management professor,
to his then graduate student and eventual successor, Joseph Hickey. Hickey did go to Grange’s
Sandhill Game Farm, and over the years he continued to bring his students there to see how
habitat management was done. Yet, Johnson noted, “When Wallace Byron Grange died on June
8, 1987, the news did not even appear in newspapers in Wisconsin, the state where he had
been a compelling force in the early days of the conservation movement. He had been all but
forgotten.”4Wallace Byron Grange was quite accomplished. After graduating from high school,
he attended the University of Wisconsin, then in his second year he transferred to the University
of Michigan. Grange never completed his studies. At the age of twenty-two, he returned to
Wisconsin, accepting a position as head of the Division of Game in the nascent Wisconsin
Conservation Department.5 In 1930 he moved to Washington, DC, as an upland game biologist
developing projects for the US Bureau of Biological Survey. At the same time, he and his wife
began purchasing thousands of acres in Central Wisconsin in what would become their beloved
10,000-acre Sandhill Game Farm, which they operated from 1937 to 1962.Wallace Grange
contributed much to the embryonic conservation movement. He was the first superintendent of
game for the Wisconsin Conservation Department (1928–30; now the Bureau of Wildlife
Management in the Wisconsin Department of Natural Resources), the first grouse research
biologist (1941–42), and the first to use controlled fire in managing wildlife habitat in Wisconsin
(1942). He operated the largest private game farm enterprise in Wisconsin (the Sandhill Game



Farm, 1937–62), and he was the founder (1951) and first president of the Citizens Natural
Resources Association. Grange was also a prolific writer, with works appearing in both the
popular and professional literatures. Some consider his book Those of the Forest to be equal to
Leopold’s Sand County Almanac. Wisconsinites are also the beneficiaries of the Granges’ sale
of the Sandhill Game Farm, located twenty miles west of Wisconsin Rapids, to the State of
Wisconsin. Now known as the Sandhill Wildlife Demonstration Area, it is a true gem in the
Department of Natural Resources’ inventory of wildlife areas.Grange was inducted into the
Wisconsin Conservation Hall of Fame in 1993, six years following his death. Among his
generation of pioneering Wisconsin conservationists with whom he shares this honor are Aldo
Leopold, Owen Gromme, Sigurd Olson, Ernest Swift, Harley MacKenzie, Walter Scott, Fran and
Fred Hamerstrom, E. M. Dahlberg, Joseph Hickey, Herb Stoddard, George Becker—all of whom
Grange knew, toiled with, and counted as friends.6The complete As the Twig Is Bent manuscript
is 665 double-spaced, typewritten pages and contains numerous handwritten corrections. It was
written by Grange between roughly 1970 and 1976, when he would have been mostly in his late
sixties.Along with this manuscript, the University of Wisconsin–Stevens Point Nelis Kampenga
University Archives and Area Research Center houses Grange’s unpublished writings, office
records, notebooks, correspondence, miscellaneous documents, and photographs, which span
numerous conservation topics from a bygone era. This repository of information is fertile ground
for additional scholarship.This abridged edition makes Grange’s manuscript accessible to
today’s readers. The original contains the following chapters.Chapter 1 (13 pages) serves as the
foreword to subsequent chapters and was adapted as the introduction for this edition.Chapter 2
(28 pages) extensively traces Grange’s family’s background for several generations, with
particular attention paid to the lives of his mother and father. This information was not included in
the present edition beyond footnotes formally identifying relevant family members.Chapter 3
(112 pages) describes Grange’s early childhood in Wheaton, Illinois, up until Grange was the
victim of an assault in seventh grade. That Grange chose to end a chapter with this event, which
he did not do with his family’s major move to Crane, Wisconsin, a few years later, suggests the
pivotal nature of the hazing and the lasting trauma associated with it.Chapter 4 (273 pages)
describes Grange’s almost five years living on a cutover farm in northern Rusk County,
Wisconsin, while completing high school and working jobs in nearby Ladysmith, Wisconsin. He
describes his high school years, a growing familiarity with nature, and falling in love with his
future wife, Hazel St. Germain. The chapter ends with his departure to college at what is now the
University of Wisconsin–Madison.We chose to end this book where Wallace graduates from
high school and leaves his family to begin life’s adventures. The original manuscript continues
with four additional chapters chronicling his college years and slightly beyond.Chapter 5 (32
pages) describes his first academic year at Madison.Chapter 6 (79 pages) recounts the
following year, when Grange counted sheep and surveyed for the US Forest Service in what are
now Medicine Bow National Forest in Wyoming and Routt National Forest in Colorado.Chapter 7
(99 pages) tells of the next year of Grange’s career, when he worked in Florida for the renowned



ornithologist Arthur Holmes Howell, gathering field information for what would eventually be
Howell’s book Florida Bird Life (1932).Chapter 8 (29 pages) describes the next year, during
which Grange worked at the University of Michigan Museum of Zoology with Olaus and Adolph
Murie and became engaged to and married Hazel. He then interrupted his academic career and
returned to Ladysmith to attend to his parents, whose health was rapidly declining. While at
Ladysmith, Grange was named Wisconsin’s superintendent of game, and thereafter he did not
resume his formal education. Grange chose to end his recollections at this point in his life,
noting, “One must somewhere in one’s recollections pause; where better than at the close of the
impressionable, formative, all-important years of youth, along the earlier portions of the trail,
which continued onward; continues today.”Portions of the last eight pages of Grange’s
conclusion were adapted as an afterword for the present edition, which we hope will provide
readers with valuable insights into the making of a truly gifted pioneer environmentalist.NOTES1.
J. F. Kubisiak, K. R. McKaffery, W. A. Creed, T. A. Heberlein, R. C. Bishop, and R. E. Rolley,
Sandhill Whitetails: Providing New Perspective for Deer Management (Wisconsin Department of
Natural Resources PUB-SS-962-2002, 2002).2. R. P. Thiel, Keepers of the Wolves, 2nd ed.
(Madison: University of Wisconsin Press, 2018).3. “Continued Freshness of Appreciation,” in
Self-Actualizing People: A Study of Psychological Health, by A. H. Maslow (New York: Grune &
Stratton, 1950), 11–34.4. Hazel Grange, Live Arrival Guaranteed (Boulder Junction, WI: Lost
River Press, 1996), xi–xii.5. D. Gjestson, The Gamekeepers: Wisconsin Wildlife Conservation
from WCD to CWD, Wisconsin Department of Natural Resources PUB-SS-1079 (2013).6.
“Explore the Inductees,” Wisconsin Conservation Hall of Fame, accessed December 30,
2019, .IntroductionAs I look back over more than seventy years of life, the pattern of it seldom
diverges from wildlife and country places.I see a tract of land, burning, the peaty soil itself afire,
then left charred and barren. I recall the long struggle through which this denuded land became
flooded marshland attracting thousands of waterfowl. Land upon which sandhill cranes nested
and reared their young because of an environment purposefully changed and made suitable for
their use. I see the birth of forests, the birth of a buffalo, a caribou passing within yards of my tent
in Alaska, turning its head side to side to nip off twigs of willow as it walked onward in its
migration. The man-o’-war birds in marvelous flight high above the tip end of Florida. The eerie
flapping flight of huge fruit bats on a largely South Pacific island two degrees south of the
equator, conies near their haystacks high in the mountains of Wyoming. Giant cacti and Gila
monsters in Arizona, the parula warbler nest in Northern Wisconsin, which was so difficult to
locate. And from my window here in North Dakota I look back only five minutes ago to the sight
of Bohemian waxwings, which have come, on this snowy day, to eat thorn-apples from the tree
in our yard. I see, also, many people, some still living, some who have departed this earth, and I
attempt to see myself, or at least to recapture what was felt in the long-ago days.But why look
back? Why look again into what some call the dead past?It is “dead” only because one cannot
go back. Whatever may be time’s dimension no part of it is truly dead. It is one continuous thing.
Quite arbitrarily, we partition it into the past, present, and future simply because these represent



the focus of awareness, the ongoing moments of life during which we can each say “I am!”The
past inhabits all that we know. It is here, today, in all things. Within human experience, each
present moment dominates as it passes on. But time, of which we can conceive no beginning
and no end, is itself one thing. We cannot change the past. What we all change is the future, for
what we do today affects the course of the future.I am amazed at the profound oddity in the way
in which the events of our lives occur. Propinquity and locality are important: the place in which
one happened to be born, the parents of whom one was born, the people within the circles of
acquaintanceship who influence outlooks and habits, the continent on which one found oneself
upon birth. Even the era, whether born in the nineteenth, twentieth, fourth, or thirtieth century.
The fact that a war or a dozen of them happened in one’s own lifetime, or that none at all
occurred (if the lifespan was exceedingly short). That one just happened to catch or escape a
serious disease through no known action of self. The fact that one person’s eyes are blue while
another’s are brown—the list is endless.There are reasons enough for many of these things
looked at separately, by themselves. From whatever reasons, one is caught up by them, favored
or frowned on by them. Paradoxical as all this may be, in these things over which there is no
individual control, there is contradiction in the fact that some triviality, as it is believed to be at the
moment, may profoundly affect one over a lifetime. “Had I been standing six inches to the side,” a
soldier says, “I would have been killed!” A very great thing to have survived. A very trivial thing,
six inches! From such oddity of events, who can sort out the jumble of it? Of course, one cannot.
Since so many things in my life happened to come about because of what other people
happened to do (my parents, friends, or national leaders who decided the issues that governed
all our lives), it cannot be known what alternatives might have developed had other influences
operated. Always I have been fascinated by the oddity with which events have happened, and
still happen. I can know nothing of why, perhaps, but that is not so important, even if it were
possible—for what happened and how has been interesting enough.How does it happen, for
example, that I, here, at this moment, am pounding away at my typewriter?To partially explain, I
must go back to the day, May 24, 1961, when a skinny little puppy was brought into our lives.He
was no more than five weeks old. Yellow and white, black and tan, speckled here and there, he
appeared to be largely beagle—a hound, a rabbit dog with unknown admixtures. Most of all, he
was pathetic, very forlorn, starved nearly to death. He was found by some friends of ours halfway
inside our farm, in the woods. They brought him in to us, and there he was, miserable, a tiny,
helpless living thing presumably cast out by someone who found an unwanted litter of puppies
on his hands. The puppy had just happened to have been seen and picked up. He could not
have lived much longer alone in the woods.We already had a dog. We did not want another. We
resented his having been tossed out on our property. The only solution to the problem was to
destroy him.“Wallace, you’ll have to dispose of him,” Hazel, my wife, said.“I know it,” I replied.
“We just don’t want another dog; it’s the only thing to do. I’ll shoot him tomorrow morning.” Both of
us meant it too.Meanwhile, one could not just let a starving animal go hungry. Hazel got the pup
something to eat. It wagged its tail as it devoured the food, then looked up at Hazel with the



soulful eyes of a hound.She took the puppy for a little walk. Although it had some difficulty
walking, it was eager to attach itself to Hazel and rather falteringly followed her.Hazel did not
want to take the puppy into the house. No use to start that. She put him into a large wooden box
with plenty of soft bedding on the back porch. It was while she was tucking the puppy in that a
friend stopped by.“Well,” he said, “I see you have a new dog.”“Oh no!” Hazel replied. “Ruth and
Phoebe found him out on the place. We’re going to get rid of him in the morning. Do you think
he’ll be warm enough in this box without a hot water bottle?”When Ted, our caller, returned to his
house, he told his wife, “That puppy has found a home!” He knew it before either of us did.In the
morning when Hazel returned from walking the puppy, she reported, “You know, that puppy is
really smart!”Very soon, then, we found ourselves making a totally unexpected trip to the
veterinarian twenty miles away to have the puppy checked over. On the pup’s nose was a fairly
large cut, and we feared that it might have been caused by the bite of some rabid animal while
the puppy was wandering about. If we were going to keep the pup, we wanted advice.“Keep him
in isolation for three weeks,” the veterinarian told us. “If nothing shows up by then, probably
nothing ever will. There is no known test to determine rabies infection in a living dog.”The
puppy’s difficulty in walking, he explained, was due to the fact that he had been starving, and he
had begun to resorb his own tissues. No one could be certain that there would be no permanent
damage.Home again, we fenced off part of the back porch for the quarantine quarters. In the
pen, the puppy spent most of his time whimpering and yelping to get out. Hazel took him out
from time to time each day for brief runs, after each of which he was again confined. Both of us
knew that this was the wrong way to start bringing up our new pup, but with the possibility of
rabies we could take no chances.Hazel named him Mike, and three long weeks of isolation later,
we took him into the house. He learned very quickly not to chew shoes or carpets, or to run off
with the end of a window drape. He became housebroken remarkably soon. Indoors he was
obedient to the letter and so affectionate it was sometimes difficult to keep him from underfoot.
His behavior outdoors, however, was frustrating, for a call or whistle during those three weeks of
isolation had come to mean only one thing to Mike—time to be put back into that hated pen. We
found that instead of coming when we called, he ran away, after which it was necessary to chase
and catch him. Even after we took him into the house, he carried this bad habit with him, and
never, throughout his lifetime, would he dependably come when called. When Mike wanted to
come, he came. When he had more important things to do, he paid no attention whatsoever.
Still, with those big hound eyes of his and those long floppy ears, he worked himself into our
hearts. He loved to be petted and to sit on my lap when I sat down to read. As he begged for me
to pick him up and hold him in my lap, intently gazing at me with such pleading eyes, I usually
did. He slept on Hazel’s bed, soon acting as though he owned it. Yes, we babied him. He loved it
and so did we.Wallace Grange and the beloved hound Mike. (UWSP C133 Lot 288)As Mike
grew, we discovered that his nose was remarkable even among dog noses. He was willing to
hunt whatever might be at hand, whether mouse, gopher, housecat, opossum (one of which he
treed in our yard and then loudly barked and bayed to tell us about), rabbit, or, all else failing,



even a toad. On the trail of real game, Mike raced, following the scent unerringly, sniffing it out
through grass and thickets, across roadways, and through marshes. Several times when we
walked in the woods together, he took off on the trail of a rabbit or raccoon and was gone so far
and for so long that I had to hunt for him. Once this pursuit was across a huge marsh and cost
me an afternoon of looking for him.When Mike was a year old, we moved from the farm to the
village of Pine River. Mike was oblivious to the dangers of traffic. It was not safe to allow him to
run at large; nor did we want him to chase things in the woods near the village. We fenced half of
our double lot for Mike’s yard. Half a county would have suited him better. Every day, stormy or
clear, bitter cold or hot, we took him for a long walk—or, to put it more accurately, he took us for a
walk, for he never learned to heel. True enough, sometimes he walked where we wanted to go,
but all too often he would run far ahead, crisscrossing every promising trail, utterly heedless to
our calls; Mike all too often went where he wanted to go as we hurried after him with the leash.
Surprisingly, he appeared to like walking while leashed, especially if he had already run himself
out.“Why? Why did we ever get saddled with such a dog?” we would sometimes ask each other.
But we did not ask this too seriously. A hunting dog owned by nonhunters presents special
problems. We had reached an impasse.We had numerous trips of a hundred miles and more to
make. Several dogs we had previously owned would jump into the car the moment a door was
opened. They loved to ride. Not Mike! Inside the car he crouched and cowered on the floor,
frightened and trembling. Was he remembering when he was cast out of a car by someone who
did not want him and left to starve? In the course of years, Mike rode no fewer than fifty thousand
miles with us, including to Alaska, but he never changed. He always hated to ride.Much as he
disliked riding, we took him along if we were to be gone more than a few hours. On the return
trip, just as we came back to the village, I fell into the habit of saying “Say, Mike!” With those two
words, Mike would lift his head expectantly. Then I added, “You’re home, Mike!,” upon which he
would quickly jump up onto the front seat to take a look for himself. Having made sure that what I
had said was true, he’d shake his head vigorously, his long ears going floppity flop with a little
snapping sound of eagerness.As a child, I liked to go barefoot. As a man I still do, but inside the
house I generally wear house slippers or go about in my stocking feet. It had never occurred to
me, until we had Mike, that putting on a pair of Oxfords and tying the laces made more than the
least whisper of a noise. Not, that is, until one time as I put them on, Mike, who had been lying
on his bed upstairs, quickly came down to sit watching me. Putting on shoes, he had learned,
meant that I was going outside. If I were going out, why not him too? I cannot say how many
hundreds of times the acute ears of this dog caught that little sound from some other part of the
house, and then he came plainly asking, “Can’t I go too?”Altogether, over many years, we had
owned and loved more than twenty dogs. Mike was different, very special, far more part of
ourselves.I often thought and talked of the miracle that seemed to have attended this dog and
saved his life. Cast away, unwanted, starved, alone, he faced certain death. After he was picked
up and brought to us, he was condemned to die, but the sentence was withdrawn and he was
adopted, and thereafter he lived the life of a dog prince, always given the best, far more than any



previous dogs of ours ever had the good fortune to enjoy. Again and again the chain of these
events impressed me.Nevertheless, Mike always lived with certain physical afflictions. It was
necessary in his third year for him to have surgery. The back trouble we had noticed in his
infancy continued, to the point that he sometimes was reluctant to climb the stairs. During the
worst such periods I carried him up and down. In his eighth year, tumors appeared all over his
body. We knew that for a dog he was getting on in years.In 1969 we moved from Wisconsin to
North Dakota. In this new locale, finding the semi-solitude we had hoped for, we drew even
closer to our dog. Once more, Mike had a large yard, twice the size of the one in Wisconsin. We
took him for his walks throughout the year, even in the bitterest of winter weather, enjoying the
walks ourselves and securing some good exercise as part of the bargain.In October 1971, when
we again had a veterinarian check the tumors, we were told, “I would not advise operating. If his
trouble grows worse the merciful thing would be to put him to sleep.”Mike was sick only two days.
On the third morning, November 4, when it was still dark, he suddenly stood up on the bed, then
in an instant pitched over, falling to the floor unconscious. It seemed hopeless, but one will do
anything in such an hour. We put Mike into the car and started off to the veterinarian at Devil’s
Lake, forty-three miles away, still clinging to the thinnest shred of hope.Snow swirled erratically
across the pavement, making driving difficult. It was a bitterly cold day, and the ground was
starting to freeze for the first time that year.Halfway to Devil’s Lake, I pulled the car to the
roadside and stopped to look down at Mike. “He is still breathing,” Hazel said. I turned back to
the wheel, started off again.We reached Devil’s Lake and were heading out into the country the
mile or two to the veterinarian clinic when Hazel said, “He’s gone, Wallace.”I pulled the car into
the nearest parking lot. I felt Mike’s chest. Yes, dead. There was nothing either of us could say for
some minutes. What are words? And who could speak them?When we arrived back home, in
Calio, the words “You’re home, Mike!” echoed in both our minds. But we did not say them. Our
Mike, who in life could hear the tying of a shoe from anywhere in the house, would not have
heard us. His body now was in rigor mortis.That afternoon we buried him in his favorite corner of
his yard. I covered him with earth, mounding the soil up, rearranging the sod, trying to give the
grave a symmetrical outline, smoothing as much of the roughened clods as the freezing soil
permitted. The wind was up, howling. The cottonwood trees shrieked among their limbs; the
snow pelted down in hard, biting, stinging pellets. The temperature dropped fast.“Dust—unto
dust—”Mike was only a dog, to be sure, but he was a fellow member of the living world, a
member we loved. Even as the fact of life unites the living kingdoms, so also does the
universality of death, toward which all life irreversibly hastens.“Dust—unto dust—”Yes, those
words will be said. Inescapably they, or something very like them, must be said for each of us. A
millennium away, and not to be thought much about when one is young. All too soon when one is
an oldster. One by one, friends and relatives pass on, each leaving a void, erasing one more tie
to what has been, to all that has happened, and to our disappearing world of old. Old world or
new, life is too interesting to give up cheerfully.Throughout my life I have had the urge to write
and, somehow, despite strenuous hard physical work, I have usually found time to have some



sort of writing in progress. Three books and several magazine articles of mine have been
published. The need to snatch time from here and there to continue writing was frustrating.
Always, I looked forward to some glorious time in the future when I could devote myself to
writing, for then I would write and write. Nonetheless, when leisure time became available, I had
new interests, I wished to do some traveling (and did), and the writing was side-tracked; though
never quite forgotten, it was put off and aside. Perhaps I might someday go back to it—
perhaps.The oddity with which events come upon us!Nearly overwhelmed by sadness over
Mike’s death, my life seemed to be laid bare, with many things cast unexpectedly aside. Long-
repressed feelings leaped into consciousness, obscuring all else. More than anything, I wanted
to write. It came with overpowering force. Who knows his own motivations, sprung from such
depths? Who knows why a writer, when he writes, derives happiness from it? I know only that in
those moments my life turned over, resumed an old course, as a river may return to a former
channel.So it has come about that now I am off to follow my own trail, as Mike followed a trail, as
I search from memory and from written notes of my own and others something of how it all
began, and happened, dashing here and there where the events of life have taken me and, in
the manner of Mike, sometimes giving heed only to my own thoughts.Wheaton, Illinois1905–
19191I came into the world at 323 Wesley Street, one block north of the railroad tracks and two
blocks from the pasture where the small circuses held one-day stands in the summer. Our family
home was a little over two blocks from the big pine trees on the Wheaton College campus and
within sight and sound of the DuPage County Courthouse tower, with its huge four-sided clock
from which pealed out the quarters, halves, and hours of time that counted our lives. At least it
did then. Perhaps it no longer does. Still, I can hear the old clock striking now! Quite possibly I
was unaware of it until I was three or four years old, but thereafter until I was thirteen, I heard it
nearly every day and, all told, thousands of times.My interest and feeling for nature made its first
appearance when I was still in the baby buggy that on a summer’s day was wheeled out onto the
long and wide porch spanning the whole front of our house. That porch stood about three feet
above ground level, with steps that led down to the entrance sidewalk. Flower beds lined the
space between the house and sidewalk.In the lawn were angleworms, and where there are
angleworms there are robins. Since robins build nests on porches, eavestroughs, buggies,
wagons, and piles of timbers, and occasionally in trees, our porch clearly was within their
territorial limits. They hopped about over everything while the baby in the buggy peered at them,
turning his eyes to follow as the birds came and went. I can see now that the baby buggy served
very well as a bird blind. Of course, any baby in such a situation would probably follow any
movement with its eyes, bird or not. But watching was so pleasing to the watcher that it caused
my mother to remember and tell me of it in later years.The Grange home in Wheaton, Illinois,
around 1910. (UWSP C133 Lot 288)The practice of putting me out on the porch must have been
commonplace. Apparently, I got along pretty well out there. I found the world interesting enough
not to require very much attention, and, for the time, was out of the way. One day, however, the
buggy seemed to have ideas of its own, for it started to move across the porch, picked up a bit of



speed, and plunged off into a flowerbed. Result: one broken collar bone and one doctor bill. I
have no recollection of it, and the collar bone has never since given me so much as a twinge.In
the days of my childhood the songs of Baltimore orioles came from the big cottonwood tree at
the corner of Butterfield’s lot next door. The great tree overhung the street and our cinder
driveway. In winter the oriole nests still hung on the bare, drooping branches far out of reach of
hands but not of longing eyes. In August sometimes the noise of the cicadas was nearly
deafening. In spring the tree threw down a snowstorm of its cotton. In this respect it was similar
to the catalpa tree in Butterfield’s yard, which cast off its blossoms to form a soggy carpet on the
ground. On the second lot from ours stood a red cedar that had the annoying habit of dropping
sharp needles, slivers that were very hard to dig from bare feet. Between the street and the
sidewalk past our house was a soft maple, perhaps two feet in diameter. Sapsuckers drilled its
bark again and again, after which the wounds sometimes dripped sap on the walk. The sap was
mildly sweet, somewhat tangy. There were, of course, other trees, but these four, when I became
of remembering age, were the closest in my acquaintance.2My schooling began when I was
about four years old. Mrs. Winbolt, a widow with grown children, lived on our own block, across
the alley, and operated the kindergarten. She was sharp and spry although probably in her
seventies.She had many little stories to tell, dating back at least to the 1840s. She had been a
true pioneer and had learned the ways of frugality. We entered her home from a very small,
roofed porch on the west side of the house, with steps on either side of it and some architectural
gingerbread at the corners and around the top.Having wiped our feet carefully and taken off our
wraps, we came into the living room. It was the most amazing living room I have ever been in.
What left me spellbound there in the living room in Mrs. Winbolt’s home were the birds!They
were not alive. They were pathetically dead, although the significance of this was entirely lost on
me. I saw only beautiful colors, so rich, glowing, and pure. Those colors seemed to sink right
down inside and become part of me.Most gorgeous of all was a hummingbird. I know now that it
was a male ruby-throated hummingbird. It lay upon its breast on a carpet of artificial deep, green
grass at the very edge of a glass lake, a mirror lake in which the hummingbird’s ruby gorget was
reflected. The whole display, situated on a pedestal, seemed so beautifully arranged that I was
spellbound by it whenever allowed to see it, standing upon a stool to do so.Nearby was an oriole
beneath a Ball jar perched upon a branch, the wings a little spread. I recall that even then I was
conscious of a small element of the grotesque in its stance, which surely did not very closely
resemble that of life.There were perhaps twenty stuffed birds in all, and the room was crowded,
for they occupied every nook and corner. Behind a door in the same room stood a huge, gray
bird, taller than I, peering steadily out with the frozen look of yellow glass eyes, rather frightening
with its long beak and towering posture. Each bird had its story, told to us by Mrs. Winbolt.
Where they had been killed, how, by whom, and even in what kind of country, or in what species
of tree.I remember the story she told us about the crane. Her son, as a boy, had walked down a
cow path on the Illinois prairie carrying his slingshot and had, under cover of the cattle,
approached closely enough to the sandhill crane to bring it down with a pebble. She then stuffed



it (they did not mount birds in those days), and there behind the door of her home it continued to
stand, the subject of a prairie tale told by one who had come to that prairie in a covered wagon in
the time when there were still hostile Indians.Hers was a tiny bird museum. How and where she
learned the art of taxidermy I do not know. Yet with crude equipment she had brought the birds to
some rough semblance of lifelike appearance, imperfectly as it would be considered today,
wonderfully appealing and artistic to us then. This was my first introduction to real bird study, to
someone to whom birds had more than casual meaning and importance. I did not know anyone
else in Wheaton who had so intense an interest in birds, or who stuffed them.3My Uncle Lu was
one of the most strangely complicated personalities I have ever met. One day the happiest of
men, smiling, warm, friendly, and a great storyteller, and another time moody, scowling,
withdrawn, with no word for anyone. He was in and out of all our lives for years, often living with
us, unduly tangling some matters, but again, helpful. He had peculiar abilities in the way of
picking up bargains, all too often things that no one could possibly want or use and that ended
up in our attic. One winter day, Uncle Lu brought home a Christmas tree. We, of course, followed
custom in having a real Christmas tree. The tree Uncle Lu brought home was a fold-down
artificial tree made of metal branches with glued-on fuzz for needles, the branches so widely
spaced that fully expanded it was only the skeleton of a tree. To Uncle Lu the virtue of this
contraption was that it could be used Christmas after Christmas. On this particular Christmas,
however, we had two trees, one in the customary place of honor and Uncle Lu’s tree in a less
conspicuous place but displayed nonetheless in appreciation of the spirit in which it had been
given.I discovered I was not fond of snakes in a rather strange place just off the attic bedroom
where we boys slept, behind the low walls beneath the pitch of the roof. Two small wooden doors
with latches had been fitted into the wall so some unwanted things that no one was quite willing
to throw away could be shoved out of sight.One day I opened one of these doors and looked into
the dark cavern that until then had been unexplored territory. As my eyes adjusted to the
darkness, I saw some large glass jars. What could they be, hidden away like this? I reached in
and pulled one out into better light. Inside were large snakes, preserved in a transparent fluid,
perhaps alcohol. I gazed at the snakes in amazement and horror, observing their strikingly
symmetrical markings and their flat heads. I do not know what species they were. They were
likely harmless even in life, but they looked dangerous, and after examining them I put the jars of
reptiles back in their darkness.They belonged to Uncle Lu. He had been out west and to Florida,
and may have secured the snakes himself. As an attorney he sometimes took fees in any
merchandise or personal property a client could offer in substitution for money. If these snakes
were taken in as fees, he was not overly well paid. My mother explained that Uncle Lu had
brought the snakes to our house thinking they might look good on top of our piano. Instead she
had relegated them to the last place in the house where anyone would be likely to look for
anything. Waking up at night in our attic bedroom, I sometimes had a queasy feeling and hoped
with all my might that those snakes would stay where they were.Some of Uncle Lu’s bargains
were very profitable. He dealt regularly in real estate, and in time there was the L. H. Grange



subdivision in one part of Wheaton. Of the four Grange families in town, he was the one most
likely to have ready cash available.1 Throughout their entire active lifetimes, my father and he
were more often than not jointly engaged in one or more enterprises, large or small. Their
system of bookkeeping was both rudimentary and often verbal, with the result that sometimes
neither of the brothers knew where they stood with each other financially. This could and did
lead to altercations that were soon bridged over so the process could begin all over again.4East
Side was a small brick school of two stories with four classrooms, each room serving two
classes: first and second grade, third and fourth, fifth and sixth, and seventh and eighth. Each
teacher presided over two classes in her room.The school was situated near the edge of town,
entirely within a residential area, yet only a block or two from partially wooded land. The
playground outside was bare earth, somewhat clayey and not infrequently muddy. There may
have been a teeter-totter there. If so, it was the only piece of playground equipment. At recess
everyone turned out and for a few minutes raced, chased, hollered, and jumped about until the
bell rang, initiating a mad scramble up the cement steps and through the wide doors; one had
better not be late.Miss Clifford was our first- and second-grade teacher. Her hair was graying,
but she was fond of children. Right from the start, Miss Clifford made school interesting. On the
walls were pictures of the birds occurring conspicuously in Wheaton: redheaded woodpeckers,
robins, blue jays, purple grackles, purple martins, barn swallows, house wrens, bluebirds,
goldfinches. All told, pictures of perhaps a dozen species.We were expected to know them and
sometimes to tell what we had seen birds do. The first robin of spring was the subject of
comment, the calls of blue jays outside the schoolroom window were noted. No effort whatever
was made to give what today would be classed as nature study. The idea was simply that we
should know a few common birds and enjoy them. My own acquaintance with birds already
covered most of those pictures on the walls, but that meant nothing since in the pictures I found
far more detail than I could possibly see while watching birds at some distance. My interest was
whetted further and was encouraged.5The first six days of each week raced with a lively tempo,
but the seventh day ground to a dismal halt. Sunday, the Sabbath day in our home, was very
strictly observed. We children were not permitted to play any game indoors or outdoors. The
regimen of the day began with the donning of Sunday attire, totally different from that worn on
the preceding six days. In summertime, instead of bare feet, patched short pants, a shirt of sorts,
and no cap or an old one, it was essential for one of my age to appear at church and Sunday
school in ultrapolished shoes, long black stockings, pants buckled at the knees, a starched
white shirt, and among the greater horrors of the day, a high, stiff white collar, sometimes a
celluloid collar attached to the shirt by means of brass collar buttons—a peculiarly shaped
device.2 The collar held the suitably somber necktie. The high, stiff collar was worst of all for it
rubbed and chafed the neck, and was akin to having one’s neck in a stock. Then came the coat
and a special Sunday cap.To achieve such elegance required a great deal of frustrating effort. It
might also require response from vexed and hurried adults who heard such shouted reports as “I
can’t find a collar button!,” “But I did shine my shoes!,” “I can’t tie my necktie!” Having made the



shoe-shine report (and having stuck a foot out to prove compliance), I was not infrequently told
to go back and “do it right this time,” which meant another session with the smudged and sticky
flat box of shoe polish, the brush and cloth, exercising extreme care to avoid getting any of the
black polish mixture on my best clothes. Then it could be a question of remembering just where I
had carelessly left the buttonhook needed to button up the shoes again.On Sundays within my
earliest memory our family attended services held in the Wheaton College chapel, walking the
few blocks to and from campus.3 My mother wore one of the long dresses or gowns then in
vogue, which very nearly reached down to the sidewalk. Her hats were trimmed with flowers. My
father’s attire I do not specifically recall other than that he wore a dress-up suit and derby hat. At
that time, he had a mustache. At church we would meet my cousins Carl and Gladys and my
aunt Rosa and uncle Arthur.Later on, we transferred to the Gary Memorial Methodist Church, a
few blocks farther in the other direction. The church edifice was a very imposing structure, quite
in contrast to the rather plain college chapel. But this fact did nothing to change the hardness of
the seats in the long rows of pews. The bearded male choir leader, clad in a long black robe,
frightened me. Nor could I understand the intricate series of wand-waving motions he made as
the choir, standing, impressively sang their hymns accompanied by the organ, which was played
by an accomplished organist seated below the huge pipes of varying lengths. There were what
seemed to be interminable prayers, singing, the passing of the collection receptacle, the
responsive reading, and announcements of meetings.As the service droned on, I sat as quietly
as possible or stood with bowed head, inwardly writhing in the discomfort of neck and seat
pains, while trying to manifest the dignity my father felt the occasion demanded. To counteract
the tedium, I developed the habit of counting the lights high above the dome, receiving a stern
glance from my father when my gaze upward was noticed. After this I counted the number of
blue pieces in the stained-glass windows, then the red pieces, and in like manner the other
colors.But my favorite diversion while enduring the lengthy service, particularly the sermon, was
to count the different kinds of birds and feathers adorning the hats worn by the ladies of the
congregation. I could easily identify the egret and ostrich plumes and pheasant feathers. Some
hats bore smaller birds, heads and tails intact, nearly full-sized terns spread-eagled over crown
and brim. Or wings, breasts, and tails of birds at whose identity in life I could only guess. Other
hats bore piles of flowers in various arrangements. I felt no resentment whatever that so many
birds should have contributed to this bright exposition of fashion, but rather felt elation over the
wonderful variety of the display.4Finally, the terminal prayer and blessing having been
pronounced, we made our way slowly from the pew in that combination of hush and rustle that is
so memorable, to shake hands or exchange a few words with the pastor standing at the
doorway, and to converse with friends who stood in clusters on the steps or walk.After this came
Sunday school, a vast improvement over the preceding service. Again, there was singing, this
time followed by the classes: boys in one class and girls in theirs. For a time, my class was led by
a man. We discussed passages in the Bible with explanations, the meaning of Christianity, and a
usually quite interesting mix of topics, including baseball. At another time, the class was led by a



very circumspect and devout lady.The highlight of Sunday school, from my viewpoint, had
nothing to do with the services themselves. It came with the passing out of the little magazine
Boys’ World, a publication almost devoid of religious items per se, but full of the most approved
and wholesome content. It contained short articles, stories, a verse or two, and a few pictures. I
followed the adventures of Roy Snell’s fictional boys with great interest.5After Sunday school it
was permissible to loiter a bit along the way home, alone or accompanied by my brother Neal.
Very near Gary Memorial Church an entire city block was given over to the grounds of a large
residence, the whole area surrounded by a heavy iron fence, painted black. In the rear of the
grounds we were almost certain to find a group of turkeys within the fence. The gobbler was
magnificent, and on lucky Sundays we would find him strutting, tail spread in a great fan, wings
stiffly drooping with tips dragging on the ground, bluish and red bare head pompously held and
thrust back, uttering that loud gobble-gobble sound with intense emphasis. This gobbler, with his
iridescent plumage, was a source of wonderment and joy for both of us.I sometimes
transgressed rules by entering the forbidden territory of a yard in the block next to ours, where,
to the rear of Attorney Hadley’s residence, was a pen of golden pheasants, the cock so brilliantly
adorned that I could only behold it in awe. The quickly darting bird, pausing now and then to rest
on the top of its shelter, bore upon its head a silky crest of orange-gold. The cape, of similar
color, was tipped with black; the shoulders and rump were crimson, as was the breast; and the
long, sweeping, brownish tail was surmounted by a peculiar single feather shaped like an
inverted V, overlaying other feathers on either side. It was among the gaudiest birds in all the
world, and its attraction to me was nearly beyond control as I made furtive trips to view it. Since
golden pheasants are quite nervous and easily upset, there was reason enough for the
prohibition of visits, and the birds could be seen at greater distance from the alley beyond their
pen.
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