
This transcript was made of three tape recordings done in three 

separate sessions with Mrs. Yoland Perkins Ogelsby. Mrs. Ogelsby is the 

daughter of Frederick Wainright Perkins and Yoland Vandeveer Perkins. 

She was born in 1 9 1 7 , 3 - ~ - % ~ ~  13 

I chose her as an oral history subject because Mrs. Ogelsby has led a 

life that is atypical for residents of Christian Corn% Illinois. She was the 

daughter of a successll Chicago architect who married a member of one of 

the original families to settle the area. Their wealth was extensive and of 

long standing. Her neighbors consisted for the most part of middle class, 

working families whose livings were garnered from farms and coal mines. 

I made acquaintance with Mrs. Ogelsby through my business as a 

horse trainer and ridmg instructor. Mrs. Ogelsby had taken an interest in 

her caretaker's daughter, a girl of about 12 or 13 at the time, who had shown 

an interest in horses. Mrs. Ogelsby brought her to me for lessons. 

After a few weeks of private lessons, it became obvious to me 

that the student was neither progressing nor enjoying her experience. I 

asked her why. She confided to me that her interest in the horses was 

satisfied by simply admiring them. She did not wish to ride or continue 

lessons. However, her predicament was a tough one for a child. Mrs. 



Ogelsby was providing the lessons for her and she was afraid to offend her 

father's employer. 

I went to Mrs. Ogelsby and explained the situation to her and 

informed her that I would not care to continue the lessons and felt that she 

would be understanding of the girl's reluctance. Being a blunt person, I told 

her that she was wasting my time and her money. She was certainly 

understanding and glad to be made aware that her kindness was not having 

the desired effect, but in fact the opposite. She was amazed that I would 

bring it to her attention, however. She informed me that the wealthy are not 

accustomed to having someone voluntarily sever themselves from access to 

their money. She and I have remained friends since that time, more than a 

decade ago. 

She is an interesting person with a vibrant personality. Her story is 

related here as she told it, verbatim. Although there is some repetition, she 

was a very willing narrator and adept at telling her story and I elected to be 

more of  a prompter than an interviewer, as this was all she needed to 

proceed. 

Her story is that of a lonely child of rich parents who hired others to 

raise their daughters and thought that they provided them a privilege when 

sending them to a boarding school in France when the younger daughter, my 



narrator was only six years old. She asserts that she "relishes every bad 

thing that ever happened to her" because she recognizes that her life 

experiences have made her the person that she is. 

My speech and questions are designated by an indentation and M.;, 

while hers is marked Y.O. ;. That designation is especially appropriate for 

her since it is not only her initials but also the name by which her family and 

friends address her. In my case, my upbringing will not allow me to call 

someone my senior whom I greatly respect by a nickname without a title, 

even one whose friendship is longstanding. So, both her sensibilities and 

mine are satisfied when I call her Mrs. 0. 

She is a woman who is resilient, kind, adamant, bold, shrewd, 

compassionate, and ruthless. Her story is amazing, amusing, and 

heartwrenching by t u m s  and better told by her in the following pages than 

by me. 
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Preliminary Conversation 

Yo: You're looking at a Spear, not a Vandeveer, Perkins, or Ogelsby. 

M: Ah! 

Yo: She apparently was something else. So any good event that ever 

happened in the family, you can relate to being a Spear. She married Aaron 

Vandeveer, no John Vandeveer when she was in Virginia or Carolina, they 

couldn't make up their minds which. She a was alleged to have hanged 

tomes, she and her fhends drove out anybody who was English. 

M: Did they have a failsafe way to make sure they didn't hang 

someone who wasn't a torrie? 

Yo: Oh heavens whoever knows. The jails are 111 of people who are 

innocent! intqects OK!]. There's nobody in jail that's guilty.[I hear 

0 that]. Never. laughing. 

M: Somewhere in here I had a list of these a ,you know, standard 

questions 

(Yo interjects, Well I was going to say}like a (you know if you get me going 

my mouth just goes ya yaa ya 

M: That's just wonderful ! 

Yo: and uh, I can tell people that I came down here when I was 2 years old. 

My father closed his architectural office in Chicago, and we came down here 

'cause he was a bright man and he knew that his children should have the 

experience of the country. The fmer, the carpenter, down here down the 

road said the first time he ever saw me I looked as though I'd just come out 

of a hog wallow. I was a happy little child. Cross the road, and being a 

neatnick, I had a red wagon in which you know farmers are usually untidy,I 

a proceeded to pick up all the trash in my little red wagon: I was two years old. 
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And we had to leave here when I was four, because Emily had to go to 

school, so we went to Boston, where she went to Brirnrner(?) School. And 

when I was six, we had governesses, mother never took care of us, she didn't 

know how- 

M: I must interject [a question] who was Emily? 

Yo: My sister, Oh O.K. who was a lousy sister, stinking sister, resented my 

appearance on earth. One time she was sitting over there,(indicates across 

the kitchen table at which the interview is taking place) everythmg happens 

with someone sitting over there, and she said "you were mean to me when I 

was little," and I said Emily, when you were five, I was crawling around on 

the floor. If I slapped her face she'd be hugging her wound to her bosom for 

years. All of a sudden she realized, I guess, that what she was saying didn't 

make any sense. She resented me her entire life.( pause) No matter what I 

did for her. And I did a lot. 

M: This is all the legalese. This means I have permission to- 

Yo: Do I have to sign it? 

M: Yes. 

Yo: 0. K. That's all right, I'll sign anythmg(1aughing) 

M: Well, it's not signing you life away or anything. 

Yo: Oh, no(laughukg). Mary, if you weren't doing this because you should, 

somebody else knows all about this, because I just rattle on! 

M: No, this tells them that I have your permission to do this and that I 

can type it up and it will stay on deposit. 

Yo: On deposit. What do you mean? 

M: It will stay on deposit in the archives at the University of Illinois at 

Springfield in their oral history program- 
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Yo: I gave them my whole fathers architectural, those blueprints, everything. 

M: Wow! 

Yo: Narrator, me. 

M: Mmm Hmm. You're the narrator and I'm the interviewer. Uh, It 

will stay on file so that in 2040 when they want to know about people 

who experienced whatever you tell me they can look it up- 

Yo: [filling out address on form] I'll put Vandeveer Farms and I'll tell you 

why. 

M: Okay. 

Yo: That's part of the history, 

Because the thing I hold close to my bosom, I could never be stuck up. First 

place I'm just a peasant by nature. I really am. That's what that's gonna be, 

my peasant house(referring to rough plan of her new house she plans to have 

built),I think that should do it. 

M: Thank you, 

Yo: Just like a log cabin. 

M: Okay. 

Yo: Okay, where do we start? 

M: Okay, we're gonna start right at the start. I'm not gonna keep you 

forever, before I go, I'll probably set up another appointment, because 

you have way too much to tell to do it in a couple of hours. I may be 

rude and interrupt you every now and then just to stay on track 

chronologically, cause it makes it easier for me.(Yo making affirm 

ative gestures and comments). All ~s will be transcribed, from the 

tape, typed out, written, and you will get a copy. So, if you say 

something that, maybe you think [for example] Oh, God, George is 
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gonna kill me 'cause he hasn't died yet, which, with you I doubt, but 

you wouldn't say it if you cared. George could be sitting here. 

Y.O.: George is dead by the way. laughing hard 

M: At any rate, you have the option to say, "Oh, God, don't tell them 

I said that", this kind of thing. 

Y.O. : Well, knowing me I probably never will. It would be a shocker! 

laughing hard. 

M: I don't anticipate you to, no. But it will be taped and it will be 

transcribed. 

Y.O.: I don't care. I don't care. 

M. : Which is part of my writing. 

Y.O. I don't care. 

M. : I h o w  but I have to tell you this. 

Y.O.: Oh, Christ 

M.: They said they will hang us if we don't have it on tape that we told 

them that. You know we can't go out- 

Y.O.: I'm going to say That God damned lying bitch, invented all of this and 

I didn't tell her anythmg. Both la-g. * 
M: Okay. Lets start withreal basics. When were you born? 

Y.O.: I was born January 13, 1917 in Chicago, Illinois. 

M: Okay, where, not as in Chicago which you've already told me, but 

in hospital, home? 

Y .O. : Hospital. Name some hospitals up there. 

M: Oh, I wouldn't have a clue! 
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Y.O.: We'll have one problem. I block when it comes to names. And 

Landy's having the same problem. Lot of my friends have the same problem. 

I said "Don? worry about it, your attic is full and trying to fmd is like needle 

in a haystack." But I h o w  the name of the hospital perfectly well, but I 

can't think of it now, so leave it blank. 

M: We'll worry about it later. How long was your mother's , they call 

it your mother's confmement? 

Y .O. Oh, Christ! Lets just put, guess at it. 

M. : Who knows. 

Y.O.: In the fwt place, I will tell you this much, which we shouldn't put 

down Therefore text related next has been deleted. 

M: The reason I ask is for comparison. You know, today where they 

have the ladies come in and they ship 'em out the next day. 

Y.O.: Of course, I was is 10 days after I had my children. And certainly I'm 

a perfectly healthy woman. Ahh, put down the normal time for that date. 

laughing. 

M: Okay, and you've already said you had siblings. Just Emily? 

Y.O.: Yeah, just Emily. She was 4 years older. 

M: It's all going on tape. I just write because it makes me think 

better.[interjected because narrator seemed to be waiting for me catch 

up1 
Y.O.: That's fme. 

M: What was your childhood like, before school or was somebody 

teaching you immediately, from the time you can remember- 

Y.O.: All I can tell you is that we had governesses. Mother---two years old, 

Chicago, govemess. Came down when I was two, more, governess types. 
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But, you know I still have bib overalls in the attic. Never threw anythmg 

away. Barefoot, dirty little ole kid in the country. Having a Ball, I can 

remember the name of the team, Queen and Bess. Big Percheron horses. 

Ahb, I had never been taught anythmg. (can't understand first name) 

Micenheitner was like my big sister, up the road. I adored her. And we had 

a pony of course, named Buster, which ran arouad with us. And my sister 

was a total bitch. Uh, I know you want to put that down. I'm just going to 

ramble on. And then, as I said, we had to go to Boston because Emily had to 

go to her first school ir? Boston. 

M.: How old was she or how old were you then? 

Y.O.: She was...we were here two years, I think, so I was 4 probably and she 

was ... four years old ... she was probably eight. So we were in Boston and 

when I was six-my fatber realized that governesses couldn't teach us any 

French, and I was supposed to have thrown one do- the stairs in Boston. I 

don't know if I did or not. And so we went to a Catholic school, convent 

school, in Paris, Lebec by name, when I was six. That's a quick way to learn 

French. 

M.: Did your parents go with you, or did they send you to France? 

Y. 0. : Oh, well, they took us and then took off. Left us, yes, naturally. 

M. : So, this was a boarding school? 

Y. 0. : Oh, yes. Defmitdy. And we had, naturally, a sort of a semi-nanny 

who looked after us. Then my father was agnostic, discovered that those poor 

girls were crying because they couldn't go to confession because we weren't 

Catholic. He hated Catholics--anything to do with religion. And that was 

[non-understandablel, I'm agnostic too, by the way. Anyhow, the result is 

that he jerked us out by the scruff of our necks. And we went to Toure, 
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which is where they're supposed to speak the best French. So we went to 

Toure. Oh, this is on tape? 

M. : (Having checked recorder), I wanted to make sure we were 

getting it. 

Y.O.: Oh, Jeez, your going to have to edit me aren't you? Laughing. 

M.: We do that when we transcribe. 

Y.O.: Okay. At Ellyse, first we went to Ellyse, and one of the sisters came to 

me--these were not nuns anymore--one of the teachers came and asked me if 

I would say that my sister had stolen something, gave me a box of candy. I 

immediately did say yes she had, 'cause I hated her guts, and (laughing), 

course she never stole anything. So then we were jerked out of there, 

needless to say, and went to Mademoiselle Duper School, where I proceeded 

to get dyptheria, and my sister said with great scorn, "they put you in a 

charity hospital', which was called (Cloisfeild ?) where I had excellent care, 

thank you, and survived. It was a charity hospital. They couldn't find my 

parents, you know, parents took off for God's sakes. [They were] having a 

wonderfid time. So, I recovered from that, and then we went to Roche 

School in England. Rodine School is still there, still one of the big schools in 

England, near Brighton. And we were there until my father ignored his 

doctor's instructions and they bad a villa in St. John Louis, south France, and 

he got plural pneumonia, had surgery, and his doctor said, 'Mr. Perkins, I 

want you to go to Switzerland to recuperate." So which he went to Brighton, 

to his dentist. He and mother walked out of the hotel one night to go out to 

dinner and on the way back he said, "you know I don't feel to well.'' He 

dropped &ad in fiont of the hotel. 

M. : My goodness, and how old were you then? 
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Y.O.: Twelve. 

M. : You were 12 when he died? 

Y .O. : Umhmm. And I cheered. He died July 2nd, and that's Independence 

Day, not July 4th to me. July 2nd is Independence Day. 

M.: You didn't care for him very much? 

Y .O. : Well, it wasn't that I didn't care, in retrospect, I know what I missed. 

Remarkable, well a sense of humor, which is imperative to me. A wonderful 

man, multi-talented man, but I didn't know that. I think I had eye contact 

with him twice in my whole life. The fmt time was in a restaurant in the 

south of France and he put what I remembered as a cream puff, it was petite 

roll, the little ones you know. And he popped that in his mouth, looked at me 

and grinned. The other time was after we crossed the channel to go to school 

in England. Mother and Emily must have been malingering or sitting up at 

their hotel 'cause I had dinner alone with my father. Such a memorable 

occurrence that I remember we sat at a table for two with this huge 

supporting column in this dining rwm and we had graveyard stew. Ever 

since, Ike loved graveyard stew. Milk toast. And that was twice, though 

once he drew a horse that looked like Sparky, you know the advertisement of 

Sparky with the spark plugs on a table in a restaurant in Paris. Three things I 

can remember about him. The rest of the time I was terrified of him. He was 

strict. I was always in trouble, it seem. Have been in the rest of my life, 

come to think of it. Oh, Lord, (Iaughing) and thoroughly enjoyed myself. 

My sister died at 59, stressed out, trying to be something she shouldn't have 

been, and I am 81,82 coming January, and still laughrng. Umhrnm, still 

laughmg. So, okay, now we are in school in England. Now, of course, 

mother has to come back to the United States, so she puts us, lets us stay for 
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Christmas holidays with Sir Ronald Lady Matthews. She was an American 

woman who married an Englishman, up at Shefield, England. We spent 

Christmas there. 

That was an interesting experience also. I had already got myself in trouble 

again. I let the sheep into the fiont hall. This is one of those huge houses, 

you know, with a marble entry. A huge place with stairs going up and 

naturally the children had a governess and we were allowed to come down if 

we were presentable and behaved ourselves, to be presented at tea time. But 

the rest of the time we were with om governess, upstairs. Out of sight. We 

were playing outside and they had a pet sheep. Unfortunately, in playing 

with huq the door was opened and he went into the front hall and left little 

deposits all over the fkont hall. Oh, my. 

M.: This was not smiled upon, I take it? 

Y. 0. : No. Well, I remember, the huge places where we went for Christmas 

parties. I mean these were these enormous English houses you know, with, I 

think this was some titled person with a beautiful Christmas tree and I 

remember the huge house, I mean wildly big. Mother had to go to Mexico 

also because my father had a coffee plantation in Jalapa. And his brother, 

Robert, had run it all those years. Married a Mexican woman, so I have two 

half Mexican cousins. Their probably dead by now. Carlotta and Roberto. 

Mother sort of indicated that he'd married a peasant woman, well, obviously 

not 'cause I found a newspaper in which it said that he had married a Senore, 

which isn't a peasant woman, obviously. Anyhow, Robert died before my 

father did and I remember this in the south of France where we had the villa, 

at St. John Louis, that my father had thought of adopting the two children. 

Well, I was tickled to death. At last, I'd have some decent siblings. But, 












































































































