Preface

This manuscript is the product of a tape recorded interview conducted
by Kay MacLean for the Oral History Office in February 1975. Paula
Bergschneider transcribed the tapes and Kay MacLean edited the
transcript.

Mary Shepherd was born in Springfield, Illinois in 1877. At the
time of this interview she was 97 years old and had been a life-long
resident of Springfield. 1In this interview, she recalls much of the
day-to—day living in turn-of-the-century Springfield. Included are
her thoughts and impressions concerning the depression and the
Springfield Race Riot.

Miss Shepherd was employed by Franklin Life Insurance Company for
many years and eventually retired from there. .~ BT

Readers of the oral history memoir should bear in mind that it is a
transcript of the spoken word, and that the interviewer, narrator

and editor sought to preserve the informal, conversational style

that is inherent in such historical sources. Sangamon State University
is not responsible for the factual accuracy of the memoir, nor for views
expressed therein; these are for the reader to judge.

The manuscript may be read, quoted and cited freely. It may not be
rteproduced in whole or in part by any means, electronic or mechanical,
without permission in writing from the Oral History Office, Sangamon
State University, Springfield, Illinois, 62708.
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Mary Shepherd, February, 1975, Springfield, Illinois.

Kay MacLéan, Interviewer.

Q: Miss Shepherd, can you tell me when and where you were born?
A: ‘Springfield, Illinois, September 7, 1877.

Q: Have you lived in Springfield all your life?

A:  All my life,.

Q: Where have you lived?

A:; I can't remember the number of the house on West Jefferson Stregt.

I think it was the two hundred block or the one hundred block, I don't
remember. And then I lived at 530 South Walnut and at 829 South Walnut.
That was where I went out to live with my sister.

Q} How long did your family live at the Jefferson Street address?

A: Well, we lived there until Alice was married, and I can't remember
but that was a long time ago. A long time ago! I couldn't tell you the
date. Let's see, I think it's close to fifty years.

Q: You lived in that house about fifty years?

A: Well, forty years anyway. I'm sure of that because I think Mary was
born--she was born at the hospital, she wasn't born at the house~-but I
think that was at least forty years ago. Forty years we lived ther¢
anyway. I lived then on 530 South Walnut ten or twelve years, and my
mother died there; and then I moved down with my sister at 829 South
Walnut.

Q: So, you grew up in that area on West Jefferson?

A: I grew up in that area, yes. Well, pretty nearly, yes. We were
pretty young; I can't remember just how young. But most of the years
I remember were the other two houses; but of course, we were much older.

Q: What do you remember about your house on West Jefferson? Do you
remember what it looked like?

A: Yes, it was a brick house, a solid little house; wasn't anything of
a mansion, had a nice big living room and a big sitting room and a large
kitchen and three bedrooms upstairs. I suppose when my father bought it
there was no bathroom, but they put one in upstairs, a funny little ¢ne.
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That's all I remember about the house, but it was a well-built housd.
It was one of the first ones around there, so far as I can remember
of course, that wasan old part of town you must remember. It was one
of the oldest sections and pretty central then. Now, of course, itls
not. '

Q: You say your father had it built?

A: No, he didn't have it built.

Q: He bought it, so it was an older home?

A: It was already built, yes, but he had remodeled it some.
Q: Did it have a yard and trees?

A: Yes, oh, it had a lovely yard. I think about fifty or sixty feet;

I can't remember, I would say fifty feet. And we just had a nice porch

on the front and we had porch seats and rocking chairs and watched the
traffic go by. The back yard was the joy, though. We had a great big
grape arbor and a long brick walk thatled from the back of the house clear
down to the old—fashioned alley. Andin that side of the yard we had a huge
oak tree, a great big one; and we had a swing with rope way up there, and
I never forgot the board seat. Everybody used it so much; it was so strong,
everybody wanted to swing in it and itwas:just polished like glass. Then
on that side, my mother was pretty much of a gardener, and she always had
a little garden. I remember she had gooseberry bushes and how I hated to
pick them,

Q: Was that your job as a child?

A: Oh, it was anybody's job that she could get to do it. I can remember
looking out the kitchen door, way out to what would be the alley, and it
was S0 pretty some mornings. She had put out portulaca and she didn't
let it get very high, and it looked like just a path of blossoms; you
know how they grow up red and blue. So it was a pretty walk. It wasn't
a pretty house, particularly, but it was solid. Never had water in it,
never broke down until it was pulled down for mercantile purposes. We
sold it.

Q: What's there now, do you know?

A: Well, I don't know what's there now. It's changed three or four
times. I really couldn't tell you, there's been so many changes.

From Second Street out it's just completely changed, you know, from when
I lived there. And I don't remember much after that until after my
father's death, when we lived there and Alice married. Then I bought
that house across the street from the church. That was a lovely house.

Q: From which church?

A:; Westminster [Presbyterian Church], just over that:little short alley
that goes in off of Walnut Street. And I wish I hadn't sold it.

Q: 1Is this 829 South Walnut?
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A: No, that's 530 South Walnut.
Q: Oh, that was the one that was across the street from the church.

A: That's the one that my mother and I lived in and I think. .

No, Alice wasn't living with us. She married and her husband built

that great big house at 829 South Walnut, which is just south of Lawrence
Avenue on the west side of .the street. Oh, it was one of the prettiest
houses that I have ever been in. It had some of the most beautiful rooms
in it. She was married in that house, Mary was.

Q: You mentioned the grape arbor in your back yard. Can you tell me
what that looked like?

A: Well, I can't remember much about the grape arbor. I do remember
there .on the west side of the lot there were some horseradish bushesg;
and every spring, or whenever you dig the roots, my mother had somebody
dig up roots. And it was a terrible time getting it grated because in
those days you didn't have all the fime graters that you have today;
you just had to grate this with--and horseradish, at first it's dark,
and then you get down and it's a grayish white. And we all had to take
a little turn at grating the horseradish because we liked horseradigh;
and it was genuine stuff.

Q: 1Is it a hard root?
A: Yes, a hard root.
Q: Harder than a potato?

As Well, I've never seen it for years. The last I ever saw of horsgeradish
was driving to St. Louis years ago with Alice and we passed a big truck and
it was labeled that they had horseradish root; and they were shippimg barrels
of that root, I suppose, to some factories that made it into the bottled
horseradish that we buy today, although it wouldn't be as hot [as the home-
made kind].

Q: How did you make it after you grated it?

A: Well, I never made it, but I know it had vinegar and I suppose some
spice. It was terribly hot if you didn't dilute it. Now, what we buy
today is quite diluted to what I remember. My memory is not always all
right, but I know it was terribly hot, and we all hated to grate the
horseradish. And we just grated enough for the family.

Q: Did it make you cry like onions?

A: Yes, it would bring tears to your eyes. And I remember gooseberry
bushes, the great big gooseberries and the little ones. She had two kinds
in the west side of the yard.

Q: I didn't know there were two different kinds. Did they have different
uses?
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A: TI've never seen any of those big gooseberries for many a year, but
they were awfully good.

Q: What did you do with the gooseberries?

A: Oh, you make delicious preserves out of them, gooseberry preserves.
But it took barrels of sugar because they were pretty sour.

Q: What did you use when you picked them, to put them into?

A: Ch, just any pan that you were picking in, and washed them off. And
where the blossom was--on anything like that, you know, anything that
grows like that, there's always a little round blossom and a stem at the
other side that holds it on the bush, a kind of root. And it was part of
our job to get that blossom off and the:root off. And then you cooked
them and put in plenty and lots of sugar! You had to use sugar in those
days, and season them up the way you liked them, and they were just
delicious. My mother was a fine cook, and she never looked at a cook-
book; I never saw her have a cookbook in her hand.

Q: What specific things do you recall that she cooked? What were your
favorite things?

A: Oh my, she made so many lovely things! She made what they call gems.
And T still have that gem pan, a little pan that would make a kind of a
high gem, they called them. And she would make that from graham flour

and a little white flour, maybe. I don't know, T never made them. Then
she used to make, and I never forgot, her little cakes with raisins and a
little bit of citron and all that in the cake mixture, and they were baked
in that. Oh, she was a wonderful cook.

Q: Were those for special occasions or were they for everyday?
A: Oh, we just had--they were everyday.
Q:  Instead of bread, or for dessert, which?

A: Oh, no. She just made them because we liked them and we had plenty.
Oh, she was a wonderful bread maker.

Q: So you would have them in addition to bread; they would be a snack?

A: 0Oh, yes, we could have them whenever we wanted them; if we needqd
them, they were always there.

Q: Where did she keep them? ﬁ

i
A: We had a big flour bin that I think they said my grandfather made.
I don't think he made that in England; I think he made it when he came
over here. I never heard, but I'm pretty sure he did because that's
what he was, a cabinetmaker. And he made my mother a bin, and I gave
it away a few years ago--it was in my house--and I wished many a day I
had saved it. It was fine. I don't know what thewood was, but it was
good wood, black, and it always looked so fresh. It was that long and
it stood that high.
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Q: Two or three feet long, and two or three feet high? §
A: Oh, yes. And then if you were making bread with the breadboard; it
came out on rollers and it was fixed so it didn't pull out. And un&er-
neath-that there was two cupboards, and in one cupboard she could p?t a
fifty-pound sack of flour; so she always had her flour and her pans:and
her rolling pin and everything in that ome cabinet.

Q: It was like a separate piece of furniture?

A: It was a separate plece of furniture. Then there was a lovely 1id
that came down, and I think she had oilcloth on that because she was
always washing it off, you know, and you could barely tell on it. Oh,
I've often thoughtof it. I don't know who I gave it to even. I've had
a lot of things like that that I don't know where they have gone. I
thought, "Well, we never use them. They have some use [for them]; I1'1l
just give them to them." I never was any good at selling anything, not
a bit. (laughter)

Q: Did the flour come in . . .

A: 1In those days 1t came fir.cloth bags, and I never remember anything

but a fifty-pound one. Now, I know they must have had smaller; but she
had~-she thought she had a family. (laughs) She had the three of us

and my father and herself; and then we had a good many family connections
and they were always coming. That was in the era of when the families
were always vlsiting each other.

Q: Let's talk about your family. You've mentioned someone named Alice.
Who is Alice?

A: Alice is my twin sister.

Q: Your twin sister?

A: She died here in July of last yeak.
Q: At .the Dirksen House?

A: Yes, of diabetes. And she was really very active. She was awfully
pretty. I went down to church yesterday and we sang a hymn or two; and
of course I have no voice now, but at one time I had a fair one. It
wasn't offensive, that's all I can say for it. But she had a beautiful
contralto voice., And it brought tears to my eyes; I thought you could
almost hear her volce. We always walked across the street--that's all
we had to do, you know, from our house on Walnut to go in the door of
the church. And I can just see her today and hear her when we sang
together. And I thought, "Oh my, how many things have happened since
then."

Q: What was it like to have been a twin?
A: Oh, it was the greatest joy that could come to anybody! We looked

exactly alike! We used to go down and visit--my mother had a brothaer that
lived in the southern part of the state and he was married to a bilg, great

i
]
i

Ty
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big German woman, She was a wonderful seamstress and she had a gre{t big
blustering family and she was always sewing. They were a kind of a jhelter-
skelter family, (laughs) but they were awfully nice people.

And she would go to St. Louls--she sewed for people, too. Her brother
was one of the head physicians in St. Louis at that era and she used to
call him Uncle Doc. She always called him Uncle Doc. I never laid eyes
on him, but she was always talking about Uncle Doc. She sewed for people
in the little town that they lived in and she sewed beautifully. If she'd
see a thing, she didn't need to do much more than look at it and she

could make it and it would fit, and it had real quality because she didn't
buy anything else.

We were walking along Olive Street [in St. Louis)] one day and we weren't
any bigger than that. I don't know how old we were, but we just loved to
go visit Aunt Martha. She had a batch of rllicking boys and they just
teased us, you know, and we'd have great times.

Well anyway, she would take us over to St. Louis, and she was awfully
proud of us. We had such red faces and such copper—colored hair and we
were exactly alike. You know, inthose days--that's a hundred years before
you would ever think of it—-the hotels in cities, they had porticos that
went out to the street, so if you want to go to your buggy there was a
portico from the little hotel so you wouldn't get rained on.

Q: Clear out to the street?

A: Clear out. Most of them. Some of them didn't have porticos, but a
great many of the big ones did--what they called the big ones then, they
wouldn't be very big now.

And we were going along there, and oh, man, we were so set-up with being
down in the city--and I don't think we were more than five or six years
old, maybec seven——and she had one by one hand and one by the other, and
as we passed one of these little hotels there were a lot of men sitting
there smoking and talking like they did in those days, you know. And she
heard one of them say, "I wonder what show they are with.'" (laughter)
And she never got over it, and she told us that and I never forgot it.
See, we were so identical that one of them said to the other man, said,
"l wonder what show they are with." (laughter) Well, we weren't with
any show; we never aimed to be showish.

Q: What town in southern Illinois did your aunt live in?

A: Edwardsville; a little ways out, but it was close to Edwardsville.
They are all dead and gone now.

Q: Well, did you have any other brothers or sisters?
A: I have a brother. Here.
Q: A brother how old?

A: Oh my, he looks awfully bad. He's 93. He was here yesterday.
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Q: He's a few years younger than you are?

A: Yes, just a few. I'm 97. This is tlies#anager that comes in and |looks
at me every once in a while, this nice looking chap. [Miss Shepherd
refers to a conversation she had with the manager of the Dirksen Hoyse
regarding her age. Ed.] 1I'l11 be 98. Next September will be the birthday
that people count on, but actually, on the 7th of March I will be 9§
because I'm in my ninety-eighth year. That's pretty much of a record.

And he will be in his ninety-fourth, I think, his birthday was in July.

Q:  What is his name?

A: 1It's an odd name. ..He was named after a judge that was a friend of
-my mother's before she was married. I-R-B-Y, Irby. That's the whole
family.

Q: Tell me about your mother and father.

A: Well, there isn't much to tell about them. They were just nice,
plain, kindly people who tended to their own business and helped others.
He never made a fortune, and she kept a nice house, sewed well to the day
of her death in that 530 [South Walnut Street] house, 530 across from the
church. She never went anyplace much and she didn't want to. She was
what you would call a real homemaker. She just enjoyed everything about
it and she could do most anything. She'd get pretty peeved at people
that wouldn't try. (laughs)

All the neighbors around there-—-and there were a good many her age; and
not only her age, but there was a couple back of us on . ., . what's that
street, that little short street back of Walnut? I lived on it, now what
in the world. . . . Well anyway, it's that little short street that's on
Edwards and, oh, I can't think. It's two or three blocks. . . .

Q: That's all right.

A: Where the field is on the west side. The school field. And shg--what
was I going to tell you about her? Oh, I can see to this day, I can just
see plain as day. Our lot there on Walnut Street there was two hundred
twenty or two hundred thirty feet deep back this way and sixty feet |this
way. And I can just see Mrs. Hopkins coming, opening the gate down 'in the
alley; and she was a pretty woman, too, and she'd have her bag or bhasket
or something and she'd be waggling up. And she'd come in and the two of
them [would do fancy work]. f

i
The two of them-—-she, Mrs., Hopkins and her husband--stood up with my
mother and father when they were married; so they--well, we couldn't say
they raised the children together, but we all knew each other. And ijust
yesterday the last descendant, a girl, came in here to see me. She icomes
every once in a while, she didn't come to see me just this time, buti she's
the last one. Then there were five or six in that family. I don't know
what they all died of. I think Mrs. Hopkins was in bed a long time. I
think she died of cancer; I'm not sure because we were pretty young, but
we knew she was in bed a long time,
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So all those things, you know, and there were others on the other side
that they'd come in. Then we had one neighbor that was really quite
jealous. You know, some people don't like to see others that other |
people seem to like, and my mother was a woman that everybody liked..

She never antagonized and she didn't criticize--anyway i§.she thought
it, she kept it to herself--and she had a good sense of humor. They
would come and go in, and I would come in and I would see them in their
rocking chairs and they were knitting or crocheting; they were always
making something. And I can hear my mother say, "Oh, I'm so sorry that
people don't put crocheted lace on their pillow cases and underwear now.
They don't do it anymore.” She just loved to make the lace.

Q: Did she knit lace or crochet it?

A: Oh, she knit, crocheted and sewed. Oh, she sewed well! In later

years when we grew up and I'd go down once in a while and buy a dress

that I thought was a bargain, a good dress--Bressmer's used to have some
marvelous buys.  And whenever we saw that, we would go down and regardless
of the size, why, we'd buy it if the material was there and there was enough
to renovate it. And we'd bring it home and she could tear that thing to
pleces, That was in the days when the finest of dresses were seventy-five
and eighty dollars. She'd pick them up maybe for twenty dollars or
something like that and bring them home, tear them to pieces--limb from
limb-~-and make them over and they just looked beautiful. And she was so
disgusted with me because I can't sew. And she'd say--then I might go

down maybe and buy a dress for myself that I admired--and she'd say,

"Well, couldn't you see when you put it on that it's all wrong there?"
"Well," I said, "I told.the woman that I thought it was a little long
here." "Well. . . ." she said. I said, "Well, every time I buy anything,
you meet me at the door with the razor blade and the scissors ready to

pull it to pieces.”" And I'm gone to a hundred and I don't [sew]. I don't
see any of them though--well, I think they know but they won't take the
trouble; they won't do it today.

Q: What kinds of things did your mother do around the house? You said
she was such a good homemaker. What kinds of things did she do?

A: Well, every Saturday we cleaned the house . . .
Q: We? Who is we?

A: . . . from top to bottom! Alice and my mother and I. Every room got
a spxebching and a scraping over it once a week. That was when we cleaned
house, and then the rest of the time we just kind of did what we plegsed,
went to school. Well, that was just little things that every famllyrdoes.
That's the way they all grow up.

Q: What kind of tools did you have to clean house with?

A: Just a broom, pan. Well, we did have--the first that I ever saw+-a
sweeper, you know, an electric sweeper and we used that. It was a pretty
home. It's still a pretty home. I'm awful sorry I sold that house
because I sold it pretty cheap.
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Q: Oh, thiswas the house on Walnut Street.

A: Yes, across from the church.

Q: When did you move to that house on Walnut Street? You were out of
school by then?

A: Oh, yes. Then we sold that, you know. Then I was down at the
Franklin Life [Insurance Company] for many years, you know.,

Q: But when you lived on Jefferson, West Jefferson . . .
A: I didn't do anything then but just go to school.

Q: You were just a child and went to school then. Do you remember
anything at all before you went to school? Do you have memories back
that far before you started to school?

A: No, I don't think so. I don't think so. I can remember some of my
aunts, who they were, but I never lived with any of them; they were often
at the house.

Q: Do you remember family gatherings at your house and the kinds of
things you would do?

A: Oh, yes. In that first house? Yes, we used to have lots of dinners
and we had real food in those days. They all liked to cook and they all
liked to eat. (laughs)

Q: Was it a custom that they all would bring food when they came to your
house?

. A: Oh yes, oh yes. It's just like we live today--somebody goes and has

a luncheon, someone else has something they like and they exchange recipés,
you know. It's just an ordinary, simple life. But we never had quarrelsome
lives or envious lives and that's a great blessing in any family.

- And we went to Sunday School. Now, I don't think we learned very much
because I can remember our Sunday School teacher was Miss Alice Conkling.
Now, in your records you'll find a Mr. Clinton Conkling and he wasone of

the first persons that 1 ever remember in that church. He was one of the
big, first elders. He was a tall and thin man, a lawyer, one of the leading
Springfield lawyers. And I know men that practiced law went and got all
their law practice started with him. But I don't know where they are now.

I can remember, I think Mr. Johnson [was the minister]. I'm going to ask
Mrs. Barge. [Mrs. Barge is the wife of the present minister of the
Westminster Presbyterian Church. Ed.] She was here the other day and
stayed an hour and a half im:that little squinting room and I said, "Well,
I'm sorry 1 don't have a bigger place." She said, "Why?" "So I don't
have to sit on the bed to listen to you." So that's the reason I moved.

I just couldn't sit in that corner all the rest ofmy life if I'm going to
stay here. So I plan to ask her, and I'm going to when I see Mr. Barge or
Mr. Fry, if Mr. Johnson wasn't the minister. I'm sure he was, but I might
be wrong, you know, once in a while. But he baptized us.











































































































































