
much, and Hattie took over the 
correspondence. One of Hattie's letters, 
beginning on June 22, a Wednesday, in 
1898, and ending the following Sunday, 
covers the myriad of activities which 
made up Hattie's world, not one of dreams 
and wishes, but one of practical 
application to existence and 
survival—although not lacking in 
moments of contentment and satisfaction. 

Barrington, Illinois, Wed. June 22, 1898. 
Dear Laura: 

We received your ever looked for letter 
and as usual read it to myself and then to 
Hub. I don't know whether ma commented 
on your letter before this or not, so I will 
anyway. Ren shot Carlo (the Porter's dog) 
quite a while ago. He was lame and weak 
in the back and almost entirely deaf. I 
received the patterns all right. I hear that 
the Woodmen here are going to get up a 
celebration the 4th. I think Roscoe's dress 
is very pretty. I wrote that while waiting 
for mop water to heat. Now its Thursday, 1 
p.m. and its raining here like great guns. 

This week Monday I baked bread and 
partly cleaned the cellar. Tuesday finished 
the cellar and fixed up the little store room 
where we used to keep outside garments 
for a closet. Wed. Baked beans, loaf cake, 
pumpkin pie, fried cakes and vanity cakes. 
In the afternoon mopped all the rooms not 
carpeted. This morning went to town with 
Ren. He started to take his milk to the 
B— factory ( the Barrington factory, on 
North Cook between Washington and 
Liberty) as Frick has shut down for lack of 
milk. (The Frick Cheese Factory was then 
located at the northwest corner of Buckley 
and Cuba Roads. It was later moved, a 
little way east on Cuba). Ren used to take 
to Spring Lake but the roads are so horrid 
he rather go a little further on good roads. 
Its 3 miles to B. and 21/4 to S.L. We got back 
at 8.20. (The Spring Lake Cheese Factory 
is now a home on the corner of County Line 
and Meadow Hill Roads.) 

I have sewed today when not doing 
housework. Finished the dress you sent 
Howard. Made it waist and skirt. Three 
box plaits front and back. Hide double box 
plait in the front of the skirt. Rolling collar, 
full sleaves, it looks pretty. When I made 
that t I was throwing a kiss at Howard in 
return for his. Its seven o'clock and I have 
him scrubbed and in his bed. When he gets 
tired of playing he will lay down and go to 
"sheep." Hope the slats are solid, and 
guess they are or they would have gone 
down long ago. 

Howard has two of his upper double 
teeth just peeping through. He has only 
two double one whole through. I can see 
the forms of his eye and stomach teeth but 
not very far along. He has just started to 
feed himself and he thinks its so cute he 
nearly busts himself eating with a poon. 
He doesn't seem to mind his teeth but 
drinks a little more than usual. I sent you 
that kilt suit pattern this morning. I have 
not used it yet but do not need it for awhile 
as I am going to work for myself now. I am 
so nearly "banked up" as one of our dutch 
neighbors says. 

That kid is so noisy. Just now he is 
standing up in the end of his bed—no he 
isn't for he hurt his mouth on the back of 
the little rocking chair which he was 
rocking and singing to. Has concluded to 
lay down awhile and pound the wall with 
his feet. 

Its 7.30 now, getting rather dark to write, 
so guess I'll sit and meditate a bit. Howard 
is getting quiet but breaks out frequently. 

Two mornings he slept till 8. One morning 
till seven, but this morning he woke at 5.30 
and only had an hour's nap this noon. 
Sunday night 7.30. I thought to have this 
finished before now but Edd and Hattie 
and little Elsie May came down to see us 
today. Were here to dinner. Baby is getting 
fat. Ren and I gave it its second name, and 
I gave it a dress. One of Howard's best 
white ones. The one I bought ready made. 
She says things are different now, she 
can't run outdoors like she did. In answer 
to your last letter—yes, we intend to move 
the sink and pump into one end of the new 
building. Thank you for the collar pattern, 
have not tried it yet. 

We had a terrible rainstorm Friday 
night. It thundered -and lightened real hard 
and poured down from eleven to three and 
rained till six. And the water! In B. one 
man's horses stood in water up to their 
bellies, another man's hogs ( about 100 
pound weight) stood in their trough with 
just their noses above the water and he cut 
a hole in the barn floor to get them out. The 
whole street was flooded, the sidewalk was 
floating around. It is the new street 
between Wm Howarth's corner and the 
school I use its real low there. (Hough 
Street). We went to B. the next morning 
after the rain and this side of Wash 
Johnson's bridge the horses waded in 
water to their knees. Also on the County 
Line but not so deep. Everybody's 
meadowland is under water. Our big creek 
bridge was entirely out of sight and 
everything was flooded in like proportion. 

I put buttons on the front of H's dress you 
spoke of, but took them off before I ironed 
it and shall not put them back. Howard 
loved Hattie's baby so much today he 
could not let it alone. He would kiss it, and 
take hold of its hands and put out both his 
little arms and say "um" ( as in rude) as if 
to say "you little darling," and he cried so 
hard when I took her out when they went. I 
thought he would be jealous. 

Friday forenoon swept and dusted 
sitting room and bedroom and fussed 
around the house in general. In the 
afternoon I sewed. Put a new dress on my 
rocking chair and made a new curtain to 
the cubby way in the bedroom. (no I didn't 
do that until Saturday). Saturday morning 
I went to town with Ren. He goes to town 
every other day only. Aunt Addie was at 
the folkses. After I got home I baked bread 
and slicked up in general. Today we had 
new potatoes from our garden. They are 
larger now than they were last year when 
dug and they are only blossomed. We also 
have beetgreens onions, radishes and 
peas. Ren does all the gardening. It is now 
8.30. Howard is asleep, Ren is reading and 
I am tired. I have the wash water on, fire 
ready to light, rinsing water pumped, 
clothes soaking, and Ren will wake me at 
four when he gets up. I have a large 
washing for us. I want to wash and iron 
and can some gooseberries the folks gave 
me—then I want to make me a shirtwaist 
to wear the 4th. The Woodmen have a 
picnic in Comstocks Woods, and we intend 
to go early and stay late. Can't think of 
anymore to say so guess I'll quit. Oh yes, 
Ren has bought him a corn binder—been 
run two season but good as new for work 
$45.00 new ones are $120. Will close with 
lots of love, Sister. 

Another letter of Hattie's in diary form 
gives a further picture of the routines of 
her days—and it is typical of dozens she 
wrote to Laura from the perspective of her 
world around Barrington. 

Barrington, Ill. October 24th, '98. Monday 
4 p.m. 
Dear Sister: 

My last week's letter was such a fizzle 
that I thought I'd start early this week and 
try to better it. We have had a pleasant day 
today and my clothes are all dry. There I 
must fill and clean my lamps 
immediately. 

Evening 7.15. I intended to change them 
earlier in the day but forgot it. I cleaned 
them, brought in three armsful of wood, 
got the eggs—five—made biscuits for 
supper—did dishes, set emptings, 
sprinkled clothes and sat down to write. 

I had quite a laughable experience last 
night. I took a dose of physic before I went 
to bed and in the night I woke with a very 
strong idea that I'd better get some clothes 
on ready to start. I got my shoes on, but got 
in such a hurry I could not dress but 
started on a dog trot for college, grabbing 
Ren's overcoat on the way. I started on a 
run forgetting the wheelbarrow that was 
tipped up on the road. I skinned my shin on 
one leg and my leg halfway between knee 
and hip on the other leg. I gave a jump 
somehow and cleared it and arrived safely 
at my destination with my load. I guess the 
wounds are not serious though they hurt 
some yet. 

I have cold and sore throat today—not 
very bad—but I feel like a stoten-bottle. 
This afternoon I made another gallon of 
ripe cucumber pickes. 

Howard had a cucumber and a blunt 
knife and he busied himself a long time. He 
said "Howie pare cucum." Sometimes he 
says "Howie" and sometimes he says 
"How." We always call him Howard. I 
often call him "Little Man" and he 
answers to it the same. 

Now I am going to bed as I did not get 
half sleep enough last night. All the sewing 
I have done today is to sew on a button and 
mend a pair of socks. 

Tu. 2.30. Today's program is as follows: 
Got up at six o'clock. Breakfast, dinner 
and dishes. Baked two loaves of bread. Did 
ironing—not large. Sewed on 2 buttons and 
mended Ren's overalls extensively. 

Yes, I think the kids talk cute but its a 
rest when they sleep for they talk so 
everlastingly. He thinks "Howie" can do 
everything—its no use offering to do it for 
him. Once in a while he gets stuck. Its 
another horrid day. Cold, rainy and the 
wind blowing like mad from the north. I 
am in luck that my clothes are washed and 
dried. Ren drew a lot of corn into the barn 
yesterday so he can husk if he wants. We 
all have colds and feel mean. 

Evening 7.30. When I quit writing I 
combed my hair and swept the kitchen 
then began on supper. Made a brown betty 
pudding, put potatoes baking, made a 
squash pie and a saucer apple pie. Did my 
dishes and studied a catalogue. Got 
Howard ready for bed and now I am going 
to bed soon. If your weather is like ours 
you can't thresh yet I am afraid. 

It snowed some tonight. 
Howard's cloak is something like the one 

the girl has on in the 1897 November 
Delineator. The yoke, collar and shoulder 
caps are the same, but the sleeves are 
mutton leg and the skirt has single box 
plaits, two in front and two in back. Its 
green and black all mixed up and a 
trimming of gilt and white braid. I bought 
some green velvet and intend to make a 
bonnet and trim it with black astrichan. 
His has a yoke front and back instead of 
the plait going to the neck. The cloak also 
has a trimming of a kind of black fur. Its  

very thick and warm. 
Now I'll go to bed and plan tomorrow's 

campaign if I don't get to sleep too soon. 
Wed. night. After supper. Miss Thomas 
(her boarder—who was teaching at the 
Porter School) is doing her ironing so I'll 
not clear the table just yet. I've just done a 
little housework, the regular everyday 
work and made Howard's bonnet. Made it 
of green velvet and put a full ruffle of black 
astrichan around it. Made the inside side 
of the ruffle of the velvet. The ruffle stands 
out and kinda shows both sides. Put on 
black ribbon ties and a black bow on top. 
Didn't do any baking today. Had a warmed 
up dinner and cooked supper. Now I'll quit 
because I have no more to say. 

Thursday Evening 8.30. We have been 
visiting all day. Did my morning work and 
got us ready and went uptown. Did some 
trading and had dinner up home then went 
up to Hattie's. (Her sister-in-law.) Found 
her nearly sick with neuralgia and 
teethache. I took pity on her and cut a 
dress waist like mine—my shirt waist 
pattern. She never makes things look good 
anyway so thought I'd bring it home and 
work on it. Little Elsie is so good and so 
pretty. Got home about five. Cooked 
beefsteak and potatoes for supper and 
after doing dishes set emptings for bread 
and for biscuits. Set biscuits with milk and 
bread with water. Brought home twelve 
quarts of pairs that the folks put up for us. 
They are lovely. 

Friday 3.40. Howard is at the barn with 
Ren. He is drawing in corn. It is a lovely 
day. This morning I cut me out a 
nightdress then went to baking. Calculate I 
have enough to last me till Tuesday. I hate 
to bake wash day. I have baked three 
loaves of bread, 30 raised biscuits (size of 
baking powder ones) small squash pie, 
chocolate layer cake, and fifth ginger 
cookies. Had good luck this time. 

I had lots else planned but my home isn't 
in order or myself either, and we are all 
going to town tonight. I am awfully tired 
but had good luck so feel paid. 

Evening. We are off now in a few 
minutes. I got straightened around before 
supper and am rested a little. Tomorrow I 
must sweep, dust and mop, and I do so 
want to sew. Will send you a piece of my 
nightdress. Will close now, with lots of 
love, Hattie. Haven't time to read this over 
so guess at it as to meaning if you find 
mistakes." 

Hattie Brown Porter cared deeply for 
her husband and her family, but she never 
quite lost her sense of amazement that she 
was a mother, and in another age she 
might not have automatically filled the 
traditional feminine role. Her independent 
tendencies were strongly apparent in her 
premarriage letters—and her wedding 
arrangements hardly followed social 
custom of the times. But once the move to 
the Porter farm was completed the 
pragmatic Hattie took over to make the 
best of her circumstances. Through her 
extensive and detailed letters, she 
maintained a daily close contact with her 
sister, but possibly, and subconsciously 
she was sustained by the exercise of 
recapping her days to Laura. By 
chronicling her most routine activities she 
made an accomplishment out of every one 
of them, and thus, through the survival of 
these letters, her life and that of her family 
becomes immortal. 

NEXT TIME—more of Emaline's views of 
the world and the people around her. 
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