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  For Deborah A. Day, longtime archivist at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography, who early on recognized the importance of Dr. Mary Bennett Ritter’s legacy and has made her materials widely available to scholars and interested readers.




  For Ruth Bennett Cody, Dr. Ritter’s niece, who greatly admired her aunt Mary and wrote, after hearing her present a lecture to the La Jolla Woman’s Club about a trip to Japan: “I remember how I listened filled with awe that I should know and be related to one who had had such strange and wondrous adventures.”




  For Cindy Melter, great-grandniece of Dr. Ritter, a pioneering spirit in her own right, forging a path for women software engineers in Silicon Valley.






  A NOTE TO READERS




  To preserve the tone, style, and historical character of this memoir, original spelling, punctuation, and phrases common at the time of the book’s publication in 1933 have been retained. Readers will notice that some words now commonly spelled as a single word are hyphenated or paired, sometimes inconsistently (e.g., “week-end,” “country-side,” “school teacher,” “head strong,” “worth while”); unusual spellings of medical terms (e.g., “anaestetic,” “haemoglobin”) and geographical places (e.g., “Tia Juana”); and several terms used by Mr. Ritter that describe his scientific approach (e.g., “philosophico-biological”), an approach we might describe as “ecological” or “holistic” today.




  The original publication of More than Gold in California contains an opening section that is not included in this book. That section is distinctly different in tone and style from the rest of the book. It is not based on firsthand experience; rather, Dr. Ritter reconstructs the details of her family’s migration from stories she heard as a child and from family letters, diaries, and published historical accounts. It was written at the request of Dr. Ritter’s nieces as she notes in her foreword. In it, she chronicles the history of her paternal and maternal lines (the Bennett and Noble families) and describes their expeditions to California via steamship and railroad during the Gold Rush period, their exploration of California land and business opportunities, and their farming in the San Jose area. While this section is likely to be of interest to readers of California history and culture, it stands in contrast to the vivid firsthand account Dr. Ritter presents here. I refer interested readers to the original publication, copies of which can be found in a good number of California libraries and requested via interlibrary loan.
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  INTRODUCTION




  More than Gold in California:
The Life and Work of Dr. Mary Bennett Ritter


  Gesa E. Kirsch




  More than Gold in California is a fascinating memoir written by Dr. Mary Elizabeth Bennett Ritter, a physician, women’s rights advocate, and civic leader working in California at the turn of the last century. It tells the story of a farmer’s daughter who defies all conventions to pursue her passion: to receive medical training and become a physician. It is filled with adventures and drama—house calls via horse and buggy rides through the darkened streets of Berkeley, a spurned lover’s suicide, a near drowning at Pacific Grove beach, one of the first automobile rides across rugged California dirt roads, intercontinental rail travel, and voyages to the Far East. As Dr. Ritter tells her story, readers encounter the movers and shakers of their times—University of California presidents and families of wealth and influence, including the Scrippses, the Hearsts, and the Rockefellers.1




  More than Gold in California is set in the late nineteenth century after the Gold Rush had brought waves of pioneers and fortune seekers to California (1849), the University of California was established (1868), and Chinese laborers had built the railroads (1860s). Women’s rights were limited, and modern medicine was still emerging (pathogens were poorly understood, penicillin and antibiotics had yet to be discovered, and the use of vaccines and X-rays were still emerging). Women physicians were small in number but increasing rapidly, estimated from a few hundred at the middle of the century to several thousand by century’s end.2 It was a cultural moment in which medicine, technology, and the sciences were beacons of hope for human progress. More than Gold in California tells Dr. Ritter’s own story, but it also tells a story of her time, when women were increasingly entering public and professional spheres.




  
A DETERMINED WOMAN





  Dr. Ritter’s memoir is highly readable, engaging, and historically signifi-cant.3 It shows the author’s keen sense of observation, humor, and courage in the face of adversity. As Dr. Ritter recounts her eventful life, she reveals a determination to succeed, a mastery of persuasion to accomplish her goals, and a commitment to promote the welfare of those in need. She recalls in her chapter Childhood Memories a time at age five when she first displayed her strong will. Her mother had asked her to wear a hat but she refused. No amount of reasoning, persuading, or threatening would change her mind. Once she had made up her mind, she stood by her decision. Reflecting on this event, Dr. Ritter muses: “I really think that the same dogged determination which prompted the five-year-old child, regardless of spankings and being shut in a dark smoke-house, to insist, ‘I don’t want to wear that hat,’ had something to do with the surprisingly small death list that fell to my lot.”




  Dr. Ritter was determined, persistent, and persuasive; she had a strong sense of indignation when she encountered injustices, whether these affected women, the poor, or the needy. She used a sliding scale to charge for her medical services and often worked without charge, but she also insisted on payment from those who had the means to do so. As she recounts in her chapter Medical Practice, when the family of a well-to-do patient complained about her fees, Dr. Ritter responded:




  To me money was never the paramount question. The poorest patient received the same devoted care as the richest . . . It was the life I was battling for. But when I was asked by this patient’s family for my bill, I sent one for five hundred dollars to a brother who was executor of his father’s large estate. I received a partial payment check with a reference to the size of the bill. This wounded me greatly. I wrote him that if his sister’s life was not worth that amount he might reduce the bill to what he considered was equitable, but that as for me, had another cipher been added to the amount it would not have been adequate recompense for what my devotion to his sister had taken out of my life. I received an abject apology and the full amount of the bill.




  This story—and many others she tells in her memoir—reflects Dr. Ritter’s pragmatic approach, her commitment to social justice, and her rhetorical powers. Dr. Ritter had a way with words that could disarm even the most vociferous critics, especially critics of women determined to bring about social change. But Dr. Ritter also recognized that there could be a fine line of going too far, as she notes in her Childhood Memories chapter: “The strength of will and determination to succeed in whatever I undertook has stood me in good stead many times later in life, as well as being a characteristic I have had to learn to control.”




  
A PIONEER IN MEDICINE





  Dr. Ritter was a pioneer in the field of medicine. She was progressive, pragmatic, and feminist in orientation and would not let the “powers-that-be” deter her from pursuing her goals. She received her MD in 1886, ten years after women were first admitted to Cooper Medical College (now Stanford School of Medicine). Since Dr. Ritter did not come from a family of wealth, she had to earn the money needed to pay for a medical education. She accomplished this by working as a schoolteacher and later as a school principal (another first for a woman of her time). Once she had gained a sound financial footing and announced her plans to pursue a medical education, she encountered numerous objections. She writes in her chapter An Interlude:




  There were the usual caustic remarks about feminine unfitness for the profession of medicine, woman’s lack of strength, her instability, natural timidity, and all the other hackneyed objections.




  Predictions of failure were universal but varied. Beside all of the above reasons for failure there came this blast: “After you have spent all your money and the best years of your life studying medicine, you will ‘up and marry’ and it will all be wasted.” “Even if I knew I should ‘up and marry’ I would most assuredly study medicine,” was my retort. “Surely no one needs such training more than the mother of a family.”




  Dr. Ritter was very aware of the double standards women in medicine faced. Reflecting on her experiences as a medical student, she recounts a time when her class observed a particularly gruesome operation. When several male students fainted, this occurrence was attributed to “poor circulation.” But if a single woman student had fainted, Dr. Ritter realized, the whole female gender would have been maligned. This incident speaks powerfully to the prejudices medical women faced, but Dr. Ritter was not to be deterred.




  When she graduated from Cooper Medical College, she and the only other woman in her graduating class were invited to serve as interns at the Pacific Dispensary (now Children’s Hospital) in San Francisco, an institution founded by two women physicians for the express purpose of supporting women’s medical education.4 Here, Dr. Ritter learned firsthand about the power of women’s professional networks. In an essay written for the Cooper Medical College alumni newsletter Recollections, Dr. Ritter describes how women physicians at the time collaborated and supported one another’s work.




  The hospital staff [at Children’s Hospital] was composed for the most part of the early women physicians who had created it largely for the purpose of affording hospital opportunities for themselves and those who came after them. Prominent among them were Dr. Charlotte Blake Brown and Dr. Lucy F. Wanzer . . .




  One of her [Dr. Brown’s] first activities was to call together the few other women physicians and several women of wealth and lay before them a plan to establish a free clinic for poor women and children. As a result, the Pacific Dispensary was opened . . . This finally grew into a hospital and clinic combined.




  Witnessing Dr. Brown’s successful strategy for advocating social change—gathering professional women and women of wealth around a common cause—provided a critically important lesson for Dr. Ritter, and it became a strategy upon which she would rely many times.




  Early on Dr. Ritter recognized the importance of professional networks that allowed women physicians to collaborate, support, and consult with one another and create opportunities for professional advancement. Dr. Ritter ran her own practice in Berkeley for twenty years and became part of an informal network of women physicians who practiced medicine in the San Francisco Bay area that included Dr. Mary Delano Fletcher (her classmate in medical school), Dr. C. Annette Buckel, and Dr. Sarah Shuey. These women would consult with one another when they encountered difficult medical cases and cover one another’s duties during vacations, illnesses, and other absences from their practices. Of these experiences, Dr. Ritter writes in her Medical Practice chapter: “Thus we four women physicians were near enough to work together when necessary, and relieve each other when one took a vacation” [or became ill]. Such professional networking became a cornerstone in Dr. Ritter’s work and life. Indeed, not only did such a network of women physicians flourish on the Pacific Coast, but it was a national phenomenon, necessitated by the relatively small, though rapidly growing, number of women physicians at the time.5




  
A WOMEN’S RIGHTS ADVOCATE





  Because Dr. Ritter was one of the few women physicians in Berkeley, she became the go-to person for women students, also few in numbers at the time, who sought the medical advice and moral support of a woman doctor. In fact, with her strong-mindedness, knowledge, and compassion, Dr. Ritter greatly contributed to women’s self-esteem and determination to demand change in university affairs. Reflecting on all of this in her University Interests chapter, Dr. Ritter writes:




  Again it seemed to be my lot to be a “starter,” for I was the “crank” that turned over the machinery for several innovations in the lives of the women students. Although the number of women students had increased rapidly from three or four in each class in the [18]80s to as many hundreds in the classes of the mid [18]90s, they were still inconsiderable numerically, and not at all to be considered in the various activities enjoyed by the men students.




  For example, the men had had a gymnasium and instruction in gymnastics for years. It was assumed to be beneficial to their health and therefore a necessity. But this argument did not apply to the girls. The idea seemed rather to be that regular gymnastic exercise would be detrimental to their well-being. I sometimes felt as if the masculine powers-that-be thought that women were made of glass and might break to pieces if they fell down. But the girls did not think that way.




  When in 1891 a group of University of California women students summoned their courage to request expanded access to the gymnasium (beyond the allotted few hours on Wednesday and Friday afternoons),6 they were told by the physical education instructor that they first needed to have a medical exam, but that there were no funds for this purpose. The women decided to approach Dr. Ritter to inquire whether she would be willing to give them free medical exams. As Dr. Ritter recounts in her University Interests chapter, she immediately volunteered to do so:




  Alas for his foxy loop-hole! He had not counted on feminine determination. When a woman wants a thing, she wants it. The girls talked matters over and a day or two later the same group called on me and told me their story, asking if I would be willing to make the medical examinations without pay. I readily consented.




  At the same time, philanthropist Phoebe Hearst, the only woman serving on the board of the University of California Regents had designated money to build a campus center, Hearst Hall, as a place for dining, socializing, and entertainment.7 When Hearst learned from Dr. Ritter about the plight of the women students—limited access to the gymnasium—she decided to designate a section of the newly constructed Hearst Hall as the “Women’s Gymnasium,” offering students a splendid new facility, superior to that used by the men, Harmon Hall.




  The building remains standing today (expanded and rebuilt by Phoebe Hearst’s son after a fire destroyed the original in the 1930s), prominently lining Bancroft Way, a major thoroughfare on campus, and a reminder of the gesture made by Hearst in support of women students more than a century ago. Dr. Ritter was delighted with this turn of events, noting in her University Interests chapter with a bit of glee:




  Thus the entering wedge was made for the vast amount of fine training of many sorts which the women students have enjoyed these later years in the beautiful Hearst Gymnasium. Until this present year [1933] I have never passed the palatial women’s building and then old Harmon Gymnasium [used by the men] without a broad and somewhat sardonic grin.




  The strategy Dr. Ritter had learned from her mentors—collaborating with women of power and wealth (Phoebe Hearst in this case) to advance a social cause (women’s access to physical education)—proved to be successful in her work with university women, as it would later on in her civic, social, and medical work.




  In 1903 Dr. Ritter took her advocacy on behalf of women students to a broader audience by addressing the thirty-third annual meeting of the California State Medical Association and publishing her research in the California State Journal of Medicine. Dr. Ritter advocated strongly for women’s rights to health, safety, and higher education. She argued that a college education benefits women, both mentally and physically, and does not interfere with their reproductive functions or devotion as future mothers, two factors often raised by those opposing higher education for women.8




  Dr. Ritter rapidly became counselor and confidante to many women, as she recalls in her chapter University Interests: “Since I was the only woman on the campus to whom the girls could turn for any personal advice, such advice, perforce, spread and spread like spilled treacle. . . . Every sort of personal problem was brought to me.” Notably, many women students faced a lack of safe, affordable, and clean housing. Dr. Ritter helped these students to implement their idea of setting up residential self-governing“club-houses,” taking upon herself the job of convincing the university of the importance of this enterprise. To bolster her case, she conducted a comprehensive survey of living arrangements for women. Not taking any chances, she surveyed all boardinghouses in which women students lived, not just a sampling, visiting hundreds of women students living in Berkeley and the surrounding area. Dr. Ritter added these visits, or inspections, to the end of her long days spent in medical practice. What she found during her visits were unsanitary and cramped living conditions, outlandish rents, and a lack of privacy for many tenants.




  Showing her hallmark thoroughness with research, she described in detail the conditions she had encountered. Once she submitted her report to the university (as well as to Hearst), the facts were undispu-table, convincing the administration of the need for safe and affordable student housing. Soon thereafter, Dr. Ritter and Hearst drew up a plan to set up the first two cooperative clubhouses that would be operated, furnished, and run by women students themselves and overseen by a concierge. Writing to Phoebe Hearst on August 25, 1903, Dr. Ritter rejoices:




  I grow more and more enthusiastic over our plan. I truly believe the scheme is ideal. The Club Houses are overwhelmed with applications this year and many inquiries come to me about future possibilities.




  By “ideal scheme” I mean the small club houses, managed by the girls themselves, so that they can regulate their own cost of living and have the pleasure and discipline of a home for the dignity and character of which they are responsible. The supervision of a chaperone and of some University person is of course essential, and it seems to me not unreasonable that a University might build and furnish such houses for renting to the students.




  Once the first two model clubhouses had been set up, Dr. Ritter continued her work with women students for more than thirty years, serving on the Club House Loan Fund Committee, which coordinated fund-raising efforts for loans to buy and furnish more than three dozen clubhouses over several decades.




  For their part, the University of California women students, especially those who were or are members of the Prytanean Women’s Honor Society, of which Dr. Ritter was a founding member, continue to acknowledge Dr. Ritter’s important contributions to women’s rights in the areas of health, well-being, and housing. To this date, the Prytanean Society website describes Dr. Ritter’s contributions as a founding member, and the group donated funds to name a conference room in Dr. Ritter’s honor at the Tang Center, a building that houses the University Health Services at the University of California, Berkeley.




  

  
A CIVIC LEADER





  Dr. Ritter became an important civic leader when she helped to establish the first sanitary guidelines for dairies in Berkeley (to improve the safety of milk for infants), lectured on social hygiene under the auspices of the State Federation of Public Health during World War I, and supported many civic and women’s organizations in her later years, such as the YWCA, the National Federation of Women’s Clubs, the Traveler’s Aid Society, and the League of Women Voters.




  Systematic research continued to be a hallmark of Dr. Ritter’s work on the “Milk Committee.” At this time, Dr. Ritter and several of her peers—the women physicians who collaborated with one another in the Bay area—were invited to join the “Home Club,” an organization that promoted home safety and sanitation. Unclean, unpasteurized milk from local dairies was a major concern at the time, a fact that caused many of Dr. Ritter’s patients to become ill or die, especially infants and young children. As she describes in her “Ply-wood” of Life chapter, Dr. Ritter decided that something had to be done:




  One of the first [Home Club] committees formed was the Milk Committee whose purpose was to investigate the milk supply in the East Bay region and to try to secure pure milk. Dr. Buckel was chairman and Dr. Shuey, Dr. Fletcher and I the committee. Dr. Shuey and I were delegated to investigate all the dairies in Alameda and Contra Costa counties supplying milk to the cities and towns around the Bay. Such conditions of mud and filth as we found are indescribable. No wonder babies were ill.




  Dr. Ritter’s strategy of conducting systematic research, combined with the support of professional women working together, brought about an important new public health policy. As she had with the Berkeley woman’s housing problem, she completed an exhaustive survey of dairies—all of them in Alameda and Contra Costa Counties (not just a sampling). The survey results, presented by a group of professional women, carried great rhetorical power, enough to convince policy makers to establish regulations that provided safe, clean, and pasteurized milk to the greater Berkeley region. These examples—just a few in the life of a fascinating woman physician who practiced medicine more than a hundred years ago—illustrate Dr. Ritter’s determination, persuasive powers, and networking strategies to effect social change.




  
AN EARLY POWER COUPLE





  In 1891, Dr. Ritter married William Emerson Ritter, a professor of zoology, and they began a highly unconventional relationship. They were partners and equals, supportive of each other’s work, yet remained independent spirits. Today, they might be described as a “power couple.”9 Early on they had “come to an understanding,” as Dr. Ritter states in her Medical Student and Interne chapter, that before they would marry, Dr. Ritter would complete an internship and set up a medical practice, and Mr. Ritter10 would attend Harvard University for his doctoral studies. They spent as much time apart as together, coordinating meeting points on cross-continental or transatlantic voyages. They would use extended travels as opportunities for advancing professional knowledge and extending their networks: Dr. Ritter often toured hospitals and clinics and networked with women physicians while Mr. Ritter attended scientific conferences, conducted fieldwork, and met with fellow scientists.




  Humor was a glue in their relationship, as can be seen in many of the stories Dr. Ritter narrates, and in several letters they wrote to each other and family members. For instance, Mr. Ritter writes in a letter to his uncle Nelson on October 8, 1905:




  Should you be curious to know what I am doing here [in La Jolla], I should explain that I am keeping house for Mrs. Dr. Mary B. Ritter, and incidentally doing a little in the way of Natural History in the capacity of Director of the laboratory, located here, and belonging to the San Diego Marine Biological Association.




  Our University is gracious enough to give its long and faithful servants a year off now and then for studying and housekeeping away from home; hence further explanation of my presence here.




  Or consider this note written by Dr. Ritter, dedicating a bathrobe to her husband:




  Whereas my husband, William Emerson Ritter, having proved by his use and care of a certain blue and gray lounging-robe during the period covering several months when said robe was loaned to him that he has the necessary qualifications to put said robe to its proper use, I hereby give the above mentioned robe to him for his use and pleasure.




  Just as important as humor seems to have been in their relationship, there is evidence of true, deep, and abiding appreciation and respect for each other’s intellect, work, vision, and accomplishments. Their letters to each other are tender, thoughtful, intellectually rich, and supportive. In an invitation sent to friends and family on November 19, 1931, on the occasion of Mr. Ritter’s seventy-fifth birthday, Dr. Ritter writes:




  For besides the desire to give my husband a pleasant evening, and to enrich his later years with happy memories, there was the hope that before the close of the evening each one of you might know him, the whole man, a little better; might see a little more clearly, the relatedness of his various activities and interests . . . So it is that this modern naturalist [Mr. Ritter] has striven all his life to help demonstrate not only the “Organism as a Whole” but the “complete reality” of Nature, that thereby human welfare might be enhanced. (emphasis in original).




  Clearly, Dr. and Mr. Ritter provide an early model of what a relationship of deep mutual respect, support, and affection can look like.




  
A FOUNDING CONTRIBUTOR TO THE SCRIPPS INSTITUTION OF OCEANOGRAPHY







  In 1905 Dr. Ritter faced one of the most difficult decisions of her life: giving up her medical work. It became clear that her husband would be required to move to La Jolla on a full-time basis to oversee the establishment of the Marine Biological Station, now the world-renowned Scripps Institution of Oceanography of the University of California, San Diego. Dr. Ritter’s own health was failing at the time, as it was on and off during her entire life (described below), so that the decision to give up her praxis (in 1909) and resign her work at the University of California, Berkeley, (in 1905) was perhaps made a little easier as she already had asked colleagues to cover her duties. But Dr. Ritter’s lifework as a physician had shaped her identity, her values, and her vision. Her medical work enabled her to speak confidently, publicly, and persuasively. It formed the core of her activism and civic leadership. In letters to her friends, she comments about missing her medical work. In February 1905, she writes to Phoebe Hearst:




  I miss my work very much. One cannot lightly give up a work into which much of one’s life has gone, nor is it easy to readjust one’s life to the trivial round of duties that fall to woman’s lot. Perhaps they are not trivial, and the outside demands upon my time keep me more than busy in various forms of philanthropic work.




  And on September 9, 1910, she writes to her friend Mrs. Kofoid:




  Another element in the pleasurable week was getting back into the old harness [attending to a patient]. It was like a taste of blood to an old caged lion. I am more convinced by experience than I was formerly by observation, that it is a serious thing to deprive one of a long accustomed occupation.




  Once the Ritters moved to La Jolla on a full-time basis, Dr. Ritter, true to her pioneer spirit, rolled up her sleeves and managed the day-to-day affairs of the newly established “colony,” the Marine Biological Station. She became a critically important contributor to the development of the new campus, supervising the construction of the first buildings as well as the early landscaping of the Scripps Institution of Oceanography. In a letter to Hearst on December 29, 1909, she writes,




  [Mr. Ritter] is in the East again this Winter—has quite contracted the habit, it seems to me, of being away at Christmas time.




  I am kept occupied by foresting a hundred and seventy acres of land with some twenty-thousand trees, and superintending the numerous contracts necessary for the completion of the new laboratory and Station.




  Situated on a piece of land about six miles by dirt road from downtown La Jolla and eighteen miles from San Diego, the colony became its own settlement. That meant providing housing and meals for staff and students who came to work and live there, hosting visitors from near and far, and entertaining San Diego’s civic and business leaders, on whose financial support the success of the Marine Biological Station would depend. In her chapter The Half Decade—1913–1918, Dr. Ritter remarks, tongue-in-cheek:




  Once established in our residence, I often said that all we needed to do was to put out a sign, “RITTER INN—Entertainment Free.” Officials from the University—president, comptroller, surveyor—as well as scientists from all over the world, were our house guests, to say nothing of the friends and acquaintances who kindly dropped in, in the course of their tours.




  Furthermore, Dr. Ritter was an active editor and reviewer of her husband’s manuscripts (e.g., typing and proofreading reports, articles, and book manuscripts) and supported his laboratory work (e.g., preserving specimens).11 The combination of opportunity, necessity, and duty compelled Dr. Ritter to become an active collaborator with her husband as they, together with many San Diego businessmen and philanthropists, undertook the founding of what would become the Scripps Institution of Oceanography.





WORLD TRAVEL



  

  Dr. Ritter traveled quite extensively, especially in later years, often accompanying Mr. Ritter to scientific meetings and conferences. They took extended voyages to Japan, Australia, the South Sea Isles,12 and several trips to Europe. On occasion, Dr. Ritter would invite family members to accompany them on these trips. She took great delight in getting to know her nieces and nephews and their children. One time, she invited two of her grandnieces and one of their friends to come along on a trip to Europe, where they shared many adventures while touring England, France, and Italy. When the young women returned home, Dr. Ritter traveled to Geneva to the seventh annual convention of The League of Nations in order to attend lectures offered by the International Institute of Education—the reason she had decided to travel to Europe even when Mr. Ritter was unable to accompany her. On another occasion, she invited her grandnephew immediately after his high school graduation to come to Washington, D.C. for six months to see the inauguration of President Calvin Coolidge and assist her as companion and driver because she was ill at the time and did not want to be housebound. Thus, the young man toured the East Coast extensively and discovered his love of travel and adventure, later exploring South America and Europe on his own. As the quote (on the dedication page) from her niece, Ruth Bennett Cody, suggests, Dr. Ritter inspired several generations of nieces and nephews with her brave, courageous, and unconventional life.




  
HEALTH CHALLENGES IN DR. RITTER’S OWN LIFE





  Dr. Ritter’s determination, accomplishments, and success are perhaps all the more remarkable when one learns about her own lifelong health challenges. At age twelve, she was diagnosed with typhoid fever. She was vulnerable to contracting influenza and the common cold. At age thirty-five, she was diagnosed with an enlarged heart. She suffered a number of serious physical breakdowns, spending weeks, months, even years confined to her bed, a wheelchair, or a sanatorium. In 1889, while Mr. Ritter was traveling to the East, her mentor, Dr. Charlotte Brown, urged her to undergo a serious operation for intestinal ulcerations.13 When her prognosis did not look good, and her caretakers, believing she would not survive, wrote a letter to Mr. Ritter, urging him to return home, she took matters into her own hands. As she tells in her chapter First Years in Berkeley, she sent a telegram to Mr. Ritter that read, “Do not believe letter. Am not going to die. Do not come home.”




  Dr. Ritter also suffered several life-threatening accidents: a near-drowning in the Pacific Ocean during her youth, driving off a cliff with her horse and buggy, and, many years later, plunging down a canyon with an automobile. In the latter two accidents, she was lucky to survive with only severe bruises and broken ribs. Finally and devastatingly, she lost her eyesight at age seventy-three, just after the publication of More than Gold in California. Undeterred, she learned to read Braille as she describes in the pages appended to the second printing of the memoir in 1939, “After Five Years,” included here as Afterword.




  
A WORK OF ENDURING IMPORTANCE





  More than Gold in California is a lost classic of women’s memoir. It is inspiring, engaging, and filled with adventure. It speaks to readers today, addressing contemporary issues, such as overcoming gender stereotypes, working toward equality, engaging in civic leadership, and promoting a greater common good. Readers of memoir and autobiography will appreciate the vivid details, sense of adventure, and narrative style of Dr. Ritter. This memoir will be of interest to scholars and students of women’s studies, medical history, and California history who want to learn more about the life of an early woman physician, women’s rights activist, and civic leader. While there are other works that narrate the lives of early women physicians, few speak so eloquently to how an early woman physician combined her medical training, persuasive powers, and lifelong commitment to women’s rights to promote social change. Deborah A. Day, former archivist at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography, recognized Dr. Ritter’s legacy early on and made her materials widely available to interested scholars and readers. She describes Dr. Ritter in correspondence with the editor as “one of the most important forgotten women in the history of sciences, especially here in the west, and her life and its obstacles are both instructive and inspiring.”




  This book illuminates recent work in the history of women in medicine. There are a number of books that examine the obstacles women have faced in their quest for a medical education;14 their roles in the medical field as nurses, midwives, and physicians;15 and their contributions to medical research, medical writing, and medical reform.16 Dr. Ritter’s memoir adds another dimension to this ongoing scholarship by providing an in-depth look at one woman physician and the collective of professional peers she assembled at the turn of the twentieth century.




  This work enriches scholarship in women’s studies and illustrates how one physician used her medical education, network of peers, and rhetorical powers to bring about social change, thus contributing to our understanding of women’s activism. In recent years, scholars have begun to uncover the writing of many women, both famous and ordinary, who have made major contributions to civic and social life.17 Having access to Dr. Ritter’s autobiography, readers will be able to interpret her legacy in a contemporary context while gaining firsthand knowledge of her lived experiences, accomplishments, and insights. Importantly, this project contributes to the literature and history of California. Dr. Ritter’s life illustrates how a determined young woman could become a medical doctor, civic leader, women’s rights activist, and major contributor to the development of two universities—University of California, Berkeley, and University of California, San Diego—long before women had the right to vote.




  Dr. Ritter’s many contributions to public life, medicine, and women’s history have never been fully recognized. She was awarded an honorary doctorate from the University of California, Berkeley, in 1937 to recognize her role as the first unofficial Dean of Women at the university, and she had a women’s residence hall named in her honor (the Mary Bennett Ritter Hall, a building sold to a fraternity in the 1960s), but no full account of her life exists. With the republication of More than Gold in California, Dr. Ritter’s many contributions to public life—her pioneering role in the field of medicine, her work as a woman’s advocate, and her major contributions to public life—will be rightfully restored, and an important piece of missing American history recovered.




  
NOTES



  

  1Deborah A. Day, longtime archivist at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography, first introduced me to Dr. Ritter’s remarkable life and suggested I read More than Gold in California . I have narrated several of my archival adventures in researching Dr. Ritter’s life in a book chapter, “Being on Location: Serendipity, Place, and Archival Research.”


2Ellen S. More, Elizabeth Fee, and Manon Parry, three medical historians, write “the creation of all-women’s and coeducational schools, regular and sectarian, became the engine behind a noticeable increase in the number of women medical graduates in the United States by the end of the nineteenth century, with their numbers increasing from a few hundred in 1860 to approximately three thousand five hundred by 1900” (2).


3This memoir is particularly accurate because Dr. Ritter reviewed—and cites—many sources she consulted as she drafted the manuscript: personal diaries, letters, university reports, medical reports, visitor logs, her husband’s notes, papers, and correspondence, thereby verifying exact dates, times, places, visitor names, travel itineraries, and more.


4See “A Century of Service;” “The Story of Children’s Hospital;” Eliassen.


5One place where this phenomenon becomes visible is in the Woman’s Medical Journal (1893– 1952), a national publication that served both as a scholarly journal reporting the latest medical research and as a networking tool through which women physicians stayed in contact, shared knowledge and resources, and published their research. See also Ellen S. More, Restoring the Balance: Women Physicians and the Profession of Medicine, 1850–1995 , and Carolyn Skinner, Women Physicians and Professional Ethos in Nineteenth-Century America .


6Roberta J. Park notes that in 1891, the University of California registrar listed one course in physical education available to women on Wednesday and Friday afternoons.


7For more details about Phoebe Hearst’s contributions to the University of California, see J.R.K. Kantor, “Cora, Jane, and Phoebe: Fin- De-Siecle Philanthropy,” an article about the three most important women philanthropists at the university at the turn of the twentieth century. For additional information about prominent early Berkeley women, see the online exhibit, Women at Cal: When California Passed the Woman Suffrage Amendment, 1910–1915; http://vm136.lib.berkeley.edu/BANC/Exhibits/womenatcal/index.html.


8e.g., Smith-Rosenberg and Rosenberg.


9The urban dictionary defines a power couple as follows: “A relationship between two people . . . Neither one depends on the other for their feelings of self worth—they know in their heart that they are just as valuable to the world as the other.” This definition captures a distinct part of the Ritters’ relationship. http://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=power+couple.


10I use “Dr. Ritter” to refer to the writer of this memoir, Dr. Mary Bennett Ritter. I use “Mr. Ritter” to refer to her husband, in keeping with Dr. Ritter’s usage throughout the book and to avoid confusion; Mr. William Emerson Ritter held a PhD in zoology from Harvard University.


11In a letter to Mrs. Kofoid on November 16, 1905, Dr. Ritter writes, “I have worked hard . . . Preserving specimens is harder than the ordinary task of ‘preserving,’ inasmuch as each jar must be classified, labeled, and arranged systematically. It does not show for all the work that has been put into it, but yet makes a very respectable showing.”


12Readers might find a few of Dr. Ritter’s descriptions or comments about citizens of the countries she visited derogatory when viewed through a twenty-first-century lens, but they would have been considered fairly progressive for her times, when she followed the intellectual trajectory of her husband, Mr. Ritter, who was interested and wrote about human history, culture, and evolution, trying to answer the question his longtime friend and collaborator, Mr. E. W. Scripps, had posed: “What kind of animal is the human?”


13Dr. Jim Ollhoff, a historian at Saint Mary’s University of Minnesota, who has an abiding interest in Mr. Ritter’s work and life, in 2004 asked a group of health care practitioners at a highly respected teaching hospital and clinic to make a diagnosis based on the numerous symptoms Dr. Ritter describes throughout her memoir. This team ventured the following diagnosis—speculative at best—yet informative nonetheless, according to Dr. Ollhoff:




  The medical staff . . . talked through about a dozen different possibilities of what ailed Mary Bennett Ritter. There is one diagnosis that seems to cover most of the symptomology . . . Crohn’s disease. This is an inflammation of parts of the intestines. Those who suffer from it tend to have loose and frequently bloody bowel movements. This might explain why she spoke so ambiguously about her health (i.e., saying she was “not well” or that her health was “delicate”). As was the custom of the time, she wouldn’t have wanted to be specific about such an intimate matter.




  Her major operation in 1889 that revealed, in her words, “absesses walled off by adhesions among the intestines” would be very consistent with Crohn’s disease. Crohn’s disease creates ulcerations that burrow through the intestinal wall, which is, perhaps what they found when Dr. Brown did the surgery. In fact, the doctors described her condition as “intestinal tuberculosis,” which was an early name for Crohn’s disease. Crohn’s disease would explain her constant fatigue. Further, intestinal ulcerations frequently get infected, which explain her jaundiced color, her low hemoglobin, and high white [cell blood] count. It also explains her “susceptibility to influenza” and could even explain her heart problems.




  Crohn’s disease wasn’t identified as a specific pathology until 1931 . . . Even today, with steroids and antibiotics, Crohn’s disease is a very nasty, painful syndrome. With no anti-inflammatory medication or antibiotics, and a prescription of complete bed rest (which would make the problem worse), it must have been torturous.




  14e.g., Abram; Bonner; Chin; Morantz-Sanchez; More; More, Fee, and Perry.




  15e.g., Ehrenreich and English; Furst; Robinson.




  16e.g., Hayden; Skinner; Theriot; Wells.




  17e.g., Enoch; Gere; Johnson; Kates; Logan; Mattingly; McHenry; Royster.
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  PART I:




  HIGH LIGHTS AND LOW






  CHAPTER 1




  Childhood Memories




  1862–1870




  MY EARLIEST RECOLLECTION WAS CAUSED BY AN ACT OF DISOBEDIence which made such an indelible impression upon me that the physical scar still remains on my forehead. Although I was only about two years of age the memory-pictures of two factors in the incident are as vivid as any memory of later years, and as no one else recalls these trivial factors, the pictures I so clearly visualize must have been photographed on my retina and on some hidden brain cells.




  I had followed my father and eldest sister out to the barn to gather the eggs and while they searched for the nests in the hay-loft I played outside. Father had warned me not to climb into the high ox-cart standing near. It was tilted at a sharp angle resting on its heavy shafts. I proceeded to climb up the sloping shafts and succeeded in getting into the body of the cart, but in trying to mount the sloping seat I slipped and catapulted earthward head first. But I did not reach the earth. A pointed piece of iron on one shaft stopped my downward flight by piercing my scalp at the edge of my hair, driving it an inch or more into my forehead between skull and scalp. Father was just coming out of the barn and was only a few steps away, so I was instantly lifted off the cruel rack.




  Though most of the memory of this incident is hear-say memory, I think the falling at least is actual remembrance.




  But the two factors of the event which no one else recalls and which remain so vivid in my mind, were surprisingly trivial. As my father carried me to the house, instead of going through a gate into the dooryard, he went over a little flight of steps nearly as high as the fence, a kind of farmyard gate that prevented cows, horses and pigs from passing from the barnyard to the household garden through a left-open gate.




  Doubtless I climbed up and down those steps hundreds of times during the year my family lived on that farm, but my only recollection of the exterior of the place or of the arrangement of the house and barn is the picture of myself in father’s arms with the blood streaming down my face while he went over the stile.




  The memory of mother’s fright and of the washing and bandaging of the wound are hazy, but an after picture is as clear as any of adult years. With bandaged head I was lying on pillows in a large rocking chair tilted backward to make a safe resting-place in the sitting room facing the dining-room door. Mother was serving the noonday dinner. Father and the farm-hands were seated at the table when mother came through the kitchen door bringing a dish piled high with fleecy mashed potatoes. Though no one else remembers this, that picture is as distinct in my memory as a great picture of Washington crossing Delaware, which made a deep impression on my mind twenty years later in college days.




  My next distinct memory was of moving from that farm some months later into the village of Old Gilroy, a few miles away. The labor and turmoil of the occasion made no impression upon me. I only remember sitting on the high seat of our old-fashioned lumber wagon and swinging my feet. It seemed an infringement of my privileges that someone held onto me. The sense of freedom, of exhilaration away up there in the air was akin to that of a youthful aviator making his first ascent, leaving the ground beneath him.




  My exact age at this time can be determined only by the fact that my brother, three years younger than I, was born after we moved into the village. Here we lived half of my first decade but the memories of it are mostly indistinct. The adobe house of the neighbor across the street where my particular playmate lived I recall clearly, as well as a hayloft in which we sometimes played. This memory lasts because of a disagreeable experience.






  One of my earliest recollections of this village life was an incident that occurred one day on the broad stoop of this old adobe house as I sat alone on the porch playing in a corner with a little doll-house and some dishes. I was so intent that I heard no tip-toed steps nor other sound until a mysterious growling seemed right over my head and a hand was laid on my shoulder. I looked up to see three terrible forms bending over me, miles high seemingly, clad in sheets and pie-dough masks with great holes for eyes and mouth. My scream of terror rent the air and I fell over senseless. The terror was now transferred to my innocent but cruel tor-mentors, my older sister and two other girls older than she. Frightened at the result of their fun they tore off their masks and tried to restore me to consciousness by rubbing and shaking me, telling me who they were and that they wouldn’t hurt me.




  The cruelty of youthful fun! Can the life-long tendency to be startled by something coming up behind me be traced to the agony and horror of this memory-picture? If a stile and a dish of mashed potatoes can make an indelible impression on the mind of a child of two, what might not the terror of seeing such ogres do to the soft gray matter of the brain of a child three or four years old? At any rate I have ever since disliked having anyone steal up behind me, and now, sixty years later, I can feel the terror of my early experience.




  When I was three years old my brother, William Joseph was born. I have no recollection of this event.




  At three and a half years of age I started to school because the teacher who boarded with us was fond of me and took me with her. I did not study but somehow learned to read and spell, and at four recited Wordsworth’s poem, “We are Seven,” on the last day of school. After my baby lips had lispingly recited:




  I met a little cottage girl
Who was eight years old she said,
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered ’round her head.






  and the fifteen subsequent stanzas, Miss Fisher humiliated me beyond expression by grabbing me up in her arms on the platform before all the assembled pupils and parents, kissing me enthusiastically and exclaiming, “You blessed baby!” She never guessed the shame and chagrin I experienced. But the next year she retrieved herself by making me as proud as before I had been shamed.




  One day as I was nearing the age of five, the youngest member of this ungraded village school, Miss Fisher became exasperated when every one of the third reader class failed to spell the word “umbrella.”




  The class varying in ages from eight to sixteen years, standing in front of the teacher’s desk, reached across the room. According to the progressive method a pupil failing to spell a word went to the foot of the line. At the head on this day stood Sinferano Fallon, a tall lanky youth of sixteen, half Spanish and half Scotch, while a few places below him stood his brother, Pedro. These two are the only members of the class of eighteen or twenty whom I remember, but the incident of this day and the subsequent tragic end of these two brothers make them living pictures in my mind.




  Sinferano was not very bright and was at the head of the line only because, following the progressive method, the pupils failing to spell a word went to the foot of the line. The word “umbrella” fell to Sinferano. He failed to spell it—likewise the girl next to him and then Pedro. When Miss Fisher’s impulsive temperament was displayed, panic struck the class and that poor word was torn and twisted into every conceivable combination of letters except the right one. As the last pupil stumbled over it, Miss Fisher, almost in a rage, told them how stupid they were, exclaiming, “I believe little Mary Bennett could spell that.” She called me to the foot of the class and I spelled it in the simplest manner, whereupon she exclaimed, “There, I told you so! Mary, go to the head, and from now on you are in the third reader class.” I shall never forget my pigmy size as I stood beside that nearly six-foot youth.




  Why do I remember Sinferano and Pedro and almost no others in the school? Because a few years later Sinferano became a bandit and Pedro was killed when a base-ball struck him in the temple. At this time California was terrorized by bandits headed by a young Spaniard named Vasquez. This horde of marauders would descend from the mountain fastnesses upon a lonely cattle farm or a village store and drive off the cattle or rifle the store of provisions, clothing, ammunition or whatever they desired. No house was safe. Everyone was in terror, for they were excellent marksmen with a liking for human targets. Many a county sheriff with his volunteer posse felt the sting of whizzing bullets. The name Vasquez became a household terror to most of us, but to certain youths it fired the imagination with love of adventure, and more than one not-bad boy was tempted to follow in the lead of this daring desperado who seemed to lead a charmed life and who for years evaded every trap or ambush of county officers. Poor simple Sinferano was one of these, yielding to the excitable temperament inherited from his Spanish mother. A price was put upon his head and he was finally killed in a raid. Pedro was killed in a baseball game at a Catholic school near San Jose some years later.




  My cousin Alice tells me that her father, George Bennett, was assistant sheriff of Santa Clara County at the time of the capture of Vasquez in which he aided. The bandit was confined in the county jail at San Jose. He was a likable young fellow and he and Uncle George became quite friendly. Before his execution Vasquez gave Uncle George a small beaded bag for his little girl as a souvenir, of his robberies I suppose. Alice treasured this purse during all her girlhood.




  Another personal incident connected with this public terror was related to me by Julia Canfield, later one of my friends. Mr. Canfield’s farm was about three miles south of San Juan. One evening about dusk two Spaniards rode up to the house and asked for supper and a place to sleep. Mr. Canfield told them he had no extra bed but if they wished they might take their blankets into the living room and make a bed on the floor by the fireplace. They accepted the offer and asked particularly that their horses be put in the stable among Mr. Canfield’s horses. This aroused Mr. Canfield’s suspicions but caused him to be only more polite to his guests. The men were especially kindly to the children. They were off the next morning by daybreak. A few hours later a sheriff ’s posse arrived in search of Vasquez and a pal who were supposed to have escaped in this direction. Their description of the men and horses exactly fitted the genial guests of the night before.






  Another clear memory links up with our University and introduces another of the fine families that early found their way to the Pacific Coast. Old Gilroy was favored in having for its minister John Edwards, a Princeton man, descendant of two Princeton presidents. He had come to California seeking a mild climate for his delicate wife. They had two children, George and Clara, about thirteen and nine years of age. George had a mischievous twinkle in his eyes that remained through his more than four score years. As a boy he was noted for his ingenuity in perpetrating jokes on both old and young.




  The little church stood on the bank of a typical dry stream-bed lined with sycamores around whose roots the swirling waters of winter washed deep holes, leaving pools in springtime.




  One day when mother was calling on the minister’s wife, Laura and Clara disappeared to play, leaving me behind as too young for them. I wandered out to the creek with my doll. Then this picture appears. Beside one of the pools at the foot of a large sycamore tree stood a small girl of three or four years weeping and stretching her arms helplessly upward. Astride a branch of the tree was a thirteen-year-old boy grinning gleefully and tantalizingly holding the small girl’s doll by the foot over the pool. The anguish of the moment made an indelible impression though the sequel is forgotten save that the doll was not drowned and later reposed safely in my arms.




  What freaks memory plays and how little elders can tell what incidents are making lifelong impressions on a child’s mind!




  Another memory-picture of George Edwards is one on a warm drowsy Sunday in church. Near the pulpit were some side seats facing each other. On one of these sat an old man and directly opposite an old woman. Gradually as they succumbed to slumber, first one nodded and then the other as if exchanging greetings from dreamland. It was too much for humorous George and he burst out laughing, much to the scandal of the congregation and his own sorrow later.




  Why do I remember these trifling incidents when all other memories of the church and nearly everything pertaining to the community have faded? Doubtless intimate contact with the Edwards family in later years made their personalities living images.




  Other freakish yet vivid pictures stand out here and there. A Spanish wedding party witnessed one day on the way to school; an unjust punishment by my doting teacher, Miss Fisher, being made to stand in the corner for something of which I was innocent, at least in intent; some habits indulged in by older girls which I now know were vicious, and even then disgusted me. I could not tell my mother of these things because of a lack of that intimate confidence which must be established by mothers. Children cannot establish it.




  During the first few years of my life the Civil War was fought. Not a glimmer of memory of it have I. The assassination of President Lincoln made not the least impression upon me.




  After the close of the war another detached memory-picture clings to my mind. There was a picnic somewhere, I do not know where, but there were trees under which were long tables made of boards laid on wooden horses. These were laden with good things from all the neighborhood hampers and baskets.
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