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PRAISE FOR


Drawing Outside the Lines







“This is a simple and splendidly constructed story, history, and inspiration at a human scale. Susan Austin expertly weaves together fact and educated conjecture into a memorable tapestry of the formative years of a remarkable woman.”


—STEVEN FINACOM, Past President, Berkeley Architectural Heritage Association
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“Drawing Outside the Lines opens a window into another time and place. The rich descriptions of life in Oakland, California in the early 20th century presents readers with a window into the remarkable life of Julia Morgan who challenged gender discrimination to follow her dream of becoming an architect. The added bonus is the rich historical backdrop carefully researched and presented through the imagined story of Morgan’s early life. Readers will find mirrors in Julia’s story as she describes wanting something different—something that doesn’t fit the norms of the time and place. This wonderful story encourages us to take a stand and follow our dreams—it is indeed a story for our time—one of inspiration and perseverance. A must read!”


—MARGIT E. MCGUIRE PhD, Former President of National Council for the Social Studies
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“Austin imagines Julia Morgan’s life with authority. She makes an important historical figure accessible to us … [and] makes us see and feel what Morgan was up against, which makes her spectacular work all the more impressive.”


—GENNIFER CHOLDENKO, author of Al Capone Does My Shirts
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“A compelling story with a wealth of evocative details offers a memorable telling. Woven into the story are Julia Morgan’s ability, persistence, and ambition … an inspiration for any reader.”


—JOAN SCHOETTLER, author of Ruth Asawa: A Sculpting Life
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“Susan Austin’s deep research makes her imagined story of Julia Morgan’s early life and influences plausible—possibly even more accurate than some of the biographies out there. But Austin’s passion for the subject of this trailblazing architect makes the story fun and inspiring.”


—KAREN MCNEILL, PHD, author of Parisian Foundations: Julia Morgan at the Ecole des Beaux-Arts, 1896-1902
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Julia’s Oakland Home
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FROM OAKLAND TO BROOKLYN







As the train leaves the station, I watch Papa grow smaller. When he’s no more than a tiny dot, I lean back in my seat, thinking about my good luck. Instead of being stuck at home with my baby brother, Sam, and annoying big brother, Parmelee, I’m on my way to New York.


I pull my books from the green satchel then stack them on the table in front of our seat. Scrutinizing the pile, I slip my favorite on top. Emma, my younger sister, wrinkles her nose. “Eww! How could you?”


I rest my hand protectively on the arithmetic book. Emma and I are so different. She brought her embroidery without being reminded. I deliberately “forgot” mine. She spent days choosing her travel clothes, while I finished in less than an hour.


Mama sits across from us, trying to stop my brother Avery from playing with his first loose tooth. A hopeless task.


As we roll by the shimmering San Francisco Bay, I tingle thinking about my secret—the real reason why I had to be on this train. Mama must never find out. She has strong feelings about what is best for me. Going on this trip was not on her list.


When I begged to go, she scowled. “It’s about duty,” she said. “The sooner you accept this, the better. It’s time you learn about managing a household, Dudu.”


As the eldest daughter and almost twelve, I hear this often. And yes, my family calls me “Dudu.” That’s Parmelee’s fault. When he was little, he couldn’t say Julia. “Dudu” is what came out. The name stuck, but I don’t mind.


I had nearly given up hope of being on this train. Mama seldom takes my side. If I told her the real reason I had to come along, it would make matters worse. In desperation, I used my strongest argument. “I can keep Grandmother happy while you pack her things.”


Here I was on firm ground. Mama was truly worried about Grandmother’s fragile nerves. And Grandmother’s move from New York to our house in Oakland would no doubt get her riled up. Waiting for Mama’s answer, I held my breath. When she nodded a silent yes, I remembered to thank her before racing upstairs to pack.


Two days later, I’m on the train, trying not to fidget. Mama doesn’t approve of fidgeting. Because I have taken this trip several times before, I know what to expect.


Bedtime is my favorite part, when the porter performs his magic trick—turning our passenger car with its benches and tables into an enchanting sleeping car. A few quick maneuvers and the cushioned benches become a bottom bed. With the release of a latch, a second bed drops from the ceiling. The porter rests a stepladder on the upper-bed rail. For his last trick, he lets loose the ceiling-to-floor curtains that turn the double-decker beds into a cozy hideaway.


The next morning, Avery and Emma begin pleading with me to read them a story.


“Just one, Dudu. Please?” Avery begs.


“Pleeeze,” Emma says, clasping her hands together.


“My word! You two are pests.”


“Pleeeze,” they whine together.


“All right. Just one. And only if there’s a place to sit.”


“How good of you, Dudu,” Mama says, pulling her latest project from her knitting basket. “I’ll enjoy the peace and quiet.”


“Come on, you two. Lead the way.”


Using a wide stance with our arms outstretched—a good practice to keep us steady when the train tracks curve—we stagger to the parlor car. It’s a cozy place. The dark mahogany chairs and comfy sofas are already filled with passengers. Gas lamps glow under delicate glass shades painted with tiny blue and purple flowers.


Fortunately, one small sofa is empty. I take my place in the middle. Emma rests her head on one shoulder, and Avery’s on my other side, fiddling with his loose tooth.


Over the next few days, the train chugs closer to New York and to my secret. The wheels on the track keep reminding me. Almost there, almost there, they sing over and over. To pass the time, I take my chessboard to the parlor car, where I can usually find someone to play who doesn’t mind losing.


When we finally pull into the Chicago station, Mama supervises transferring our baggage to the overnight train for New York.


“No wandering away. Do you hear?” she warns.


Emma and I grab Avery’s hands. The cavernous hall with its dome-like ceiling is home to more tracks than I can see. Trains constantly stream in and out. People rush by, heading in different directions.


When Mama is satisfied that our trunks are safely stowed on the right train, she sighs. Papa usually sees to such matters. Clutching Avery’s hand, she scrutinizes Emma and me. “Stay close,” she orders.


As we make our way through the crowds, the unthinkable happens. We lose Avery. It takes only a second. A speck of dust lands in Mama’s eye. She releases his hand to pull a hankie from her dress sleeve. And poof! Avery vanishes as if tapped by a magic wand.


Mama’s face pales like she is about to faint. Papa would know what to do, but he isn’t here.


“Sit there,” I order Mama and Emma, pointing to an empty bench. “Don’t move. I’ll be back.”


Mama protests, dabbing a hankie to her damp forehead. “But Dudu. I don’t think…”


“I’ll find him. Stay here.”


I have no idea where to look, but a single thought runs through my head. Think like Avery. Think like Avery. A little boy, loose in a train station. Where would he go? Haven’t I learned anything from living with three brothers?


And then I know. Locate a locomotive, and I’m sure to find the scamp.


Presto! I easily spot the seven-year-old boy in his navy and white sailor suit, his straw hat slightly off-kilter. He’s statue-still, gazing up at an enormous engine belching black smoke from its stack. I march him back to the bench, his small hand firmly clasped in mine.


A day later, when we pull into New York City’s chaotic station, I’m the first off and into our waiting horse-drawn carriage. My face is warm, my palms sweaty. I pretend to be counting our luggage so that Mama doesn’t notice my state of excitement. In a few minutes I shall get my first glimpse of something so spectacular I fear my heart may stop.













Chapter 2
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PIERRE LeBRUN, THE ARCHITECT







In the past, traveling from the train station to my grandmother’s house meant ferrying across the East River to Brooklyn. Not today. Today we will ride our carriage across the magnificent new one-of-a-kind Brooklyn Bridge. Four weeks ago, on May 24, 1883, the bridge opened for business with bands playing and flags flapping. Now I will see it for myself.


I know all about the Brooklyn Bridge. Papa and I pored over every Oakland newspaper article we could find, each cut out and pasted in my thickening scrapbook. As our carriage nears the bridge, I lean over the side for a better look. Mama pulls me back by my waist, but I see it clearly. Its two gigantic towers, and the colossal cables that hold everything up. My heart thumps in time with the horse’s hooves.


With barely a bump we roll onto the bridge’s road reserved for carriages and animals. The cows and goats hardly slow us. I spot the raised pedestrian walkway in the middle of the bridge. A girl my age leans against its railing, staring down at us. I wave to her. She reminds me of Mary McLean, my best friend, who like Mama, didn’t want me to go on this trip, but for different reasons. “What if the bridge falls down?” she cried.


To my disappointment, the ride across ends too quickly. Minutes later our carriage stops in front of 51 Remsen Street, Grandmother’s four-story brownstone where Mama and my Aunt Julia grew up.


From the start, my grandmother works herself into a tizzy, wanting a say about everything placed inside the mover’s crates, and insisting on touching every item left behind. Strands of white hair work loose from her tightly wrapped bun. “I can’t do without it,” she murmurs, clutching a vase.


Our days are so busy with packing Grandmother’s things that we have not returned to the bridge. Still, I find sly ways to remind Mama. I’ll say, “I wonder how many people can walk over it at once?” Or, “How long do you think they’ll leave the celebration flags on the towers?”


Mama acts as if she doesn’t hear me. With each passing day my agony increases. Is it possible I will never set foot on my beloved bridge? In desperation, I begin planning ways to sneak out of the house.


Then one morning a messenger boy arrives at the door. I pay little attention until Mama opens the envelope and starts reading.


“Oh, isn’t that nice,” she says.


“What, Mama?”


“Cousin Lucy and her husband, Pierre, have invited us for a stroll on the new bridge. Your Aunt Julia, too. You remember Cousin Lucy, don’t you?”


“When, Mama? When are we going?” I ask, pressing my hands together to keep from snatching the letter.


“Why, Dudu. We’re much too busy for such a frivolous outing. What could you be thinking?”


My jaw drops.


“Close your mouth, young lady. Don’t let the flies in.”


“But Mama! This is the most miraculous engineering project ever—the longest suspension bridge in the world. People from all over the world are coming to see it. I don’t know how you…”


Mama cuts me off. “Duty first. How many times do I have to tell you? Besides, we’ve already seen the bridge. And we’ll see it again when we leave with Grandmother.”


“But Mama … ”


Grandmother thumps the tip of her cane on the floor. “Eliza. Don’t be silly,” she says to Mama. “This is a lovely invitation. You must take the children. All work and no play. Tsk. Tsk. No, I insist you go.”


I want to hug my sweet grandmother but instead I bring Mama her writing paper. As she writes Dear Cousin Lucy, I wonder how I will be able to wait.


It’s finally Saturday afternoon, and I’ve been ready for hours, boots shined and buttoned. My frilly white dress is Mama’s choice. An oversized light-blue bow is tied low on my waist, fluffed up to look like a small bustle in back. Corkscrew curls, fresh from the horrid curling iron, reach my shoulders. A straw bonnet trimmed with a matching blue bow rests atop my sketchbook.


This sketchbook isn’t the one I used four years ago during that gloomy visit to Grandmother’s. Sitting by the parlor window, memories of that ghastly time are vivid. I quiet my mind in my usual manner. First, I organize my colored pastels from light to dark. The clock in the hallway ticks loudly, but the sound fades as I become lost in my drawing.


I begin sketching pictures of those sick days: Emma with diphtheria, me with scarlet fever, and then poor Emma sick again, this time with scarlet fever. Mama said we looked as red as cooked lobsters. I touch that hard place behind my ear, where excruciating pain sent me back to bed just when I was feeling better. The doctor warned Mama those earaches could return. He was right—they do.


I finish with a picture of me riding Parmelee’s new velocipede, a gift from Aunt Julia. Big and red, it has two small wheels in the back and a big one in the front. My love affair with the contraption ended when Parm tried to run me down on the sidewalk.


As I print Six Frightful Months on top of my drawing, Emma and Avery find me.


“Play with us,” they demand together.


Emma clutches her box of pick-up-sticks. She knows I seldom turn down a game.


“One game. That’s all,” I warn, concentrating on the front door.


Sliding the lid off the box, I shake out the colored sticks. Avery goes first. His pick makes the pile of sticks jiggle. When it’s my turn, I reach for the red stick when Emma asks me a surprising question. “Dudu, do you remember when you told us about the man who built the Brooklyn Bridge? Mr. Roebling?”


“Uh-huh.” Slowly, I free the red stick from the pile.


“Did he have scarlet fever like us?”


I’m surprised that Emma is also thinking about those dark days. “You remember that Mr. Roebling was sick? Good for you. He was sick for years, much, much longer than us.”


Outside, carriage wheels squeal. A horse whinnies. Cousin Lucy and her husband, Cousin Pierre, have arrived. Whenever my parents mention this man, they always say “Pierre LeBrun, the architect.” Remarkably, Cousin LeBrun’s father and brother are also architects.


“Children. Stop staring out the window,” Mama scolds. “Where are your manners?”


When the door opens, Emma, Avery, and I are lined up to greet our guests.


I’m dazzled by the elegant couple, especially Cousin Pierre with his high-top hat. Cousin Lucy in her summer-whites hugs each of us, leaving behind a trail of rose-scented perfume. Although my curtsy is acceptable, a sudden shyness turns my voice into a whisper.


The day is warm and sunny, and the sidewalks are crowded. Everyone is headed to the same place: the bridge. When we reach the corner, I spot the one of the two towers. With every step, more and more of this engineering marvel is revealed in all its glory.













Chapter 3
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BELOVED BRIDGE







As soon as my foot touches the bridge, I stifle the urge to run to the far end and back. Mama is watching. Instead, I stand on my toes, looking upward, my arms outstretched. I turn around once, slowly, then a second time. Blood pulses in my ears like the waves crashing against the base of the towers.


“Amazing, isn’t it?” Cousin Pierre says, his head tilted like mine.


His simple question unleashes a torrent of thoughts.


“I can see them now, the cables.”


“Go on,” he urged.


“I know how they were made, but actually seeing them makes everything clear.”


“You know about the strands and wires?”


“I do.”


Papa and I had gone over every detail. I know about the miles and miles of long wires, no fatter than a pencil. I know about how they are wrapped tightly together into thick strands, and how the strands are then wrapped into the enormous cables.


Cousin Pierre’s dark eyes sparkle in the sunlight. “Let’s see then. How many wires are in a strand?”


Papa once asked me the same question. But now Cousin Pierre, the architect, wants to know.


“Two hundred and seventy-eight,” I answer with certainty.


He nods. “Now, here’s a tough one. How many strands in a cable?”


“Nineteen,” I shoot back, looking up at the enormous cables, each the size of a gigantic tree trunk.


“Good. So how many wires did Roebling need for his four cables?” He looks at me. “You know who Roebling is, don’t you?”


“Oh, yes, sir. The chief engineer.” My mind races as I do the calculation, one Papa and I never made. Closing my eyes, I imagine standing in front of the blackboard, chalk in hand. Cousin Pierre waits. In the time it takes three seagulls to circle a tower I have my answer. “Five thousand, two hundred and eighty-two, plus a few more for extra strength.”


“You know about those?”


“Yes, sir! Papa and I know how Roebling added extra wire because of some poor material.”


“Good for you,” he laughs. “Now, let’s put your sketchbook to use.”


As I draw parts of the bridge from various angles, we lean against the railing of the pedestrian walkway. Hours fly by. The others left us long ago.


With a few squiggles, Cousin Pierre fixes my drawings. Papa will like them, but I have one more to make before daylight fades.


Standing on tiptoes, I look to where the river joins the sea, hoping for a glimpse of my subject. Swarms of people block my view.


“Ready to join the others?” Cousin Pierre asks.


“Almost. There’s just one thing. Over there.” I point across the water.


“Ah, of course. I should have guessed.” He removes his watch from his vest pocket. “We’ve got time. Come on. Follow me.”


We weave our way through the throngs. Finally, from our new spot I can see the project Papa and I have followed closely—the construction of the Liberty statue.


The sketches in the newspaper showed an enormous statue—several stories high—of a lady holding a torch. Squinting hard at little Bedloe’s Island, I’m disappointed.


“Not much to see.” Cousin Pierre shields his eyes from the setting sun.


“I thought at least I’d see the pedestal.”


“Foundation first. They’re digging down deep for that. Pretty soon they’ll be pouring tons of concrete. You understand, don’t you? The foundation’s as important as the pedestal and the statue.”


While Cousin Pierre describes the foundation, he draws and chats, barely lifting his eyes from the sketchpad. All afternoon I have been burning to tell him about my secret wish—to stand on this bridge. To see the cables and towers for myself. To see Miss Liberty. Would he understand? Would he laugh at me? Girls aren’t supposed to wish for such things.


“I was here four years ago, Cousin Pierre. They haven’t made much progress on Miss Liberty.”


“Short on money. But it will happen. Someday.”


A cool breeze rustles the paper on my sketchpad. Twilight forces us to stop drawing. Seagulls perched on a nearby tower glower down at us.


As I tuck my sketchbook away, Cousin Pierre studies the bridge’s cables. The only sounds are peoples’ voices and waves crashing against the base of the Brooklyn tower.


“I’ve had an absolutely wonderful day, sir. I’ve dreamed of being here for so long. It’s even more wonderful than I imagined.”


“I enjoyed your company, Miss Morgan. Not everyone shares your enthusiasm for this structure.” He shakes his head, eyes wide. “The first all-steel bridge in the world. Even the wires are steel.”


“I know.”


“And they’re using steel for the skeleton that will hold up Miss Liberty’s copper skin.”


“Papa says steel is the metal of the future. Which is funny because he just helped open the biggest iron foundry in Oakland.”


“We’ll always need iron. Couldn’t make steel without it. One of its main ingredients. But steel’s a lot lighter and stronger than iron. Great for skyscrapers.”


“Skyscrapers?”


Is he teasing me? Cousin Pierre sees my puzzled look.


“Is this a new word for you?”


“Maybe,” I admit.


“The word ‘skyscraper’ has lots of meanings,” he explains. “A high-flying baseball, a tall man, but I mean it in the architectural sense, a building of incredible height.”


I should have known. My face burns. He goes on.


“A skyscraper is an extremely tall building, so tall it looks as if it … ”


“ … scrapes the sky?”


“Precisely! There’s one going up in Chicago, ten stories high. Can you imagine? I want to build one in New York, with steel. Stronger than iron. Perfect for skyscrapers.”


“Do what, dear?” Cousin Lucy hooks her arm into her husband’s. Suddenly, my family crowds around us.


“Oh, something that wouldn’t interest you. Isn’t that right, Miss Morgan?” Cousin Pierre says, winking.


Emma, her voice quivering, says, “Cousin Pierre, I heard a scary story about the bridge.”


“Did you?”


“About the bridge falling down,” Avery pipes up. “I don’t want that to happen. Not when we’re on it.” He stands so close to Mama he steps on Cousin Pierre’s shoe.


Mama pulls Avery away. “Goodness, boy. Do hush up. How can you think such awful things?”


Perhaps my friend Mary was right to worry about the bridge falling down, after all.


Cousin Pierre frowns. “I’m sorry to tell you, Eliza, but there are a plenty of folks with nothing better to do than worry about such things.”


Avery persists. “Isn’t that what happened? That some people thought the bridge would fall?”


“Yes, young man. A few weeks back, just after the opening. All because one foolish man shouted, ‘The bridge is falling!’”


“Why would anyone do such a thing?” Mama clutches Avery close.


“It’s not clear. People ran. Some were trampled. It was terrible.” He looked at our shocked faces. “But let me hasten to add that this bridge is the strongest in the world—much stronger than needed. You don’t have to worry, Avery. Just ask your sister.”


I try to explain to Emma and Avery how the cables work, but Avery is thinking about other things. “Please, Dudu. I want to know how the bridge made Mr. Roebling sick,” he says.


“The bridge didn’t make him sick, Avery. But building it did. Come on, I’ll show you.”


They follow me to a spot next to the Brooklyn tower. “Mr. Roebling didn’t have scarlet fever. It was caisson disease,” I explain. “Lots of bridge workers got it.”


Avery squeezes next to me, clutching my hand.


“The caissons are giant steel boxes, bigger than two or three houses, and they’re deep down in the water, under the towers.”


“Where, Dudu? Show me.”


“Down there,” I say, pointing through a narrow opening to the water below. Emma and Avery look over the railing on their tiptoes.


“I don’t see anything,” shouts Avery. “Where are they?”


“They’re underwater so we can’t see them. But they’re holding up those towers rising out of the water.”


“I don’t see what this has to do with Mr. Roebling getting sick.” Emma says, staring through the opening to the water.


“I told you those caissons were deep, right? Going up and down those long ladders to get in and out was complicated. The men had to take their time.”


“Why?” they ask together.


“Go too fast and you can get sick.”


“Is that what happened to Mr. Roebling? He went up the ladder too fast?” Emma asks.


“Exactly. And that was that. He got caisson disease. Some men died. Mr. Roebling didn’t die, but he couldn’t walk anymore. He never left his bedroom. Now, look over there,” I say, pointing to an apartment building along the edge of the river. “That’s where he and his wife lived.”


“But how could he build the bridge if he was in bed?” Emma asks.


I could have hugged her. In my opinion, the answer is the biggest miracle about this bridge.


“He couldn’t have done it without Mrs. Roebling. Every day, Mr. Roebling checked the bridge’s progress with his telescope. He could look right through his bedroom window. But every day, his wife did the real work.”


“His wife?” Avery’s eyes open wide. “Don’t be silly, Dudu. Women don’t work.”


I did not argue with Avery, but secretly, I very much admire Mrs. Roebling. She was much more than a helper. Every day she talked with the workmen, explaining what Mr. Roebling wanted done.


Overhearing Cousin Pierre talking to Mama about me, I cannot help listening.


“Your daughter Julia reminds me of someone.”


“And who would that be?” Mama asks.


“Emily Roebling, the Chief Engineer’s wife. She was quick with numbers. She understood Roebling’s ideas and the mathematics behind them.”


Mama sniffs. “Odd behavior for a lady. Indeed, Julia is good with numbers, but she also knows her place.”


Cousin Pierre’s comments about my mathematical abilities lift my spirits. Mama’s words send me crashing down to earth. He brings up a different subject. “Did we tell you about the big opening day party at the Roebling’s place? Lucy and I were invited.”


I inch closer. I read about the about the celebration, but my cousins were actually there.


Mama hooks her arm into Cousin Lucy’s. “We heard President Grant attended. Did you see him?”


“Unfortunately, he’d already left.”


“But we caught a glimpse of the rooster,” adds Cousin Pierre.


Cousin Lucy laughs. “Indeed, we did!”


Avery stops throwing pebbles onto the road below. “What rooster?”


Cousin Lucy explains. “Poor Mr. Roebling was far too sick for the honorary first carriage ride over the bridge. So, Mrs. Roebling took his place. She rode the whole way with a rooster on her lap.”


Emma laughs. “A rooster?”


“Yes, dear. A rooster, the symbol of victory, and believe me, finishing this bridge after so many years was a great victory.”


I lean over the railing to watch an open carriage glide by, imagining Emily Roebling on her proud ride, a rooster on her lap.


At the moment when daylight dissolves into night, the electrified lamps lining the pedestrian walkway blink on. A collective “oh” is heard from everyone on the bridge. New York City installed its first electrified streetlights a few months ago. Now they illuminate the greatest engineering feat in the world.


On our walk back to Remsen Street, my feet barely touch the cobblestones. My mind is filled with this amazing achievement—a bridge, breathtakingly beautiful and supremely strong. Clutching my precious sketchbook, I want to make this glorious feeling last. But then I remember Mama’s disapproval of clever Mrs. Roebling. I suspect Mama and I would never agree about who is the real hero of the Brooklyn Bridge.
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HOME AGAIN







As we near Oakland, Avery and Emma scamper onto the train’s maroon seat cushions, pressing their noses against the window. I’m right behind them. We are surrounded by water as the train rolls along the top of the longest pier in the world. Oh, how it dazzles—this Oakland Mole, stretching two long miles into the bay. A San Francisco ferry drifts so close I can count the passengers on its deck.


Despite his bad news, Papa smiles as he watches us depart the train. For the past several days, I imagined what was waiting for us in Oakland—a brand new house. Unfortunately, a leaking water pipe that damaged floors and walls will delay our moving in. In the meantime we must crowd into our too-small old house.


“Don’t worry,” Papa reassures us as we pile into the hired two-horse wagonette, big enough to hold the six of us and all our trunks. “We’ll put Grandmother in the girls’ room until the move. It is only for a few weeks.”


Emma pouts, but I’m delighted. Tucked away in the attic, I can read for hours without Mama knowing.


We are home for a few minutes when I hear my friend Mary’s special knock on the front door. Although I’ve been gone for only two months, she looks taller and tanner, her blond hair lightened by the summer sun. I doubt whether I’ve changed at all. I can still wear clothes from two years ago, and my hair is still boring black.
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