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Preface


by Katrina Maloney


Clara Taylor’s Russian Adventure


I thank my stars every day that I am in Russia.
It is the great opportunity of my life.
Written from Moscow, May 13, 1918


The woman whose voice you hear in this collection of letters, Clara Isobel Taylor, was known as “Teke” to her family. She sent the letters—more than seventy—between 1917 and 1919 from Russia, where she was posted as a “secretary” for the Young Women’s Christian Association (YWCA). Many of these letters were signed with her full name in order to identify the writer to the censors who inevitably read her words before the “dearest ones at home” had their chance to do so.


Clara was my great-grandaunt—that is, my maternal grandmother’s father’s sister. Sadly, I do not have any direct memories of this white-haired, bespectacled, strong-looking woman. She died in 1968, when I was five years old. I do have a snapshot from October 1964 showing Teke, tall and thin, standing behind my two siblings and me outside. Although we are posing for the picture, we are all smiles and seem to be having fun. I don’t remember ever seeing Teke again, but she continued to be a presence in my life through stories, photographs, and a few personal items. As it happened, at my high school graduation ceremony, I wore the same white dress Clara had worn at her graduation from the University of Wisconsin in 1910.


I wish I had known this remarkable woman. Both my mother, Patricia M. Maloney, and her brother, David K. Martin, did know Clara, and what they told me about her, and their relationship with her, convinced me that a project to document her life would be both interesting and valuable. David had written a manuscript about Teke’s Russian adventures in the 1960s, but sadly it was not published. I was able to use that manuscript as a jumping-off point for this book. I have written only brief introductory essays exploring the state of the world to introduce each section of this book, leaving Teke’s actual letters (minimally edited) to tell her story in her own voice.


Clara Taylor was both representative of her era and what feminists would consider a trailblazer. The youngest of seven, she was born in 1884 and raised in the central Illinois town of Taylorville. Her father, James Muirison Taylor, was both a farmer and a lawyer. The family lived in town, but visited the farm weekly to do chores and relieve the resident caretakers. Clara and her six siblings were always encouraged to discuss current world problems at the dinner table. From an early age, she understood the importance of education and the thrill of acquiring knowledge, and because James was especially keen that his daughters receive the best education affordable, all of the Taylor children attended college.


As her affectionate letters show, Clara had a strong relationship with her family. Her brothers and their wives—Sam (who had died in 1914) and Winnie, George and Trenna, Leslie and Elizabeth, and John and Cora (my great-grandparents)—are all either referred to or directly addressed in the letters. Her sisters were Mary and Genieve (“Sis” and “Geney”). The “children” are my grandmother, Margaret Francis (or MF); her brother, Muirison; and their cousin, Sam. She also wrote specifically to her dear father, James; her remarks in his birthday letter refer to the fact that he lost his right arm fighting in the American Civil War. The clan’s mother, Adelia, had died in 1905.


Clara graduated from the University of Wisconsin (Madison) in 1910, receiving a degree in economics. There she studied sociology with Edward A. Ross1 and economics with John R. Common, both of whom were influential academics at the time. Her skills and talents were recognized and encouraged, and her intellect stimulated, by both her academic classes and the social aspects of college. In 1909, Clara was asked to take charge of fundraising for the university’s YWCA chapter. She took on the challenge, but she refused to sell popcorn at football games, which was the traditional fundraiser. Instead, Clara organized a concert series so successful that it raised enough money for the chapter to hire its own secretary. Her work at the university drew the attention of the Madison YWCA. Upon graduation, she was hired as the chapter’s executive secretary, a position akin to director. During this posting, she learned to manage people, projects, and facilities.


Clara organized an employment agency and instituted educational programs for working girls and women. She was especially concerned about women in the tobacco factories that then surrounded Madison. After two years, Clara moved on to Minneapolis, where she worked with the YWCA National Board as an industrial specialist. Because her point of view was influenced by the social work of Jane Addams, Clara advocated for better working conditions in factories, including better lighting, ventilation, and safety measures.


By the spring of 1917, Clara found herself reassessing her life and work. She felt that the YW programs in the small midwestern towns she had visited in the course of her career were thriving, so she submitted her resignation to the National Board of the YWCA and prepared to go East to start graduate studies at Columbia University. However, she then received a telegram from the YW’s National Board offering her an assignment in Russia.


Earlier in 1917, the YWCA national office in New York had received word from several well-educated, liberal Russian women expressing the desire for American women to come to Russia and open YWCAs. The YW had already established foreign missions in China, Turkey, Europe, and Central America, and was willing to set up additional ones in Petrograd and Moscow. Clara understood and appreciated the need for YW services abroad. When the request to join the Russian mission came in July 1917 as she was working near Provo, Utah, she accepted.


Why did Clara Taylor, a thirty-three-year-old, unmarried, professional woman who yearned to go to graduate school, choose instead to delay that dream to spend two years in a strange culture, learn a difficult language, and generally put her health and safety at risk in a land that was experiencing dramatic social, political, and economic turmoil? We know that she considered the assignment very carefully and discussed it with her father, brothers, and sisters, but her internal motivations can only be surmised. I believe that the strength of her father’s love and his belief in her were deciding factors. Clara was not in her first youth, and had been in the working world for fifteen years. She was independent, strong, an active suffragist, a devout Christian, and committed to doing what she could to improve society.


In addition to Clara’s tight-knit family, the changing social and cultural place of women and girls in the United States in the early twentieth century must also have impacted her life decisions. The “Progressive Era” (between the late 1880s and 1930s), including the women’s suffrage movement, created opportunities for women to study and work to support themselves. Occupations other than nurse, teacher, or mother were opening up as women’s educational institutions were established. Notable women’s colleges were attracting a wide range of women to their programs. Also, numerous single-sex college preparatory schools were started at this time.2 And the establishment of institutions including the YWCA (in 1866) and Clara Barton’s Red Cross (in 1881) offered new ways for women to serve the less fortunate. Organizations of women for women, dedicated to women’s education specifically, also arose during this period. For instance, seven young women at Iowa Wesleyan College started the Philanthropic Education Organization (P.E.O.) in 1869, expressly for the purpose of mutual support.3


The Journey


Clara Taylor and Marcia Dunham, the executive secretary of the West Central YWCA who had recommended Clara for the Russian project, embarked from San Francisco aboard the Japanese freighter Nippon Maru on September 29, 1917. They landed at Vladivostok, Russia, and boarded a train to cross the Asian portions of what was in the process of becoming the Soviet Union. When the women reached Petrograd (now St. Petersburg) on November 5, they stepped off the train directly into a revolution. During the night of November 7–8, Bolsheviks stormed the czar’s Winter Palace and seized power. A week later, on November 15, the Moscow Soviet was taken over by the Bolshevik party. These events foreshadowed the eventual murder of the Russian Imperial Family, the civil war that tore Russia apart, and the establishment of the first communist union of states in history.


The YW women were at the geographical center of this storm. They, however, calmly went about establishing educational classes for Russian women, formally opening the Moscow YWCA on December 30, just over a month after they arrived. A YW secretary did not stay in an office typing letters and answering phones. These women had extensive job descriptions, held educational (or, as in Clara’s case, industrial) qualifications, and various types of expertise; they had been hired to bring their skills to women across the world, not to administrate as others did the legwork.


In addition to Clara Taylor and Marcia Dunham, the American YW women included Elizabeth “Bessie” Boise and Clarissa Spencer, both of whom had arrived in Russia earlier that year; Catherine Childs, a cafeteria specialist from New York; Elizabeth Dickerson, a physical education director from Seattle; and Helen Ogden, another cafeteria specialist, from New Jersey.


During their first year in Russia, the women gave classes in home economics, the English language, bookkeeping, stenography, gymnastics, foreign languages, and music. They held dances, philosophical discussions, and religious services, and sponsored lectures for the women and girls who belonged to the Association.


Throughout her adventure, Clara struggled with the language. Russian was extremely difficult for her, and she mentions having had several different teachers over the two years she spent there. She also struggled to complete the industrial work with which she had been charged by the national YWCA office in New York. It was only in June of 1918 that she finally acquired the Soviet permission papers needed to enter and observe factories in and near Moscow—the original purpose for which she had been recruited. She visited 224 factories in two months. Clara’s industrial survey was cut short when the YW women, and all American citizens, were evacuated from Moscow to Finland in August 1918.4


During the summer of that year, relations between the US and Soviet governments had deteriorated to the extent that all US citizens were expelled from Soviet territory. Precipitating events included both external foreign policy moves (e.g., US President Wilson’s decision to send American troops to North Russia in support of the White Russian insurgence against the Bolshevik government) and internal chaos. On July 6, 1918, two members of the leftist Social Revolutionary party assassinated Count Mirbach, the German ambassador, an event Clara notes with alarm. Growing tensions also included the capture of the city of Samara by Czech soldiers, an anti-Bolshevik mutiny by Russian forces on the Volga River, and, on July 16, the murders of the royal family at Ekaterinburg. Communications were suppressed throughout Russia except for official Soviet business. Cholera broke out in Moscow, there was no bread to be found, and the YW Association’s work came to a standstill.


On August 3, 1918, only ninety-five Americans were left in Moscow. These various diplomats, journalists, businessmen, private citizens, and the YW and YM workers were gathered together by US Consul DeWitt Clinton Poole and told they must escape Soviet territory under the protection of the Swedes or Norwegians. It was only after more than three weeks of excruciating tension that an official evacuation train finally left Moscow on August 26 with all the Americans aboard, headed for the Finnish border under the protection of the Swedish government. Volume One of Clara’s letters ends here, with the escape to Finland and her safe arrival in Stockholm.


Volume Two of the letters begins with Clara and her colleagues resting in Uppsala, Sweden, and making preparations to return to Russia. After a well-deserved and appreciated six-week rest, Clara, Helen Ogden, Catherine Childs, and Bess Boise were posted with the American Mission of the International Northern Expeditionary Forces to Arkangelsk (Arkangel), a city on the White Sea and the headquarters of the international effort to suppress the Bolshevik revolution. There they conducted “war work” such as establishing “hostess houses” and relief huts that supported troops sent to assist in the Russian Civil War. In June 1919, the US forces were withdrawing from the region, and by September 1, all the YW women had left Arkangel. Clara arrived home to Taylorville, Illinois, in late October of that year.


Clara’s next move was to New York City, where she completed her education in economics at Columbia University, as she had previously planned. Her studies included certification as an investment counselor, a highly unusual move for a woman in the 1920s. For the next thirty years, Clara helped women understand and control their own finances. She traveled to Europe and Asia six more times, although she never returned to the country that became the USSR.


Clara did not marry. She maintained a close relationship with her nephews and niece, and this closeness carried over to the next generation to include my mother and her brothers. After retiring from her business in 1957, Clara traveled around the United States, visiting friends and family, then settled in La Jolla, California, where she died in June 1968.


Some of the artifacts she acquired in Russia were handed down to me, including a table runner of heavy rough linen and one copper candlestick. But the most poignant items I have are the letters and photographs of the Taylor family.


Clara’s letters


What Clara chose to include in her letters home, as well as what she left out, sketches a picture of what were to become uniquely important events in world history.


Her first letter (September 25, 1917) was written aboard the train headed to San Francisco from Taylorville, Illinois. The last, dated August 14, 1919, was posted from Arkangel, Russia. These letters read like a travelogue, with only scattered opinions or strongly worded statements. Clara wrote for others’ eyes and ears. The letters from Russia were not only censored by the Soviets but also by both the British and United States military missions. Some letters were so “cut up” that little sense could be made of them. It is interesting to contrast the tone and feeling of letters written from inside Russia to those written before she arrived, and those from Scandinavia. Even letters written knowing that they would be posted by friends, as opposed to those going via the diplomatic pouch, have subtle differences that lend insight into her situation. She had to be very careful what she wrote, and even so ran into trouble trying to get out of Arkangel back to the US in 1919. A disgruntled official in the US consulate refused to issue Clara a visa out of Russia, and she and her colleague Marcia Dunham escaped on a Russian ship headed to Vardo, Norway. She was threatened with arrest at Murmansk, and only the intervention of the American consul (Peter Pierce, who happened to be an old friend) allowed her to continue on a Norwegian freighter to Vardo, then to Trondheim and Christiania, and eventually to reach London. She was detained in England for six weeks before being allowed to board the USS Adriatic for New York. Even in New York she was questioned about her “Bolshevik sympathies.”


In nearly every letter, Clara was careful to reassure her loved ones of her safety. While her strong voice is clear throughout, and the letters tell of most interesting social, political, and everyday events, she gives us mere glimpses of the actual danger the American workers faced abroad in revolutionary times. Instead, most of her communications are about everyday details, food, and the crushing disappointment of missed letters from home. At one point, she endured eight months without word from her family—no cables or letters made it through to her. We can only imagine how difficult that must have been for the youngest sibling in a close-knit, loving family.


Despite the restrictions and her own precautions, Clara’s letters are not in the least naïve, but are heartfelt, compelling, and rich in detail about her daily experiences. And she made the most of those experiences. When she and her colleagues were sent to support soldiers near Arkangel, her focus shifted from the challenging tasks of teaching, assessing factories, and conversing with the leading intellectuals of Russian society to holding dances, baking cookies, and organizing lectures and lending libraries for young men far from home in a conflict they neither understood nor supported.


The first time I read Clara’s letters from Arkangel—which span more than a year—I felt chagrined that this amazing, intelligent, active, and selfless woman was reduced to holding parties and dances for servicemen rather than pursuing her original task of educating Russian women and girls. But as I became better able to hear Clara’s voice through repeated readings, and learned more about women’s involvement in World War I, I found my own attitude to be both naïve and snobbish. Listen to her excitement here:


Oh family, I just wish that so many, many weeks didn’t have to pass before this reaches you. So you could know how well, and how happy I am and what wonderful, very wonderful opportunities I am enjoying. Whoever would have dreamed when I left home for Russia, of the great experiences that would be crowded into one brief year.
Written from Kirkenes, Norway, October 9, 1918


And:


… family dear, I am so thankful to be here, doing this army work, doing my bit in war times, and being ready to return to Moscow where the needs are unparalleled. 
Written from Arkangel, Russia, January 15, 1919


These are the words of a woman thrilled to be of service.


About the book


This collection of Clara Taylor’s letters from Russia is divided into two volumes: Volume One spans September 1917 through August 1918, and Volume Two, September 1918 through September 1919. Within each book, the letters are arranged chronologically into chapters. Each section opens with a brief historical essay clarifying people, places, and things referenced in that set of letters.


I have re-typed and minimally edited the letters and the diary entries I received from my uncle David K. Martin (Clara’s grand-nephew). In each letter, I have maintained Clara’s own voice, and only occasionally corrected grammar and sentence structure. I did, however, correct some spellings and clarify some place names. Where the original writing was indecipherable, I have added question marks or suggestions in brackets. Also incorporated are brief portions of her diaries, which contain many gaps, but do lend some insight into how she really felt about her experiences.


In addition, I have posted material on my website (www.katrinamaloney.net) to amplify and enrich the stories in this book. On the site is information about US involvement in the Russian Civil War, photographs of the Taylor family, Clara’s Industrial Report, articles and links about women’s history in the early twentieth century, and etc. I hope you enjoy hearing Clara’s voice through her letters as much as I have.





PART ONE


Traveling:
September 25, 1917 – October 13, 1917


When the Baurer Limited pulled out from the station, and I stood waving my little American flag farewell to the loved ones standing on the platform, no one will ever know how very hard it was, or how very long and uncertain the journey and mission seemed to me.


From Clara’s diary, September 24, 1917


Unlike diary entries such as this one, which give us a peek into Clara’s honest feelings about her adventure, her letters are almost uniformly upbeat in tone. She writes her first ones on trains or steamers in places already far from home, and these start off with great enthusiasm and pragmatism. The first stage of what would be a six-week journey to Russia is a four-day train trip from her home in Taylorville, Illinois to San Francisco. Marcia Dunham—the executive secretary (director) of the Denver Western Regional YWCA, and Clara’s fellow recruit to Russia—joins her on the train at Denver. After a quick visit with Clara’s friends who have relocated to San Francisco, the women board a steamer to Japan, stopping at Honolulu for a day. They spend five days in Tokyo, and then, after a picturesque train trip across Japan, embark from Tsuruga to cross the Japanese Sea. They land at Vladivostok, Russia, on October 25. The final stage of the journey is aboard the Trans-Siberian Railway to Petrograd.


A sense of Clara’s character, her adventurous spirit, and the preoccupations that will flavor almost every subsequent letter are introduced as we follow her excited descriptions of the landscape, the seascape, the trains, Russian characters, and the anticipation she and Marcia share about their work. Also, we start to identify the issues with which Clara wrestles, such as her obsession with news from home and her constantly evolving relationship with food—both shortages and abundances.


As Clara is preparing for her trip in the summer of 1917, the Great War is devastating Europe and Asia. In May, Arab forces sack Tel Aviv. Germany starts bombing London in June. On the Western front, from July 1 through to November, the Battle of the Somme rages in France. On August 14, China declares war on Germany and Austria. On the seventeenth, Italy joins the conflict by declaring war on Germany and Turkey.


As the summer progresses, the nascent Russian Provisional Government struggles to establish its authority over the Soviets—the official councils of workers in major cities, which are meant to assure representation of all workers within the new order. However, the councils, the Provisional Government, and smaller parties (including those wishing to establish a constitutional monarchy) all are fighting bitterly to assume control of the country. Alexander Fyodorovich Kerensky, the former vice-chair of the Petrograd Soviet, is appointed Prime Minister of Russia in July. (Some accounts have Kerensky “appointing” himself, others say there was a vote of the State Duma.) During September, in an attempt to bring order and authority to chaotic conditions, Kerensky declares Russia a republic. The Provisional Government is now officially in charge of the country. Meanwhile, General Lavr Kornilov is gathering support for a military action. His “rightest coup” is defeated that same month through the combined efforts of Kerensky and the Petrograd and Moscow Soviets.


The fate of the Russian Imperial Family is also debated this summer. Since his abdication on March 15, 1917, “Citizen Romanov” (the former Czar Nicolas II) and his family have been in grave personal danger, confined under house arrest to the heavily guarded palace in Tarskoe Selo just outside Petrograd. In August, Kerensky decides to move the family to Tobolsk in Siberia for their own safety. Although the entire household, including the servants and tutors, rich furnishings, art, and jewels, plus 330 guardsmen, are all packed off in railcars, once in Siberia the family finds its status has morphed from more or less benign containment into outright imprisonment.


In a fascinating coincidence, Vladimir Ilyich Lenin and the YWCA women arrive in Petrograd within days of each other. He has traveled incognito from Zurich, Switzerland, and arrives in Petrograd on or about October 23, 1917. Clara steps off the train in the grey, wet, crowded, and dirty Nikolaevsky train station on November 5. The ensuing “ten days that shook the world,” as John Read described in his seminal 1919 account of the revolution, have complex roots. Many scholars have tried to elucidate the developments that lead to these events,5 but whatever Clara Taylor from America’s heartland knows about Russia in 1917 is limited to what little has been reported in the newspapers, and information from history books such as the two-volume Modern Russia by A. Kamilov, which she buys in San Francisco to read on the trip. Clara never personally encounters Lenin, whom she refers to in a letter as “the German spy,” but is nonetheless greatly impacted by the violence, famine, appalling living conditions, great political and philosophical struggles, and the civil war that ultimately consumes Imperial Russia—much of which is stage directed by Lenin.


But all that is ahead for Clara and her colleagues. For now, we join her on the train as it sweeps through the Missouri corn fields in the golden sunlight of a beautiful September day, with some trepidation, but more adventure and faith, in her heart.


People mentioned in this section of letters


Sis: Mary Taylor, Clara’s sister.


Marcia Dunham: Executive Secretary for the YWCA Central Western (Denver) region. She recruited Clara for the Russian work.


Fritz (Fritzie): A close friend of Clara’s in Taylorville.


Genieve (Geney): Clara’s eldest sister.


Bert and May Low: Family friends from Taylorville living in San Francisco.


Elizabeth: Elizabeth Taylor, Clara’s brother Leslie’s wife. She and Clara were very close.


Georgia Mills: Elizabeth’s sister-in-law.


Thom Cotton: A YMCA war worker, Dartmouth graduate, and former football star. He and Bessie Boise married in 1919.


Murision and Sam: Clara’s nephews. Murision (called “Tavey”) was my granduncle, brother of Margaret Frances (known as MF or “Tancie”), my grandmother. Sam was Elizabeth and Leslie’s son.


There is a family tree on the book’s companion website.





Chapter One:
Taylorville to Honolulu


Sept. 25, 1917


Missouri


Dearest Family,


Sis is just getting home about now. I am so glad that both Father and Sis came as far as St. Louis with me. It wasn’t nearly so hard to go. I can’t yet realize this journey I am taking, it still seems like a dream that I am to see California and beyond.


The conductor was interested at once in my Masonic pin. Our coach is just comfortably full. Only three women, so the dressing room will not be crowded for dressing.


I have my suit and hat in bags under the seat, all my luggage is neatly stored away, and I am feeling so comfortable in my thin dress and low shoes. It is really quite warm.


Well the dining car man called luncheon right here, so I hopped to it, so as to have ten minutes’ walk at Moberly [Missouri]. I am going to get out and walk wherever there is a chance. For lunch I had chicken soup, sliced tomatoes, bread and butter, milk and cantaloupe. After we left Moberly, I curled up and slept for an hour. Naps are going to be numerous during the next three weeks.


It is raining and has cooled things off considerably. I hope that it will be dry in Kansas City so I can be outdoors the full time. We are a little late caused by waiting for the train from the west. I haven’t gotten acquainted with anyone on our train yet. Only two or three go thru to the coast. Marcia’s berth is either 8 or 9 so the conductor told me. As those berths are sold by Denver. The corn down here is all yellow. The willows are getting yellow and the sumac is a lovely red. It looks more like Fall down here than in Illinois. There are so many fields all ploughed for the winter wheat.


I hope you will all get rested up. I wish you would just loaf, Fritz and Sis, the rest of the week. Do drive lots. It won’t be long until Fritz will be hiking off and then she will be wishing for drives. This is the lovely time for being out of doors. Father, you will have to help the girls plan afternoon outings to see that they do play as well as work. Write the Suffrage headquarters, Sis, and blame my leaving for your not getting suffrage things going in T [Taylorville]. I hope a good girl can be found to stay at Bert’s, Fritzie dear, so you will have time to do the hundred and one things which you want to do for yourself. My dresser things can be put in my brown trunk, and my hats, Sis, I hope you will use, if you want them. Please give away the black coat, that blue dress, brown suit and brown shoes. Brown suit is hanging back of rod in our closet. Grace Pence might like to dispose of that little blanket which I couldn’t bring along.


Fritzie, I have located everything I have wanted, so far. You were a peach to finish everything up for me. I must confess I got sort of panicky on the packing business at the last.


Dear ones all, I can’t tell you how much I appreciate all that was done for me. I’ll try and live up to it and be worth it.


Lovingly,


Teke


Sept. 26, 1917


Union Pacific RR, beyond Denver


Dear Family,


The clouds have passed away, and the noon meal is over. Marcia, more dead than alive, got on the train, and is now curled up for a sleep. Her last few days were crammed full, and it took the combined efforts of several friends to get her off.


After she has had today and tonight in which to rest, we shall plan tomorrow the various things to be accomplished while in San Francisco.


She told me that twenty-nine YM sec’ys [secretaries], some of them having their families with them, were to make the trip thru, having the same itinerary as ours. So you see we are to have accompany, and we shall really not be alone.


All the sec’ys were down to see Marcia off, so I got to see quite a number of them. Our train is about thirty minutes behind time.


I have just finished writing a long letter to Genieve, telling her about the doings of the past week, and to urge her to at once begin saving money to come over and join me a year from next summer. I wrote to Rex Holmes this a.m., and to Uncle Sam and Aunt [?], will try and have all letters off before I set sail. Will do my best to get folder of ship to mail home and will send letter about it if I have a chance to go thru it tomorrow.


We are crossing as flat plains as you ever saw. Off to the north are the faint outlines of the mts. From Denver on, the country is all new to me.


Well it is supper time. Marcia and I have visited and have been out on the rear platform for fresh air. I am sorry that night comes just as we get into the interesting country.


I am writing to New York asking them that the family be put on the mailing list for war bulletins.


With heaps of love to all from


Clara


Hope someone can be found to look after Bert’s family.


Sept. 28, 1917


Bert Low’s home


My dear father,


Bert and May met me at the train in Oakland. May got on the train with me and spent the day in San Francisco. It has been a most strenuous one, too. Had to have passport visaed again. Also stamped by customs officer. Our baggage is to be examined between 8 & 9 o’clock in the morning.


Our food has gone on board. We haven’t seen the steamer yet, but everyone says that it is fine and that the Japanese sailors are the best on the Pacific. This is 11,000 tons and over 1,400 ft. long and fifty feet wide. Our state room is “B” on the middle deck and next to the Library, just a little way from center. It is room for three, but so far we are the only ones to occupy it. We have the ticket and our money looked after. Have $50 in gold, will have money changed in Yokohama. We sail at noon. We have met some of the YMCA men, but they, too, were desperately busy today. We have had a fine visit tonight. May is going over with me tomorrow to wait and see the steamer off.


I can’t yet realize that I am going, but I suppose tomorrow night I will when I go to bed in the steamer. It has three decks. We are on second, and Miss Dunham says this is the best.


Will write on the steamer, suppose there is mail waiting for me.


With love to all from


Clara


It is nearly midnight, so this of necessity will be short. May is a peach, and Bert’s home is lovely. He is coming east next month. If you all write him, I am sure he would come down.


Fri., Oct. 5, 1917


SS Nippon Maru


Dearest Geney,


You will be disappointed, dear, not to have a long letter from Honolulu telling all about it, but sad to relate, this is the first day that I have felt at all like myself since coming aboard a week ago. Both Marcia and I have been very seasick. This is the first time that I have taken any real interest in life. I was able to get one fairly long written to Father which I am sending to you, and ask that you read and send on the next mail if possible—you see, I have just thought to some purpose, that is of sending the mail to you first, and then you will send it on, and not have to wait so long [to read the letter].


I must get out of my clothes now for tomorrow, as we shall all want to go ashore as soon as the health officer inspects us, and lets us out of quarantine. I wish the health officer would order severe fumigation, for most of us are suffering from numerous bites, both fleas and “Virginia creepers” have found me out.


I wish you were to be with me in Honolulu so you could enjoy the surf boarding. We plan a three-hour auto ride immediately after going ashore. Spending the afternoon doing a little shopping and sightseeing in the city.


The YM men sent a wireless to their association asking their cooperation in showing us the sights, so we may go with them as they included us in their number. We really would prefer to make arrangements with the YW, and get a rest from the ship’s crowd. The men are very nice and exceedingly thoughtful of us, only we are included just a little more than we enjoy.


If I have time, will add a note to this tomorrow. Will write a long letter from Yokohama.


Heaps and heaps of love to you, dearie, from your loving sister who rides the deep blue seas.


Clara


Friday, Oct. 5, 1917


SS Nippon Maru


Dearest Family,


Tomorrow morning at six o’clock we shall land at Honolulu. And how thankful I shall be to have my two feet solidly placed on terra firma for ten or twelve hours. We sail away from there again at five o’clock.


Here I am sitting on deck looking out over the bluest water that I have ever seen. It is all ripple-y, with flying fishes darting and skimming over it. All day the words of “Mandalay” have been running thru my mind. This morning when I heard the twittering of birds, I grew quite excited at hearing other sounds than the constant swishing of the waves. Ours is too long a journey for the gulls, several albatrosses have been seen, but I am sorry to say that I missed them.


In fact there have been many days when I have had little interest in life. Marcia and I both have been desperately seasick.


We sailed from the pier at 1:15. I had eaten a light lunch at twelve, with Bert and May. So did not go down to the salon, but stood on deck watching until the last rugged crags were passed when we left the golden gate of the bay. Immediately we ran into a high rough sea, and it was cold. I dashed down to the stateroom for my heavy coat and rug,6 and saw Marcia with set face, stretched out on the hard couch in the room. I didn’t linger very long, but found my chair and dropped in as we rolled, rocked, pitched and swayed along. I tried to be greatly thrilled but I wasn’t. But I did feel just a wee bit heroic. The outlook was horridly turbulent, at four thirty there were few people on deck. A gentleman asked me if I had everything comfortably arranged. I told him my trunk had not been put in state room and he cruelly insisted that I go identify it if I needed it within the next twenty-four hours. As I thought I would need some of the warm clothing in it, I foolishly went into the hold. I got back to my state room where I dropped into the lower bunk, not taking time to remove hat or coat. Marcia was a pathetic heap on the couch. At eight a stewardess came and helped me out of a part of my clothes. But Marcia shrank from any touching so slept in all her clothes all night. It was impossible to keep even hot water down.


Sunday I determined at all costs to get on deck. I got my shoes on. And tumbled back where I stayed until seven that night when, in desperation, I grabbed my big coat and rug and staggered on to the deck. I wished I had stayed put. It was agony to see people walk back and forth. It was one more motion to endure. We slunk back very shortly and didn’t bother about removing clothes. On Monday I finally got undressed for the first time and after a bath, dressed and came on deck. But still we rode those great swells and we sank and sank and sank! Now here it is Friday, and I am just beginning to feel like myself. I have suffered so much with the motion in my head.


It was four days before I had courage to even attempt to read my mail. I never thought that I could be so indifferent to mail from family, and there was a lovely box of fruit which Eliz. and Leslie had sent thru Georgia Mills. I will write them about its contents when next I write. My head still is feeble and will not permit much writing at this time. I had expected to send a lot of letters from Honolulu, but have not been able to write them. There are eighty-four first class passengers, and two hundred and fifty second and third class.


Ours is an interesting group of people. They are all young folks, and everyone is on a serious mission. There are no tourists on board, and many have traveled extensively in oversea lands. As to the personnel of the company, there are the twenty-two YM men, none being allowed to take their families with them. [There is] the wife of a YM man who is doing prison work in Siberia. She has little twin girls, two and a half years old. Mr. Robertson is an International Sec’y who is going to lecture on science among soldiers in Russian Army. He carries eighteen trunks containing apparatus. He will establish an office in Petrograd. There are three French people who speak no English, six Jesuit missionaries from Spain going to China, quite a number of missionaries and teachers in Oriental schools. Two men, a college professor and captain in the Russian army who were in the Russian commission. They have both learned English just since coming to America. They are returning with the impression that ours is a capitalist’s interest in the war. There are several young men who are going to the Philippines in newspaper work.


Since the third day the weather has been warm and balmy. Today I have worn my voile dress and low shoes and no wraps. I really wish that it were a little cooler and more invigorating.


I haven’t made any headway yet with the language, but will begin in earnest Monday. The meals are fairly good, certainly there is a great abundance of everything. For the most part, I have everything with me that I need. Tomorrow I shall get an air pillow, some salty crackers and lemon candy. We both have craved salty things and hard fruit candies. I find that I have Father’s instead of my own field glasses.


I purchased a very fine two-volume history of Russia in San Francisco, Modern Russian History by Karnilov. Next week I shall get some reading done.


There seems to be the general feeling that we may be detained in Japan or Vladivostok for some time, on account of congestion in the Siberian road. If we are, Marcia and I will tour Japan as far as possible.


One of the Russians on board told us that very likely the covers of our books would be removed lest we should have secret messages concealed in them.


Will write again after leaving Honolulu.


Just heaps of love to all from your affectionate


Teke


Sunday, Oct. 7, 1917


Mid-ocean


Dear Elizabeth,


It is 5 o’clock and I fancy the Taylor Families are out somewhere driving where they can enjoy the beautiful autumn. I wish that we could have a little of its frosty nights.


Excepting for the first three days, it has been warm with us. Today I am dressed in white and have sought out the cool places to sit.


It is so good to be feeling like myself again, and I am thankful for the day in Honolulu.


It was still quite dark when I looked out my cabin window and saw the lighthouse light on the Island. I tumbled out quickly and dressed, and stood on deck watching the light grow stronger, and finally to see the sun touch with gold the soft clouds that cloaked the tops of the mountains. The mountains for the most part are covered with beautiful shrubbery but no trees of any size. Conspicuously in the foreground was great brown barren “Diamond Head,” the extinct volcano. The gov’t is said to have many hidden guns in it, commanding the harbor. At six thirty, the health officers came aboard, lined us up on the upper deck and then examined our tongues, and palms of hands, looking, I suppose, for leprosy. We were then checked up by a US officer who studied our passport pictures to see if the picture and the owner of the passport were one and the same. At seven thirty, a joyful crowd of us went ashore. The YM men had sent a wireless to their association that we were coming, so autos were there to meet us to take us for a drive. I had the front seat in a Hudson Super Dix, with a Japanese driver.


We were taken on the famous Pali drive. A drive thru the mountains, coming often in sight of the ocean. Both sides of the drive were lined with beautiful tropical trees, palms of many varieties, ferns, cactus, and beautiful flowering trees. Never have I seen so much gorgeous coloring everywhere. All the homes have attractive yards and all have flowers.


We visited a sugar plantation of ten thousand acres, having its little village of Japanese, Filipinos and Hungarians, its great refinery, and tiny railway system.


Then we drove thru the Oriental part of the city, as well as thru the beautiful resident district, passing the gov’t building and home of Inen Lidicualaire [?].


For lunch we were entertained at the YWCA. The secretaries felt so provoked because we had not informed them of our coming. The Association has a beautiful big building and plenty of money to carry on its work.


In the afternoon we went out to their beach house and had the time of our lives swimming in the surf. It seemed like a dream that I was way out there swimming under the very shadows of palm trees. We laid in a supply of lemon drops, lemons, thin dry wafers, and bottle of malted milk. You see the water gets so stale, and the coffee is impossible, so we will have hot malted milk at seven, for breakfast is not served until eight thirty.


Marcia and I get up at six-fifteen, go thru regular gymnastics exercises until the bath steward announces that our baths are ready at six thirty. The saltwater bath is really one of the pleasantest ordeals of the day. By the time we return to our room our stewardess is there with our hot water and dry toast. By the time I get to Russia, I will have been entirely broken of the habit of using butter. From seven thirty to eight thirty I have a good read on deck.


But I interrupted my story of the day in Honolulu. The secretaries took us to the pier where they bedecked us with long heavy wreaths of lotus flowers, a pretty custom of the Island saying Aloha, Filipino for “our love goes with you.” A Japanese Association girl, whom we had met at the building, gave us each a strand of Job’s tears beads. We found in our possession also a box of salted almonds and peppermints, and when I went to the state room found a beautiful bouquet of flowers from the President of the Association. So we have flowers for our table.


As we slipped away from the pier at five o’clock, the water was filled with little Filipino [children] that dived for the pennies that were tossed to them. We sat on deck until darkness shut out the last faint outlines of land. Twelve days now we will sail before seeing land again. They cannot pass too quickly for me, for the constant motion of the boat is something that, so far, I have not been able to overcome, so am not really enjoying the voyage as I had expected and hoped.


Wed. and Thurs., Oct. 10–11


This is the day when we cross our imaginary chalk line, so after eleven o’clock, the hour for drinking bullion, it becomes the 11th of Oct. Every morning we change our watches twenty minutes.


I have felt so much better since the day on land. My head is getting rid of the boat motion, and I am growing less conscious of having a stomach. We have had calm weather and very warm nights. I am tempted, like the men, to bring up a blanket and try the deck floor. Our chairs are not comfortable for sleeping.


At Honolulu, a few more people came aboard, among them a Spanish Consul, bound for India. We are so glad to have someone who can talk with our Jesuit missionaries (who by the way begin to present a wild and wooly appearance). They spend their days poring over their books and counting their beads.


Monday night—One of the men gave an illustrated talk on the gyroscope which was most interesting and instructive. All the men of the crew were there, and listened with awe and wonder.


Last night we had a musical, and tonight we have a travelogue with pictures to be given by the medical missionary to the Philippines.


We had a crazy movie the other night, put on by the ship, called the “Tragedie Marriage.” I think the crew was amazed and disgusted with us, for the sympathetic audience put words to the pictures, and we wept and talked until we laughed ourselves into hysterics.


The box, dear, which your sister Georgia had sent for you is a joy. It contained lots of English walnuts, preserved figs, glazed prunes, candies, stuffed olives, and other kinds of preserves, which we are saving for the Siberian trip. It was mighty thoughtful of you to do it and I assure you I do appreciate it. We learned at Honolulu thru the Russian consul that we probably shall have to provide all our food on the train, as the food situation grows more serious.


Will you please pass this on, as I will not write the others of the Honolulu trip, very much love to each and all from your sister on the deep blue sea.


Clara


Sunday, [Oct.] 13, 1917


S.S. Nippon Maru


Dearest family,


This is a glorious Sabbath day. We are riding gentle swells, but most of us are comfortable, and are giving thanks for the calm.


Last Friday, the waves were high enough for the spray to wet the decks. Most of us were rather uncomfortable and slept as much as possible. So yesterday the YMs and YWs declared a holiday from work and played deck games and took enough exercise to put us in trim.


Last night was stunt night, four of us dressed up as American immigrants entering Russia. We put our belongings in pillowcases and put on all the wraps possible. One of the men, a Dartmouth College football star, dressed up to represent a terrible Russian customs officer who examined us and our baggage. He refused to let one of us in so we promptly shot him and made a dash for Russia. The skit was much appreciated. Marcia and I have really made some headway on our Russian. I know the alphabet and am able to spell out words, which is really a very real start. Our Russian on board has given us some thorough drills on pronunciation and has taken us thru the first two lessons in our grammar. I can hardly wait until I get to Russia, and get settled in a Russian family. It is going to be the only way and the quickest way for me to acquire the language. The language work is really the most difficult I think that I have ever attempted. Before I left San Francisco, I purchased a very fine two-volume history of Russia, Modern Russian History by Alexander Kornilov. It is fine. I advise it for the family. Mr. Jenco (the Russian) says it is one of the best and most reliable histories. I haven’t read very much because my eyes gave me so much trouble so much of the time. Perhaps in the train, I shall do more. Marcia has a lot of interesting books which I want to read, and will before the winter is over.


We spent the entire morning in language work. I try to sleep every afternoon and what reading I do usually is done in the afternoons or evening. Nine o’clock usually finds me in bed.
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