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Yet sne was game, and
her ambition was to
cook something for her
hushand, On the rare
occasions when he had
a pass to come in,
once, somewhere, she § )
bought a duck complete c A\
with all the feathers.
Only its head was cut £
off. Having acquired
her duck she didn't A e
know what to do with \ SRS 4 T

it. My husband was -] &= >
not a duck-picking ;
specialist, but he
was sure the feathers i
must come off before

RVt sepgth) | '
cooking. That poor }}\ 5 it il NS : ‘ ;
child worked on that L l'«h-f taayll !gla;x#s-"';:.[ O s '
duck most of the day “.—I % ‘

and everything in the
kitchen had a bit of
the duck on it. When Frank came by in the afternoon she showed him her triumpha.nt eff-
ort. He said, "But you haven't drawn it?"

She said, "Drawn it? How and why do I do tnat?"

He explained you have to draw out the insides and together they accomplished the feat.
He even suggested stuffing the duck with moistened bread. And the next day was the
baking! Not only did husband come but he brought three husky companions with him and
had proudly promised them some of his wife's good cooking. That duck was much smaller
with its feathers off and it had also shrunk in the baking. It was surprisingly small
when presented at the table. The men settled on it like hungry locusts. All but the
bones disappeared. They finisned the meal on bread and molasses.

When my father came to live with us he was ill and slowly dying. At owr home, 439
8th Street, he was in a bedroom at the front of the house and ours at the back were
three rooms distant. Father required frequent care in the night so we moved to 772 D
where our bedrooms adjoined. After his death we moved back to 439 8th Street.

After my husband died in 19/0 I rented to a thief who was also on dope. Of course I
didn't know he was a thief or dope addict until it was too late. Among many things, he
stole the old-fashioned gas light fixture in the entrance hallway, the stained glass
from the doors in the built-in china c.oset in the dining room and the window on the
north, plus a number of valuable rugs. When I accosted him with the stealing he didn't
deny it. He said he'd pay me back if it was the last thing he ever did. I'm still
waiting!

Of course during the years we didn't rent only to the "unusual," we had a group of
lovely teachers, young couples, business men -~ many who became lifelong friends. How-
ever, our last renters left a '"bad taste." Tney were two of the prettiest girls I ever
say, and their brother back home from the service. They were all well educated and had
good jobs. But they had become dope addicts and the girls went off with Hell's Angels

My son Marsnall, sold 772 D Street to the Santa Fe Federal Savings and Loan, now
Pacific Savings Bank, who in turmm gave it to the City of San Bernardino Historical & the
Pioneer Soclety. These two organizations had joined to accomplish a common goal -- to
make ‘772 D Street an historical building and restore it to its pristine elegance.

The rest is common knowledge. Until the building could be removed to the corner of

Eighth and D Street, it sat very lonely and forlorn; a holdout for the undesi(reables
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