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My mother wrote in Psychological Perspectives (Fall 1984):  

As Landis Green rather dramatically stated it when he read my first horoscope: 

óYou were surrounded by death and darkness from the first moment.ô  The whole birth 

experience did seem to be surrounded by darkness.  My mother had strong intimations of 

her death, and the birth was difficult and terminated by forceps.  For what itôs worth, I 

have intuition that I was in my motherôs arms when she died.  I know that I was in her 

hospital room. (128).   

 
Figure 1 

Part 5: [Break made by BFK] 2nd Half of Nanôs Journal 
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[This is where the first part  of Nanôs Journal left off.  On June 22, 1919, Alice has 

tragically died and my mother was born.] 

 

When we entered her room she (Alice) was already in a coma, and never knew us 

nor spoke to us again.  Doctor and nurses worked over her with oxygenðbut all was in 

vain.  At 9:30 that Sunday night, June 22
nd

, she left usðwith a 28-hour-old baby, that she 

had held in her arms for a few brief hours, and to whom she had given her breast just 

once.   

What a night we spent!  I shall never forget the long dragging hours.  Next 

morning, going early to the hospital, I talked with Dr. Garcia Lagos as to what he thought 

had happened; he said it was an embolism (blood clot) that had lodged in the lung, for the 

heart had continued to beat after all breathing had ceased. He assured me that there was 

no way of foreseeing such a xxx and no way of stopping its progress in the blood 

streamé 
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Figure 44: Massuela and Pepito.   

My mother's wet nurse from June 1919 to 

March 1920. 

{Margin Note: Nan writes: ñIn Wooster, Ohio, March 11
th

, 1947, the story was 

taken up again.  I shall keep on until it is finished, this time.} 

The next day two good friends, Mrs. 

Coats mentioned above (not Maudie, Pat,) and 

Mrs. Cozens { Margin Note: Pat will now know 

why Mrs. Cozens is as dear to me.  All these 

years she has attended to our precious xxx little 

xxx}  a nearer neighbor, spent most of the day, 

seeking a wet-nurse for our baby.  By night-fall 

they had found Massuela, (sorry, I can't recall 

her last name!) taken her to Dr. Garcia Lagos, 

had her thoroughly examined as to her physical 

condition, and delivered her to the hospital 

where she gave our baby a feeding.  Massuela, 

[was] a Spanish woman, who advertised for a situation as wet-nurse.  Her own baby boy, 

Pepito, was several months old, but the Doctor accepted her.  On Tuesday morning, 

outside the little hospital mortuary, we and our friends met for a service, and then we 

went to the British Cemetery Chapel where the final rites took place.  There we left her 

and a part of our hearts.  All of our friends were wonderfully good to us; some came to 

see us, others wrote to us, and cables and telegrams came from everywhere; whoever 

knew Alice loved her.  Mother Crew was in Lima at that time with Gladys who was 

expecting her second child at any time.  When Mrs. Crew received the word she had to 

keep it from Gladys, lest she be upset by the sorrow.  How she suffered, I heard xxx in 

her own grief and having to stifle it for Gladys' sake. 
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Massuela was allowed to stay in the hospital with Patsy for the two weeks that 

Alice would have stayed.  This made it possible for me to return to Buenos Aires with 

Malcolm, and to aid in the sad task of dismantling the little house and packing up of 

Alice's personal belongs xxx.  How both of us felt I cannot dwell on.  Somehow we 

accomplished it, and Malcolm arranged to live with Mr. & Mrs. Shuman.  (Mr. Shuman 

was the Secretary of the B. A. Association.)  I went back to Montevideo, and at the end of 

the two weeks we brought our baby home, with her nurse.  Massuela fed her, and did her 

washing, but she slept in her little crib beside my bed.  I bathed and dressed her and she 

became mine in a very real sense.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My mother wrote in Psychological Perspectives (Fall 1984): 

 My profound sense of unworthiness [from abandonment] was very real.  My earliest 

memories were of causing grief and concern whenever I appeared.  Women whispered behind 

their hands, ñThere she is, the mother died, you know. . . Such a wonderful woman!  Such a 

pity.ò  And so on.  Of course, a lot of this was in my imagination, but I got the impression 

over and over again that I was a very poor exchange for my mother, that talented, beautiful, 

unusual woman.  There was also my grandmotherôs constant grief at the mention of my 

motherôs name, or of anything connected with her such as a piece of music or a favorite 

flower.  It made me feel totally unworthy of having survived while Alice, the paragon, had 

died.  Her very name, Alice, made me uncomfortable, and although it was my given name, I 

have never used it. [. . . ]  

It makes me blush to remember the depths of self-pity to which I could sink!  And 

even more so when I remember how surrounded I was on all sides by love.  Early this winter, 

I rediscovered a manuscript written my grandmother just before she died, in which she 

describes my motherôs early life and death and my first years with her.  This carefully written 

little story reminded me of so much that I had forgotten or possibly never known.  Combined 

with the picture book she kept of my first years, it is a fascinating human record.  One thing 

is certain.  I was smothered in love.  The pictures show me in a dozen poses, being passed 

from one pair of arms to another.  There was a whole circle of adults from wet-nurse and cook 

to grandparents and neighbors, all ready to hold me and comfort me. (132) [Bold and italics 

mine.] 
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She was a nervous, restless baby and never slept as many hours longer daily as 

she should have done.  Nor was she ever a plump baby.  Her little face always, after the 

first few days, had very defined features, and she always looked like a person, and not a 

little red-faced bit of fleshðor any other baby.  And she grew and developed.  Malcolm, 

coming over to see her as often as possible found her changed each time he saw her.  The 

day after Christmas of that year, I went into the British Hospital for a major operation & 

had to stay for 6 weeks.  Elsie, on vacation, took over the care of Patsy for that time, and 

for weeks thereafter, since I was little use for a long time after getting home.  During the 

rest of that Summer many afternoons were spent on the beach at Pocitos where Patsy 

rolled in the sand with Massuela watching her.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Figure 48: Christening, perhaps.  The whole extended family, 1919. 
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I must tell you a little about the house Patsy lived in until she was past three, at 

#2126 Chaná, well out from the center of the city.  Like most town houses, the entrance 

was flush with the street.  Entering the wide double street doors, and rising two or three 

marble steps, at the right, one entered the living room; at the left was the tiny study where 

Webster had his desk and a pair of book-cases.  Both of these rooms gave into the street 

with French windows.  At the end of the very short entry at the top of the steps, were 

other glass doors and these opened into the patio.  This, in all good weather, was our real 

living-room.  A claraboya (clairvoyante?) [?], made of heavy frosted glass, set in a strong 

steel frame, and pyramidal in shape, formed the roof of this patio.  By turning a crank (?) 

on the wall, it could cover and uncover the patio.  A striped awning below the claraboya 

kept out the sun.  Large book-cases covered two side of this patio; large doors and a 

hallway to the back patio took a third side, and a bed-room, formerly Alice's, took the 

fourth side.  A second bed-room opened off the hall, and a third one, with a large bath-

room, opened off the back patio, facing the kitchen.  This last was really an alcove, 

without doors.  The maid's room, above the kitchen, was reached by a short narrow 

stairway.  We had to pass through these rooms to reach the flat roof of this house, and 

this we often did, especially in the Summer evenings to cool off after the sun set, and on 

sunny Winter days, when it was warmer there than in our unheated rooms.   

The type of architecture I've just described is peculiar to Uruguay.  Only a very 

few such houses are seen in Argentina.  From the front door, to the back wall, were 

marble steps and tiled floors, and even tiled wainscotingðnot too pleasant, when in 

Winter the warm air condensed on the cold tiles and dripped onto the floorsðfor we had 

many warm days in mid-winter.   
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Figure 49: Description of 2126 Chaná, Montevideo, Uruguay, from my motherôs June 3, 1983, 

Journal/letter to me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From my motherôs June 3, 1983, Journal: 

It was essentially a little ñrowò house in the Italianate manner.  When we moved to 

Wilmington it reminded me a lot of Montevideo. I lived in this house from 1919, my birth 

year, until 1923 when we left to come to the USA on ñfurloughò as my grandfatherôs long 

leaves from the Mission Board were called.  I think Nan & Pop had lived in that house since 

1916 when they crossed the mountains from Chile to Uruguay.  My mother must have left 

this home for her marriage in 1918, & I was taken there from the hospital after her death. 

 

My very first recollections of Nan were 

from Montevideo.   

     We lived in a grey, stone or cement 

block (?) home.  It had a big front door 

opening right on the street, & two big 

windows, one on either side, that had iron 

railings in front of them. The home has a 

flat roof with a ñclara boyaò over the inside 

patio.  This could be rolled off (by turning 

a very noisy, complaining crank) on warm 

days.  

     The house looked something like this

   And was 

 

on a quiet street called Chaná in downtown 

Montevideo, Uruguay.  Trees grew in 

front, and I can remember sitting on the 

front steps waiting for my grandfather to 

come home.  
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Malcolm, meanwhile, was proving his work in Buenos Aires.  The Y.M.C.A. was 

expanding, with great plans for new & better work, more secretaries, and a Continental 

office in Montevideo.  He was offered a trip to the States for observation and study after 

which he was to become Continental Financial Secretary.  I am not quite sure of the date 

when he left us, but think it was when Patsy was about a year old, and he was away for a 

year or thereabouts.  In 1921 Elsie accepted the scholarship at Wells that had previously 

been offered to Alice, and in August of that year [took] the "Crofton Hall"ðso slow she 

was nick-named the "Often Crawl." 

Soon after Malcolm left us, two new teachers came to CrandonðMary and 

Frances Chandlerðknown to Patsy in her speech as "Paucha-Mary." 

I have omitted mentioning Massuela's going: when Patsy was about eight months 

old, she no longer needed her liquid nourishment from Massuela, so we let her go.  In her 

place a dear little maid, Carmen, by the day to keep us.  When Patsy first began to utter 

An Excerpt from Uncle Mikeôs Clan of Crew (2010): 

Our house in Montevideo fronted on the street, but when the front door was 

closed, the city was shut out.  It was a two story building built in a closed-in ñUò shape 

around a tiled patio.  The stairs to the second floor rose up three sides of the patio and 

had a door [at] the landing in the back wall of the house.  The patio was roofed with a 

glass roof which could be opened a crack to let out the heat and had a shade supported 

on wires that could be pulled over on the hottest days.  The door on the landing led to 

Motherôs sewing room, a bright cheerful place made from enclosing a porch over the 

back door.  In that room she had her sewing machine (a Singer treadle model), a 

comfortable chair and her basket of buttons, a necessity in those days when you were 

raising small children.  I thought that my memory was faulty because I could not 

remember windows on either side of the house.  The mystery was explained when Nena 

told me that the house was attached.  Of course! (66) 
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Figure 50: Patsy's vocabulary at 20 months. 

sounds that were real words, we began to make a list of them.  (This was suggested by 

Mrs. Conard who did it to see if Florence, the oldest daughter was quite all right!!  

Florence had been born with a club-foot.)
1
  To be sure that we shouldn't miss any word, 

we hung up on the hall wall, a sheet of paper, with a pencil tied to a string!  Every time 

anyone heard Patsy use a new word, she rushed and wrote it down.  Result: By the time 

this garrulous child was twenty months old the list had reached the prodigious number of 

750+. [Page 1 (cropped) of 7] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
1
 My mother wrote in the margin, ñFlorence Conrad later married an Englishman.  She died in Spain in the 

early 50s.  She was the first of ñour gangò to go to Oberlin, Lois followed in 1935, and I in 1936.ò 
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Eventually, Malcolm returned from the States, via Chile where he had to "fill in" 

for someone.  Even as in these recent years [he] was located in Montevideo and lived 

with us, in the room that had once been Alice's, and had been left vacant by Elsie when 

she left.  He soon made friends with the Chandler sisters, and not many weeks passed 

before it was evident that he and Mary were mutually attracted.  I'm afraid I did not take 

it well, and was rude, on one occasion, at least, to both of them.  Sorry.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

In 1922, Webster was to have another long trip around Latin America, finishing 

up in New York the following year.   

I had not had a furlough since 1913, so it was decided that I go up for a year, and 

at Malcolm's suggestion I would take Patsy with me.  Elsie, having had one operation on 

her throat, followed by some bad weeks, was due for a second one, but insisted that she 

would not have it xxx & until I was with her.  So on August 4
th
 1922, after many tears 

and embraces, Patsy and I boarded the S.S. "Western World" of the Munson Line and 

sailed away.  We had a lovely state-room, connected by a bath with one occupied by a 

Miss Stevens.  We might not use this bath, since it cost a good deal extra!  But Miss 

Stevens insisted on unlocking the door on our side that we might have free use of it.  Fine 

girl, she was!   

 

Another difference in historical remembering: Uncle Mike writes in the Clan of Crew:  

It was in Montevideo that Mother met Dad. The Brownings, recognizing that Dad was in 

need of a wife in order that Pat should be brought up in a ñnormalò family had started to 

introduce him into the social sphere of the Anglo-American society in Montevideo. They 

held a tea to welcome the new exchange teachers and it was there that the natural process 

took over. Dad first dated Chita but quickly turned his attention to Mary. They were 

married in 1923. (58) 
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Figures 52 and 53: On board S. S. Western World.  August 4th 1922 en route to NY-USA.  Lois & 

Herman de Anguera, Mrs. Conard, Mrs. Allen Crocker, Mrs. Miller & son, Miss Helen Gilliland.  

(Webster is far left.) 
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After my first few days of sea-sickness, with Patsy not too well, herself, we got 

out on deck and to the dining-room.  A fine young Princeton Sophomore, making a trip as 

steward, for the fun of it attended our rooms & was good to us.  (?? Fuller!)  There was 

never a dull moment on that 18-day voyage.  We had our deck chairs pretty well aft, and 

just outside the smoke-room, a turn around it brought us to the other deck.  The decks, at 

that end were pretty open, so I kept a close eye on my little water bug.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One day I missed her!  There was a frantic hunt and a few terrible minutes before 

we found her in the play-room with some of her little friends.  The usual sports went on, 

and a children's day, too.  She took part in all of them, but earned no prize in any contest.  

However, on the night the prizes were given out, one was given to Patsy Crew, for being 

a "sweet little girl!"  She was dear and everybody seemed to love her.  I was modest 

enough, while in S.A, to think that she attracted attention because of her fair skin & hair 

 
Figure 54: Patsy in S. S. World play-room.  Photo from Nan's journal. 


