
A Personal Note on the S to r ie s

V i s i t in g  Aunt "Sa te "  in the old Benedict home in Vermontville  is  
one of the most cherished memories of my childhood. Marian and Margaret, 
my s i s t e r s ,  and I would swing under the huge trees,  s l id e  down the c e l la r  
door, and r ide  in a horse and buggy to  the old cemetery, r e l i s h in g  every 
moment. But best of a l l  was p lay ing  with the wicker do ll buggy and 
fu rn itu re  that we hauled out from a t t i c  and granary, and gazing a t  the 
lovely  French boudoir shown in Teen-Age S to r ie s  as A lm a 's  bedroom. In 
i t  was a long ch intz-covered box conta in ing  some twenty fa sc in a t in g  d o l l s .  
We loved every one, from the l i t t l e  d o l l s  in national costume to the 
china headed do ll with the kid body and the large, e x q u is ite  bisque do ll 
brought from France. We used to wish that the t r a in  tak ing us back to 
Lansing would never come.

My grandmother 's g ir lhood  home was in Vermontville; she was a 
daughter of the Reverend W illiam  Uriah Benedict, the s i s t e r  of Sara 
Benedict, and the Anna of "Sara  and Anna" in Tales My Mother T o ld . She 
became Anna Benedict Marsh; she and her daughters, Mary and Edna, are 
mentioned in Teen-Age S t o r i e s . My mother, Mary Marsha Bishop, was the 
ribbon g i r l  a t  A lm a 's  wedding.

How my grandmother loved her " S i s t e r  Sate " and her niece, Alma!
To my mother they were the beloved and respected aunt and cousin. A fte r  
Aunt S a t e 's  death Cousin Alma continued the c lo se  fam ily  contact with 
le tte rs ,  v i s i t s ,  and kindnesses. At Christmas time the "box from Alma" 
was an important part of the season. There were always a plum pudding 
and many l i t t l e  g i f t s  l ike  greens and candleholders to brighten the h o l i ­
day in our lean years. And it  was to Cousin A lm a 's  old mansion in 
Marquette that Mother went fo r  solace a f te r  the death f i r s t  of my s i s t e r ,  
Marian, and later of my father. So we learned f© love and revere her, 
and later, my husband and I with our ch i ld ren ,  Anne and B i l l ,  spent 
many a p leasant day on the rocks of Lake Superio r  at her M iddle Is land 
Camp and in her Marquette home.

Ta les My Mother Told are t a le s  my grandmother a lso  to ld  as she 
bustled about our house during her a c t ive  days and as she sat, b lind, 
in her rocking c h a ir  when she was in her n in e t ie s .  At those times I 
was a l i t t l e  bored and impatient to hear s t o r ie s  that seemed to bear so 
l i t t l e  re la t io n  to the days I lived in. But now I cher ish  them and am 
glad to  have a part in preserv ing them, not onl y fo r  Cousin Alma' s  fami l y 
and f r ie nd s ,  but fo r  the ch ild ren  and grandchild ren of Marian and Margaret 
as well as my own, hoping that they wi l l  treasure  them as part of th e ir  
heritage. I am g ra te fu l to  Cousin Alma fo r  t e l l i n g  them in the v igo rous  
s t y le  which was so c h a ra c te r i s t ic  of her pe rsona lity .
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