Harry Matheson (2/20/1912 to 12/5/1977)
By Janet E Luther — 2/1/2023

My dad was born Harry Matheson
Cummings, but, when his mother Janet
Matheson Cummings (6/7/1893 to
9/10/1924), and father, Raymond King
Cummings 8/4/1887 to 1/23/1957), divorced
during the winter of 1919-1920, Janet
dropped the “Cummings” from both her and
his names. From then on he was known
simply as Harry (or Hal) Matheson.

This book is a compilation of what | have
learned about Dad’s family.

Harry Matheson - 1976
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Descendents of William Cripps
Who wrote his “Memories” in July 1882 at the age of 89

William Cripps (7/23/1798-1884) m. Elizabeth Heygate (2/19/1804-4/9/1872)
Elizabeth is buried in Green-Wood Cemetery in Brooklyn, NY

daughter Elizabeth Cripps (6/12/1829-7) m. the Rev. James Matheson (<1850->1878)

son Frederick James Matheson (2/2/?-4/16/1936) m. Mary Christabel Bates (9/1/1873-4/?/1954)
Frederick and Mary divorced in 1908

daughter Janet Matheson (6/7/1893-9/10/1924) m. Raymond King Cummings (8/30/1887-1/23/1957)
Janet and Raymond divorced in the winter of 1919-1920
Janet is buried alongside her great grandmother Elizabeth in Green-Wood Cemetery in Brooklyn, NY

son Harry Matheson Cummings (2/20/1912-12/5/1977) m. Alma Pauline Peter (2/25/1915-6/15/2012)
Harry and Alma are buried in Parklawn Memorial Park in Rockville, MD

daughter Janet Elizabeth Matheson (b. 5/24/1939) m. Lars Christian Luther (6/18/1936-12/4/2021)
Lars is buried in Union Cemetery in Slatington, PA






William Cripps — 7/23/1798 — 1884
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — written in May 2008

Note: Red type indicates my direct ancestors

Who was William Cripps? My dad was Harry Matheson (nee Cummings); his mother was Janet
Cummings (nee Matheson); her father was Frederick James Matheson; his mother was Elizabeth
Matheson (nee Cripps); and her father was William Cripps. So William is my great great great
grandfather! We are incredibly lucky to have a copy (105 typed double-spaced pages!), apparently
transcribed at some point from the handwritten original of “Memories of William Cripps written at the age
of 84”, dated 7/12/1882. My dad, Harry, got this in 1966 from a cousin named Elizabeth Matheson, who
was a potter and lived in New Zealand. She was Dad’s first cousin once removed; i.e., her father William B.
Matheson and Dad’s grandfather Frederick James Matheson were brothers. We also have a photo of
William Cripps dated November 1983 which calls him Henry; probably this was his middle name. Maybe

he was called this to distinguish him from his uncle William (see below).

In 2018, I found this Memoir online at www.jstor.org as an article titled “The Memoir of a Nottingham
Lace Merchant William Cripps, 1798-1884”, J. D. Chambers. It appeared in the Bulletin of the Business
Historical Society, Vol. 24, No. 2 (Jun., 1950), pp. 65-109, published by The President and Fellows of
Harvard College. J. D. Chambers wrote an introduction to the Memoir in which he thanks Mrs. Isabel
Gwyther, a granddaughter of William Cripps, for allowing him to prepare the original manuscript for
publication. Isabel (nee Matheson) was an aunt of the Elizabeth Matheson who sent a copy to Harry.

Below are some biographical highlights from this work.
William’s grandfather Cripps was a brewer in Newport Pagnel, England.

Grandfather Cripps had 4 sons and at least 2 daughters: The eldest was (also) named William; he had
inherited after Grandfather Cripps’ death, but squandered his fortune and so opened a boys’ day school. He
and “our” William’s father were married to sisters. The two other brothers were George, who kept the
“Neptune Inn” at Newport, and Thomas, who had a grocery shop and was also a cooper at Sherrington. Of
Grandfather Cripps’ daughters we know only that one married Mr. Osborn, a woolstapler, and another
married Mr. Jefferson, A feltmonger, both of Newport.

Our William’s father, whose name we never learn, was a “younger son” born in 1760 who died
suddenly on 1/17/1827 from pleurisy (when William was 29). William’s father was apprenticed to
a hatter in London, and then worked in a draper’s shop in Newport Pagnel. He was a good singer
and strongly religious. In 1785 he opened his own draper’s shop. He became a churchwarden, but
the clergyman was a man of dissolute habits, so William’s father, disillusioned, left the Church of
England and joined the Independent Church in spite of everyone’s strong disapproval of his
“forsaking the church”. He was shunned and also suffered from epilepsy and “nervous dejection”,

of which he was later cured.
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William’s mother was born Sukey Rogers. Her father had a farm at Sherrington near Newport Pagnel.
His mother had two brothers: John Rogers who had a farm at Sherrington and Thomas Rogers who was a
doctor at Newport, and two sisters, one of whom married his Uncle William (see above) and another a

farmer in Sherrington named Griggs.

William’s parents had 11 children, of which six survived: Joseph (who died in May 1864), George, William
(7/23/1798-1884), Susan, another daughter, and Betsy. Only William and Betsy were living by
7/12/1882. Joseph got William started by lending him money and sending lace; George chose bad
companions and seems to have failed at all his various employments. William eventually settled a yearly

sum of $600 on him and he settled with his wife in Greenport near Boston. One brother (I think probably
Joseph) married a Miss Grundy on 8/6/1829.

William left school in 1812 at age 14 and learned his father’s drapery business in Newport Pagnel but read
a lot about America and decided to go there and became a lace merchant in New York. He sailed many
times from England to America, each voyage taking at least 20 days. William also took several long walks

in America, traveling as far as Niagara Falls and Canada.

By 1825 William was frequently crossing the Atlantic. In England he was often in Nottingham where the
“bobinett” trade had blossomed. In 1829 he added “Scotch embroideries” to his stock of lace goods.

William married Elizabeth Heygate on
8/6/1828 when he was 30 and she 25 (so
she was born in 1803). Elizabeth was one
of the seven Heygate girls of Market
Harborough: Elizabeth (the eldest), Mary
Ann, Sophy, Martha, Kate, Louisa and Sarah.
William and Elizabeth had three
daughters: Elizabeth born 6/12/1829,
who was my dad’s great grandmother;
Mary Ann born 8/24/1831; and Susan born
4/20/1834, who died in May 1864, ten days
after the birth of her daughter Susan
Buchanan; and a son William (Willie) born
12/21/1842, who died in October 1860 from
a cold which attacked his lungs. (William
calls his one unmarried daughter Polly. I
think Elizabeth married the Rev. James
Matheson and Susan died in childbirth, so
Mary Ann must be his “Polly”.)

The Reverend James Matheson
taken in 1876
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William’s daughter Elizabeth married a Congregationalist minister, The Reverend James
Matheson, and lived in Nottingham, England. They apparently had a lot of children including:
Frederick James Matheson (born 2/2/?? — died 4/16/1936) who was my dad’s grandfather; Annie;
Isabel, Katie, Willie and Harry. The Reverend James Matheson’s family lived in England, but his children
visited William in America: Katie was with William in NY from August 1873 until November 1874 —
would she have been 20-ish then; ie born ~1853?

Isabel also came in August 1873 but stayed longer than Katie. Willie came in 1875 and Harry came to
the Centennial Exhibition in1876. T suppose that Frederick named my dad Harry in honor of his brother
Harry. One of these daughters had a son, also named William, who went to New Zealand; his daughter
was the Elizabeth Matheson who sent William Cripps’s Memoir to Dad.

The Reverend James and Elizabeth’s third son was Percy Ewing Matheson, M.B.E., born 1/23/1859, who
was an Oxford don and died 5/11/1946 (he had married the Hon. Elizabeth (Liz) Fox Bruce in 1896 and
she died in January 1935) — I think this is the source of my brother James’s middle name. Percy wrote a lot

to my dad, often sending him money or stamps (which Dad collected for awhile); we have several letters
written 1928 to 1939.

In 1837 a widespread financial panic in NY nearly bankrupted William, but he was able to right things and
pay off all his creditors by 1838. He and his family moved to Park Terrace in Nottingham, and he
prepared to retire in August 1845 (at age 47) with a farewell tour to America with his brother Joseph and
sister Betsy. They went to Boston, Albany and Lake George and on west to Detroit, Chicago, St. Louis,
Cincinnati, Baltimore, Washington, Philadelphia and New York. William returned to Nottingham in
November and had £35,000 on which to retire. He was made mayor of Nottingham in 1847.

William’s family moved to Bramcote where they lived peacefully for some time.

As the result of bad investments and loans William again faced financial ruin and returned to New York,
but could salvage nothing. Then William and his friends had a brilliant idea and raised $200,000 to
establish the Standard Fire Insurance Company on 3/28/1859. William was made President with a salary
of $3,000. In May of 1859 his wife Eliza and daughter Mary Ann joined him in Brooklyn, New York.
They moved to a permanent residence at 470 Classon Avenue in Brooklyn in 1863. William’s wife
Elizabeth Cripps died on 4/9/1872 at age 69 after 44 years of marriage and is buried in the
Fountain Hill section of Green-Wood Cemetery, 500 W. 25" St in Brooklyn (Lot 20420, Section
23).

Oddly, William makes no mention of the Civil War in his Memoir. He retired at last in April 1879 with a
pension from Standard Fire Insurance Company of $2,500 and returned to England where he died in 1884
at age 86.
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Letters to Harry Matheson in Washington, DC, from his great uncle Percy E. Matheson
(1/23/1859-5/11/1946) in England. Percy was a brother of Harry’s mother’s father, Fred
Matheson (2/2/~1868-4/16/1936)

Transcribed by Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 in May 2008

Percy Ewing Matheson was a brother of Frederick James Matheson. Fred was Janet’s father.
Janet was my father Harry Matheson’s mother.

Notes: These were written, I think with a fountain pen, during the period 1928 to 1939 when
Percy was ages 69 to 80. Percy’s handwriting was just terrible, so there are some
indecipherable bits below.

I have printed items of particular interest in red.

12/26/1928 — no envelope; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford — includes a photo of Percy’s
House at 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
My Dear Hal

Your grandfather [Frederick James] has
kindly given me your address, so I am sending
you a small book which I hope may interest you.
I also send you a card showing a picture of our
house, which is on the pike, about 100 ft above
Oxford about 1-1/2 miles from the middle of the
City. We have been in it since Lady Day
(March 25) 1926, and as we were lucky enough
to find apple and pear trees growing on the land
when we built, our garden does not look as bare
as most new gardens. When you can spare time [
should like to hear about your School and how
you are getting on. Meantime Aunt Liz and |

send you our love and good wishes.
Yours affectionately

Percy E. Matheson

1/25/1931: to Division VII, Section I, National Bureau of Standards; from 3 Brookside,
Headington, Oxford
My dear Harry

I was very glad to receive your letter, but have not been able to answer it until today (my
72" birthday). You will be sorry to hear that your Grandfather has been very ill with pleurisy at
Montpelier and for some days we were afraid he might not come through, but under the devoted
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nursing of the clever French doctor he is now cured and was moved to a warmer place Amelie des
Bains in the Pyrenees.

You ask for news of Oxford. Much of our time and effort is now spent on trying to save it
from the increasing noise in the office and to preserve a belt of green country around it. Among
other things we are hoping to preserve from building the highest ground and its neighbourhood,
Shotover Plain, which is about 90 min. walk from the house. I am one of a Committee that watches
over this particular interest. My other chief interests are the University Press and large Headington
[?] School, close at hand. I no longer teach in College but am still a Fellow of New College, i.c., a
member of its Governing Body, and also a Fellow of Winchester, the Great School connected with
New College, and go to the School at Winchester for meetings about 8 times a year. This I like
very much as the Governing Body (the Wardens and Fellows) are very interesting and congenial
men. The Warden, the Chairman appointed for 5 years, is Lord Chelmsford, among the other
members are a Warden of New College, a Right Hon. Herbert Berlse, once Minister of Education in
our Coalition Government, Lord Selburne, once Governor of S. Africa, Lord Gray of Falenden,
once Foreign Minister.

We have had great anxiety lately not only about your grandfather, but about my wife’s elder
brother, W. N. Bruce, once a high official of the Board of Education and now Pro Chancellor of the
University of Wales. He is a year older than I and in the past a fairly strong man, but is now
afflicted with a very disabling illness, which gives him great pain in arms and hips and for the
present makes movement very difficult. We are very fond of him and his family and much
distressed.

I hope your office and chem work get on and that you are not overdoing it. With love from
us both.

I am your affectionate uncle,
Percy E. Matheson
The offices I have mentioned are unpaid, but very interesting.

12/21/1937: to 2117 S St. N.W. (forwarded to 1933 Calvert St, NW); from 3 Brookside,
Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,
This is only a note to tell you that [ am sending you in another cover [?] a draft on Barclay &
Co for $9.98 (the equivalent of 2 £ English), which I hope will arrive safely.
Yours affectionately
Percy Matheson

2/21/1937: to 2117 S St. N.W. (forwarded to 1933 Calvert St, NW); from 3 Brookside,
Headington, Oxford
My dear Harry

I hope all goes well with you. I am sending you with this letter a draft for dollar equivalent
to 2 £ English, for which I hope you will find some use, for books or anything else. Will you please
let me know whether it arrives safely? I should like very much to know what you are working on
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now that your studies in general are getting on. I have been reading a travel-diary of another great
nephew who has just finished his two years Commonwealth Fellowship at Princeton & spent the
summer with a friend visiting some 22 States & covering many miles in a car, from Princeton up to
Buffalo & then down South to New Orleans. We have been having some very cold weather, which
drove me to bed for half a day, but my health in general is good, except that my memory is
uncertain ? ?, much less active, unfriendly ?. I shall be 79 in January. Hoping to have news of you
ever ?, and ask good wishes for 1938.

Yours affectionately

Percy E. Matheson

12/24/1937: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Christmas eve 1937
My dear Harry
All good wishes to you & many thanks for your wonderful letter. This is not a proper
answer to it for 3 days ago I was unwise enough to let a car knock me over & though my injury is
not serious — [illegible] I am not quite up to a long letter, but I write it because 5 or 6 days ago I sent
you a letter to the old address 2017 S St. NW, containing a draft on Barclays in dollars for 2 £
English. If you have not received it please inquire at once. [ will answer your letter before long,
but please notify me when you change your address. I like what you said about Pr?; it is very true.
Yours affectionately
Percy Matheson
I hope the lady (name unknown) is someone you can really trust as a faithful companion in life and
not a mere [?]. Don’t be hasty.

1/3/1938: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
My dear Harry

I hope you have received my letter written a few days ago and that you have received the
letter sent to your old address containing a draft on Barclay & Co. I think when I wrote I told you
that I had an unlucky blow for a while on Dec 21. I have in that since recovered from it but x-ray
photographs show that the blow cracked or broke a bone in or near my nose which causes a
swelling down the right nostril and an ache when I bite hard, but the surgeons again tell it is best |
let nature work. I stay in the house & clear away the blood remaining from the wound, which, it is
hoped, will be absorbed. I am able to go about, but am under my excellent doctor’s supervision.

Enough of myself. I am truly very grateful to you for giving me such a complete account of
your history & doings. I admire the way in which you have turned your scientific training & the
degree of success you have achieved. I am very glad also to hear of your rise of salary & your more
comfortable conditions of life. Your friends, the two Denslows seem to be men you like & trust & 1
am very glad you have one living with you.

The news of your father’s existence takes me by surprise. I did not know that your father
was alive: still less that you had a sister. I do not like saying anything unkind of him; I only met
him once, I think, when I could not help thinking that he was quite unworthy of your dear mother,
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whom we all loved dearly. How they parted I never knew, but I do not think it can have been her
fault. I am glad that you have a sister & that you enjoy her society.

You call your lady friend at Scranton Alma but do not give her surname. I can see that you
have interests in common with her, but her temperament as you describe it does not seem as if it
would fit in very well into marriage to a man of the energy and legitimate [?] condition of a man of
your scientific bent. It also seems to me rather a drawback that she is not an English-speaking
American although no doubt her knowledge of German combines well with your scientific German.
But it is not for me to advise you without knowing the lady.

It is very kind of you to support my paying you a visit, but [ am afraid I cannot do that. I
shall be 79 in three weeks from now, & I hate sea travel and nearly all my old friends in USA are
gone. I do not expect to travel much more, at least outside this Island. All you tell me about your
studies is interesting, particularly what you say about Dr. Lindel [?] & his wife & also about the
Polarograph of which further I shall be glad to hear. I shall be seeing Francis Price soon & will
explain to him what you say about his companion who is, I am told, a Fellow of Trinity College
Cambridge, the leading College there. He is a distinguished mathematician; Price is a fellow
scientist.

I hope someday it will be possible for you to come over here & see something of our
laboratories while renewing acquaintance with some of the family ? alas it is terribly shrunken.
Today Teresa Peale [?] my sister [sabel’s daughter drove over from Bramsfield to lunch, with her
only child Barbara. T’s husband died some years ago, in an operation for appendicitis. He was a
healthy man & a good one. A few days earlier | had a visit from Barbara Reeve, a cousin whose
father Will Reeve, one of the best of men, wrote you his own letters. Only those of my generation
in our family are left, Isabel G? & my brother’s wife in N. Zealand, & myself. But there are
Matheson cousins, children of my father’s brothers Ewing & Thomas ??.

I hope when your scientific studies are completed so far as graduation is concerned you may
find time to enlarge your education on the side of literature & history. But it may be that you are
stronger in these regions than [ know. Your description of your room at Savile ? Road house is
correct. The house is now occupied by a historian in our New College Staff, and her handwork [?],
who sublets the top floor (provided with cooking-flat) to a scientific lady, but the garden is rather
neglected.

I began this yesterday & now add that [ saw my doctor this morning, an able Irishman called
McCoy, who is satisfied with my progress, & I am not to see him for a week. With best wishes for
the New Year

Yours affectionately
Percy E Matheson

2/4/1938: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,

I had a long very interesting letter from you just before Christmas, which I answered at once
in order to tell you that there was a letter with a cheque inside waiting for you at your old address.
And a week or two later sent you a longer letter (delayed by the consequences of a motor accident.)
dealing with some of the contents of your letter. I hope you have not been, like me knocked over by



Letters from Percy Matheson page 5 of 12

a car & that the only reason of your not telling me whether or not you received my cheques is that
you have been too busy with the polarograph to spare a minute to answer my question.

Your affectionate uncle

Percy Matheson

2/22/1938: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,

Many thanks for your letter of Feb 6, which reached me a few days ago. I am very glad to
have a fuller account of your doings & also to be reassured about your friend Alma & your long
acquaintance with her. I am glad to say that the crack in my jaw-bone seems to have healed & I am
in no pain, & my nose, though a little out of control in watering is mending, I suppose because of
the damage to its inside, has practically recovered. I have parted from my doctor but [ am going to
see him once again for him to say whether I should have any more arranged to improve its
circulation.

3 Brookside is a detached house in a sloping garden of 3/4 of an acre, fronting on to a short
street (happily not a thoroughfare) which runs southward from the road to Wycombe & Bremsfield.
My house is about 2 miles from Saville [?] Road (40 minutes walk) & there is a good line of buses,
which take from 10 to 15 minutes. I have no car nor can I drive on so that I am dependent on my
legs & buses & occasional lifts from nieces or other friends. My wife was a good gardener & made
the garden very pretty with the help of a gardener once a week, Robert Sugur, a very grand
impossible [?] fellow.

I retired from my Tutorship in 1936 & we built this house & came to live here then, but I am
still a Fellow (now the senior Fellow of New College, to which I was elected in 1881) & attend
College meetings, four big ones in the year & other less important ones from time to time, at where
all the business of the College is done, including

(1) Management of College estates

(2) Arrangements for teaching

(3) Care of College buildings

(4) Investments
The governing body, called the Warden & Fellows, consists of the Head of the College (Warden)
and 27 Fellows, who consist of

(1) University Professors, partly only paid from College manner [?]. They do no tutorial
work for the College but lecture & (in the Scientific ones) work in Labs for the University

(2) The teaching body of the College Tutors & Lecturers, who give individual tuition to the
undergraduate members of the College.

(3) A few Research Fellows who receive a stipend in consideration of research conducted by
them in the University.

(4) Two are the silent tutors, life myself, who receive no proper Fellows but receive
pensions (to which they contributed when in service) in consideration of their past work.

The number of undergraduates in College varies from 100 to 250. In New College we have 240.
All our men read for Hanover [?], taking a course of 3 or 4 years.
You ask what my occupations are
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(1) College affairs. I attend College meetings & am frequently in College. I generally dine
there with my chaps on Sunday, at “high table” in Hall, generally a party of from 25 to 30, &
sometimes dine there on other nights & occasionally lunch there

(2) I am a member of the Governing Body of Winchester College (a “fellow of
Winchester”),one of the leading “Public Schools” (with Eton, Harris, Rugby & others) not in the
sense of your schools of the name, but Schools preparing for a University, where boys stay until 18,
most of them boarding schools. This takes me to Winchester about 8§ times a year, a very pleasant
occupation on the Governing Body, of about 12 members, consists of men engaged in public or
academic life. Judges, eminent scholars, University Dons etc. I was at a meeting on Feb 20.

(3) I am on the Council of Headington Girls School, a School, half day-girls half boarders,
very near me. From time to time I have taught “for love” picked girls of the School [in later of
work ?], but have no pupils just now.

(4) I am a Director (unpaid) of a College Disbursement Society, which does its best (this
done for some 80 years) to provide housing for wage-earners in Oxford at moderate rents.

(5) For the rest, my life is taken up very largely with keeping up communications with my
many relations. I have some 25 nephews, nieces, [? ?] great - , most of these in England being on
Aunt Liz’s side, but I keep up a regular correspondence with my brother Will & his children &
grandchildren in New Zealand.

(6) I have in the past done a limited amount of reviewing & other literary work, but rarely
do this now.

(7) Otherwise I do a good deal of reading, old books anew, or when my eyes are tired, turn
to embroidery. My sister-in-law, Aunt Liz’s younger Sister Alice, once Vice Principal of Samaritan
College, lives less than a quarter of a mile away, with her niece Norah Bruce, daughter of Alice’s
brother W. N. Bruce, a distinguished member of the Civil Service in the Board of Education who
played a great part in the development of longtime Church of Wales & was for some years Pre-
Chancellor of the University of Wales. I have also 5 nieces in Oxford, all daughters of Augustus
Harcourt (a cousin of Sir lan Harcourt, statesman) who married aunt Liz’s sister Rachel, & [ see a
great deal of them. I also from time to time go to see my sister Isabel Gwyther, living alone in
London & Verena who lives in a tiny house (not with husband: she is a widow, her husband having
died suddenly in an operation for appendicitis a few years ago.) Her only child Barbara is at a co-
educational school at Letchworth, Herl?.

Headington, which was a tiny village when I came to Oxford 68 years ago, is now a huge
suburb & parts of the City, so that we are being more and more surrounded with houses.

I think this answers most of your questions.

Yours affectionately
Percy Matheson

11/18/1938: - no envelope; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,

This is rather a belated letter. When your Father died [1936] I put aside a watch of his to
send you, but it has been waiting here in the hope that you might be able to come over. As this is
unlikely to happen soon I send the watch & the things attached to it now. I do not think its intrinsic
value is great, but it will have associations for you. If you have to pay duty on it, please let me
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know. I hope that your researches & studies have prospered since I last heard from you. I had a
pleasant holiday in August & part of September with friends in N. Wales & Scotland, since then I
have been living my quiet life here. Let me know that this packet arrives safely & give me your
news. I have just had a day or two in London with your Aunt Isabel Gwyther.

With love,

Yours affectionately

Percy E. Matheson
The seal [refers to the wax seal used to seal envelopes], I think, must have come from my Mother.

1/2/1939: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,

I was very glad to receive your letter of Dec 12" this morning & to know that you had
received my packet with your watch. I hope that you have now received my Christmas gift. I
gather from your note that you were married in June; if [ had known your news sooner you should
have had my good wishes sooner too, but I send them now very warmly & trust that your marriage
will be a very happy one. By that same post this morning I had another letter from U.S.A. from
Mrs. Fitzgerald in Boston, a daughter of very faithful friends of your Grandfather, the Walkers, &
they were very kind to him when he lived in your country. Please give Alma my love & good
wishes & when you can find a few minutes to spare tell me what you have made of the new
machine you had to experiment with, & how have your U.S. researches been getting on.

I have had rather an anxious Christmas, as my sister-in-law Miss Alice Bruce, one of the
two remaining sisters of your aunt Liz, has been having all winter very alarming heart attacks & we
do not yet know whether she will be able to withstand any further attack. I have just had a visit this
morning from one of my many nieces, Lady Beach Thomas, the husband of Sir Wm Beach Thomas
who was one of the leading journalists in the War. After a long time of writing for daily papers, he
now writes only weekly articles — one for The Spectator on farming and open-air topics & one for
The Observer.

With all good wishes
Y our affectionate uncle
Percy E. Matheson

1/3/1939: to 2117 S St. N.W. (forwarded to 1933 Calvert St, NW); from 3 Brookside, Headington,
Oxford
Dear Harry,

Three surprising things happened on this dark morning. By the first post I had your card
with the wedding pictures, which I answered at once; by the second I had your longer letter in a
long envelope, and by the same post a letter from Mrs. Fitzgerald, mother of two daughters, Annie
(Nancy for short) & Susan. It was Nancy who wrote to you from N. York. The mother’s address is

Mrs. Richard G. Fitzgerald

7 Greenough Avenue

Jamaica Plain Mass
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I think this is near Boston & is probably the home to which you were taken. Ihave written to Mrs.
Fitzgerald and told her about you. Your letter answers most of my questions & I will now answer
yours. (1) I know nothing of the seal (2) nor do I know anything of the opal or ring. I cannot
remember whether my brother wore the opal when he was at Cambridge & I was not there when he
died. Lola would have been the only person to deal into his things. I am sorry, but I fear it cannot
be remembered.

To turn to the Fitzgeralds again. Miss Ann F. left the address she gave you, in December to
take a library job at Mt. Vernon NY where her present address is 9 Madison St. Besides her
knowledge of libraries she is a dog person & has two dogs to keep her company, which she has bred
herself. There is a married sister, Rebecca, whom I have not seen. The mother & her daughters I
saw, when they came once a year & a half ago, to see your grandfather & Lola, when they came to
see me. Mrs. F., who wrote to me today for the first time, is daughter of your grandfather’s friend
Admiral (I think he was Admiral) Wilber. He & his wife were very kind to your grandfather in
early days, his best friends in U.S.A. & I believe he was a man of some distinction. Thank you for
telling me of the Polarograph & also of your other adventures — marriage and your work. When you
speak of your own lab, is it a lab assigned to you for your work in the Research Dept?

I hope your lectures & work for your thesis will prosper & that Alma is able to help you in
some of your work. Good luck to you with your thesis. I shall let your cousin Will Reeve, who is
the son of my father’ only sister, who sent you the payments from the sum Fred & Janet left you, all
your news. He took me a few weeks ago to dine into one of the old City Companies in London, the
Clockworkers, of which he is a member. With all good wishes for 1939.

Yours affectionately
Percy E. Matheson

2/2/1939: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry,
This happens to be your Grandfather’s birthday, and there seems a fitness in writing to you

today. I write to ask whether you received a draft for 2 £ which I posted to you at Christmas.
There was a good old English (and possibly USA) habit of acknowledging receipt of money more
or less by return of post, that has its convenience. When I heard of your marriage, even after I had
sent my draft, I intended to send another 3-E to make up a more adequate gift on the occasion, but I
have been waiting to learn whether you received the earlier draft. Please let me have a card to say
whether you received it. I have nothing special to tell you except that on Monday Jan 231 became
80. Ihave had to write a good may letters, in thanks for telegrams, letters and gifts of flowers. I am
now expecting a short visit from my niece and goddaughter Marjorie Randle [?]. We are still living
in a state of political uncertainty, but hope to avoid war. I think it is certain that the Prime Minister
will not make concessions beyond a certain point to have the large majority of our people within
Britain support him. Do not think it necessary to write a long letter. With love to you both and all
good wishes.

Yours affectionately,

Percy Matheson
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2/21/1939: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
My dear Alma,

I shall address my first words at least to you as you were good enough to begin your joint
letter of Jan 24 & I hope it will not be the only letter I shall have from you. Inow send a draft for
2E, the remainder of my Christmas wedding present you, which was very properly spent on your
house equipment. I hope you will not often make such long & harried trips as that to PA, but I have
never owned or driven a car & do not understand the demonic force cars seem to exercise over their
drivers. There is one at this moment sitting in my garden, driven over this morning from Stublin,
the county [?] in [?] near the little town of Warminter, where Champin Russile, who married my
wife’s sister Isabel (no longer living) lives with his two daughters, Marjorie my goddaughter who
drove the car over today, & Pamela, who devotes her life to drawing & the study of birds, which she
watches in the Spring up in the ? & Shetland Islands. Marjorie only pays me short visits as she has
to run the household & garden & so on at Stublin; she comes from time to time to look after the
garden — plant bulbs, order seeds, & generally give directions to my gardener, who comes once a
week.

I am now going to address Harry, whose wondrous long letter is full of many matters of
interest, chemical & political. Many thanks for telling me of your adventures with the polarograph
& your arrangements with Dr. Werner. I hope in spite of drawbacks you may get your MS thesis
done in time. Idid not have the watch cleaned, as I do not consider any Oxford man very good, & I
am glad to hear it is in fair condition. It has been kept away from dust & I will not go into the
question of 1916 with consequences. It is comparatively easy to invent might-have-beens, & not
very profitable & a good deal of your speculation depends on a view of international relations much
simpler than the facts warrant. You cannot so simply distinguish when & what from one another.
In England the governing class lost as many lives as the governed — from New College 290 men
(past & present members) were killed, sons of Peers & commoners of all classes. You may use the
language you do about T? S? [Hitler 7] but not of democracies. Wilson & the U.S.A. were hugely
responsible for ? ?, & now apparently your Government is inclined to say that they cannot plan for
Europe & then stand aloof. I think our fault since 1918 has been partly declining to make
concessions to Germany which by the way played [?] & finally failing to keep up our armament. In
any case we have a hard time before us & we cannot expect to fill the same place in the world as we
have done in the past for many reasons — of which perhaps the greatest is the change in methods of
war, & especially the loss of our insular position & the tendency of our population to decline. We
shall have to do our best & we rely much on the friendship of U.S.A. I joined an English Speaking
[?] Union at your dear mother’s request & hope it is doing good work (I am going to a meeting next
week).

You will be glad to hear that Francis Price is to be married April 1* to a very clever &
agreeable young, Celia Wertroff, who is a qualified medical doctor. He is now a master at
University College School, London, in Hampstead & she working in a Childrens Hospital. Best
wishes to you for your expected arrival in May! With love to you both.

Yours affectionately
Percy E. Matheson
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4/7/1939: to 1933 Calvert St, NW; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Fred [clearly a slip] & Alma

I do not think I have answered your capital joint letter of March 3, which was very welcome.
I hope you may manage to get your M.S. this year, but you are young & it could not be worth much
to over-hurry. All the same good luck to you. I had, like you, a notice of Miss Ann Fitzgerald’s
wedding, & have written to her & her mother, but I know nothing of her husband or where they are
going to live. Thanks for telling me of the work on the platinum metals by Dr. Vickers & dr.
Gilcrest (is it a G or a L?), & for your other scientific news. The halt called by Chamberlain in his
speech on Poland has met with general satisfaction here, but nobody yet knows whether it will lead
soon to war or not. I think the prevailing idea this week is “no”, but a sudden fit or the presence of
internal events in Germany may precipitate things. At present our defenses against air-raids are
very incomplete.

My garden is not a large one, but being on a slope & cut into two sections it looks larger
than it is. It is very gay now with daffodils. I was driven last Wednesday to Canterbury to the
wedding of Francis Price, a great-nephew. He is the only child of Mabel Harcourt, one of my
wife’s eight Harcourt nieces, & Willie Price, a former Scholar of New College, who has done a
great deal of research in electricity (“sparking” on towers ?). It was a very pleasant family
gathering. Francis Price is a Master at University College School in Hampstead & is likely to make
a grand career for himself as a Schoolmaster. I entertained at tea two days ago a very pleasant
young couple from Harvard, Mr. And Mrs. Kelly. He is in the exceptional position, having already
a Harvard degree, of working for an honours degree of Oxford in Modern History, & is going back
to teach in one of the Academies founded by D. Philips, the one in PA. He is a cousin of the wife of
my friend Sir Francis Wylie who was for many years Secretary & Warden of Rhodes House Oxford
& in charge of the Rhodes Scholars. He married a very nice American who [?] at Lady Bryant, one
of the Women’s College here & they have friends all over the English-speaking world. He retired
some years ago & has visited USA & also English Dominions. I went away for a week Mar 22-29
to Sidmouth in the county of Devon, but found there cold North and North East winds & only little
sunshine. I am going next week to stay with an old pupil & friend, St John Hornby, who is famous
as the Editor with his wife, of many beautifully printed hand-made books, of some of which he has
kindly given me copies. Good wishes to you both & specially to Alma for the coming event.

Yours affectionately
Percy E Matheson

6/2/1939: to 1933 Calvert St, NW, Washington DC; from 3 Brookside, Headington, Oxford
Dear Harry and Alma

I am afraid I have been slow in thanking you for your last letter, but the last few weeds have
been full of incidents, glad and sorrowful. My niece’s goddaughter, Marjorie Turnble [?], who was
my most frequent visitor here, married an old friend Mr Ellery Sedgwick, former news Editor of the
Atlantic Monthly, and has gone to live in Berlin. The sad news is that on May 17 I had a cable from
New Zealand to say that my only surviving brother, William, Always called Will (his full name was
William Bromly [?] Matheson died on May 16 after a short illness. He had been living, after a very
hard life as a farmer, at Seatown close to Wellington, the capital in the N. Island. Ishould not
receive any contacts for a week or two. They had two daughters, married, with children, in the S.
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Island: they married brothers, called Wardell, and farm in a little county. An unmarried daughter
Elizabeth, a potter, lives in the N. Island with a farmer’s son Jim (James) with children, and two
children of a daughter who died, the Poteas. I do not know whether Annie, Will’s wife, and very
able and well woman, will live on alone in Seatown or join one of her children. Will was 77, a man
very much respected and loved by his friends & a liberal who had to fight what he thought the more
fanciful government of the Labour party. He wrote me very good letters pretty regularly and full of
interest and good sense. I shall miss them very much. He went to NZ in 1853 and came here to see
us only twice.

To turn to your affairs, I hope very much that all has gone well with Alma & am hoping to
have news of her soon. I have never seen the Yeoman of the Guard but Gilbert and Sullivan are
nearly always delightful. T am glad you use your silver every day. I was wondering whether your
thesis has gone in and whether your judges have approved it. My garden has been very gay with
tulips but now anemones and peonies and roses are beginning. I joined an English Speaking Union
at your Mother’s suggestion, not vice versa. Yesterday I met at a house-party, a very vehement [?]
American, Dr. Willis, Director of (or connected with) the Rockefeller Foundation, who was staying
a few days in Oxford. Francis Price is teaching Physics (and other things) at University College
School in Hampstead, London, and living near the School. She, being a qualified doctor, is doing
half-day work at a Hospital in Fulham, going home about 2 daily. They seem very happy. William
Price is his father, about my age but very much of an invalid. With love & good wishes to you
both.

Yours affectionately

Percy E. Matheson
I go to Winchester this evening, to attend a meeting of the Warden of Fellows (I’m in the Governing
Body) 11:30-3:30 tomorrow. The world on the whole looks a little more peaceful but one dare not
prophecy.

8/22/1939: to The Bureau of Standards, Washington DC; from Trevorwerk, Bodendern, Holyhead
(There were two letters enclosed.) First letter:
My dear Harry & Alma

[ am very sorry that my answer to your good long letter & the many interesting pictures of
Elizabeth Jane [I was born 5/24/39 so he means pictures of me] has come so late, but I have been
laid up with a bad throat from which I have not yet fully recovered. I congratulate you on the safe
arrival of the babe & her flourishing condition & send her my best wishes. I had arranged to spend
my holiday with various friends so left home early in August, but a good deal of my time has been
spent in bed. I had a few days in the Cotswolds hill country and then came on into N. Wales, a
country familiar to me since 1870 and have been staying first at Coply Caring, a village with a very
fine view of Sweden, & since this have been into often ? ? ? 89 my sister in law & her daughter
Margaret is ? born in Anglia. I am going home tomorrow for a night & then go on to S. Wales —
first I stay with a cousin of Aunt Liz’s, George ? in ? & then at St. Davids with Sir Wilford Davies
the musician & his wife, where I hope to see the former Cathedral for the first time. I am to end my
holiday, unless suddenly needed, with a visit at Little Stiether in Shropshire with our cousin Barbara
Reeve, whose father Harry knows through business [?]. I am enclosing a separate letter to Harry on
his Grandfather, telling him of something I think he ought to hear.
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Enough of my affairs. Now let me congratulate Alma on her baby & the baby’s name &
Harry on his M.S. degree, which is very satisfactory. I hope he will not over-tire himself by trying
to combine too much society into his domestic & scientific work. I think it is since I last wrote to
you that we have lost Aunt Liz’s only remaining brother, Brigadier General Bruce, the former
organizer of Glunk Society in India & climber [?] of two Himalayan expeditions. He died about a
month ago after a short illness. We all miss him very much, for he was a man with strong family
affections & an exhilarating companion. His wife died ? young & they had no children.

I fear that before this reaches you that straw-cloud may have burst & we may be in the
midst of a great war. It does not look as if Germany were likely to give up her declared purpose (as
set out in Hitler’s “Mein Kampf”) to dominate Europe. We have very difficult days before us. I
must not write more now, but when my holiday is over I hope to send a birthday gift for Janet
Elizabeth. With much love to your both

Yours affectionately
Percy E Matheson
PS I have had to address this to the Bureau of Standard for, in the press of my travels & my
illness, I have earlier mislaid my address-book. Please let me have your address again on a post
card.

8/22/1939: Second letter:
My dear Harry,

I want to tell you of something I do not think I have mentioned before, but which I think you
ought to know. When your Aunt Janet died it was clear from her Will, leaving all that she had from
our Mother thru our savings to her nephews & nieces, that she had not been even as badly off as
your Grandfather would be when he retired, or she would have left some part of her property to him
instead of leaving all to nephews & nieces. By agreement between Will Reeve & myself we asked
the nephews & nieces in N. Zealand if they were willing during your Grandfather’s life-time to let
their share of their Aunt’s bequest go to him instead of to them. This they kindly consented to do &
so made his position easier while he lived, though even so he was very badly off. It is possible that
I have told you this before, but I think it well that you should know that the young people in N.Z.
showed their affection for your Grandfather in this way.

Yours affectionately
Percy EM






Fred and Christabel

Frederick James Matheson
August 1903
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Frederick James Matheson — 2/2/~1868 — 4/16/1936
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — written in May 2008

My dad was Harry Matheson (nee Cummings); his mother was Janet Cummings (nee Matheson);

her father was Frederick James.

Frederick James Matheson was the youngest son of The Reverend James Matheson, a Congregationalist
minister in Nottingham, England. He immigrated to America and worked in engineering in Pittsburgh and
St. Louis before becoming a journalist for the New York Herald.

We think he met Mary Christabel
Bates in the US. They married in
Washington DC and had one
daughter, Janet (my father’s
mother), who was born in Pittsburgh.
After Fred began working for the
New York Herald the family
probably lived in Brooklyn. After
divorcing Christabel in 1908 when
Janet was 16, Fred moved back to
England and lived in Bournemouth,
then moved to Cambridge in 1934.
He married Helen Chrouschoff
(whom he called Lola or Lolla), of a
well-known Russian family — family
lore has it that she was a floozie. She
also worked as a translator; she gave
German and French lessons and was

teaching herself Spanish.

In 1929 Fred wrote Hal from 52
Broad St in London. Lola and Fred
lived at 68 Alumhurst Rd,
Bournemouth West in 1931.

Fred must also have worked at the
Department of National Insurance
because on 10/25/1937 Dad
received, from Fred’s brother Percy, a
note-case which was given to Fred on
his retirement. Fred’s ashes are

scattered in a London rose garden.

Right: Fred Matheson c.1925






This letter dated 4/13/1892 was sent to Frederick James Matheson by Henry M. Earle, a notary
public in Washington DC. In it Henry enthusiastically agrees to perform the marriage ceremony
of Fred and Mary Bates. So I think they were probably married in DC on 5/23/1892. (Janet
was born 6/7/1893.)

April 13", 1892
My dear Fred:-

For some time I have been intending to write to you to congratulate you, on the approaching event,
the details of which you mentioned in your letter of the 11™, but I have never in my life been so
overworked as during the last 3 or 4 months. I shall be delighted to perform the offices, and
services requested, and shall see to it all, so do not give yourself any uneasiness, but depend on me
etc. Now you must stay at my home, you can come in when you wish — on the evening of the 20m
and next P.M. can leave from there etc. You will I insist be more comfortable, and that will give
you time to see to anything that you may wish etc. Will expect you.

Miss Carlisle and myself et al are quite enthusiastic over the approaching culmination. From my
first acquaintance with s’Mary I appreciated in her a combination of the natural feelings and
instincts of a true woman with a force of mind and character that is seldom found. We became
further acquainted and now I hope I am counted among her friends — certainly among her admirers.
It gives me great pleasure to see her so happy. I know, old fellow, that you are about the happiest
man in Penn. — and you ought to be. Mary will be a never failing source of help and happiness to
you, and that together you may always enjoy the roses of this life is the sincere wish of

Yrs truly

Henry M. Earle

Do pardon my haste; and if there is anything else that you think of that I can do for you don’t
hesitate to call on me.















Letters from Fred Matheson (2/2/? — 1936) in England, father of Janet Cummings (nee
Matheson — 6/7/1892 - 1924); grandfather of Harry Matheson (2/20/12 — 12/7/1977)
Transcribed by Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 beginning in May 2008
I have printed my notes [ | and items of particular interest in red.

St. George’s Day (4/23) 1903: from Cambridge to Mrs. Fred. J. Matheson (i.e., Christabel), 9 St.
Martin’s St., Leicester Square, London, W.C. [Janet was 11 then; I assume Cap was her nanny.
Fred and Christabel were still married at this time; they divorced in 1908.]

It is a beautiful day, cool breezes, but bright bursts of sunshine. While I write this I am sitting in
“the baths”. The air is full of the softened sounds of bells, the cawing of rooks & the gentle music
of other birds. Before me are some of the buildings of Trinity College, with a stream between me
and them. Behind and around me are acres of close-cropped lawns & trees covered with fresh
spring greenery. Adams & Dr. Fletcher (head of a teachers’ training college) dined with me last
night — at the Bull. We sat & chatted for some time after dinner, then Fletcher went home & I had a
sharp constitutional with Adams before bed. I slept very badly, but was up in time to go to
breakfast with Adams in his diggings when he called for me at 8:30. He said last night that he
would be very glad to return with us for Sunday if it did not crowd us too much. Since then,
however, I have learned that I shall have to start from here later on Saturday than I had expected, so
I shall give Adams a chance tonight to back out in favor of a later Sunday if he prefer it. Should he
come we shall probably reach Liverpool Sta. at 6:22 or 7:20, St. Pancras at 6:15, or King’s Cross at
5:55. We should be at least half an hour later in arriving at St. Martin’s St. I think, therefore, that
with the lateness and uncertainty of the hour, the best plan will be for us to take him to the
Boulogne for dinner immediately upon our arrival. [ will take & treat you, too, if you like, but I
think it would be best to arrange for Janet & Cap to dine at home. I will let you know later, whether
he will come & what train is most likely. The train, however, will depend upon how the exhibition
goes & I may not be sure of it until I actually reach the station, in which event I doubt whether a
telegram would reach you before I did. Many thanks for your wire which I found when I returned
to the Bull after lunching with Fletcher. I hope all goes well with you. If Adams should come, he
will have to catch an early train back on Monday.

Your devoted Fred
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8/29/1903: from 9 St. Martin’s Street, Leicester Square, W.C., England to Miss Janet Matheson,
c/o Mr. Joseph Cochran, 31 N St NW, Washington DC [Janet was 11 then. ]

Dearest Daughter,

It was very jolly to get your letter of Aug. 18, but I am still greedy enough to wish that you
would write more than once a month. I am glad you are having such a good time with your roller
skates & hope you will continue to like them & won’t hurt yourself or become too rough in using
them. Ido wish I could see you scooting about on them! It’s very good to know, too, that you are
so happy & are making friends & gaining weight. I am putting in with this some bits of flowers
from the Cardsley Cottage Garden, which I think you may like to have. The oak leaf is from that
little tree which we transplanted from the path to the bed to the left as you look out of the dining
room. The hart’s tongue fern leaf is from one of the plants Uncle Leonard sent that we put near the
pipe just outside the dining room. They are flourishing finely. The oak tree is about 18 inches tall.
The jasmine is from the middle of the right-hand fence & the rose petals are from the plant opposite
to it, on the left, which is full of blooms. The blue flower is, I think, called purple honesty & comes
from the bed under the front window. The whole place was in a great tangle, but the things had
grown enormously. Flossie saw me & ran out to enquire for you & to send her love.

Oceans of love from
Your devoted Dad,
Fred J. Matheson

9/12/1903: from 9 St. Martin’s Street, Leicester Square, W.C., England to Miss Janet Matheson,
c/o Mr. Joseph Cochran, 31 N St NW, Washington DC [Janet was 11 then. |

Dearest Daughter,

The time goes by, & still I have no letter from you. I don’t think it’s a bit kind! There is
just a chance that I may pack the whole Andrews family in here for November & December! It will
be great fun if I can manage it & it will be specially jolly to have the two children about. This is a
splendid sunny day, but quite cold & suggestive of winter. We have not had much summer, but you
seem to have had too much. I was looking at the birds in St. James’s Park the other day. They
seem very much the same as when we used to feed them. Have you any pets?

Very much love, Sweetheart,
from Your devoted Dad,
Fred J. Matheson
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4/30/1919: from Brook House, Francis St., London W.C.1 England to Christabel:

Dear Christabel,
Just after I had registered a letter to Janet today, I received your long & interesting undated letter on
ancestral research. I have not yet had time to read the package, but shall enjoy doing so. I will do
what I can to have the matter looked up as promptly as possible, but I fear that it may be some time
before I can send you any definite information. I will also try to get you a copy of Moore’s “Death
& Life of Lord Edward Fitzgerald” which you say was first published in 1831. It may be that the
name of the publisher & the place of publication would help to trace it. I wish I had a clearer
memory of the story of your ancestor, but the package will probably enable me to get, or to try to
get, just what you want. I shall probably put the matter into the hands of a friend (who is, curiously
enough, herself a Mrs. C. la Parker) who has done a good deal of research of that kind, on a
professional basis. I fear that my knowledge of Janet’s ancestors is very vague, but I will see what I
can do towards constructing a tree for her. I thank you for your news of her & Hal. I am very glad
to hear of Uncle Tom’s prosperity.

Friendly greeting from

Yours, F. J. Matheson

2/8/1924: two letters to Hal for his 12" birthday, one from Lola and one from Fred, from
Westwood, Gregorys Road, Beaconsfield, England to Mrs. Janet Matheson, 412 East 50™ St, New
York City, NY

My dearest Hal,

Many happy returns of the day & may we spend some of your birthdays together. I wish
you every sort of happiness & success & most of all health. We are busy getting the garden tidy.
Do you know that we have done away with the beds on the lawn & have sown grass there as we
found they were not pretty. So when you come you must choose another bed.

I am teaching French to a col. of small children who are all very keen to learn. How is your
French? Andrew is now at Oxford & I only see him in the holidays. His father is going to America.
I think we shall all go soon for life here is rather difficult.

Much love to you, dear.

Yours very affectionately Lola

Dear Hal,

I am writing this to wish you a very happy birthday and very many happy returns of it.
Twelve is a great age and you must be a really big person by now. I am sending a present which I
hope may take the form of a loose-leaf stamp album, if you have not got one, or of some other book
or thing that you want. I expect you have forgotten that I have not had a letter from you since I last
wrote and that [ have not had a word from you since Christmas. I think that you are a piglet not to
write more! I wonder whether there is any boxing at your school? Andrew is very keen about it
and hopes that he will be one of those chosen to box for his school in a match which they are to
have with another school. But he is very keen about all games. This term he is mostly playing
hockey. I wonder what you are reading and what you are doing just now in the way of games. You
would not know this road, there are so many more houses on it than when you were here. We have
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them very close to us on each side now, and I do not like it a bit. Flowers are just beginning to
come out. Besides yellow jasmine there are a few polyanthus and snowdrops and winter aconites.
Lots of other bulbs are shooting up leaves, but it will be some time yet before they bloom. I am
sorry to say that a mole has begun to raise hills on the lawn again. I had hoped that we had killed
them all. It does not seem to be much use to ask you questions as I sent a whole lot in my last letter
and you have not written since! Lots of love to you from

Your old granddad F. J. Matheson

12/9/1924: from 52 Broad St, Bloomsbury, London W.C.2, England to Harry Matheson, ¢/o Mrs. C.
Cummings, 1501 West Allegheny Ave, Philadelphia, Pa. [Dad was 12, and Janet had died
9/10/1924]

Dear Hal,
By this post I am sending you a little book called “The Path of the King” by John Buchan, which I
enjoyed reading and which I hope that you will like. You will see that it finishes in America after
adventures in many places in different ages. I am also enclosing a note for a pound for you to buy
some little present from me or put in the bank or whatever you like. I wish that I could make it
more. We have had so much sadness lately that I cannot hope that you will have a “very merry”
Christmas, but I do wish you a great deal of happiness, and I really think that you will find that in
being the comfort you can be to Grannie. Poor Grannie, she has had, and is having, a worse time
than any of us. It seems centuries since I saw you, and yet actually it is less than four months. [I
guess this means that Dad had visited Fred in England in August of 1924.] I wonder whether Luigi
will be with you either in Philadelphia or New York for Christmas. [I guess “Luigi” is Janet’s
second husband, presumably Luigi Di Fant.] I do hope that it will be possible for you to be
together. If you can manage to make time to write to me, I should like very much to hear what you
are doing and thinking. I don’t want to lose touch with you and it is difficult to write unless you tell
me about yourself now that Darling Mother cannot do it. Still, I don’t want to be a nuisance but
only wish that you could feel like writing. Are you still very keen about wireless? How do you like
being a day-boy instead of a boarder at school, and how do you like the school itself? Are you
above or below the average age of the boys in your class? What is your place in the class? How are
you getting on with the Scouts? I hope you like being a Scout? These are a few of the things that I
should like to know and anything more about yourself that you care to tell me. Have you been
reading any really interesting stories? I have been re-reading a lot of Kipling and am still doing so.
I wonder if you still have the knife in working order? I send you a lot of love and friendliest
greetings and best wishes to Grannie from

Your loving granddad Fred Matheson
I suppose you are keeping the name Matheson?






1/30/29 — from Lola at De Vere Residential Club, 7. De Vere Gardens, Kensington W.8:

My dearest Hal, Many happy returns of your Birthday [Dad was 17 on 2/20/29.] & may the future
hold every good thing for you. I am sure you will know how to set about winning material happiness
& all that a courageous spirit can give, but the gods do have to be propitiated for they can be very
tiresome in great things & small. Personally I have a little Imp who hides my things in a most
reprehensible manner. No, it is not untidiness; it is the malice of Alf (that is his name). The Irish
know all about this sort of creature & say that it is the result of boredom & if you tie a string to a
chair leg, so that it will have something to play with, it will not hide your studs or nail scissors or the
letter with that important address on it! Well, Hal dear, I do hope that your Alfs will be content to
play with string & will not torment you with serious trouble. Troubles you will have, of course, but
the son of your dear mother should know how to meet & overcome them.

I send you much love. Lola [note that she signed this and spells it with only one “1”’]















3/13/1930: from 52 Broad St., London, WC2, England [the “old address”; they are in Monaco] to
Mr. Harry Matheson, Apt. 205, 1028 Connecticut Ave, Washington, DC

Dear Hal,

I have put the old add|[ress] at the top of this, because our movements are still very uncertain & it will
be safest to use that for forwarding. Thank you very much for your letter, postmarked Washington
Feb. 27, which reached me at Monaco yesterday. We went from Avignon to Antibes (between
Cannes & Nice) until we came to Monaco last Monday. We were very unlucky in our weather at
Antibes, as we had a lot of rain & cold wind. But we also had enough sunshine to make us realize
what a lovely place it is with its twin (on the other side of a long peninsular) Juan les Pins. A very
pleasant feature of our time there was an Anglo-American circle of people interested in books & who
were very kind to us & anxious that we should settle there. They included two daughters of the Santa
Fe R.R. President, one of whom has wintered at Antibes for three years. But unfortunately we found
nothing to rent within our means & even if we could find a tiny villa or flat by waiting, the cost of
living is said to be even higher there than in other parts of the Riviera. We have been much
disappointed in the high prices for everything in this region & have about decided that we shall have
to go to Brittany, where we know that things are cheaper, in the hope that the winter climate would be
mild enough for me there with ease. Brittany, too, would have the further advantages of being free
from the excessive summer heat & the pest of mosquitoes which are drawbacks of the Riviera, & the
great merit of being much nearer to England & therefore more accessible for our friends. We shall,
however, very likely go from here to Antibes for a month or so of sun-soaking before we make our
way to St. Jacut de la Mer. By now, I feel sure that you will have heard from the lawyer about your
inheritance. He is my first cousin — the son of my father’s only sister - & was a great favourite of
your Mother’s. I wonder what you will decide about the interest on the money for the next three
years. [Probably a reference to the fact that Dad will be 21 in three years.] I hope that you may feel
included & able to let it accumulate, as it would be an excellent thing to have as good a nest egg in
reserve at the beginning of a provision for the old age which must now seem very distant to you. But,
of course, if the interest would help you to Annapolis or any other course of professional or technical
training, it might be wise to use it for that. Meanwhile, [ congratulate you on being self-supporting
with your $20 a week job; though I gather that that is only temporary? I need hardly say that all your
doings interest me very much, & that I love to get your letters. I do not wonder that some of your
friends are envious of my being in France, but it is one thing to be here on a visit, & quite another to
have a feeling of exile when one has no prospect of returning to the land of most of one’s friends &
earliest associations. It is good to hear of your determination to come over here again, but I imagine
that will not be for some years, when you have made such a start as will enable you to meet the
expense out of income. Still, some of my young friends have found the tourist third-class
accommodation quite tolerable, & even good fun, for so short a voyage. Bess, who was at school in
England & was a friend of your Mother’s while living with Uncle Leonard & Aunt Mabel, & her
sister Molly (two of Uncle Will’s daughters from New Zealand) are now on their way for a visit to
England, but it is very doubtful whether I shall see them. I speak French very little & very badly but
am trying to improve under Lolla’s tuition, her French being perfect. With a view to practice, [ am



reading nothing but French & it sets Lolla’s teeth on edge to hear my accent when I read aloud in
order to have it corrected. I have not yet been into the Casino at Monte Carlo, where the gaming
tables are, but I shall try my luck there in a small way before I leave here, though I do not expect
much of it. There are three main parts to the tiny independent Principality of Monaco. There is the
old capital built on a rock which can be climbed only from one side. That is called Monaco, like the
Principality as a whole. It is a quaint mixture of ancient & modern, the modern buildings including a
cathedral & a handsome marine museum with a very fine aquarium. It has beautiful gardens on the
rocky cliffs full of weird cactuses & other African growths with also lovely views of the
Mediterranean & of the square harbour below its steep rock with yachts lying at anchor, some of
them from New York. The big square outside the Palace, & the general aspect of the place is a kind
of cross between a fairy story & comic opera. Across the harbor, with the two little piers which
protect it, rises the hill on which Monte Carlo is built with its Casino. Between the two, on low
ground, comparatively level, between the sea & the amphitheatre of hills which form the background
of the whole, is La Condamine, in which lies our Pension. There is really a fourth part, which has no
particular name, on the rising ground behind La Condamine & Monte Carlo, up to the boundary
between the Principality of Monaco & France. Beyond the boundary behind Monte Carlo, is a new
suburb, which is in France, called Beau Soleil. But this is all a bit complicated & will not interest
you much. Besides, I have written more than enough to bore you in one letter. I am glad that you
can give such a good account of Grannie. [This is Christabel Cummings, Fred’s first wife. They
divorced in 1908.] Give her a friendly greeting from me. I am much better & my fingers are giving
me less trouble since I left England so the change or the rest, or both must have been good for me in
spite of the vagaries of the weather. Still, I cannot get my weight up, & am only 143 pounds in my
clothes! There are an awful lot of wrecks here, & I should hate to feel that I was really one of them.
Lolla joins me in sending much love to you. Do write again as soon as you can manage it.

Your affectionate granddad,

Fred Matheson



4/27/1930: from L’Abbaye, St. Jacut de la Mer, Bretagne C. du N. to Mr. Harry Matheson, 1636 19"
St, Washington D.C. [I think this was Dad’s first apartment on his own. In 1930 he was 18.]

Dear Hal, Please note the above address as permanent, i.e., I think it will be a life sentence. Very
many thanks for your excellent letter of Apr 12, which reached me here today. You do not say
anything about having moved, but I think you must have done so because you wrote on your
envelope the address which I am putting on mine to you. I hope this will duly reach you. Please let
me know whether I should treat it as permanent? Iam sorry that I did not manage to pick up more
Monaco stamps, but I enclose the few I have, as well as two or three pre-revolutionary Russian
stamps, which ought to be fairly rare. I am glad that you have heard from Will Reeve (there is no s at
the end of his name) & hope that you have replied to him telling him to re-invest the interest. I
congratulate you on the result of your exam. Ihope that you have linked up with Dr. Dallinger, as
that seems to be more in your special line, & I am quite sure that there is nothing like sticking to the
same sort of thing, if one can manage it, in these days of specialization. I am much struck by your
ability to tackle such varied jobs, but it will certainly pay you best to keep right on in the one
direction if only you can so arrange, even if you do not earn quite so much in the meantime. It is a
sample of the difference in the costs of living in the two countries to learn that you cannot live on
more than half what Lolla & I have to make do for the two of us! I shall be very eager to learn the
result of your interview with Dr. Dallinger & what happened at the end of your three months’
temporary appointment? So do write soon. Lolla & I both very much enjoy your letters. Did I tell
you that Hugh Piviere painted a very good life-size half-length portrait of me just before I left
England? He had intended to send it to this year’s Academy, but he decided that it was too good for
that, & is sending it instead to the Royal Society of Portrait Painters. I do not know when their show
opens. What do you do in the Glee Club? Sing or play, & what voice or instrument? [Dad sang
bass, although I don’t know about this Glee Club.] You were very lucky to get off with such slight
personal damage from your motor smash. Did the insurance cover the cost of the new car? [ will
remember “Brothers”, but I fear there is very little chance of my seeing it in this remote spot, as there
is no cash for fares even by train or bus, to say nothing of planes. We decided that the Riviera was a
washout financially & economically, & came here about three weeks ago. It is cheap, we know the
cost, it is near England & these are kind folk at hand in case of illness. Our friend Mrs. Gilmour is
staying here. One of her sons came over for Easter, & her husband is coming for Whitsuntide. Greet
your Grannie for me. Lots of love from Lolla & from

Your grand-dad, Fred Matheson



6/8/1930: one letter from Lola at L.’ Abbaye, St. Jacut and one from Fred at La Rue Eternel, Auray,
Bretagne, Morbihan, France to Mr. Harry Matheson, 1636 19 St, NW, Washington D.C.

Dearest Hal,

There is nothing at all to write about in a place like this & I am writing, not to amuse you or interest
you, but to show you that I think of you & like to keep in touch with you.

I suppose you know all that has happened to us lately: the Great Retirement; the starting off to find a
nice climate; the Complete Failure in the south; the Despair; the trek to Brittany; the decision to settle
here & the disappointment at not fitting the rooms we desired & so another move on.

I ought really to have waited for the move on before writing to you. It might have provided
something less dull as subject. But we may not like the new place & then I should only want to
grouse. So perhaps sun is shining & hopes are high with regard to South Brittany. We have always
wanted to see it & especially Carnac which is an alignment of nearly 3000 members — said to be
pagan warriors turned to stone because they wanted to disobey a missionary saint. But surely 3000
warriors would not be required to kill one poor little saint, nor would they stand in a line which
extends over 2 miles in length? Still, it is the nicest explanation & I think I shall adopt it & reject the
more matter of fact notions about the members being grave stones or a sort of monumental sun dial.

We leave here on Thursday, early in the morning & we shall stay at another convent. In fact,
before the summer is over I imagine we may sample quite a number of French convents. I only hope
we shall get some more lovely names like the Pere Eterneal. How nice to remark: I am going to the
Eternel Father & then reassure your heirs that you are not under sentence of death. There are some
names [ won’t accept, however. If we find a nice convent called Our Lady of Sorrow I shall refuse it
for I have had enough of sorrow to last my time.

I am deeply interested in your doings, Hal dear, & I foresee a great future for you. I do hope
you will be able to come to Europe soon — we should so like to have a glimpse of you.

Muchest love, dear, from Lola

Dear Hal, Usually our one mail a day reaches us soon after eleven in the morning, but if there are any
surcharged letters they are held over until the directrice has a chance to collect from the addressee
whatever may be due. That was how it happened that your letter post-marked May 27 did not reach
us until the evening of your Mother’s birthday. There has been the same coincidence before, & 1
cannot help wondering whether, when you posted it, you had any idea that it would actually reach me
on June 7. Anyway, it was very welcome & none the less so for coming at the end of a day in which
your Mother & you had been specially in my mind. You ask about the postage: It is five cents. I
think that England is the only country on this side of the Atlantic to which you can send a letter for
two cents. (That is probably because two cents is the rate from Canada.) It was because the rate to
France is five cents that I suggested that you should put on 5 cts for letters sent via England, so that
they could be forwarded without surcharge. I am still at the Abbaye, but we go next Thursday to the
above address, where we shall probably stay till Sept & then return here to settle down for the winter
& for good. There is a tremendous demand for rooms here in July & August, so that more than a
thousand applications for that period are turned down every year. The booking is very primitive & is
largely carried in the head of the somewhat wonderful sister who is the Directrice of the Abbaye. She
has been very ill since we arrived & that was partly the cause of the misunderstanding by which — to
our surprise — we found that we could not get for the summer any rooms that Lolla thought good
enough. It was only just before Lolla had planned to go to London to arrange for the shipment of
some of our things to make our two rooms more homelike that we discovered the mistake. So Lolla
did not go & we decided to see something of other parts of Brittany. The place to which we are
going is on the Western coast of Brittany. Here we are on the North coast. Le Pere Eternel is the




very appropriate name of a convent where the nuns take a few boarders to eke out their expenses. It
is even cheaper than this & we hear that it is a little less primitive. Auray is close to Carnac which is
famous for its line of huge prehistoric stones; there are more than 2,000 of them, all brought from a
long distance. It is, like Stonehenge, attributed to the worship over which the Druids presided, about
which archeologists still know very little & will probably never know more. The stones are supposed
to have been transported & arranged between 4,000 & 5,000 years ago. I have always wanted to see
Carnac & there are other interesting things in that region, so we shall probably enjoy our change.
The only drawback is the disappointment of not being able to settle down for good & get our own
things around us. We may find something more attractive than this as a permanent resting place
while we are away, but the chances are that we shall come back here. Mrs. Gilmour, who has been
here all the time that we have, is going back to London tomorrow with her husband, who came last
Wednesday for Whitsuntide. We are having real hot summer weather now, though there are still cold
winds from time to time. From what you tell me of your plans, I am afraid that you are not getting
away this summer? But I do hope that you will manage to get away somewhere somehow. If you do
not write before August it might be safest to use the 52 Broad St., WC2, address, though I shall of
course leave addresses for forwarding wherever I go. Uncle Percy, now past 70, was recently
knocked down by a motorcycle, but he seems to have suffered very little from shock or otherwise,
although they had to use eight stitches to sew up his cuts. Your tests sound very interesting & I
should think that they must have considerable commercial value. I should very much like to hear
about the July shake-up as soon as possible, so as to know whether you will be affected by the
changes as you expect. It certainly looks very promising & it would be fine if you were able to take
the G. W. course at the same time, as you suggest. I hope you haven’t had any more of the skin
trouble? Is it a sort of rash? What is supposed to cause it? Did your three months temporary
appointment count towards the six months probationary period? Am I right in thinking that the G. W.
University is at Georgetown? What sort of subjects shall you have to take, & what degree or diploma
comes at the end of it? Do you have to do any languages, literature, history & that sort of thing? Or
is it all science, mathematics, physics, mechanics, chemistry, electricity & technical subjects? Does
the course include any practical work in laboratories or workshops? I believe you once told me that
you did not mind how many questions I asked, so you see I am sending a good many because the
more | know about your doings & yours likes & dislikes the nearer I shall get to knowing you, & 1
fear that there is not much chance of my seeing you, because I don’t feel as though I should be likely
to last long enough for you to be able to afford the journey even as a tourist student, which is how the
Fitzgerald girls travel & find it quite comfortable. Their mother was Susan Walker, sister of Frances
Walker, who is now Mrs. Thomas. We are hoping this Fall to get a glimpse of my nieces Bess &
Molly, daughters of my brother Will in New Zealand, who have had a present of a visit to England
made to them by relations there. They are now in England & hope to give us a look at the beginning
of August on their way back from a trip to Switzerland. Are you keeping up any of your music? I
am sorry that [ have no better stamps to send this time. My friends have not been considerate enough
to have got to the right places. I have come to the conclusion that all places are alike for my fingers
provided that the cold is not too severe. I am quite conscious of them even in this hot weather &
have not dared to bathe yet. The bad circulation makes me short of breath too. Still, I manage to
carry on & get some mild pleasure out of life. Now that you have a room “on your own”, where do
you get your meals? Still with Grannie? But I suppose not, as you say that you don’t always have
time to see her. It is horrid to think of having our very miscellaneous luggage to pack up again before
next Thursday, but we can’t help it as we had such varied clothing to bring under the conditions of
our leaving England & with all kinds of weather before us. Write soon. Lots of love from

Your devoted granddad, Fred J Matheson





















Notes about “Childe Janet”
Transcribed by Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 in November 2012

After Mom’s death I found five small handwritten sheets, apparently excerpts from things various people
had written about my grandmother, Janet Matheson (6/7/1893 — 9/10/1924) and given to her father, Fred
Matheson. The notes are dated August of 1906 to February of 1907. They were with some of Fred’s letters.
I wonder if they were entries in a sort of visitors’ book; apparently Janet was with her father in England and
even going to school there. She would have been 13 or 14 then. (Fred and Christabel were divorced in
November of 1908. No mention is made of Christabel here.)

Janet I liked very much & I am sure that situation will turn out all right. She is made of fine material,
I think, & there is a quality of what I can only call that of a gallant boy that appeals to me greatly.
U.A.C. Aug 11/06

I wish your visit had been a little longer; I fancy we did not make the most of our opportunity of
having you & Janet. She is an altogether charming — if difficult — little personality, & 1 think you
show much judgment & tact in your dealing with her, which ought to bring you lasting reward. I
fancy I could never have brought up a daughter if [ had been so blessed.

S.L.G. Aug 11/06

I don’t often feel satisfied after guests have gone but I did feel that I got hold of Janet a bit & that I
perhaps or I should say we helped you with her too. I felt I had gained something by her desire to
come back & she quite spontaneously threw her arm about me that last day she came to say good-
bye. I felt that she really did feel she had made friends. Of course I realize more & more how
absorbing it all is for you & that one must take a seat quite in the back room in a dim light but that’s
quite all right & I am content

L.LLF. Aug 19/06

Janet & her box will reach Paddington at 12.15. She has been charming & we shall be delighted to
have her at any time you can spare her.
Aug 22/06 E.F.M.

I hope you survived your day without Janet & then had a doubly delightful time with her in Oxford.
Take the advice of an old woman & - later or perhaps — let her feel the wisdom & authority as well as
the love of a father.

Aug 20/06 M.T.

I am so thankful you have Janet, she is a most charming person, & I am sure with you & your people
will grow more & more what you wish, though I feel sure she is made of quite the right material at
the bottom.

Sep.9/06 U.A.C.



You and Janet seem to be making a tour of England. I am so glad you have had such pleasant
interludes & that you and Janet are getting to be more & more to each other. I hope she is quick
enough of perception to recognize how much you do & give up for her without any need of finger
posts. Iso often find I have to act in that capacity to enable children understand at all the devotion of
their parents.

Sep. 7/06 M.B.P.

I trust Childe Janet is settling happily into the daily round of school life without losing anything of
her sparkling personality. The coachman here, a sort of Aaron Willer, said of a child the other day
“she looks as if she’d got a candle burning inside her head to shine out through her eyes” which
though crudely put reminded me of Childe Janet’s luminous orbs.

Janet Pinlearn Nov/06

I hope you too as well as your visitors had the pleasant consciousness of a “homelike” atmosphere in
your flat. It is good to think of it filled with the young beauty & brightness of the dear child.
M.B.P. Nov 2/06

You ought to be ashamed to suggest that your back has been all bad lately when the last year brought
you Janet & she not an ordinary child but such a splendid sort of a daughter. I should like to go to
see her some day if you will tell me at what hours she would be visible.

M.B.P. Feb 10/07

Thank you once more for Janet’s photograph. It stands on my book-rest before me now — such
serious, deep eyes they are: it is good to have the child-face — through she has changed considerably.
F.R.P. Dec 18/06

How goes the world with you — this world of work & play? I am sure the play hours are the gayer
because of the pleasure of that beautiful eyed daughter.
E. Wingate Rinder Jan/07

By the way, how jolly Janet is! But I should like to have her alone & hear what she thinks about.
She has such wise eyes & will be a handsome woman, I think.
H. Vernon Jones Jan 29/07

I am proud to hear Janet thanks she can enjoy being with me. I value a child’s good opinion very
much, & she, for all her precocity, is but a child. Probably, as you say, her reserve is unconscious —
maybe she has those private resources of her own which children never explain or tell other folk
about. We never remember enough how different the child world is from ours. They have not yet
grasped the mournful value of “compromises”, nor have they learned to acquiesce for the sake of a
quiet life.

H. Vernon Jones Feb 4/07






Christabel Cummings (nee Mary Christabel Bates 9/1/1873 — 4/1954)
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — begun in May 2008

My dad was Harry Matheson (nee Cummings); his mother was Janet Cummings (nee Matheson);
Janet’s mother was Mary Christabel Matheson (nee Bates), an artist and a fascinating woman. I

think she abandoned the “Mary” for “Christabel” because it was more elegant.

Christabel’s mother was Kate Parker (6/20/18??-10/10/1924). She married a man
named Bates, about whom we know nothing. (Christabel also had a brother who
went to sea, probably to the Orient.) They divorced, and Kate later married Joseph
Cochran on 8/4/1883. They had four children, one of whom was Catherine
Elizabeth Cochran (6/27/1887-2/12/79) whom I remember as Aunt Catherine.
Catherine married Charles Rumford Churchman (1881-1922). They also had four
children, one of whom is Charlotte Hamilton (nee Cochran) (born 5/28/1920).
Right: We think that this is a photo of Kate.

An old family mystery: Kate’s father (or perhaps her grandfather) came from Ireland and took the name
of the captain of the ship, which was Parker, and, evidently, used that as his name the rest of his life. We
don’t know what his real name was or
why or when he left Ireland. We think
there may have been some connection
with Sir Edward Fitzgerald because
Kate had an old book written about

Fitzgerald and a picture of him.

Left: Kate, Christabel, Harry, and
Janet, circa 1916

Above: circa 1905 — Janet and
probably one of her
grandmothers, either Kate
Parker Bates or Elizabeth
Cripps Matheson.




Christabel Cummings page 2

Frederick James Matheson came to the United States after completing his studies in England, worked in St.
Louis and Pittsburgh and worked as a journalist for the New York Herald. He and Christabel — although I
believe she still went by “Mary” at that time — were married by a notary public in Washington DC probably
on 5/23/1892, perhaps at Grace Episcopal Church (on the north side of 6" St) where Christabel had been
baptized and confirmed. They had one child, Janet, who was born in Pittsburgh in 6/7/1893 when
Christabel was 19, and later moved to New York. Christabel and Fred divorced in November of 1908 when
Janet was 8 — we have a copy of the divorce decree. I think that Fred then returned to England while
Christabel stayed in New York with Janet.

Christabel married Edwin (Ted) Clinton Cummings (born 1882 so he was about 10 years younger than she)
sometime prior to 1911 when she was 38 and he was 28. By about 1916 Christabel and Ted lived in
Philadelphia on Tioga Street near the B&O station and had a coffee roasting plant at 2029 N. Broad St.
Also, Mom says, they had a candy store.

Christabel’s daughter Janet married Raymond King Cummings, Ted’s uncle, in about 1911 and divorced
him during the winter of 1920-21. So Janet and Ray were married just after Christabel and Ted married.

To add to the confusion, the uncle (Ray) was four years younger than the nephew (Ted)!

So there were three generations of divorce in my dad’s family: Christabel’s mother Kate (perhaps in about
1880), Christabel (in 1908), and Janet (in about 1920). I imagine that divorce was a pretty scandalous
thing in those days. Amazing that my dad remained happily married to my mom for nearly 40 years until
his death!

Harry and his grandmother Christabel — left: circa 1916 and right: circa 1930



Christabel Cummings page 3

Edwin died in 1924, the same year that Janet died at age 41 while Dad was in high school (1925-1929) and
was interred on 2/26/1925. He’s buried in West Laurel Hill Cemetery (Lot 6 in the River Section) in Bala
Cynwid PA, as is Christabel whose cremains were interred on 4/26/1954 so she was 81. After his death
Christabel moved to a corner apartment on the second floor at 2020 S Street, Washington DC (at the
corner of Connecticut and Florida); there was a restaurant on the first floor. The apartment was so big
that she rented out two rooms and would often do portraits of her boarders. One boarder was a Mr. Artur

Erlantes (or Ermantes), a photographer who did many of the photographs we have of Dad as a young man.

Christabel was an artist working with oils and also did sculptures, often using Janet and Hal as models. We
have a very realistic plaster statue of Janet holding a baby (based on Hal) with a somewhat older Hal
standing alongside and sucking his middle two fingers, a distinctive trait he had as a small child.

(Unfortunately, I don’t know where that statue is now.)

My sister Jane got one of Christabel’s large oil paintings. A commissioned portrait, the sitter’s husband felt
it wasn’t a good likeness, so we’ve been lucky to inherit it. We also have a sort of positive/negative of a

photograph of the lady in the painting, but the face is somewhat different — could it be Janet?



Christabel Cummings page 4

After Mom died, I found this little sketch (3-1/2” x 4-
1/2”) in an album she had made of things from Janet
and Christabel. Since we have no reason to think that

Janet did any sketching, we’ll assume that Christabel
did this.

We think that as a young woman Christabel went to England to
study art; Dad once said that she’d lived intermittently in England.
At any rate it appears that in 1929 (five years after Janet’s death
when Christabel was 56 and Harry was 17) Christabel must have
traveled to Europe, as we have these three ink on vellum drawings:
a river view, “Magdalen College Oxford”, and “Grez-sur Loing
(Seine-et-Marne) Grande Rue et Eglise”, so she probably went to
both England and France.




Christabel Cummings page 5

After Mom’s death I found a sheet written in pencil by Christabel:

Impressions of Oxford
By Christabel Cummings

Old buildings of quaint architecture — Carvings of gods and beasts showing the queerest conception
of proportion — The crumbling stones have in them every shade of grey from the palest to almost
black — Tucked away in their crevices are tiny tufts of bright green moss suggesting the great
contrast between life & youth & the age & decay expressed by the stones in whose corners they creep
— The colour scheme too is glorious when with this green & grey there comes into the tiny leaded

windows the reflection of a wonderful sunset.

In the College Gardens are beautiful old trees with great spreading branches that keep all sun from
the ground beneath them & here are growing huge beds of glossy ivy — these circles of dark green
intensify the brilliancy of the lawns of grass like velvet — While strolling in these gardens &
quadrangles & the meadows of Christ Church rising up all about you are wonderful towers & great
drives which complete to the eyes satisfaction this picture of beauty & the long ago — The ears tingle
& the whole body thrills with delight at the pealing of the many soft-toned bells calling to Service.
While others with solemn richer tone toll out the hour of the day — A fairy land indeed in which it
seems a crime to speak — So majestic are towers — So heavenly the windows of rare stained glass — So
dark the oak all queerly carved & worn — So dim the Cloisters & black the halls that in all you feel

the death of ages — the hush of solemnity & the power of greatness.

I knew Christabel as “Great Granny”; she died when I was 14. As a child I idolized her since I, too, planned
to be an artist. I remember her telling me that a real artist never put the sun into his paintings and also
that you began a portrait by painting the eyes. She was short, with

white hair piled atop her head and always fastened with a big black

velvet ribbon and a long, gaudy necklace of rhinestones hung over her

ample bosom.

At that time Christabel lived on the top floor (the sixth) at Connecticut
Ave just over the “lion bridge” (The Taft Bridge), and there was a
pharmacy downstairs. In her apartment Christabel had this plaster-of-
paris angel perched high on a bookcase. Our family always believed that
she had sculpted it, but it is actually called “Meditation” by Pietro
Ghiloni. The Italian-born Ghiloni (born c. 1864) studied at the Royal
Academy of Florence. He immigrated to New York City in 1892; after

nearly a decade, he moved to New Orleans.
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As an old lady Christabel moved in with us at 3114 Jennings Rd, Kensington MD for a short time, but her
mind was no longer clear, and she had to be sent to a nearby nursing home. (While she lived with us, she
had Mom and Dad’s bedroom and they slept on a single bed up in the attic. How they managed that, I

don’t know, but they did usually sleep “spoon fashion”, so I guess they were ok.)

Right: circa 1945 — the elegant Christabel
(Great Granny) as I remember her

Some of Christabel’s early addresses as determined from letters from:

Rebecca W. Walker 3/17/1899: 261 Stenhew St, Brooklyn NY

Fred Matheson 4/29/1903: 9 St. Martin’s St, Leicester Square, London England

Janet Matheson 8/1920: 3025 N Broad St in Philadelphia PA

Janet’s will dated 1921 indicates that at that time Christabel lived in Glenside PA

Harry Matheson 1/17/1928 and Fred Matheson 5/13/1929 (to Harry c/o Christabel): 1104 Vermont
Ave, Washington DC

Acknowledgement of sympathy card dated 6/21/1927 sent to 1829 Ronald (or Ranald), Philadelphia PA

A 2¢ postcard from Lolly dated 9/8/1930 — The LaSalle, 1028 Connecticut Ave, Washington DC






Christabel Cummings (nee Mary Christabel Bates 9/1/1873 — 4/1954)
Painting the Actress Betty Linley?
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — begun in November 2012

After Mom’s death I found some correspondence between Christabel and an actress named Betty Linley.
Apparently Christabel had seen her in “The Rivals” at the National Theater when Christabel’s half-brother
Steve Cochran was manager there and wrote to her in May of 1930 and wanted to paint her portrait.
There were two drafts of the following letter dated 5/12/1930:

My dear Miss Linley,

May I introduce myself as a portrait painter & also a half sister of Steve Cochran, Manager of the
National Theatre in Washington, D.C.

I was at the theatre last night & apart from my keen enjoyment of “The Rivals” which was
superb, I was charmed by your beauty & the wonderful picture you are in your blue bonnet. May I
please beg a photograph of you in that bonnet? As the old masters have immortalized Mary Siddrus
[?1 & other great beauties of the stage, I would love to immortalize Betty Linley as Julia Melville.
May I be granted that privilege? I will be glad to express my appreciation by presenting you with a
copy in oil of the painting when it is completed. My favorite position was with the chin up a bit.
However if you can send me several I could select the one with the greatest picture value & which

best expressed what I loved in your face.
Looking forward to seeing you again & trusting you can grant my request, believe me,

Cordially
Christabel Cummings

On 5/19/30 Miss Linley replied by telegram:

MANY THANKS FOR YOUR CHARMING
LETTER WILL SEND PHOTOGRAPHS
EARLY THIS WEEK SORRY NOT TO
HAVE ANSWERED BEFORE BUT HAVE
NOT HAD A MINUTE.
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On 5/22/1930 Miss Linley wrote from The Madison Square, 37 Madison Ave, New York City:
My dear Miss Cummings

I feel very honoured & happy that you want to do a portrait of me & am sending you all the pictures
that I think might be of use. I wish I could have really sat for you.

Most cordially
Betty Linley

One further postcard dated 6/30/1930, again sent from the Madison Square Hotel:
Dear Miss Cummings — Did the pictures I sent arrive alright & were they any use? I do hope so.
Sincerely, Betty Linley

And there — for us — the matter rests; we have no further information. I wonder if the portrait was ever

made?
















































Janet Cummings (nee Matheson) — 6/7/1893 — 9/10/1924
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — written in May 2008

My dad’s mother Janet — she never was given a middle name — was only 18 when Dad (Harry) was born
2/25/1912 in Spring Valley, NY where Ray was a produce merchant. She was apparently named after her
aunt, her father’s sister Mary Janet Matheson. Janet was born in Pittsburgh PA. Her parents were
Frederick James Matheson and Christabel Matheson (nee Mary Bates and later Christabel Cummings).
Dad’s father was Raymond King Cummings (8/4/1887 — 1/23/1957).

In 1912 the family moved to New York and in 1915 ran Raijan photography studio, 128 Washington
Place (at 112" St and Morningside Park), which produced news photography and did freelance work.
Friends visited including Theodore North Denslow (who married a woman named Josephine) and Maynard
Owen Williams who was a National Geographic feature writer. For many years Mom and Dad had an
enormous framed photograph of a man climbing a coconut palm in our living room: This photo had been
intended for the National Geographic, but a paper clip had been left on the negative, so we inherited the
blow-up with a white mark about 10” long in the corner.

Janet and Ray separated in 1916 and divorced during the winter of 1919-1920 when Janet was living in
New York City. Janet was granted sole custody of Hal a year later. (Ray married Gabrielle Wilson on
8/3/1920.) At this time Janet resumed her maiden name and also changed Dad’s name from “Harry
Matheson Cummings” to just “Harry Matheson”, whether legally or not we don’t know, but he was known

as Harry Matheson for the rest of his life.

Janet worked for the rotogravure section of the New York Times. We have photos of her at her desk
there, which must have been taken after Dad was born, because one of them shows a small photo of him
tacked up behind her. She also worked for the YMCA in New York City and typed on a Smith-Corona
typewriter. We also have patriotic photos of her taken during World War I and a certification from the
National War Work Council of the YMCA testifying to her work as “Clerk Publicity Department New
York City” from May 1918 to February 15, 1919. And we have her Washburn guitar with a label inside:
“A-3947", probably a style 115 or 125 built somewhere between 1907 and 1915.

In August of 1920 Janet (age 27) visited her father’s family in Oxford and wrote to her mother Christabel
at 3025 N Broad St in Philadelphia.

We have an unsigned copy of Janet’s will dated 1921 — when Harry was 9 - which indicates that at that
time Janet lived in Manhattan. She left her estate to her son Harry with her mother Christabel (who at
that time lived in Glenside, PA) as trustee.

Janet also remarried: an Italian named Di Fant (possibly Luigi). I remember Dad saying he’d “lost track”
of him. At any rate, while pregnant, Janet died at age thirty-one when Dad was twelve. (A mystery: the
cemetery lists cause of death as “gas”.) She’s buried in the Cripps family plot (along with her father’s
mother’s mother, i.e., her great grandmother Elizabeth Cripps) at Green-Wood Cemetery in Brooklyn NY.



















































My father, Harry Matheson Cummings was born on 2/20/1921, in Spring Valley, NY. His
mother, Janet, sent a letter (in pencil) dated 2/21/1921 to her mother, Christabel, announcing
the arrival.

Feb 21 —12
Dear Mummy —

The baby came at eleven o’clock yesterday morning & he is a little dear, of course. He
weighs seven pounds but has small bones so is quite plump. He has hair about an inch long &
dark & large blue eyes. His name is to be Harry Matheson Cummings — doesn’t it sound
familiar? There was a slight laceration near the outside of the womb & it took four stitches. 1
have no fever or any pain. The water broke at twelve thirty & the pains began at two thirty.

I am tired now so I won’t write any more.

With love.

Janet

So how did we get the letter? My dad’s grandmother, Christabel, sent the letter addressed to
my dad, Mr. Hal Matheson 116 Emerson St N.W. Washington DC and postmarked 7/20/1943,
with this covering letter:

CHRISTABEL CUMMINGS STUDIO
1920 S STREET NORTHWEST
WASHINGTON, D.C.

The postmark on the envelope was “Spring Valley February 21 1912” and it was addressed to
Mrs. E. C. Cummings
550 Riverside Drive

New York City
The Alabama

So Dad saved it and later on Mom saved it. Remarkable!



Letter dated 8/20/1920 from Janet Matheson (aged 28) who was visiting relatives in
Oxford England to her mother, Mrs. E. C. Cummings (Christabel), 3025 N Broad St,
Philadelphia, Pa, U.S.A. (Notes: The stamp is for Two Pence; Christabel would have
been 47 on 9/1/21.)

Dear Mummy — Many happy returns and a big birthday kiss — what a fraud you are. Not one
line from you since I left New York yet you’ll probably scold me for not writing!

We had a glorious week at the Hotel de la Zamise with the people from the boat and
then a wonderful crossing from Calais to Dover. Since we got here it has all been the family
and you would be terribly surprised to see how they have changed. They are all so old &
tired & drawn. Financial conditions have changed so that they have none of them much to
live on & it must be bitter to try & change one’s style of living at fifty. However I'll tell you
more about all that when I get home.

We expect to sail on the Fouraine of the French Lines from Havre on the 28" of Sept.
That will get me to N. Y. about the 8" or 10" of October & between you & me & the lamp
post the statue of so-called Liberty will look alright!

England will never go dry — Everyone would freeze to death if it did! There have
only been three days in the month we’ve been here that the thermometer was over 60° & then
rain! Good Lord! The climate seems to suffer from melancholia superinduced by its own
impotence!

Everyone seems well but a bit grayed. Vernon & Norman ware well, the latter is
perfectly dear — He sails on Sept 7™ for Calcutta — a good job with a future larger than
London can offer but I wish he’d wait till I leave!

Best Love,

Jan

We are both very well, thank you & as you didn’t answer my cable I presume you must be —
I don’t dare think anything else. - Jan



























Raymond King Cummings (8/4/1887 — 1/23/1957)
By Janet Elizabeth Luther (nee Matheson) b. 5/24/1939 — written in May 2008

My dad was born Harry Matheson Cummings on 2/25/1912 in Spring Valley, NY. His mother was Janet
Cummings (nee Matheson); his father, Raymond, was then 24 and a produce merchant. After Dad’s birth
the family moved to New York and in 1915 ran Raijan photography studio, 128 Washington Place (at
112" St and Morningside Park), which produced news photography and did freelance work. Janet and Ray
divorced during the winter of 1919-1920 — Dad was about 8 — when Janet was living in New York City,
and she was granted sole custody of Hal a year later. At this time Janet resumed her maiden name and also
changed Dad’s name from “Harry Matheson Cummings” to just “Harry Matheson”, whether legally or not
we don’t know, but he was known as Harry Matheson for the rest of his life.

Ray soon remarried: Gabrielle Wilson, daughter of Cecil Wray Wilson of Bronxville NY, (whom I knew as
my “Granny Gay”) on 8/3/1920 in Morristown NJ. They lived in White Plains NY and had one daughter,
Elizabeth Starr Hill (nee Cummings) — my Aunt Betty Hill — born November 1925 so she was 13 years
younger than Dad.

Ray’s biographer, Mike Ashley writes that Ray was born in New York City (on Times Square at 43 and
Broadway in a second floor apartment — above where there used to be a restaurant called Toffenetti’s), to
Ida Virginia Cummings (nee King) and Henry Martyn Cummings. He was the youngest of three sons.
George was, I think, ten years older and Harry twenty years. Harry died suddenly in 1901 of tuberculosis
at the age of only 33. Ray was very fond of Harry, after whom he named Dad, but didn’t get along with
George.

Ray’s father and his two older brothers were entrepreneurs, moving into any area where there was a chance
for development. Ray studied extensively with a tutor in his youth, then began studying physics at
Princeton University beginning at age 16, but had been there only two months when he was hauled off to
orange plantations in Puerto Rico, which his brothers were developing and his father was selling. They
made a lot of money and spent the winters in Puerto Rico and the summers in New York City. Before he
was twenty Ray went with his family to work in oil fields in Wyoming, seek gold in British Columbia and

Alaska and go timber cruising in the Canadian Forests.

Although initially the family fortunes were reasonably good, they subsequently
declined, and Ray needed to make a living for himself. At one time he ran a

photography business and also played piano in a band.

We don’t know Ray’s profession when Dad was born in 1912; his daughter Betty

thinks he didn’t start writing until he was about 30. In 1914 he began working for

Thomas Alva Edison at his lab in Menlo Park NJ, and stayed for five years until

1919. Ashley writes that, although Ray has been described as Edison’s “personal assistant”, he actually
worked for Edison Phonograph Company where he arranged albums and wrote the labels — Ray himself said
he was “editor of house organs”. As far as I know Dad never lived near Menlo Park NJ. Did Janet and



Raymond King Cummings page 2 of 3

Harry stay in Spring Valley NY during this time; surely Ray didn’t commute from Spring Valley where Dad
was born to Menlo Park, NJ.

Ray started writing in earnest in 1919 at age 32 and was one of the founders of modern science fiction
during the 1920’s — 1940’s, both for pulp magazines and also novels. His first published story, “ The Girl
in the Golden Atom”, appeared in All-Story Weekly in 1919 and was published in book form in London in
1922 and in the US in 1923. By 1937 his stories were appearing in five or more magazines each month.
His work comprised some 40 novels which also appeared in magazines, as well as hundreds of novelettes
and short stories, mostly science fiction and fantasy, but also detective stories and comics. He wrote under
his own name, but also used many pseudonyms: Ray King, Gabriel Wilson, Ray P. Shotwell (which was a
“house name”; i.e., used for stories by many authors), John Campbell and possibly Rae King, Barent Van
Waldron, and Victor K. Ray.

Betty wrote
My father told me he got the idea of “The Girl in the Golden Atom” when he saw an ad for
Quaker Oats, with a picture of a girl holding a box of Quaker Oats, that had on it the
picture of a girl holding a box of Quaker Oats, that had on it a girl holding a box of Quaker
Oats, and so on, with the figures getting smaller and smaller. He felt that if he could look
deeply enough into the picture, the girl would become “infinitely small”, as he put it, and the

idea for the story began to stir in his mind.

He was solitary by nature. His religious affiliation was Episcopalian (although his father had been a
Quaker) and politically he was a Republican. He collected fine prints of paintings and mounted and
catalogued a library of over 3,000 such prints and was charmed by the Impressionists. He was very
interested in weather phenomena and in opera, operettas, light Classical music and Broadway plays. (He
loved Carmen, Madame Butterfly and Pagliacci.) His favorite recreations were chess and pencil sketching,
and he also collected stamps. He read encyclopedias for fun, and could recite the latitude and longitude of

virtually any place in the world.

Ray’s writing was an ideal occupation since it didn’t tie him to any one location. Betty remembers that they
never put down roots, living only in hotels, rented houses or apartments, and she did not attend school
regularly until she was almost nine. They lived in New York City from the time she was about 7 until age

11. The family spent a lot of time in Florida and also visited Betty’s aunt in Bermuda.

About Ray’s writing Betty says:
He wrote in a comfortable chair, usually in the living room, with his feet up on a hassock. He
used an ordinary pencil (a number one, the softest lead) and wrote his first draft on a lined
yellow pad propped against a desk blotter on his lap. He didn’t care how much commotion
was going on in the room, as long as no one spoke directly to him. He typed the final draft of
his work, making a few penciled corrections. The typewriter was set up on any convenient

table. He almost never retyped anything.
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Betty makes clear that he was not a businessman:
He was an extremely persistent person in some ways, but not a forceful one in business, which upset
my mother. For example, the slogan of the 1939 World’s Fair was “The World of Tomorrow”, a
title my father had originated for a series of articles in Liberty magazine. A legal representative of
the fair’s management got in touch with him and asked him to sign a waiver, giving up all rights to
the title, which he cheerfully did. My mother felt — rightly, I believe — that he should, and could,
have been paid for the use of it, if he had exerted the most elementary sort of pressure on the

situation. In such ways, he seemed quite unworldly, often annoying so.

Thyril L. Ladd visited Ray and Betty in 1944 or 1945 (Ray, tall and snowy-haired, was about 58 and Betty,
blond, slender and very pretty at 20). By then Betty was also an established writer, having been first
published in Liberty magazine when she was only thirteen. There was a framed letter on the wall from
Eleanor Roosevelt congratulating Betty on this feat. This is his report: He arrived at their hotel at 12:05
pm. Ray had left orders that he was not to be disturbed before noon. He joined them for their breakfast (his
lunch); then they went up to Ray’s suite where they remained all afternoon talking as Ray chain-smoked and
described his typical day: He and Betty arise at noon, spend the afternoon doing anything that interests
them, have dinner in the late evening and then after midnight go home to write until daybreak fueled by
coffee and cigarettes.

By the early 1950’s the market for monthly short stories had mostly evaporated. From being a popular
writer with a good — often very good — income, Ray was scrabbling to sell his work. His health, always
poor, worsened as he suffered from bronchial and lung disorders and became quite breathless from
emphysema, although he never stopped smoking. Ray had a cerebral hemorrhage and ruptured aorta at
age 67 and died at 69.

Ray Cummings
c. 1950. Painting
by Elizabeth
Starr Hill










Letter from my grandfather to my dad, Harry, at 116 Emerson St N.W. Washington DC (I was 4,
Jim was 19 months and Betty ~18.)

Postmarked July 9, 1943.
RAY CUMMINGS

Hotel Bretton Hall
86" St. & Broadway
NY City

Endicott 2-8000

Dear Son: Seems like a long time since we’ve written. I don’t know who owes who a letter. I had
no idea so much time would pass without Betty & me getting down there. Each week seems
unpropitious for one reason or another. Mostly it’s been unsystematized work so that a few days
away would seem to result in loss of that week’s check. . . However, that’s about straightened out
now — or at least, we hope so. . .

The immediate occasion of this letter: Betty and her former school room-mate have been
invited by another girl friend to spend 2 weeks at her summer home in Vermont. I think it’s a good
idea for Betty to break the summer by getting away like this, so she plans to try and do some writing
while up there. Anyway — the girls expect to leave next Tues. July 13 returning July 27", Which
leaves me largely alone here during that period, so it would be ridiculous for me not to mesh my
work, rush my work ahead and bounce down and see you for a few days.

It occurs to me that quite possibly you may not plan to be in Washington during that time.
Drop me a line return mail on that point.

If you are going to be at home — and if convenient to you — I’ll arrange to come down. No
formality. I’ll just make some work — get a plot oked, ‘phone you and come. Maybe Fri 16" or the
following Mon. or Tues. Something like that.

The only possible hitch is that Betty awakened this morning with “bad sore throat” and
obvious “start of a cold”. If that runs into anything, naturally I wouldn’t let her go to Vermont.

Anyway — drop me a line return mail. Hope you’re all well. Love to Alma and Janet.
(Does Jimmy talk yet?)

Love from Betty.

Affect.
Dad



Letter from my dad’s half-sister, Elizabeth Starr Hill, addressed to my dad, Mr. Harry Matheson
116 Emerson St N.W. Washington DC postmarked Jul 17 1943 from Woodstock, VT. (I was 4, Jim
was 8 months and Betty ~18.) On the back Betty wrote: “Please don’t bother to write while you’re
ill. B.”

Friday night
Dearest Hal----

I was almost stricken—(almost, but not quite)—to hear about how sick you were.
Seriously, I do wish you’d let me know when you get sick. I always tell you when I am, even when
it’s something completely unromantic like measles! Please don’t think I’d rather not have to worry
about, because now I’ll have to worry even more, imagining that you’re about to kick the bucket,
unheard, at any moment! You are a pal, and my favorite brother, aren’t you?

How are we supposed to win the war when you’re not at the Bureau all the time? Or didn’t
you miss much work? If you didn’t, you’re a better man than [ am. I’ve done only one lick of work
since arrival in this hell-hole. (See Dad’s letter by this mail, and make him tell you about it.) I
honestly haven’t time now, things of the most unpleasant nature keep cropping up, but will write
you a long, oozily sympathetic letter later on.

Give my love to the whole dear bunch, and tell them I wanted to get down this trip, will next
time. You may keep a smattering of love for yourself.

Betty



Note from my dad’s father, Ray Cummings, addressed to my dad, Mr. Harry Matheson 116
Emerson St N.W. Washington DC from New York. (I was 4, Jim was 19 months and Betty ~18.)
Ray’s date of arrival would have been Friday Jul 23, 1943.

Postmarked July 15 1943

RAY CUMMINGS
Wed. evening
AtN.B.C.
Dear Son: Just a line —waiting at N.B.C. between shows.
I arrive Washington next Friday 2:25 P.M. (if on time)
Will grab a taxi and come right out.
Take care of yourself.

Affect.
Dad



Letter from my dad’s half-sister, Elizabeth Starr Hill, addressed to my dad, Mr. Harry Matheson
116 Emerson St N.W. Washington DC from Woodstock, VT. (I was 4, Jim was 19 months and
Betty ~18.) On the back Betty wrote: “Please don’t bother to write while you’re ill. B.”

Postmarked July 17, 1943

Friday night
Dearest Hal----

I was almost stricken—(almost, but not quite)—to hear about how sick you were.
Seriously, I do wish you’d let me know when you get sick. I always tell you when I am, even when
it’s something completely unromantic like measles! Please don’t think I’d rather not have to worry
about, because now I’ll have to worry even more, imagining that you’re about to kick the bucket,
unheard, at any moment! You are a pal, and my favorite brother, aren’t you?

How are we supposed to win the war when you’re not at the Bureau all the time? Or didn’t
you miss much work? If you didn’t, you’re a better man than I am. I’ve done only one lick of work
since arrival in this hell-hole. (See Dad’s letter by this mail, and make him tell you about it.) I
honestly haven’t time now, things of the most unpleasant nature keep cropping up, but will write
you a long, oozily sympathetic letter later on.

Give my love to the whole dear bunch, and tell them I wanted to get down this trip, will next
time. You may keep a smattering of love for yourself.

Betty



Letter from my grandfather addressed to my dad, Harry Matheson Esq. 116 Emerson St N.W.
Washington DC (I was 4, Jim was 8 months and Betty ~18.) Uncle Billy refers to our family
physician, Bill Mauldin.

Postmarked July 21 1943.

RAY CUMMINGS

Tues p.m. again
at N.B.C.

Dear Hal:

I arrived Bretton Hall 2:30 A.M. last night! An hour late. And cold! I dug a sweater out of my
suitcase to keep warm. . . Thanks to you and Alma for the nice time I had. Please assure Alma I’'m
confident your health is okay — but I do agree you’re wise to rest up — and eat — eat! Sorry Alma &
I couldn’t have sneaked off to the movies. Better luck next time.

I bet Janet was thrilled at the train-leaving experience. Today I’ve worked! Am to see ye [?] Ed
tomorrow. Betty will return probably next Tuesday. By that time I ought to have a good layout,
because I’ll work right through the weekend which [I] usually do not do. Then, when Betty gets
back, we’ll lay our plans. Oughtn’t to take very long to get Betty straightened out.

I got a mess of “Hop Harringan” radio scripts today from Superman — am studying them to see if
practical to write ‘em. Also — I’d like mighty well to land some sort of radio thing like that for
Betty to write. Free lance fiction is pretty slow money for her and she hates comics.

When we come over I’ll bring that “Lisbeth” fiction story of mine — and we’ll block out a Lisbeth-
Hal comedy. I think I’ll take us to Mars and let Hal try his luck wringing the necks of the Martians.

Best love to you all. My regards to “Uncle Billy” when you see him Sat. Tell him if he gets you to
150 Ibs I’ll write him up for the Amer. Medical Soc. as the modern miracle worker. . . Wonderful
publicity for him!

Affect.
Dad












Ray Cummings

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia
Jump to: navigation, search

Ray Cummings c. 1931

Ray Cummings (byname of Raymond King Cummings; August
30, 1887 — January 23, 1957) was an American author of science
fiction, rated one of the "founding fathers of the science fiction
pulp genre".[1] He was born in New York and died in Mount
Vernon, New York.

Cummings worked with Thomas Edison as a personal assistant
and technical writer from 1914 to 1919. His most highly
regarded work was the novel The Girl in the Golden Atom
published in 1922, which was a consolidation of a short story by
the same name published in 1919 (where Cummings combined
the idea of Fitz James O'Brien's The Diamond Lens with H. G.
Wells's The Time Machine)™ and a sequel, The People of the

Golden Atom, published in 1920." His career resulted in some 750 novels and short stories, using

also the pen names Ray King, Gabrielle Cummings, and Gabriel Wilson.!

citation needed]

During the 1940s, with his fiction career in eclipse, Cummings anonymously scripted comic book
stories for Timely Comics, the predecessor to Marvel Comics. He recycled the plot of The Girl in the
Golden Atom, for a two-part Captain America tale, "Princess of the Atom". (Captain America #25 &

26) He also contributed to the Human Torch and Sub-Mariner, which his daughter Betty Cummings

also wrote.

Ray Cummings wrote in 1922, "Time... is what keeps everything from happening at once",” a

sentence repeated by scientists such
John Archibald
Wheeler.®4¢

as C. J. Overbeck,™ and
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Selected Works|edit]

Cummings's novel Beyond the Stars was reprinted in the February 1942 issue of Future under a cover
by Hannes Bok

The Man Who Mastered Time was republished in Fantastic Novels in 1950.

e Moon Plot (Argosy c. 1920)

e The Man Who Mastered Time (Argosy 1924)
e Brand New World (Argosy 1928)

e Snow Girl (Argosy 1929)

e The Shadow Girl (Argosy 1929)

e The Princess of the Atom (1929)

o Tama of the Light Country (Argosy 1930)

o Jungle Rebellion (Argosy 1931)

e Tama Princess of Mercury (Argosy 1931)

o Bandits of the Cylinder (Argosy 1931)
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Ray Cummings (Raymond King Cummings)
(August 30, 1887 - January 23, 1957) was an
author of science fiction, rated one of the
"founding fathers of the science fiction pulp
genre". He was born August 30, 1887 in New York
and died January 23, 1957 in Mount Vernon.

Cummings worked with Thomas Edison as a
personal assistant and technical writer from 1914
to 1919. His most highly regarded work was the
novel The Girl in the Golden Atom published in
1922. His career resulted in some 750 novels and
short stories, using also the pen names Ray King,
Gabrielle Cummings, and Gabriel Wilson.

A few of his works:

. Beyond the Vanishing Point (English)
Brigands of the Moon (English)

The Fire People (English)

The Girl in the Golden Atom (English)
Tarrano the Conqueror (English)
Wandl the Invader (English)

The White Invaders (English)

Used These Alternate Names: Ray P. Shotwell , Gabriel Wilson , Ray King , Raymond
King Cummings
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