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Not a literary circle but
a booming, busy society

The shades of Peter Coutts and David
Starr Jordan hovered about the annual
meeting of the Stanford Historical Soci-
ety May 3 in Escondite Cottage.

Seventy-five members gathered in the
charming house on the eastern edge of
the campus that was built in 1875 by
Coutts, the “mysterious Frenchman”
who proved to be not so mysterious after
all, and was occupied by President and
Mrs. Jordan in 1891 as their first Stan-
ford home,

It was the second annual meeting of
the Society but the first to follow a full
year’s existence, and President James T.
Watkins 1V reported that accomplish-
ments- had exceeded expectations by a
wide margin.

“What many of us of faint heart
expected to be something of a campus
literary circle of 50 or so members,” he
said, *‘boasts today of some 500 members

spread across the continent and occupied
with a great variety of projects, literary
and nonliterary.”

After reviewing the year’s work, the
president introduced Marion Dwight Hall,
’22, and Margery Blackwelder Alden, ’28,
both of whom lived in Escondite Cottage
for several years as young people and who
recounted their experiences there.

The meeting concluded with a report
by Charles B. Leib, ’32, chairman of the
nominating committee.

Under massive oaks on Escondido
Road near Stanford Avenue standss
Escondite, the century-old cottage
where the Society held its second
annual meeting. It is pictured above
as it looked when it became the
home of Stanford’s first president.
Since then the lacy decoration on
the gable has disappeared.

Annual Report
of the President

This morning’s news of the successful
meeting of the challenge of The Cam-
paign for Stanford—$300 million col-
lected in five years—reminds us of Dr.
Sterling’s ‘quotation for ‘the PACE pro-
gram: “Make not little plans; they have
no power to stir men’s blood.” This was a
statement of Daniel Hudson Burnham,
the noted architect of the Chicago Expo-
sition of 1890-93.

The success of the Campaign reflects
Stanford’s power to stir the hearts of its
alumni and friends: 4,500 workers—~and
how many donors?

The Stanford Historical Society is a
monument of a different order but to the
same inspiration. What many .of us of
faint heart expected to be something of a



campus literary circle of 50 or so mem-
bers boasts today of some 500 members
spread across the continent and occupied
with a great variety of projects, literary
and nonliterary.

According to its Articles of Organiza-
tion, the Society was formed (1) to
collect and preserve the history of Stan-
ford University and (2) to. encourage
knowledge and understanding of that
history and of the ideals of the Founders.
Note the emphasis upon action: “col-
fect...preserve...encourage.” We are a so-
ciety for doing things, not just for
listening to papers.

But the campus has other agencies
collecting, preserving, encouraging, with
their staffs of specialists and profes-
sionals. Among others there are the
Archives with Mr. Hansen, Miss Nilan,
and their staff; the Hoover Institution,
with Dr. Campbell, Dr. Staar, and that
huge staff; the Museum with Dr. Eitner
and the Committee for Art at Stanford
with its 1,300 nonprofessionals; the Art
Department whose Professor Paul Turner
did the book on the Founders and their
architects, and the exhibit.

Where does the Stanford Historical
Society come in? With the exception of
the Archives, the agencies | have named
have Stanford history as simply one
among many interests. Stanford history is
the single interest of our Society. It is for
us -to move in wherever a need is
perceived to ‘‘collect...preserve...encour-
age” knowledge of Stanford and its past.

We have a simple organization. There
are seven members of the Board of
Directors. We meet monthly in the club
rooms of the Pearce Mitchell Houses on
the campus, together with liaison offi-
cers—so far three: the Alumni Associa-
tion, Marian Player; Archives, Roxanne
Nilan; and General Secretary’s Office,
John Hays; (2) other officers—now six:
Newsletter, Peter Allen; membership,
Corinne Carlson; recording secretary,
Mary van Tamelen; adjunct treasurer,
Marion Hall; counsel, Richard Blois; and
librarian, Claire Still; and (3) project
chairmen, also six in number, whose work
is described below.

What has been accomplished since the
last annual meeting is owed to these 22
men and women and the Society mem-
bers they have coopted to help them.

But, while compliments are being
voiced, University offices have also given
invaluable help: Public Affairs, Don Carl-
son and Peter Allen; News and Publica-
tions, Harry Press, Jeff Littleboy, and
Walt Peterson; Planning Office, Oscar
Nelson and Phil Williams; Provost’s Of-
fice, Ed Shaw; and President’s Office,

James T. Watkins |V

Fred Glover and Biil Stone. Without their
help we would not have come very. far.
Still there remains the need for-an office
and, in the long range, a home such as
might be provided by Serra House, the
last home of Dr. and Mrs. Jordan.

The year’s work has included, in part,
the planning of two events: (1) this
annual meeting; and (2) the observance of
Founders’ Day March 9 at the Mauso-
leum, when flowers were placed by the
Society and the Alumni Association, a
talk was given by Rosamond Bacon,
and—a big step forward—there was stu-
dent participation in the person of Miss
Jaimie Grodsky, Senior Class president.
Both of these events were planned by
Robert M. Minto, program chairman.

Projects that are well under way and

‘those responsible are listed below.

Literary projects—booklet on Stanford
history for freshmen and other entering
students, Jean Hanna; dictionary of place
names, Sue Blois; Newsletter, Peter Allen;
and a handsome, Sunset-like picture book
on the campus, Peter Allen.

Nonliterary projects—tracking down
the names of Korea and Vietnam war
dead to be added to the names of World
Wars | and 1l in: emorial Auditorium
foyer, Fred Glover; replacement of the
bell tower (temporarily delayed while
guidelines for the ‘guad area are being
drawn up by the Planning Office), Don
Atha; Mausoleum: care, including plans to
install benches and keep flowers there
continuously, Rosamond Bacon; canvass
of campus monuments, memorials, and
portraits, Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Maveety;
collection of books of Stanford history
and of fiction with a Stanford setting for

the Society’s shelves (temporarily in the
Political  Science building), Claire Still;
stimulating gifts of memorabilia for the
Archives, John Kates; and developing
postcards of old Stanford scenes (two
have been published for Society corre-
spondence and publication of packets of
ten or twelve for sale is being considered),
Elise Liddle.

But with all - that we have only
scratched the surface—satisfied though |
think we can be with the year behind us.
The done is not much more than petty.
The undone is vast. | have reference to
lines from Robert Browning’s “Last Ride
Together”:

... All labor, yet no less
Bear up beneath their unsuccess,
Look at the end of the work;-con-
trast
The petty done, the undone vast,
This present of theirs with
the hopeful past!

Our “undone” projects include cam-
pus history tours comparable to those
handled by the Museum docents; a
Stanford chronology; a historical atlas; an
office and home for the Society; flowers
permanently at the Museum (until the
students are inspired to resume this
one-time tradition of theirs); preparation
of a full-scale Stanford history; a hand-
book or guide to Stanford today; an
encyclopaedia of Stanford history; a
seminar on University history for under-
graduates; and oral histories—an espe-
cially urgent case because death is over-
taking so many of our early day figures.

“Make not little plans,”. Dr. Sterling
urged. But, as | said in our first News-
letter, all plans remain merely topics on

__paper until they have been taken up by

the members. What among these ‘stir
men’s blood” in your case?
—James T. Watkins IV
President

A satisfied customer

Clark Cypher, '27, of Menlo Park,
after hearing the presidential report at the
Society’s annual meeting, expressed this
testimonial to one of the officers: “I
came to see what | bought for my $10,
and I’'m much impressed.”




Escoha’ite.' A “merry place” for children, goats,

A graceful cottage of board-and-batten siding, unusually wide eaves, and
tall windows with decorative moldings was built in 1875 by Jean Caperon
as a temporary home on his 1,400-acre Matadero Rancho. Caperon is
better known to Stanford people as Peter Coutts, the name of a deceased
cousin which he assumed when he was exiled from France for political
differences with Napoleon 111’s government. Caperon and his family were
able to return to Europe in 1881, and a year later Senator and Mrs. Stan-
ford purchased the rancho and added it to their adjoining Palo Alto Stock
Farm. Escondite now houses the administrative offices of the Escondido

Village student housing complex.

Marion Dwight Hall, ‘22, and Margery
Blackwelder Alden, ‘28, had the un-
usual experience of living at Escondite—
Mrs. Hall from 1906 to 1918 with her
grandparents, and Mrs. Alden’s family
from 1922 until 1948. Mrs. Alden’s
father, Professor Eliot Blackwelder,

was for many years executive head of
the Department of Geology. Their com-
ments (somewhat abridged) to the
annual meeting of the Historical Society
follow.

Marion Dwight Hall

Escondite remained closed just as the
Caperon family had left it in 1881 until
1887 when it was opened to become the
dwelling for draughtsmen of the firm of
Shepley, Rutan & Coolidge, who were to
draw up the plans for the University.
When the University opened it became
the residence of President and Mrs. David
Starr jordan. It was he who called it
Escondite (a2 hiding place). They lived in
the house from June 26, 1891 until 1894
when they moved into their own house.
Perhaps the fact that the fireplaces were
the only means of heating and there were
no indoor toilets hastened their depar-
ture. Once again the cottage was closed.
However, in 1896-97 it was used as a
training table for athletes.

The following year when my grand-
father, John D. McGilvray, obtained the
contract to build the Outer Quad of the
University, he moved his family from
Denver into Escondite and they remained
here until 1918,

Although | had visited often, when |
was just five and my brother, Herbert,
three-and-a-half, we came to make our
home with our grandparents, John and
Marion McGilvray. It was just after the
earthquake. It was a big family and at
that time there were still three girls and
two boys at home. | was just six years
younger than my youngest uncle.

Mrs. Alden

Mrs. Hall

Since | was small, Escondite seemed to
be me to be a great rambling house. It
was_ built in the form of an “L” with a
large screened porch in the angle. The
wing to the right had a back stairway
leading up to it (the house was raised off
the ground about six feet) and it housed
the hired man and the Chinese cook.
There was a long hall from which their
rooms opened and a table ran the length
of it on which large pans of milk used to
be placed for the cream to rise before the
butter could be churned. The cook’s
room and the hall both opened into the

-kitchen. It seemed enormous. There was a

great French range which was stoked with
wood and coal [it is still in place] and a
smaller charcoal broiler. The room we are
meeting in is the combination of them
all—the two bedrooms and the kitchen—
with the partitions removed.

Beyond the kitchen was a short hall
which opened into a butler’s pantry on
one side and on the other a small

* bathroom with a free-standing tub, a

marble - wash basin, and a toilet. Then
came the dining room. There was a large
fireplace on the outside wall with an
overhanging mantle. On it at one end
stood a curling stone which my grand-
father had used on the ice in Scotland
when he was a young man; above in the
center hung a large elk head. The walls
were panelled with wood on the lower
part and the upper part was a gold
colored burlap. Against the wall nearest

and horses

the kitchen was a carved wooden side-
board. The table which could extend to
seat as many as sixteen people had
matching carved legs. My grandfather
loved pictures and all over the house they
were on every wall. William Keith was a
friend and had painted several pictures
for him. Two other doors led from the
dining room—one to the screened porch
and the other to the hall along which the
bedrooms were located.

My grandfather had had an additional
bathroom built at the end of this hall. It
jutted out and didn’t improve the archi-
tecture but was greatly appreciated by
the family. Next to it was the master
bedroom—a large sunny room with a
dormer window which looked out on the
lawn . with. berry bushes at the end.
Another window to the east looked over
a long flower bed and across the fields
toward College Terrace. This room also
had a fireplace. Next came my room, It
was a tiny one with a built-in closet and
just room for my dressing table and stool
and a single bed. Then marching along
one after the other came four more
bedrooms. They had connecting doors as
well as doors into the hallway. Several
had fireplaces.

At the end of the hall was the living
room, not large but given dimension by
its dormer windows. In the arch of the
one opposite the fireplace stood a large
marble bust of a woman whose name was
Picarda. We often dressed her in a cloak
and on one occasion when the grownups
were away gave her some makeup. An-
other door led into this hall from- the
screen porch. This was the main entrance
to the house.

In the center of the gravelled court-
yard stood a giant oak under which two
of my aunts were later married. To the
right of the living room wing was a row of
the most beautiful lilac trees that | have
ever seen. They must have been at least
twenty feet tall and had loose blossoms
that were eight inches or more long.
Paralleling these were three formal rose
beds outlined in brick. A central path led
down to a *“summer house” which was
hidden by ‘large syringa bushes. Beyond
this was the tennis court. To the left of
the rose garden was a large spruce tree
around which square tiered beds had been
constructed. They held a myriad of
blooming plants the year round. In those
days a lane lined with pine trees contin-
ued  straight down toward Escondite
where Campus Drive now circles toward
the campus. It was only a dirt road but
made a wonderful horseback riding place.


















