
The object of Hattie's affection, Lorenzo 
Porter, reclines with a friend. 

That a marriage was imminent, and 
might in fact have long been prearranged 
becomes evident in the most understated 
way. As part of a I5-page letter from 
Hattie on May 1st, another hint is quietly 
slid into the text: 

Ren and I intend to go up to Mr. 
Harrower's when Ren gets his corn in. 
Going to stay two or three days. They are 
at Waukegan you know. I saw Mr. H. the 
other day and he asked me when I was 
coming up. He told me to be sure to bring 
"my little bird." 

The marriage 
In a letter of May 21st, the news was 

delivered to Laura towards the end of 
several pages in which Hattie has 
precisely detailed her housecleaning and 
needlework activities: 

the scoop the city people dredge the lake 
and river with, and it just plows the dirt up 
and lifts it up on the flat cars as easy as 
can be. Ever so many go up to see it work. 
We got back about six. got supper over our 
new oil stove. Pa and I went to the Fair 
Store and bought one for two dollars fifty-
five. It is square bottomed with three 
wicks, and a square top just the size of our 
tea kettle. We think it is real nice. It is cast 
iron where the oil goes so guess it is 
durable. 

The Fair Store was a frame building at 
the site of the Last National Bank Tavern. 
It was moved about 1915 and is now the 
Town Shoppe. 

Columbus Day, 1892 
Such a wealth of detail is covered in the 

letters throughout the last months of 1892 
and into 1893. But it was a time of great 
anticipation, both for the Brown Family, 
and, reaching to the outlying communities 
as well, excitement over the preparations 
for the World's Columbian Exposition. 
There was local excitement too: 

Barrington, October 21st, 1892 
My Darling Girl, 

We rec'd your very long, very 
interesting letter etc. We had grand doings 
here today in honor of the four hundredth 
anniversary of the discovery of America 
by Columbus. Had music by the band, and 
singing, speaking and reading. It was at 
the schoolhouse and yard, the schoolhouse 
was beautifully decorated with the flags of 
all the countries but one, the Stars and 
Stripes floating from the belfry. The 
prettiest thing of all was the last act, two 
chairs were brought out and draped and 
sat upon rugs then a boy and girl were 
dressed richly and beautifully with 
glittering crowns on their heads. They 
came out and were seated in those chairs, 
and a boy dressed as Columbus came out 
and walked back and forth in front of them 
(they were the King and Queen Isabel)  
finally he kneeled in front of the king 
asking for help to set sail but the king 
waved him away. Then the queen rises 
from her chair and putting her hand on the 
shoulder of Columbus turns him towards 
her, then she takes off her jewels, and puts 
them in his hand. After the ceremonies 
they had Benedict come up and take a 
photograph of the schoolhouse and the 
scholars all that wanted a picture gave his 
name, they are twenty five cents a piece. 
Pa signed for one. 

W.W. Benedict's home and studio were 
behind a picket fence at the southeast 
corner of Station and Hough Streets. 
Dozens of his portrait photographs of 
Barrington families taken in the years he 
was in business still exist, many in 
Historical Museum collections. He died in 
1920. 

The letter of Oct. 21 also notes: 

What a time they have had in the city at 
the Dedication, lots of people went from 
here, the city was just running over full of 
folks. Mrs. Charlie Lines and Jennie 
Powers had their pockets picked, but the 
thieves did not get much. Of course we will 
escort you to the World's Fair. I have seen 
pictures of lots of the buildings. and they 
are very nice, some of them are 
magnificent. 

A stinking old Democrat 
At Thanksgiving 1892, Emaline was 

carried away with the political news of the 
year in Illinois: 

No we did not get our Republican 
Governor, but a stinking old Democrat and 
a Dutchman at that. John Altgeld by 
name, Nuck ( Emaline's brother-in-law 
Enoch Colby) will be knocked out of his 
place soon for the governor will appoint 
Democrats to fill all such positions. I 
expect Nuck and Meal ( sister Amelia) feel 
pretty blue. I do not wonder, it is no joke to 
be knocked out of a place when you are 
getting one hundred and fifty dollars a 
month. I will send you the picture of our 
governor, that is him that sits in the chair. 
I was reading that it would puzzle the 
oldest inhabitant to tell when Illinois has 
had a Democratic governor before. The 
Republicans are surprised that they are 
beat, and the Democrats are surprised at 
the overwhelming victory they have made. 
When Pa came home from downtown next 
morning after election he had on a long 
face and the first words he said was 
"Everything has gone to the devil." 
Chester Dodge voted the Democratic 
ticket this time. I think he must have 
softening of the brain. 

West Station Street 
In a January 1893 letter, Emaline refers 

to the opening of West Station Street : 

The man that bought our lot has moved 

his old house over here and set it down at 
this end of the lot facing this way, so that 
the new road will run past it between that 
place and ours. It seems quite near to have 
a house just back of our garden, it is quite 
a good house, looks very much like old Mr. 
Dodge's house. I supposed it will be 
occupied next summer. The man that 
bought our lot owns the place where 
Grandma Castle used to live, and he has 
built him a very nice new house there 
where the old one used to stand. You 
remember I wrote you that Dick Earith 
bought the Charlie Dodge place? Well he 
kept it for a few days then sold it for one 
hundred and fifty dollars more than he 
gave, sold it to a German, and the German 
kept it a few days then sold it to another 
German for one hundred dollars more than 
he gave, don't know how long it will keep 
going. 

Three sisters with roots back to the 
earliest days of Barrington, Amelia 
Colby, Addie Johnson and Emaline 
Brown. 

I received a letter from Jim last week. 
He wanted an invite to the wedding. If Joe 
doesn't give me the coffee pot unless he 
sees the knot tied I fear I'll never get it. No 
"splurge wedding" for me thank you. 

But later in the same letter: 

Thursday night. Ren came up and we 
had a sleigh ride around town in the new 
cutter. He made it like Edd Clark's so it 
must be all right. He stayed pretty late so 
the next day I was sleepy and stupid. I am 
getting tired of sitting up. Guess we will 
have to get the knot tied then we won't 
have to sit up. 

No, I did not go to Mr. Harrower's this 
week but intend to next week, if nothing 
happens I think we will go next Thursday. 
June 1st. on the Belt Road. After we get to 
Waukegan, before we go to Mr. H's we are 
going to take the train and go to Kenosha in 
the edge of Wisconsin and be tied then go to 
Mr. H's and stay a few days -till Saturday 
P.M. I think. 

Now don't be scared or yell "fire" 
because it is nothing but what happens 
every day to lots of folks. We are ready 
now, that is all. The townsfolk have been 
ready for a long time but we haven't. We 
have been planning it for a year or so but 
we didn't want to be married till Pa was 
willing. He was willing if we had had a 
home of our own but didn't really want us 
to be till we did have but now he has given 
us his consent without being teased even. 
We .shall live as we are for a while 
anyway—don't know how long. I have no 
idea of living with his folks so don't worry 
over that. Pa and Ma are the only one who 
know our plans except Mr. H's folks. But 
after we get home we don't care who 
knows it. 

The quietness of the event was 
reinforced by Hattie's attitude about her 
wedding dress: 

I am making me a cape like my drab 
dress. The cape is like 6243 on page .589 in 
the June Delineator and the collar is like 
6159 page 466 in the May Delineator..7'ha 
was the best I could do with the cloth I had. 
Don't know what kind of a standing collar I 
will have yet. Am going to be married in 
my drab rig so that toque will be all right. 

I don't want you to think you must send 
me a present for you needn't. If you want 
to get me anything, you can when you 
come home in the Fall. If not it is all right. 
I should have told you before, but wanted 
to be quite sure before I spoke of it. If the 
1st day of June should be stormy, I think 
we would wait till the next Wednesday as 
the guests are not invited. Guess I'll quit 
for now. 

There's a P.S. 

Our marriage isn't to be a secret after 
the knot is tied. 

Hattie Brown's letter of June 5, 1893, 
begins with the usual household news, and 
then briefly details the day of her 
marriage to Ren Porter the previous week. 
For Hattie Brown Porter, life resumed 
almost as if little had ever happened. 

Next time. The summer of '93 a trip 
from Barrington to the World's Fair. 
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