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"The younger generation!" "Kids now days!" And other harrumphs of 

disapproval or consternation are frequently voiced by "grownups." The 
grumpy focus usually is the clothes youngsters wear, how they 
communicate, hair lengths and styles they favor, and similar superficialities.  

 
What these "mature" types don't seem to remember is they too—almost 
certainly—were targets of generational derision and, in fact, even their 

grandparents and great grandparents most likely were criticized by the 
adults of earlier eras. 

 

 
Probably it's always been that way.  
 
Young people need their own identities and elders, especially loved ones, 

often don't understand why what was good enough for them isn't good 
enough for their children, grandchildren, and others below 30, 20, even 10.  
(They seem to forget their generations had their own peculiarities.) 

Researching a story several years ago, I happened upon an unrelated but 
revealing newspaper article from April 22, 1922, titled, "Fathers and Mothers 
Must Learn Flapper Talk to Know What the Younger Generation Are Saying."  

It was on page 13 of  The Evening Sentinel, a late afternoon version of The 
Milwaukee Sentinel, which was absorbed by the city's evening paper to 
become The Milwaukee Journal Sentinel in 1995.1   The piece was addressed 

to the parents of teenagers and young adults.  
 
Flappers came from the ranks of girls and women in the late second, third, 

and maybe fourth decades of their lives during the Roaring Twenties.  Most 
were born between 1890 and 1910. Where they went boys and young men 
followed naturally. 



 2 

 

This cartoon appeared near 
the "Flapper Talk" story. 

 

Wikipedia analyzes the history of the term flapper and mentions several 
possible origins:  "...a young bird flapping its wings..."; "...teenage 
girl..whose plaited pigtail 'flapped' on her back"; and even "...from an older 

word meaning 'prostitute.'"2   
That the appellation stemmed from the era's young women wearing their 
galoshes unbuckled so they flapped, "showing they defied convention" was 

deemed a "false etymology" 3  by Wikipedia.  This was disappointing because 
I liked its similarity to kids today wearing their pants low or shoes untied or, 
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in my sixties era, boys wearing shirts with the tails out or long hair.  Staff at 
junior and senior high schools I attended actually policed how long a boy's 
hair was and whether his shirt was tucked in.  I suppose similar things go on 

today.  
 
Mary Marshall, a reporter for the San Antonio Express, wrote in 1924:  

"Many of us can remember when 'flapper' was just a bit of English slang, like 
'swank...'  Flapper, of course, was used to indicate the awkward young girl 
of 15 or so, rather too young to wear women's. 

 
"She was very often the all arms and all legs variety, unused to wearing 
finery, rather self-conscious yet not unattractive. She was indeed a 

fledgling—a young wild duck unable to fly, flapping along on the water." 4 
 
Artist Frank X. Leydendecker's appraisal was negative: "The flapper is 

engaging to a point, but her depth is soon sounded and she bores...You dare 
not talk to the flapper of the classics nor of other serious things for she 
simply will make no attempt to absorb them. She is idle, frivolous, and 

heedless of tomorrow." 5  
 
This bleak assessment seems completely contrary to the stunning cover 

illustration titled "The Flapper" he created for Life magazine that was 
published on February 2, 1922.  
 

Its flapper-as-just-emerged-butterfly imagery is superb.  She seems to have 
traveled light years from the confined nineteenth-century parlor of her 
corseted mother and older sisters and is in touch with and proud of her 

mental and physical faculties. Maybe she broke out of a chrysalis suspended 
from a vine in ancient Greece. 

During the flapper era, my mother (Marie Bertha Emily Westfahl) was a teen 

or in her twenties.  She was born in 1906 on a farm in the Town of Grant, 
just outside Tigerton, in Shawano County, Wisconsin, about 60 miles west 
and a little north of Green Bay. Probably when she was in her seventies or 

eighties, I asked if she was a flapper, and she laughed and shook her head 
yes. This seemed far-fetched, but I knew she traveled to the Milwaukee area 
as a young woman and worked as a "hired girl" for a family in Shorewood, a 

well-to-do suburb just north of the city. 
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My mother loved music and dancing and during her time in the state's 
largest city frequented the Wisconsin Roof Ballroom, a seventh-floor hall at 
536 Wisconsin Avenue—Milwaukee's main street—that opened in April, 

1924.6   She recalled some of the musicians were African Americans, and 
she danced with a number of them when a different band was on stage. 
Decades later, when I worked at Sixth and Wisconsin, I noticed a faded, 

painted-on-the-bricks sign (above) for the Wisconsin Roof near the top of a 
building across the street and down the block from my office.   
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The movie showing at the Strand, Lady of Scandal, starring Ruth Chatterton, 
was released in 193010 and gives an approximate year for the photograph. 

Courtesy of the Milwaukee County Historical Society. 
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My mother, Marie Bertha Emily Westfahl, age 
unknown, but possibly 17, her mother's 

age in the photograph below. 
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My grandmother, Marie Anna Friedericke Pesch (born, 1885), at 17.  
There is a major contrast between her look and attire and her 

oldest daughter's (my mother) who is in the photograph 

at the top of the page. For expert commentary 
 on my grandmother and mother's clothing 

from two apparel experts, click here. 

 
Recently an early photograph turned up (page 8) that I thought might be of 
my mother. I wasn't sure because she was 44 when I was born and always 

looked completely different from the woman in the old black and white.  My 
sister Charmayne thought it was but brother Bob wasn't sure, so I sent the 
picture to three cousins, Janie, Karen, and Suzy.  Janie and Suzy thought it 

https://tswrites.com/flapper.talk.2b.html
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was her but weren't positive, Karen was certain. 
 
Charmayne suggested showing it to our cousin once removed Aletha 

Westfahl, the daughter of our mother's Uncle Charlie (1892—1977), her 
father Herman's (1882—1956) younger brother.  (Aletha's unusual name is 
Greek and means, "Truthful. Mythological goddess of truth.") 

 
Aletha was just a little girl, but she knew my mother when she was a young 
woman; I sent the photograph to her and she said it definitely is my mom 

which is all the confirmation I need.  
 
My mother's hair is short in the shot and held in place by bobby pins; on her 

right temple is a small loop that hair stylist Lisa told me is a spit curl.  
 
"They [flappers] cut, or bobbed, their hair just below the ears and curled it 

in dozens of tiny spit curls with a new invention called a bobby pin," 
according to the Encyclopedia of Fashion.  "Some also used electric curling 
irons to create small waves called 'marcels,' named after Marcel Grateau 

(1852–1936), the French hair stylist who invented them." 7  My mother 
appears to be wearing marcels.  
 

Another website divulges spit curls, "...were also called kiss curls. The 
number of kiss curls a young woman wore was sometimes thought to be the 
same as the number of men she had been kissed by." 8 

 
Probably while living in the Milwaukee area, my mother became friends with 
Hildegarde Loretta Sell (later world-renowned as "The incomparable 

Hildegarde").  Hildegarde also was born in 1906; spent her early years in 
Adell, New Holdstein, and Milwaukee, Wisconsin; and attended Marquette 
University in the twenties.9  

 
They stayed in touch through the years, and when Hildegard visited 
Northern Wisconsin about the time I was born, my mother said they met and 

Hildegard held me as a baby.  I regret not asking my mother more about 
how she got to know Hildegard, but I believe she said they met at the 
Wisconsin Roof in the twenties when they were about the same age and 

liked music and dancing.  My mother spoke fluent German and it's probable 
Hildegarde—the daughter of German immigrants—did, too, another 
commonality. 

 
In the image below, taken in April, 1925, when she was 19, Hildegarde's 
appearance is traditional, even old country, except for her hair and 

headband which seem influenced by flapper styles. 
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Hildegarde Loretta Sell in 1925, courtesy of Raynor Memorial 
 Libraries, Marquette University, Milwaukee. 
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The image above delineates the clear differences 
  between the modern attire worn by flappers 

and that of their predecessors. 
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Researching flappers I came upon a song about them that was published in 
1921 titled "She's A Mean Job." Written by George Landis (lyrics) and Jimmy 
Selby (music), it contains at least one flapper slang term and some 

unexpected phrases, including one that casually mentions violence toward 
wives. 
 

Nevertheless, "Mean" in the title means excellent11 and "job," a 
specimen.12   The lyrics vacillate  between praise, even wonderment, and 
denigration—a woman is a "girlie," and the protagonist, "Telling pretty lies." 

 
She's a Mean Job 
 

Know a girlie 
Vampy girlie 
Knock-out 

Just a bubble 
Lots of trouble 
Blowout 

Although lazy 
Sets 'em crazy 
Helpless 

There are reasons I'll confess 
 
Indicative of another era and emphasizing how far women had to go to 

enjoy civilized treatment is the fourth line in the next verse which is thrown 
off as if the action described is ordinary. 
 

1st Chorus 
 
Folks turn 'round to stare at her, she's a mean job 

Traffic halts while motors whirr, she's a mean job 
With one look into her eyes 
Men go home and beat their wives 

She fools them 
And cools them 
Telling pretty lies 

Never smokes but rolls her own, she's a mean job 
And though I never heard that she was ill 
Still Doctors send prescriptions 

For ginger ale afflictions 
 
She leads the mob 'cause she's a mean job 

 
"Pip," the final word in the next verse, means "extraordinary person, 
sometimes used sarcastically." 13 
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Rolled-down stockings were part of the flapper look 

and are evident in the images above and below. 
 

Never worries 
Never hurries 
Spiteful 

Disconcerting 
Always flirting 
Frightful 

Voguey dresses 
Lots of guesses 
Gossip 

But the boys say she's a pip 
 
I've labeled the choruses as they appear in the sheet music.  Each shares 

lines one and two but are different after that. 
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2nd Chorus 
 

Folks turn 'round to stare at her, she's a mean job 
Traffic halts while motors whirr, she's a mean job 
When she trips her dainty feet 

Men fall prostrate on the street 
She fools them 
And cools them 

Practicing deceit 
Never smokes but rolls her own, she's a mean job 
And though I never heard that she would bet 

Yet once she stopped the races 
The horses hid their faces 
She leads the mob 'cause she's a mean job 

 
3rd Chorus 
 

Folks turn 'round to stare at her, she's a mean job 
Traffic halts while motors whirr, she's a mean job 
Though she wasn't country-born 

She's a darn good judge of corn 
She fools them and cools them 
Early night till morn 

Never smokes but rolls her own, she's a mean job 
And though far better dancers I have met 
Yet to watch her dance and quiver 

Why strong men shake and shiver 
She makes them sob 'cause she's a mean job 
 

4th Chorus 
 
Folks turn 'round to stare at her, she's a mean job 

Traffic halts while motors whirr, she's a mean job 
Though she lives out in a flat 
She's makes good Home Brew at that 

It fools them and cools them 
Tall or short and fat 
Never smokes but rolls her own, she's a mean job 

Though President Harding never heard her name—fame 
Congress may get frisky 
She'll make 'em vote for whiskey 

She'll make 'em sob 'cause she's a mean job 
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Flappers were among our era's early liberated women and attracted criticism 
for their daring ways. 
 

Wikipedia traces flapper attitudes to a triangle of causes: World War I's 
carnage, the 1918 flu pandemic, and American women winning the right to 
vote in 1920.14  (My mother's mom [called "mum," the same name we called 

our mother] was born in 1885 and prohibited from voting until she was 35.)  
The war and flu "inspired in young people a feeling that life is short and 
could end at any moment" concludes Wikipedia.15  

 

 
 
My mother was 11 when the flu pandemic began in January, 1918, and 14 

when it ended in December, 1920. She never forgot the sickness and death 
it caused in her area and talked about it throughout her life. 
 

C.A. Harper, Wisconsin health officer at the time, ordered "schools, 
churches, Sunday schools, theaters, moving picture houses, other places of 
amusement..." closed immediately as a way of preventing the flu from 

spreading.16  
 
The Wausau Daily Record-Herald ran a front page article a few days later 

titled, "Officers Urge Use of Masks" with the subhead "Further Spread of 
Influenza in City Makes More Drastic Steps Necessary." 17   My mother 
recalled homes in her area were quarantined to prevent the virus' spread. 

 
A February 6, 1919 story summarized the death toll during the autumn of 
1918 in Wisconsin alone: "The influenza epidemic took 7,236 Wisconsin lives 

in October, November, and December, as ascertained by the bureau of vital 
statistics from reports of local registrars." 18    
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Prohibition of alcoholic beverages, in place from January 1920 through 
December 1933 was the power plant of the Roaring Twenties;19 it caused 
widespread lawlessness and moved everyday activities behind closed 

doors. A Stanford University website states: "According to novelist F. Scott 
Fitzgerald, during Prohibition, 'The parties were bigger...the pace was 
faster...and the morals were looser." 20   Mobility provided by mass public 

transit and automobiles gave the decade a new and exciting pace.  
 
A December 2, 1924 essay in Wisconsin's The Manitowoc Herald-News titled, 

"Modern Flapper a Sturdy Oak, Not a Clinging Vine," comments:  "We have 
freedom, but too much of it, perhaps.  Prohibition is here, but so is the 
midnight supper club."21  

 
Though many disparaged flappers and their male friends and pursuers—the 
younger generation—some were understanding, even enthusiastic.  "A great 

many people have condemned the flapper," begins the second paragraph of 
the "Sturdy Oak" essay, "and it's hard to see just why they have.  Her 
virtues are so many and her faults so few."22   

 
The seventh paragraph presages women of today:  "The flapper knows what 
she wants and how to get it.  She's not the clinging vine any longer, but the 

sturdy oak.  She has danced in where Mid-Victoria feared to tread.  She is 
opening tea shops and millinery shops.  She is going to college and studying 
law." 23   

 
Near the conclusion, the writer cautions:  "And before you condemn her for 
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not wearing corsets you want to remember that the splendid women of the 
Greek Golden Age didn't wear them either and the wanton women of the 
French court did!"24  
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Another approving observer appeared in the April 11, 1922, Waukesha Daily 
Freeman.  
 

Introduced as "Miss Annie Ryland Smith, general secretary of the 
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Connecticut Y.W.C.A., she is quoted extensively in an article titled, "Flapper 
is O.K. and Will Help Posterity."   ("Posterity" clearly is a mistake that wasn't 
caught before the presses ran; "prosperity" was meant and is used by Smith 

in the partial paragraph at the top of the second column.) 
 

 

 
 

 
Smith opens the story:  "Today, the public calls the active young American 
maid a flapper, but upon close observation we find that the flapper is not 

different from her older sister, her mother, grandmother, or great 
grandmother."25   
 

To put this in perspective, the grandmother my mother knew best, her 
father's mother, Bertha Raasch Westfahl, was born in 1856; her great 
grandmother Augustine Wilhelmine Wendt on her dad's side, in 1819. That's 

lineage one generation away from the 1700s.  (Thanks to cousin Karen 
Glover who compiled these genealogical facts about our family.) 
 

"For years the young wife has been held to the standard of 'What mother 
used to bake," Smith continues. "If domestic science of today shows results, 
the young wife of coming generations will be questioned as to whether what 

she serves is a balanced diet or not." 26 
 
Modern thinking, based on learning and science not religion or tradition, is 

totally inconsistent with the fundamentalist-nationalist Waukesha 
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newspaper, The  Freeman, that exists today.  Among the paper's current 
columnists, for example, is a Milwaukee talk radio host who has filled in for 
Rush Limbaugh, a notorious far-right blabbermouth.  I wondered how this 

right-wing publication could have published such a progressive article almost 
a century ago.  
 

Poking on Google I discovered that a predecessor paper in Waukesha, called 
the The Waukesha Freeman, was prominently abolitionist in the 1800s, 
hence Freeman.27  

 
Bonnie Byrd, curator of the Waukesha County Historical Society & Museum, 
sent information that indicates the paper was purchased sometime around 

1870 by Dr. Henry A. Youmans of Mukwonago for his son-in-law, T.W. 
Haight.  An excerpt from one of the articles Bird supplied states Dr. 
Youmans' son Henry M. "...worked for Haight four years and then bought the 

business for himself becoming editor. For sixty years, until his retirement in 
1930, Henry M. Youmans dominated the Freeman; writing its editorials, 
determining its policies in line with his own Republican [it was quite a 

different party then] philosophies, and managing it so well that it 
successively absorbed each of its competitors. After a three-way merger in 
1920 it became a daily paper."28 

 
Editor Youmans married a suffragette named Theodora Winton who, upon 
receiving a degree from Waukesha's Carroll College, began writing for 

the Freeman according to a second article provided by Byrd.  "Always 
committed to the women's suffrage movement, [she] supported the 
successful campaign to have the state pass a suffrage bill in June 

1911...Wisconsin was the first state to ratify the [19th] amendment and to 
notify federal officials in Washington of its passage."  
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When and under what circumstances the paper veered far right is something 
I haven't determined although I didn't dig deeply into it. Probably many 

current readers would be surprised by its radical beginnings just as the 
Youmans would be shocked to see how their baby mutated. 
 

In line with what hooked me into this story, Smith laments change: "Movies 
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and automobiles have taken the place of fireside stories before bedtime or a 
walk around the block after supper, and after the movies, it is too late for 
mother to explain why, where, and what it all meant.30 

 

 
 
Among grownups, concerns, frets, even outright condemnations of new 

technologies that alter societal traditions seem almost as certain as death 
and taxes. 
 

Developments in education are praised by Smith, including the introduction 
of the "Froebelian method." 31   Friedrich Wilhelm August Froebel (1782—
1852), according to Wikipedia was, "...a German pedagogue, a student of 

Pestalozzi who laid the foundation for modern education based on the 
recognition that children have unique needs and capabilities. He created the 
concept of the 'kindergarten' and also coined the word now used in German 

and English." 32 
 
Frank Lloyd Wright (1867—1959) credited one of the educator's inventions, 

Froebel blocks, with influencing his approach to architecture.  According to 
Froebel Web: "Wright's mother introduced him to Froebel's ideas and to 
Froebelian toys. They consisted of geometric blocks to assemble in different 

ways, encouraging the child's sense of three-dimensional composition, and 
paper to fold in various shapes, aiding the child's perception of planar 
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elements. Early in his career, Wright began to construct buildings with a 
definite geometric clarity, such as the Winslow house in River Forest, Illinois 
of 1893. The Froebel toys undoubtedly led the way to this type of design, so 

advanced for its time." 33     "Led the way" might be an overstatement 
because Wright's sense of architecture resulted from many factors; various 
influences pulled him along not the least of which was his taliesin. 

 

 
Frobel blocks similar to the ones Frank 

Lloyd Wright played with as a child. 

Courtesy of Norman Brosterman (see 
historyofkindergarten.com). 

 

Ending the Freeman article are timeless words of wisdom from Smith: "It is 
suggested that some mothers and fathers of today hurry and catch up to 
their daughters and sons. If the parents don't wake up they will soon be left 

far behind for youth today travels at a fast pace.  The bobbed hair, the free 
body, the forgetfulness of parents in teaching restraint have created a 
maiden that makes one feel as if the northwest wind were passing by.  Have 

you ever known the northwest wind to do aught but blow about a bit?" 
 
Smith is an impressive commentator, but I wasn't able to learn anything 

about her beyond what was mentioned in the article, even though I 
contacted  local Y.W.C.A. associations in Connecticut, the Bridgeport 
(Connecticut) Public library, and the national Y.W.C.A. office in Washington, 

D.C.  
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Substantial setup I know, but only now do I feel ready to write about the 
"Flapper Talk" article itself, which begins with a young woman telling her 

mother about her activities the previous evening, using expressions such as 
"wally"—"A goof with patent leather hair," according to the accompanying 
glossary; "tomato"—"A pretty girl who can dance like a streak but is 

otherwise a dumb-dora [stupid girl]"; and "boffos"—"Dollars otherwise 
known as rocks, chips, seeds, berries, and jack."34 
 

 
First paragraph of "Fathers and Mothers Must 

 Learn Flapper Talk to Know What the 
 Younger Generation are Saying." 

 
The 19th-century-born mom takes it in until the daughter says, "both boys 
got beautifully shellacked." Mom interrupts, "I don't understand," and the 

daughter elaborates, "jammed," flapper slang for inebriated, along with 
"balonied, pie-eyed, piffled, shot, canned, out like a light, stewed to the hat, 
potted, jiggered, and tanked."35 

 
Alcohol prohibition was as much a failure during the flapper era as modern 
efforts to eliminate drugs such as cocaine, heroin, and marijuana are today, 

and the abundance of slang words people had for booze and its impacts 
testify to how stupid laws were ignored then as now. 
 

Not surprisingly, flapper terms involving relationships and sex are even more 
numerous: "Holaholy"—"A girl or boy who objects to necking"; "Jane"—"A 
girl who meets you on the stoop"; "nice girl"—"A girl who takes you in and 
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introduces you to her family";  and "Given the air"—"Where a girl or boy is 
thrown down on a date," which seems unduly aggressive!36 
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"Lollygagger" referred to a, "Young man addicted to attempts at hallway 
spooning,"37 similar to but more specific than today's understanding.  
"Spooning" isn't defined in the article, but an online flapper dictionary 

explains it is "to neck or at least talk of love."38 
 
"Smudge" was, "One who does all the close-fitting dance steps"; "Necker"—

"A person of either sex given to cheek-to-cheek dancing"; and "Twist"—"A 
girl one takes out to dances, 'to twist and twirl'"39 ("Twist and Shout" Jazz 
Age style?). 

 
"Storm and strife," was "A married cake-eater's way of referring to his wife," 
and a cake-eater, "A small, salaried male person who frequents teas and 

other entertainments and never makes any effort to repay his social 
obligations."40 
 

"Goofy" was, "To be in love with or attracted to"; and "Monog"—A young 
person of either sex who is 'goofy' about only one person at a time."41 
 

 
 
Frederick Jennings Haskin (1872—1944), described as a writer who was 
"syndicated in over a hundred American newspapers during the twenties," in 

an article titled, "Flappers and Their Metaphors," published in 1922, wrote: 
"Petting, which is itself slang, is now too tame and too much of a glittering 
generality for the flapper language.  Puppy cuddling has partly replaced the 

word petting and a whole assortment of terms refer to this activity in its 
various aspects.  Thus, a moving picture auditorium becomes a petting 
pantry; the affectionate type of flapper a biscuit or a cuddler; a petter who 

likes to hang on a boy's neck is a necker, and a necker of the male species is 
a snugglepup."42 



 32 

 
Several flapper slang terms offer commentary on types, peculiarities, and 
characteristics.  A standout is "low-lid," defined as "The opposite of 

highbrow."43 
 

 
When there's a will (and will seems to be in abundance where intoxicants are 
concerned)... Although some might reasonably connect the swastika worked 
into the floor tile (above) with the Nazis, it actually is an ancient Buddhist-

Hindu symbol defined in Sanskrit as meaning "any lucky or auspicious 
object." 48  This is among the reasons it was appropriated by Hitler. 
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"Dudd" in flapper slang meant "A boy or girl given to reading or study."  
Probably it comes from fuddy-duddy which dictionary.com defines as a 

"person who is stuffy, old-fashioned, and conservative."44  It's sad that 
"reading and study" were and probably still are viewed by some as 
negatives. 

 
Other flapper slang terms, amazingly, remain with us today, including,  "The 
cat's pajamas," "hot-dog," and "pipe-down," which still means to "hush 

up."45 
 
"Punk," too, survives. It was a disparaging word in the flapper glossary and 

though it gained some respectability when a genre of Rock music was so-
named in the middle seventies, it's a pejorative even now. 
 

Haskin also includes "blah" in his "Metaphors" article; it meant "anything 
unpleasant" in flapper slang and now means more specifically something 
mundane and boring.46 

 

 
"Mlle." is mademoiselle abbreviated, but otherwise I didn't discover 

much about Rhea, including her full name.  According to 
a website, she was, "...an actress and dancer."49 
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Actress Joyce was born in 1890 and appeared in dozens of Hollywood films 

before retiring from movie-making in 1930.47 
 

I recall my mother using three words that are in the flapper glossary:  cluck, 

goofy, and pie-eyed.  Cluck is defined as "a girl who dances clumsily," 
however, my mother used it in its traditional meaning of "a dull-witted, 
stupid person..." She also talked about people being "goofy" in love and 

sometimes referred to those under the influence as "pie-eyed."50  Whether 
these hung with her from the Roaring Twenties or appeared in her 
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vocabulary decades later is impossible to know.  
 
My dad was born in 1909, at the end of the score of years that produced 

flappers.  He wasn't a "dew dropper" (see glossary) but reputedly, he did 
show up at barn dances with moonshine in the trunk to make a few bucks on 
the side.  At least this is what someone who knew him at the time told me. 

 
Careless, youthful passion during the fiery flapper era affected my parents 
forever. My mother wound up pregnant and unmarried at 20, and my dad, at 

19, was forced to wed a pregnant woman though, I'm told, he always denied 
being the baby's father. 
 

His shotgun marriage ended in divorce within two years, but he paid child 
support for 16 more.  The daughter always regarded him as her father, but 
he didn't acknowledge or have anything to do with her. In the months 

following his divorce, he met, romanced, and married my mother. 
 
He never spoke to me of his first marriage or the daughter, but I was just a 

few months past 15 when he died.  My mother told brother Bob and me 
about my dad's past and that he was not my oldest brother Forry's biological 
father just prior to his funeral in January, 1966.  She thought the daughter 

might attend and wanted us to be prepared.  The daughter did attend and 
sent a floral arrangement labeled "Dad." She stood looking into the open 
casket, cried as hard as anyone, and probably had more to cry about. 

 
Like everyone, my dad was far from perfect, but he was good to me and 
certainly inspired a love of reading, thinking, and the stars.  He was 

charismatic, the type people warmed to quickly and wanted to be around. It 
was hard to recover from his death at just 56, and I tended to idealize him.  
One day I was telling my daughter what a great guy he was, when she 

interrupted and said, "What kind of guy would ignore a little girl who thought 
he was her dad?"  This gave me pause. 
 

From what I've heard, he always blamed the pregnancy on others, but his 
first wife expressed certainty it was him because she liked him best.  His 
father was persuaded and pretty soon my dad was married to his first wife—

at least that's the way I've heard the tale.  There are two sides to every 
story, and I haven't heard the woman's and she, like my dad, is long gone.  
 

I don't excuse or condone his behavior but have a feeling his anger at the 
woman and looming years of child support payments clouded his judgment 
and once he began rolling down that road it was hard to take a different 

route.  Probably it caused him a great deal of anguish and pain and he very 
well might have wished he had decided differently. 
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Alfred August Schaar. Little could he have suspected that his 
his final son, born 18 years after the photograph was taken, 

 would be captioning a blow-up from the team photo 85 

 years later. He was a long-time nicotine addict and 
might be holding a cigarette in his left hand. 

It's hard to be certain. 

 
My oldest brother, Forrest, was born in 1927 and had many talents.  Our 
mother said his father was a prominent man in her home area who was 

killed in a train wreck after she became pregnant but before they could 
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marry.  She didn't like talking about it, but I wish I had questioned her more 
intently.  She's been dead more than 20 years now and we'll never know. 
 

Oddly, Forry, as we called him, did not have a middle name.  My father 
married my mother in 1933 and later my dad legally adopted Forry. A new 
birth certificate was issued and both are listed as his parents; "Yes" is typed 

after "Legitimate?" in Box 7. 
 

 
Wittenberg, Wisconsin Grays circa 1932.  

Alfred August Schaar kneeling row, 

second from the left. Probably 
he was 22 or 23 at the time. 

 

* * * 


