Red Letter Day Script

July 29, 2006

The Frank Hubbard Family
Narrator: Frank Hubbard is the oldest child of Amanda and Langdon Hubbard and is born in 1863 in Port Huron. Amanda dies when he was five years old. It is Frankie’s cough that wakes Langdon during the 1871 fire. They fight the fires for two days and then take the wagon to the water and survive. 

All three of Langdon’s children are sent to Hartford Connecticut after the 1871 fire with Langdon’s sister, Jeanette. Frank attends Hannan’s Business College there, in preparation for going into business with his father. A second fire hits Huron City in 1881 and Ira Trumbull writes to Frank about it:

Ira: Friend Frank, Your postal received in regard to the fires here. They have been raging with great fury but are now subsided. There were about sixty-seven people in this town that suffered by the fire, more or less. Some lost everything they had, while others only lost some clothing. It is estimated that about 300 persons were burned to death in Huron and Sanilac counties. The fire of 1871 is nothing compared with this one. The people that burned out are in very destitute circumstances. They have nothing to eat and are half clothed. We expect relief up here soon, which will relieve them greatly. They have got to have it or become regular tramps.  Your father’s loss is very heavy but he seems to bear it very good. Watson Hubbard has been up here about a week with your father. Did not save much of the store – only some clothing and a few dry goods. The fire broke upon us before we were aware of it and swept through the place. I do not think the town was over a half an hour burning. And all the people had to go down in the large field in order to save their lives. We laid out in the field two nights. The heat was so intense, the smoke so dense that it was almost suffocating. While we were in the field, as you may imagine, we had it hot and thick. Mr. Scott has left your father’s employ – he is in Bad Axe now. Nothing else of importance. Yours truly, Ira. PS Regards to Richard.

Narrator: This prompted Frank to return home to Huron City as soon as possible after graduation in 1882. By October of that year, he is in Huron City writing to his aunts back in Connecticut about business deals. He is not yet 20 years old. 

Frank: Father will go to Port Huron next week to see about buying an outfit. There is a man there that has got a second hand rig and I guess he will sell cheap. Commenced to shingle our big barn Wednesday. It is a fine barn. It will hold one hundred tons of hay.

Narrator: While Langdon’s three children are in Connecticut, they become good friends with William Lyon Phelps. Throughout their lives, Frank and him remain friends and are eventually brothers-in-law – when Billy marries Annabel Hubbard. Billy relates a story in his autobiography:

Billy: …When I was fourteen, Frank Hubbard discovered a man who wished to sell a small billiard table … but the cost was prohibitive, twenty dollars. Our total assets were seventy-five cents. Frank told me that his younger sister, Annabel, had received from her father, on his latest visit, a present of a twenty-dollar gold piece. He had vainly tried to induce her to part with it, for, as he said, of what possible use could it be to a girl? He made the tactical error of the brother-and-sister motif, and when that failed, he attempted stronger measures with even less success. Then he asked me to talk with her, saying “You are more soft-hearted than I am.” He thought that while he had exhausted logic and threats, my powers of persuasion might be greater than his; and he thought accurately, for I subsequently persuaded her to become my wife.  

I have never forgotten this diplomatic errand. It was Saturday night; pitch-dark and bitterly cold. I went to his front door, while he hid outside, and as she came to the door herself, I placed my face about two inches from hers and began in tender whispers. I told her I knew how much she thought of that twenty dollars, and how natural it was for her to keep her money, after her brother had spent his; but that I myself felt it would be simply marvelous on her part to make this supreme sacrifice. “Remember you are not doing it merely for him; my own happiness depends on getting this billiard table. We have no resources. I shall remember your kindness as long as I live.”

I made only one error in this entreaty. I told her we should regard it as a loan. The gentle expression on her face turned for a moment into one of incredulity;… we could no more have repaid that twenty dollars than we could have liquidated the national debt. …I went back to the wind-harp stop, and she whispered, “Just wait a minute.” She went upstairs and returned with the twenty-dollar gold piece, actually looking almost as radiant as if she were receiving it. I gave her in return something of no value; and I also told her there was no girl like her in the whole world.

Armed with this twenty dollars, we hired an expressman to transfer the table… to my house… we agreeing to pay seventy-five cents….The table was hoisted up three flights of stairs, and placed in a small room. It was nearly midnight, too late to play. The next day being Sunday, I was not allowed to touch it, and on Monday morning I had to go to school… Then we made straight for that billiard table and played till eleven o’clock, not stopping for the evening meal. We played for large sums of fictitious money. … 

Narrator: In 1883, Frank writes from The Antlers Resort in Colorado to Billy in Connecticut.

Frank: Dear Bill, I was at the Opera House last night at Ledville and enjoyed a very good show. There was quite a rough crowd that attended but that did not hurt the show. …And you can bet your life that I am going to the tip top of Pikes Peak, over sixteen thousand feet high – that will be higher than I have been but I hope not higher than I ever will get. This is a splendid hotel I am stopping at. Bill four dollars a day – it ought to be kind of nice. 

Narrator: Billy writes Frank a letter at Christmas that year:

Billy: Dear Frank, My hands are so numb with cold I can hardly write a word, but I wish you a Merry Christmas, old boy. It is infernal cold and I am going to call on a pretty girl tonight. Hoping she will thaw me out. ….The snow here is deep enough to bury a forest. No skating, confound the luck!… Came through a week’s horrible examinations right side up with care. I wish I was in Huron City to whang the partridges and walk the dock in Huron City style! Well, goodby, Frank.  Bill

Narrator: In 1885 Frank writes to Billy from Havana Cuba:

Frank: Dear Bill, I am yet in Cuba and am having a good time, as usual…. To tell you all I see here every day would be impossible. Leaving New York and coming into this country is like leaving our world and going into another. Every thing is different. The boys say I am getting to be quite a Cuban, on account of my liting my cigar at the table and it freaks them all up but I can’t help it – when you are in Cuba you must do the way the Cubans do. … Your friend, Frank.

Narrator: By early 1886, Frank has built the roller rink next to the store as another way to make money and provide entertainment. He sells a season pass for $4 but you are only allowed 20 skates in the season. It is a busy year for Frank. Langdon expands Seven Gables to its current size and Frank starts a bank in Bad Axe – the Frank W. Hubbard and Co. bank. To fund the venture, Langdon contributed $100,000 and Frank $15,000. In a letter to Billy, Frank explains his lack of letters.

Frank: …Well, Bill, the reason I haven’t written is simply because I have had so much work thrown upon my hands it has been impossible for me to do so. I hope I am not always going to be this way. I am about to open my bank…. Austin and I will go to Poor Hatchet (Bad Axe) tomorrow to sell something – over one hundred feet or rather one hundred thousand feet of pine during the week. They have just finished sawing. …It is a foregone conclusion that you are coming out here this summer, that I am pleased to think of. Now, when will you leave for Huron, Bill? I want to fix my matters so I can spend a good portion of the summer with you. Annabel said Arth and Dryden talked of coming also. Would be so glad to have them come and we will entertain you the best we know how, you can depend on that. …We will make a pretty lively company. We are putting an addition on our house and will have plenty of room…Have had so darn much to do. You will excuse the brevity. …Let me hear from you soon. Yours as ever, Frank

Narrator: Frank continues to do well in his business. In the summer of 1892, Elizabeth Lockwood visits her grandparents in Port Austin. Nancy and Frederick Ayres helped to found the town and Elizabeth writes home to her father, Colonel Frederick St. John Lockwood in August.

Elizabeth: Dearest Papa, This is the second letter from your Elizabeth now. I am so far from you I find it a great comfort to have little chats on paper. Danie and Grandpa are just dear and lovely to me. Am much afraid I will become a spoilt girl. … Yesterday was quite a reception day. Annabelle Hubbard, her brother, his friend – a young proff who is to teach at Yale this fall, came with Mrs. Hubbard, Libbie Buiter and her children. The latter have been visiting Miss Hubbard for a month past. All the Learned and Ayres families were invited to a picnic at Huron City this Tuesday, also the Quimby’s. We anticipate a fine time. …Will have to send the new corset back. Tell Mama it is hardly thirteen inches in front and ought to be fourteen. It is not in any way like the gray ones we usually buy. Miss Hubbard has sent invites for a big dance on the 24th. I wish Mama could be here with you at that time. …That beloved Cedar Knoll and the little crowd there – how much I think of you all and just long to see you. With fond love and many kisses, your devoted daughter, Elizabeth.

Narrator: But in September of 1892, Langdon passes away. Frank sends form letters to everyone to inform them that nothing would change in his business.

Frank: Bad Axe September 29, 1892 To Miss Susan Hubbard, The solemn duty of announcing the death of the senior member of our firm, Langdon Hubbard, has devolved upon us. All interests in the bank were conveyed to the surviving partner, Frank W. Hubbard, and there will be no interruption or complication in the business. Yours truly, Frank W. Hubbard

Narrator: Billy and Annabel had planned to get married. With Langdon’s death they decide on a small ceremony in the double parlor of the house and are married on Dec. 21, 1892. Frank arranges a train car to take the party to Detroit. The society section of the newspaper reported on the wedding:

Society Reporter: The ceremony which took place at 11 o’clock am was solemnized according to the Methodist Episcopal service, by Elder Horton of Port Huron, assisted by Rev. Dryden Phelps, brother of the groom. The brides-maids were Miss Winnifred Quimby, of Detroit and Miss Franc Stafford of Port Hope; the groomsmen were Messrs. F. W. and Richard Hubbard, brothers of the bride. 

The parlors where the ceremony took place were decorated with smilax and white carnations, the bridal party standing in the bow window of one of the large double parlors, with a cupid’s bow and arrow suspended above their heads composed of white carnations, hyacinths and smilax….The beautiful bride attired in white satin, en train, trimmed in white swan’s down and pearl embroidery, with tulle veil and orange blossoms and carrying a boquet of white bridal roses. 

…. The bridal party afterwards made ready to catch the train at this place for Bad Axe, where a special palace car was in waiting to convey the entire party to Detroit, where upon their arrival in the city they expected to dine at the Cadillac hotel. …The young couple proceeded on to Asheville NC where they will remain during the holidays after which they will go to New Haven, CT their future home, stopping on the way at Boston for a few days.

Narrator: Apparently, things have been happening with Elizabeth and Frank, also. In early December, he comments on the congratulations he is receiving about their engagement. He is not quite sure how people found out about it. The day of Annabel’s wedding, Frank writes to Elizabeth:

Frank: My darling little girl, Here we are the entire wedding party arrived in the city this evening. All have separated and repaired to their respective houses. Have just located Mr. and Mrs. Phelps and I feel a great responsibility lifted from my shoulders and more tired I have never been than I am this very minute. We had a delightful little wedding and all progressed as nicely as we had any reason to hope for. … We all enjoyed the trip so much. … Cousin Sophie came down and met us on our arrival at East Saginaw. She was very pleasant and her sweet, attractive ways pleased all. Our car was nicely twined with roses and looked very pretty. Lunch was served after leaving Saginaw and every one of us did justice to a hearty meal. Your sweet letter was delivered to me at Bad Axe and made me more happy than all the rest. It is such a great comfort for me to love and think of my little girl and my little one, while not with the party, was talked of as much as any one present. I am tired out, sweet heart, and can not write more. Shall go directly to bed. I should like to write you much more but my eyes will not remain open. Shall write you a long letter Sunday. … Received a sweet letter from your (our) Mama. With all my love, yours, Frank  A Merry Christmas to all!

Narrator: On Christmas day, Frank writes Elizabeth again. 

Frank: Merry Christmas, my darling Elizabeth. Home and I must say that it is a very lonesome home, just Richard and I. We sit and chat together of what has been and what may be yet. It is a cold, very snowy day and we are quite contented to remain inside. Things have changed so much. Annabel, to be sure, has taken some of her affection with her and those that remain behind say we are lonesome and would like to go too. 

Narrator: In the spring of 1893, Frank is in Asheville North Carolina and writes from the Battery Park Hotel. They are to be married in June of that year. He writes of wishing he could meet her extended family and that she will have the same situation in Sandusky Ohio visiting his relatives. 

Frank: …I do so wish your Papa might have slowed down enough to have made this trip with me. We should have enjoyed it so much together. Am certain the trip would have been beneficial. We talked it over coming down and both agreed it would have been a happy thought if it had but been thought a little earlier. 

Narrator: In early May, Frank sends his suit to Elizabeth in Connecticut and writes:

Frank: My dress suit should have arrived by this time as I ordered it shipped the latter part of last week…Now in connection with that product, Elizabeth, I shall consider it a great favor if you would look it over with a view to criticism for I want you to have just what you please so please lay all sentiment aside and be the practical little girl that you are… I merely had it sent for your inspection and to keep, of course, if it meets with your approval. Otherwise, we would change for something that we would decide upon later.

Narrator: The society reporter regales the reader with a pretentious account of the wedding:

Society Reporter: Bad Axe Michigan The marriage of our popular young townsman, Frank W. Hubbard, to Miss Elizabeth Lockwood was consummated Wednesday evening at half-past six o’clock, in the First Congregational Church at Norwalk, Ct. We are in receipt of the following special telegram, sent us according to previous arrangement, with W. K. Maples, editor of the Norwalk Hour, which contains a full and complete report of the brilliant affair. 

Norwalk, Connecticut – June 7 (Special) Mr. Frank W. Hubbard, a wealthy and prominent society young gentleman of Bad Axe, Huron County Mich. Banker and lumber merchant, and Miss Elizabeth, the pretty, universally popular and highly accomplished daughter of Colonel Frederick St. John Lockwood, millionaire railroad manager and bank president, were married in this city this evening at six o’clock. Rev. Dr. Thomas K. Noble performed the ceremony, which took place in the First Congregational Church. Great banks of flowers surrounded and obscured the altar, house plants and running vines beautified the chancel, and roses and calla lilies abounded in wild profusion, almost transforming the sacred edifice into one mammoth and exceedingly attractive floral bower. Unlimited wealth manifested itself on every side. Mr. Hubbard and the fair bride, the maid of honor and ushers arrived promptly on time and moved up the broad aisle, Miss Lockwood on her father’s arm, to the entrancing music of Wagner’s bridal chorus from Lohengren. The recessional was Mendalsohn’s wedding march. Col. Lockwood, whose title was obtained by hard fighting in the field during the civil war, gave his happy daughter away. She was attired in a robe of white satin with round point lace, flowers and pearl trimmings. Her hair ornaments were diamonds and pearls, her wedding present from the groom. Miss Julia Lockwood, the bride’s sister, was maid of honor. The little lady was prettily attired in yellow silk trimmed with lace and she carried a basket of many colored roses. Richard L. Hubbard, of Caseville, Mich., was his brother’s best man. …. Every seat was filled, the galleries crowded and every available bit of standing room occupied by the wealth and fashion from miles around. Dr. Noble, who is a war veteran and chaplain of the Fourth Regiment Connecticut Volunteers, read the solemn and impressive marriage service, Mr. Hubbard and his fiancée made response and in a very few minutes after entering the church this worthy and gifted couple, upon whom fortune has showered its rarest blessings, were pronounced husband and wife. Following the nuptials was the reception from seven to nine o’clock at the Lockwood mansion on aristocratic East Avenue and the banquet by New York caterers was served. Here again, flowers predominated, and fashionable and elegantly attired ladies and New York and Connecticut gentlemen, prominent in political and professional life, lent enchantment to this social event, which eclipses anything of a similar nature in which Fairfield county people have been invited to participate for years. Thousands of dollars were expended in the presents of which Mr. and Mrs. Hubbard were made the recipients. At a late hour the happy couple boarded a Pullman palace car for New York and an extended honeymoon through the south and west. They will reside at Port Austin Mich., where Mr. Hubbard has an expensively furnished house awaiting his bride. 

Bad Axe Michigan - The groom, Mr. Hubbard is too well known to our readers to need an introduction from us. He has lived in this county since early boyhood and for the past several years he has identified his interests with this village, for the welfare and prosperity of which he has always been solicitous. His affluence and wealth, together with his political prominence, have given him a wide acquaintance, while his genial and courteous manner, combined with his many other excellent qualities, have gained for him a host of warm, true hearted friends, not the least of whom is THE DEMOCRAT, and we all unite in wishing him and his estimable bride a long life of happiness and usefulness, and we trust that the clouds of adversity may never appear to obscure the sunshine of their lives.

Narrator: In September of 1894, Elizabeth receives the following letter from her father, Colonel Frederick St. John Lockwood, regarding the birth of her first child, Carolyn.

Frederick Lockwood: My Darling Daughter, The good news of the birth of your darling daughter came by telegram from Frank and caused a general rejoicing among your friends. In fact, as it appeared soon in the papers, I was hailed at every step as Grandpa, and congratulated most heartily. Many, many sent much love to you, with hopes that you will soon be (out and ) about again as usual. It seems to me, Libbie, that you have been rather neglected, (with everyone) writing to Frank and Mama, and none to you. So I thought I would leave it no longer. … I feel like taking the very next train for Port Austin to see the show. Frank says it is a beautiful show, too. … Now you ask Mama if I can’t come ere long and tell me what she says about it. Tell her I am (finding) … many reasons why I must go to Sandusky and if so, I suppose I could keep right on. Now I am not fishing for an invitation for I have already had that from you but I want to know if Mama will let me come away from here just now. 

Narrator: Carolyn writes from her early memories:

Carolyn: My grandmother, Carrie Ayres Lockwood, came from her home in Norwalk CT to be with my mother at the time of my birth. I turned out to be a bigger baby than any one expected, as my mother had been “eating for two”, as was the fashion in those days….Father, Dr. Herrington Sr. and an assortment of maids and nurses with small experience in such things as babies, and last but not by any chance least my mother, waiting for a strange new little person of ten pounds – they said – tho I always thought their eyes on the scales were glazed after so much trouble getting me there. 

I grew up in a small compact house …but as my childhood advanced it began to grow humps and protuberances that finally changed it into the dear monstrosity I remember, and what we took for granted and loved. My mother had ideas for more porches to get the sun and more bed rooms etc. and without the benefit of architects it was a pretty raggy affair, as time went by!

When I was just over three, I remember… being with my mother in her dressing room. She was washing her hands and I stood on tip toe by the bowl, watching her. She asked me whether I would like to have a little sister or brother. I said, “Yes, but which kind?” She said she didn’t know, which I thought was strange. 

My sister Annabel came in … time and was named for my Aunt Annabel and my great grandmother, Ruth Brown Hubbard, who lived with her husband and several children in Bloomfield CT. Annabel seemed to be a husky baby. Still, she was spoken of as “only eight pounds” at birth. Years later, I realized eight pounds was big. None of Charlie and my four toughies ever weighed more than that!

When my brother Langdon, was born five years after me, Mother didn’t take so many pictures, as he never sat still long enough.  We made rather regular trips to visit in Huron City from Port Austin in three seated wagons drawn by two horses. Each trip was a real expedition and took over two hours over sandy roads. I remember one trip in the little coach that Father gave to Mother for a wedding gift, with two horses to draw it. That day we ventured, with my two year old sister, my mother and me. Herbert Wright (our coachmen and general barn man) drove us. Soon a sudden and torrential rain came up to the side of the wet and sandy road. I could see how frightened my mother was. Only Annabel remained calm. Finally we arrived in Huron City. We clattered over the then wooden bridge at Willow Creek. When we reached the gate of the white fence of “Seven Gables”, Uncle Dick Hubbard carried Mother and Annabel together and Uncle Billy carried me. We were all like drowned rats. Annabel met us at the door and we were set down before a fire in the grate of the little front sitting room. It didn’t do us much good as we were soaked to the skin and dripping wet. The maids took Annabel and me to the kitchen, took off our wet clothes and wrapped us in blankets. They gave us oatmeal for supper in little Chinese bowls that are now in the dining room. They seemed like landmarks of comfort and security that I will never forget.

Narrator: For Christmas in 1895, Elizabeth and Carolyn are visiting her parents in Norwalk. Frank is in Port Austin. Elizabeth writes to Frank:

Elizabeth: Frank, dearest husband,  A merry, merry Christmas. How I long to say it to you for my face and voice could better express the deep love I give you. Your Xmas letter containing the elegant gifts to Carolyn and I came this morn. Oh, I can’t possibly express how much I appreciate it and how I thank and thank you. Honey will some day realize how fine her present is. Now dearest, I want you to accept from me a handsome picture and frame for your office if you like it there, and a set of books. Both it would be best for you to select as I want them just to suit your fancy. Oh Frank, you are in my thoughts constantly. This morn, your beautiful flowers came to me and a box also to Aunt Julia. How thoughtful of you. My box had a lovely big bunch of violets. I wore them all the morn while we were calling and their fragrance gave out … love from Frank but when I got home … I had to go off by myself and kiss and cry over them for they were almost like a living presence. Mama, baby and I went this morn to … Aunt Julia’s. She had on her best silk dress and was happy to see us. She sends many thanks to you for your flowers. The other day when Dr. Harry whom you visited with to NY was there to see about her teeth. She spoke to him about you in highest terms and the blood rushed to her face and the tears to her eyes. When Auntie likes anyone it is in dead earnest. At 1:30 we had a grand dinner the largest platter could hardly hold the turkey. When Carolyn came in we all clapped and her little hands were going too. Missing the absent ones was the sad part. It was spoken f more than any but I felt it the most for I missed the nearest and dearest. Papa gave me a cheque for fifty dollars. Wasn’t that fine? A card to Carolyn with the words “ten dollars for something beautiful like herself. F. St. J. L.” Mama gave me handsome table linen embroidery. ..I am so glad you take meals with Fred. The food is more home like there and the walk is benefetial. Are you keeping well in other ways? We are all in fine health here. ….Imagine I am under this piece of mistletoe and I will give you the dearest kisses in the world from your devoted wife. 

Narrator: Frank and Elizabeth’s children continue to grow. They travel to Norwalk to visit the Lockwoods and go often to Huron City. Annabel is sick with bronchitis at four months and almost dies. The family gets typhoid fever when Carolyn is seven and there are times when they think she will not live. In 1906, Frank decides to honor his father, Langdon, by building a hospital. Hubbard Memorial Hospital eventually becomes Huron Medical Center in Bad Axe Michigan and it still serves Huron County residents. The newspaper reports on it: 

Newspaper Reporter: Mr. F. W. Hubbard will present city of Bad Axe with a $10000 hospital

Mr. Frank W. Hubbard has been carefully considering the best manner in which he could erect a suitable monument to commemorate the memory of his father, the late Langdon Hubbard, and has arrived at the conclusion that the most suitable thing he could do to that end would be to erect in this city a $10,000 building and present it to the people to be used as a hospital. Arrangements are about completed for starting the work on the new building and it is expected that the plans and specifications will be completed so that we can give next week a picture of the contemplated building and a detailed description of it, and also on outline of Mr. Hubbard’s plans for the future of the new hospital.

Narrator: By 1908, Frank has banks in Sandusky and Kinde, Sebewaing and Pigeon. He and his brother, Richard, found a bank in Caseville. His banks are also in Elkton, Palms and soon Kilmanagh. In 1910 he buys a De Dion Bouton. Carolyn remembers:

Carolyn: As about this time, Father bought a French-made automobile of strange proportions. Annabel and I had to sit in the seat that ‘snapped up’ opposite Mother and Father and our baby brother, Langdon, in the driver’s seat. Annabel and I were always riding backwards, which was in itself fairly disconcerting. We drove twenty five miles an hour which seemed like seventy would nowadays. We didn’t make much progress on the country roads as whenever Father saw a woman driving a wagon with horses who shied at our car – he got out and led the horses past us to a place of safety while he waited, sometimes a considerable time! Not to be outdone, Dick, my father’s younger brother, bought a motor cycle and brought it to Port Austin. To the amazement of all, he lent it one day to our young minister to ride and gave him all the directions to ride it – but not the one to stop it. When the young man found it out, he rode continuously around the town, fearing to go out in the country that he might run out of gas. I stood with the others on a corner as they called to each other excitedly “Here he comes, there he goes.” Herbert Wright said to my father, “Mr. Hubbard, I guess we’ll have to shoot him to get him off that thing.”

Narrator: The Frank Hubbard family is invited down to the Life Saving Station by the Captain. Carolyn remembers these visits and later saves the building from demolition. Here she is at the very right of the photo. In 1910, the Hubbards moved from their home in Port Austin to a new place in Grosse Pointe MI. The large home was on Jefferson Avenue and after her parents passed away, Carolyn lived out her life in her parents’ home. They summer in the House of Seven Gables after 1943, when both Billy Phelps and Frank Hubbard die. In 1913, Carolyn is in Europe and writes home to Frank and Elizabeth:

Carolyn: Dearest Mother and Father, Here we are in wonderful Rome; we just got here last night so haven’t seen much yet. I am rooming with Madame Skertin and I am so glad; aside from the pleasure of being with her we talk French all the time, which is of course a great advantage for me. Christine, Ada and Mary are in the other room. Madame Skertin asked them to talk French but it is almost impossible as I can see, and with Christine it is doubly hard for as yet her French is very limited. One cannot have a conversation in French with her at all. … This is just to tell you how glad I am that I’m with Madame Skertin for I will talk French against all odds and Madame S knows I want to and helps me greatly. I am talking always in French myself now whether the people answer me in English or not. It is rather an uphill task – as being out of school – some of the girls think or seem to think French stops – but I will win if I die in the attempt! I am reading French books in the intervals on the train and so forth. … This afternoon we went to the Coliseum and to the Golden House of Nero on the Paletine Hill. I was simply struck dumb by the immensity of the ruins of the great amphitheater. It is something simply beyond any description. Wasn’t it? … Tuesday we are to visit St. Peter’s, the Sistine Chapel and the Vatican. It hardly seems possible that I am really to see all these wonderful places. I can’t tell you how I appreciate the great opportunity you are giving me and I thank you with all my heart my darling father and mother!!!! I am well and having a wonderful time. … I send you all loads of love and please write me soon. I’m carzy to hear from you. I’ll get all my letters when I get back to Paris. I am digging into French. I will have to stop now as I’ve so many other letters to write. Loads of love!!!! Your ever loving little girl Carolyn. 

Narrator: In 1918, WWI ends and Elizabeth writes to her mother what Detroit is like at that time.

Elizabeth: Dearest Mamakins, How are you just now? Annabel is real well again after the influenza. She goes every day with Fay Alger to my Red Cross Office. Mrs. Alger and her officer say my monthly reports that these girls send out are wonderful. … yesterday enjoyed the annual meeting of the Garden Club. … Wasn’t the Peace news a great relief? On Monday, Detroit went wild with joy. Our children went out through the day and Frank and I joined my crowd at night and dined at the Athletic Club. The main avenues were cleared of machines and vast throngs paraded and danced through the streets to bands and to banging tins and horns. Different nationalistics dressed in their native costumes. It really was remarkable. The report numbered 650 cans of vegetable and fruits put up this summer and our club have sent several hundred dollars to devastated parts of France and now are sending a young girl through the Michigan Agricultural College. So it isn’t all flowers or meetings that are of interest. Frank was elected treasurer of the Country Club for the third time. He has gone with Murray Sales to see about Club taxes. …You remember Mrs. Charles Sales who spent summers on the Port Austin shore. News came of the death of her son Billy in France and after three weeks of mourning she was cabled that he was not killed but recovering in a hospital. We all wrote her letters of condolence and then joyful ones of congratulations. With love to each one of you at home and a great amount of love to you. Elizabeth

Narrator: In addition to being the treasurer for the Detroit Country Club, Frank was also treasurer for the Grosse Pointe Board of Health. He belonged to the Detroit Board of Commerce. In the Free and Accepted Masons he had many affiliations, including membership in the Knights Templar Commandery. Frank was a member of many civic and social organizations. He was for some years a trustee of Kalamazoo College and a member of its finance committee. From November 1917 until the close of WWI, he was state director for the nation War Savings Stamp campaign, raising more than $30,000,000 in MI. Frank’s family continues to expand. Annabel marries Bartow Heminway and has two children. F. Langdon marries twice and has three children. He serves as a Captain in the Army Air Corp during WWII. Carolyn marries twice and has four children and 18 grandchildren. Frank’s obituary read as follows:

Newspaper Reporter: Death has ended the career of Frank W. Hubbard, a “country banker” who came to Detroit to reach the top ranks of this city’s financial institutions. Mr. Hubbard, who was 80 years old, died Thursday (December 30, 1943) in his home at 16900 Jefferson Avenue East, Grosse Pointe. Funeral services will be held at the residence at 2 p.m. Monday. Burial will be in the Elmwood Cemetery.

At the time of his death, Mr. Hubbard was a director of The Detroit Bank and chairman of the board of the Hubbard State Bank at Bad Axe, which he founded 60 years ago. He was also board chairman of the Elkton and Kinde State Banks. 

Before coming to Detroit 35 years ago, Mr. Hubbard organized and headed a number of other banks in the Thumb district, including banks at Sandusky, Sebewaing, Caseville and Pigeon MI. He founded and was president and managing director of the Michigan Pressed Steel Co. here for more than 30 years. He organized the Grosse Pointe Savings Bank and was its president for 20 years. 

He also was formerly a vice-president and director of the Industrial Morris Plan (now Industrial National) Bank, director of the Detroit Bankers’ Co., vice-president and director of the Bankers’ Trust Co., vice-president and director of the old Peninsular State Bank, director of the Second National Bank, Sandusky OH and director and manager of a lumber company at Asheville NC.

He was prominent in the Democratic Party in Michigan and served as a delegate to the party’s national convention in St. Louis in 1888. He also was an elector for Grover Cleveland. Mr. Hubbard and his sister, Mrs. William Lyon Phelps, who died four years ago, founded the Hubbard Memorial Hospital at Bad Axe in memory of their father, Langdon Hubbard, pioneer Thumb lumberman. 

Surviving are his wife, Mrs. Elizabeth L. Hubbard; two daughters, Mrs. Charles A. Parcells, of Grosse Pointe and Mrs. Bartow L. Heminway of Watertown Conn., and a son, Capt. F. Langdon Hubbard, of the Army Air Corps, who is now stationed in Eire; nine grandchildren and three great-grandchildren. 

Narrator: Elizabeth lives until 1953. Together with Frank, she continued the legacy of Langdon Hubbard. In 1947, her eldest daughter, Carolyn, and her husband, Charles Parcells, Sr. created the William Lyon Phelps Foundation and later restored the buildings in Huron City to create the museum. This preserves and keeps alive the history of Huron County and her family. 
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