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Introduction—Revised Edition (2013)
Now eight years into compiling family history and genealogical research, many of the old
parameters I had in place for what to primarily focus on for these family history books have
changed. They are more inclusive now, and necessarily expanded to include far more material.
The addition of numerous family photographs was most important, along with some
transcriptions of speeches made at my father’s retirement in April 1989, as well as additional
documents and letters that further illustrate the lives of my folks back in the day. Dad is gone
over 23 years now, and Mom’s passing in 2004 is nearly nine years ago. I would note that not a
single day goes by that I don’t think of them. Memories, images, questions, stories, and most of
all, simply missing them. I have so often wished I somehow could have handed over the
questions I have accumulated now to the person I was back in the day when they were both still
alive. Alas, as we inherently realize, it will not happen—beautiful and fulfilling as it would be.
One particular memorable story came to me via Uncle Dan Coward (1936-2000), Allen’s
youngest brother. Dan had come to visit us up north the summer of 1988 (just before Allen’s
cancer diagnosis), as well as a surprise visit for Allen’s retirement ceremony in April 1989. I had
traveled down to spend some time with him and my Uncle Joe Coward (1930-2005) in South
Carolina over New Year’s, December 1992—January 1993. I had not visited my father’s
hometown of Belton, SC for over 20-years (last time was the summer of 1971 when I was just 10
years old), so it was my first trip as an adult. I had a wonderful time down there, and got to know
my southern relatives. I was one-generation removed, but they treated this Yankee cousin with
warmth and open arms. As my flight from Greenville, SC was leaving the following morning,
Dan took me to his place in nearby Taylors to spend the night. It was here that he shared this
deeply moving story with me. I wrote this story down on 17 January 1993, just two weeks after
returning to our then-home in Kansas City, MO. It reads:
Today is the three-year anniversary of the last time I saw my father alive. He was so close
to the end, so blurry eyed and unfocused on this side of the grave, that he was all but
unrecognizable for his original form (internally—personality wise). And seeing him at the funeral
home—he looked somewhat well again, restored somewhat in his physical form—but his soul was
clearly gone. He'd moved on.
Uncle Dan and I talked of death. Death as the ultimate passage, and as a coming
happening regardless of how it is perceived. He told a touching story about his last visit up North
while Dad was quite ill. This story filled in yet another small gap for me.
It was right before he went into the hospital for the last time, in December 1989. Dan said
that Mom was sick, and that he was a support person for Allen in her absence. Dad probably
wouldn't have accepted anyone else, now that I think about it.
Dan talked of how hard it was going to be for him to say goodbye to his brother the next day
when his flight was scheduled to leave. He told me in earnest how he dreamed about it that night,
with terrible nightmares. He said that in the dreams he was trying to say goodbye, much as he
didn't want to, but he found himself crying so uncontrollably that he couldn't even get the words
out. He said he kept waking up, and he was sweating and breathing hard and quite agitated. He
just didn't know what to say, or how he was going to say goodbye to his big brother. He knew he
had to, as he had to leave—but he knew in his heart that it would be the last time he’d see his big
brother alive. It was so hard.
He said that the next day, when it came time, it went all right. He went in and sat down
and talked with my father as he laid in his bed (he was unable to get up by this point). Dan said
that he told him about the dream and of how he didn't want to say goodbye. My father then looked
at him and said, “Then let's not say goodbye. Let’s just say, see you later...heaven or hell!”

4

We both laughed as he said this. I marveled at the story. He said how he tried to tell Doris
this later, and she seemed somewhat concerned by his final comment. He tried to reassure her that
this was purely indicative of Allen's sense of humor—brother to brother. It was not about possibly
going to hell, except as a humorous reference to their mutual youthful mischief. Dan said he felt bad
about it, but he still grinned. He knew what my father meant. So did I. The emphasis wasn't on
the heaven or hell part. It was on “see you later.”
As Dan told it, not only was I elated to hear this otherwise unknown story of my father,
but I also “got it.” As brothers, they intrinsically knew—they understood. And it was indeed
comforting to me to have this story image in my heart after Dan died—this sweet sense of the
two brothers joyously meeting again in the afterlife. It is all but indescribable.
I shared this story with my cousin Terry (Dan’s daughter) when I traveled down south for
Dan’s interment service in August 2000. As I recall, there were tears in both our eyes as I told the
tale. It was indeed touching, and she noted that she didn’t recall him telling that one before.
That whole time was sad and ironic, as Dan’s congestive heart failure had been steadily
worsening that summer, and when he died on Saturday, 12 August 2000 at his home in
Greenville, Terry was right there with him. I had no sooner made my travel plans for his funeral
the next day, Sunday, August 13th, when my wife received news that her father, Rev. Peter
Ramstad, had passed away suddenly that afternoon—after leading worship that very morning.
My plans were now superseded by my father-in-law’s funeral in Duluth, MN. I was fortunate to
be able to come down two weeks later for Dan’s interment service and be with the family and
extended relatives. It was an honor to be invited to sing “Amazing Grace” at his service.
As I got to know Joe and Dan over the years after Dad’s passing, I was often struck by
how much of him I saw in the two of them. They were opposites in many ways, but they
complemented one another so well—just like they did in my father. Joe was like that side of him
that was well disciplined, thoughtful, dedicated, generous, reserved—but willing to share his
thoughts and stories openly when the timing was right. And Dan was, for lack of a better term,
the trickster, a bawdy and good-hearted prankster with a deep well of mirth and mischief. Dan
had a remarkable ability to look you square in the eye and tell some cockamamie tale of
mistruth—and leave you hanging just long enough that he was serious, when he would break
into that wide infectious grin of his. Then you would both laugh aloud!
As much of a gentleman as Dad was, he too had his mischievous ways. One story he
related was from his Army days. Dad described how one time he was a newly commissioned
2nd Lieutenant in the Army, he was in a San Francisco bar during a stopover en route to the
Philippines in 1946 with his unit. He was with some fellow officers, having a drink, cutting loose,
when an older woman, a rather sanctimonious teetotaler, came in and began accosting the
various young men there for their wayward customs.
When she got to Dad, she said sharply, “Well, look at you, young man. What would your
father say if he came in and saw you right now?” To which my father forcefully (albeit
roguishly) replied, “I’d run like hell, lady. My father’s been dead for seven years!” The rest of
the officers guffawed with laughter, and the woman got in a huff and made a prompt exit!
He also described one time when he was working as an industrial chemist in Philadelphia
back in the mid-1950s. He and another fellow co-worker chemist were paid a visit by a traveling
salesman. The fellow was selling some fancy new brand of soap that would clean anything off
your hands. They dismissed him repeatedly, gently at first. But still he persisted. No, no, I can
hear your doubts—this soap will clean up anything, he stated emphatically. Dad shook his head
as he described what happened next. Working with inks and dyes as they did, they went and
fetched a vial of a potent deep red ink from the lab. So let’s see you wash this off, they
challenged him. So sold on his product line this poor sod was that he took them up on their
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nefarious offer, and doused his hands in the ink. They watched, trying mightily to contain their
laughter, as the man applied some of his soap, and scrubbed and scrubbed some more—to no
avail. On and on it went until the salesman, flushed and now embarrassed, gathered his samples
and swiftly headed for the door! Dad then grinned a little wistfully, and said, “You know, I
knew we shouldn’t have done that to him. He wouldn’t be able to sell $.10 cents worth of soap
for at least a couple of weeks. I felt bad about that incident for a while after that.” Dad’s glimmer
of shame after all those years touched me. Yeah, it was funny in its own way
As I write this, I am almost precisely the age of my grandfather, Nathan Allen Coward Sr.
(1887-1939) when he died from pneumonia on 30 March 1939, a week shy of his 52nd birthday.
Dad was just 12-years old when he became “the man of the house.” By 1944, he enlisted in the
U.S. Army just after graduating high school. His WWII correspondence with his mother, Sue
Queen Coward (1900-1965) is published in another volume. And my mother, rest her soul, was
just 14-years old when she received the War Department telegram indicating her oldest brother,
Ensign Elton Wayne Cooke (1919-1943), was missing in action over the Aleutian Islands. Lives
utterly changed with these family deaths. And though it feels pretty damned young now, I was
28-years old when Dad died, and 43 when Mom died. So I can say I did have the good fortune to
know them in early adulthood, at least. But time hurries on, Lord knows, and now I’m middleaged. I consider myself blessed in so many ways—not the least of which is the conviction and the
wherewithal to compile these volumes of family history. And with years of these labors of love,
so these books have emerged. May their shared memory be honored always.
Part of what motivated the timing of this book revision was the fact that it was the 60th
anniversary of their marriage this month, 2 May 1953. Their last living anniversary was in 1989,
their 36th. Now here I am with my beloved wife Ruth Ann, married 28 years this August, Ellen
& Mark married 28 years this June, and Susan & Jeff married 29 years this October. Here we all
are—now middle-aged. We’re indeed not too far behind them!
One image that has stayed with me, ever present in my thoughts whenever I am engaging
family history—especially my own parents, now both deceased. That is the strange and
fascinating juxtaposition of looking over their respective life histories, photos & letters, et al.,
from birth to death, compared with the visceral memories of their being my own parents, raising
me, guiding me, correcting, leading, educating and loving me from the moment of my birth.
From their very own baby books from the late 1920s, their adolescence, the college years, the long
married years full of children and the places they lived, our own marriages & children, and then
bidding them farewell when their time to depart came. The entire scope of their lives now
mapped out and documented to the best of my ability. This and the remembrance of who they
were in life, to me, to my siblings, to our friends, relatives and neighbors.
A question sometimes haunts me—could it be that these endeavors are but some form of
reminiscing, perhaps even nostalgia? And if so, what of it? Yet I persevere, somehow knowing
in my heart, that in the end—they’re not gone, but living within us. This is communion—a
blessing, loving those who are forever with us, those beloved souls we’ve shared our lives with.
I remember on a few occasions of our family gathering thinking, amidst the stories and
banter, wondering how long would it go on. It couldn’t really end, could it? What if there’s a
limit—a finite number of times we’ll ever all be together as one. When might there be an
absence, the empty place at the table where one of us used to sit. What then? Well?
Some answers we’ll never really have, I expect. And all we can do, ever do, is love those
with whom we share this unique, precious, fleeting life for all we’re worth. For sooner or later,
we shall every one of us say in our own way, “See you later!” Bless us always.
—David R. Coward
Eagan, Minnesota (7 May 2013)
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Introduction (2008)

Where to begin? My beloved father and mother, Nathan Allen Coward Jr. (1927-1990)
& Doris Cooke Coward (1929-2004), have left this world for the next. They are now in hands
of God—and as we know, no tears or longing can ever bring them back to us. Yet in my
experience, for we the living they remain alive in the memories and their stories. Indeed we
are meant to keep them alive. Though there is a wealth of stories that could be told of my
parents’ lives, I thought it best that they should tell their stories themselves. And, in as much
as possible, their letters to one another, their writings and myriad photographs ably tell their
precious stories. My calling was to bring them together in order to share these stories and
memories to pass them along to the next generation(s).
My immersion into family history began somewhat unexpectedly in June 2005 when I
undertook the task of caretaking the hundreds of old family letters that had been floating in
my mother’s garage for many years. The fascinating and indeed exhilarating discovery of
such a treasure of unforetold family letters prompted me to begin the slow (and often
cumbersome) process of sorting them all out. It was from this rather sudden and auspicious
beginning that my transcribing efforts for my father’s letters were born. Soon to follow were
my grandparents’ correspondence, and then those of my father and his mother—primarily
from his years in the U.S. Army (1944-1947). My parents’ correspondence was next.
With all family history documents, you work with what you have—no more and no
less. As such, this volume of their letters, postcards, poems, lectures, résumés, certificates,
notes, recollections and photographs contains the finest and most thorough rendering of their
lives therein I could offer. I decided to include a historical timeline that would reflect at least
the unfolding of their life events. I focused on family details (i.e. births, deaths, marriages)
and educational endeavors, some moves and visits, as well as various special occasions and
events of significance. The letters, in chronological order, are divided into two sections—first
Allen, then Doris. The photographs and other documents are in a rough chronological sort,
as such. The book’s title is a quote from Allen’s brief letter to Doris on Christmas Eve, 1952.
I fondly recall so many family gatherings over the years where we would find
ourselves assembled at the dinner table or the living room and telling the stories and
anecdotes of our lives. One by one, you’d take in the stories—from the younger years into
adulthood, and ever so slowly they would weave into this tremendous tapestry of our family
legacy. Who would have guessed how rare and precious such stories are until the only voice
you hear them in now lies deep within one’s soul. It is from these myriad stories that our
children learn of their grandparents and ancestors long-gone.
I am filled with a sense of humility and gratitude for this undertaking, and it is in this
light that I have been able to guide it to fruition with requisite grace and loving care. It is to
our beloved parents, Allen & Doris, and their children and grandchildren that this volume is
dedicated—to celebrate with all the love in our hearts your years together. My thanks to my
sweet wife Ruth Ann for her on-going support and these lovingly rendered book covers. I
also would also extend my deepest appreciation and thanks to our dear family friends Joe &
Jo An Horton for their contributions to this volume.
Dad & Mom, we all miss you ever so much. You will be remembered always.
Your son,
David R. Coward (December 2008)
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Thoughts and Reflections on Dad’s Writings (November 2005)

This project, much like my recent work on the collected sermons of our grandfather,
Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke, has been in essence a labor of love—that is, a love not merely in
terms of filial affection or dedication, but in terms of making a concerted effort to keep the
memory and spirit of our dear departed father alive through his writings. His story lives in
our hearts, without a doubt—which is as it should be. But these documents and letters that
have surfaced both recently and over the years provided the materials and the impetus to
definitively pursue this project.
His poetry, though for the most part from his late adolescence, reveals a caring and
deeply sensitive soul—with a profound idealism, curiosity and respect for the world, as well
as a notable sense of humor. His pursuit of poetry was in no small way aided by his position
as student editor of his the Belton High School newspaper, which amply provided a venue to
share his talents. Only a handful of poems have surfaced from the remainder of his life—one
written in commemoration of his twenty-year anniversary of graduation from Belton High
School, and three others from the last decade of his life. The last two, “Insight,” and “I Thank
Thee God for Death,” were only discovered after his death in January 1990. The latter, his
final poem, was a courageous and reverent tribute to the finality of his seasons on this earth.
It is contemplative and touchingly elegiac—though never maudlin. It is the cryptic former
poem, “Insight,” whose mysterious images I have often pondered over the years. Its subject,
unknown and unnamed, and its origins remain both fascinating, and yet so inscrutable.
I am reminded of typically brief, unexpected and thought-provoking conversation I
had with him perhaps a few years before his illness. He was just passing through the hall
past the kitchen, heading for the living room when he stopped and just said to me, “You
know, I have often wondered what the life beyond this one is like, haven’t you?” Sweetly
surprised, I turned and agreed with him. He continued, “You know what I hope? I’ve
always hoped that after death, I could just flit about the universe, seeing all the cosmos, and
finally finding out how everything works!” I smiled at that almost boy-like wonder in his
eyes, and that search for truth and kinship I knew well, and affirmed that that would indeed
be a wonderful way to spend eternity. As memory serves, he had said his peace, and he
cheerfully moved on—to whatever next would occupy him (i.e. grading papers, reading or
perhaps listening to Chopin or Gilbert & Sullivan). Dad nearly always determined the
timing, topic and duration of a conversation—and this was no exception. It was just his way.
It was just that the metaphysical topic and his evident enthusiasm in hope for such universal
freedom touched me—and have in the ensuing fifteen years since his passing have in many
ways converged. In this way, I have seen his wistful vision of the beyond as the fulfillment
of both his romantic and scientific views of existence.
His letters to our mother also provide some insights into his early adulthood and his
aspirations in love and for his profession. The tenderness and affection from first to last
(from what was presumably their initial meeting to a note commemorating the 25th
anniversary of their engagement) are sweet and touching, and at times impishly playful.
Though admittedly my view (from early middle-age) of their developing romance is tinged
with a loving nostalgia, it is also an ennobling perspective on his abject loyalty to my mother
as a wife, and to the institution of marriage itself. There before me were several adoring love
poems to her I never had realized existed. His steadfast dedication to his wife and family
was a yet another quality about him that I lived with only the vaguest appreciation for
throughout my youth, and only began to truly admire in the early years of my own marriage.
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The impatience and ambivalence expressed by our mother for the difficulties in their
relationship in later years somehow made sense at the time, and yet has grown increasingly
perplexing since then. As I sat, transcribing the letters one by one mostly in chronological
order, I could not help but be rather confounded by the contrast of where their love began—
and where they finished. It is my tender and deepest hope that their true love for one
another was blessed and reconciled within the infinite healing, love and care of our eternal
Father. Maranatha.
Also included are a couple of undated lectures (presumably from his early academic
career) in which he expressly addresses his views on religion, personal faith, and human
development. As always, his views are to me a cross-section of spiritual belief and scientific
method (which is also expressed in a brief interview I transcribed for a philosophy course I
once took). The logic with which he approached his religious beliefs was such that I feel now
like I had indeed recognized it, however dimly, over last years of his life. So much of what
he was is only now coming clear to me, though there were, along the way, subtly
underdeveloped insights into his bewilderingly intelligent and enigmatically noble
character—a man both deeply honorable and mischievous, with his love of humor and yet
often serious to the point of solemnity.
Aside from the simple (almost perennial) wish that he’d have lived longer, the only
true regret that I have with his passing now so many years ago was that he did not get to see
his grandchildren grow up, and that they, in turn, did not get to know their Grandpa Al as
they grew. Jonathan claims only a few clear memories of his grandfather (bearing in mind
that he wasn’t yet three when he died), and I’ve assumed the same for Jason. For the rest
(and all that follow), he lives on in the stories. Remembrance, loving and fondly thoughtful,
lives in the spirit of reminiscence and storytelling. And in this way, these writings allow him
to do some of his own telling, which I, for one, am pleased to have been able to assist in
providing the opportunity.
For Dad—you are well remembered, and always missed. Blessings and peace, and
may your spirit live always through our lives.
—David Coward (Buffalo, MN—November 2005)
Note: These reflections are from my first published transcriptions of Allen’s letters and
documents three years ago, not long after I began working with the wealth of family letters. I
have included these thoughts here primarily in keeping with the cumulative sense of the family
history work I’ve been engaged in, though suffice it to say that I would probably write them a
little differently now.—David Coward (December 2008)
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Time line for the lives of Allen & Doris Coward
(1927-2005)
1927

1929

1930
1932
1936
1939

1942
1943

1944

1946
1947

January 7. Nathan Allen Coward, Jr. is born in Belton, South Carolina to Nathan Allen Coward
(1887-1939) and Susan Queen Coward (1900-1965), who had married in 1919. Allen’s father was a
newspaper publisher, founding The Belton News in 1925, running it until his death. Allen was the
oldest of four siblings—two brothers and a sister.
March 2. Doris Elaine Cooke is born in Syracuse, New York to Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke (18891955) and Lillian Luther Cooke (1888-1961), who had married in 1915. Rev. A.H. Cooke was a
Congregational pastor. Doris was the youngest of four siblings—with her sister Nell Katherine
Cooke (1917-2003), and brothers Elton Wayne Cooke (1919-1943) and James Arthur “Jim” Cooke
(1920-2005).
December 6. Allen’s brother Benjamin Joel “Joe” Coward (1930-2005) is born in Belton, SC.
December 12. Allen’s sister Lena Susan Coward (1932-1991) is born in Belton, SC.
September. Rev. A.H. Cooke and family move from Syracuse, NY to Patchogue, Long Island,
New York where he serves as Pastor of the Congregational Church of Patchogue until 1947.
November 29. Allen’s brother Thomas Daniel “Dan” Coward (1936-2000) is born in Belton, SC.
March 30. Allen’s father Nathan dies suddenly in Belton, SC, one week shy of his 52nd birthday.
He had suffered from pneumonia for a couple of weeks. Allen finds himself “the man of the
house” at age twelve, with three young siblings and his mother widowed. Sue Coward continues
in her husband’s stead to run the newspaper with his younger brother, Glenn Coward (1908-1988).
May. Doris’ brother Elton graduates from Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island. In July,
Elton enters WWII and joins the Navy and begins aviator training. He first trains in Squantum,
MA, and is then transferred to Jacksonville, FL.
February. Jim Cooke graduates from Brown University, Providence, R.I. with a B.S. in Mechanical
Engineering. He then enlists in the U.S. Army and trains for the U.S. Army Signal Corps, where he
later serves in Belgium and Germany. Elton visits his family (for the last time) as well.
April 11. Jim Cooke marries Kathryn “Connie” Morello (b.1923). His father Rev. A.H. Cooke
performs their ceremony.
May 4. Allen’s paternal grandfather, Robert Rogers Coward dies in Ware Shoals, SC. He was 76
years old.
May 10. Ensign Elton W. Cooke is reported missing-in-action in the Aleutian Islands, Alaska. He
was 23 years old—and would have turned 24 on July 11. He was co-pilot on a Naval
reconnaissance flight near Kiska Island, which was at this point occupied by Japanese forces.
Neither the plane nor his (or the crew’s) remains are ever found. Elton was listed as MIA and is
officially declared “presumed dead” by President Harry S. Truman in January 1946.
October 23. Nell Cooke marries Ronald H. Elperin (1913-2009) in Patchogue, NY.
May 30. Allen graduates from Belton High School, South Carolina at the age of 17.
June 8. Doris’ niece Priscilla Ann Cooke is born in Buffalo, NY to Jim & Connie Cooke, just before
Jim ships overseas.
June. Allen enlists in the U.S. Army. After completing basic training, he is accepted into OCS
(Officer Candidate School) for advanced military training. He remains engaged in these studies for
the next two years.
May. Doris graduates from Patchogue High School at the age of 17.
November. Now a 2nd Lieutenant, Allen is sent overseas with the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers
to the Philippines during the reconstruction where he serves until May 1947.
August 25. Elton Elperin is born to Ron & Nell Elperin, named after his late uncle.
September. Doris enrolls at Keuka College in Keuka Park, New York.
September. Allen is accepted under the G.I. Bill into The Citadel in Charleston, South Carolina
and begins work on a Bachelor of Science degree in chemistry.
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1948

1950

1951

1952

1953
1954

1955
1956
1957
1958

1959
1960

October. After eleven years in Patchogue, Rev. A.H. Cooke and his wife accept a new ministry
position in Jamestown, New York. He serves the Pilgrim Memorial Congregational Church until
his death in 1955.
February 11. Nancy Louise Cooke is born in Buffalo, NY to Jim & Connie Cooke.
July 28. Doris & Pat Farrell’s near-death experience flying, as a WWII Navy veteran named
George Hahn took the aircraft they’d just been flying, and the engine quit on him, crashing into the
harbor near the Sayville Airport which Pat’s mother-in-law owned. She never flew again.
March 14. Barbara Cooke is born in Buffalo, NY to Jim & Connie Cooke.
June 10. Allen graduates from the Citadel with a B.S. in Chemistry. He is commissioned as a 1st
Lieutenant in the U.S. Army Reserve Corps of Engineers.
September. Allen begins graduate studies in physical chemistry at the University of Rochester,
New York. His doctoral advisor is Dr. W. Albert Noyes (1898-1980).
May. Doris graduates from Keuka College with a B.A. in Psychology & Sociology.
(month unknown) Doris is employed by Bausch & Lomb Optical Company in Rochester, NY as a
psychometrist in the personnel department. She works there until her marriage in May 1953.
July. Allen’s brother Joe marries Belton-native Donia Campbell (b.1932) in New Mexico, where he
is serving in the U.S. Air Force during the Korean War.
September. Allen’s sister Lena marries Albert F. Jackson (b.1931).
October 5. Benjamin Joel “Benny” Coward, Jr. is born to Joe & Donia Coward.
December 2. Allen and Doris get engaged in Rochester, NY. Though they’d met in the spring of
1951, Doris was in an on-and-off relationship with a fellow named Dee Murray till early 1952,
whereupon she and Allen began their relationship in earnest. Their blossoming affection is
evidenced in their correspondence in 1952.
May 2. Allen & Doris are married in Jamestown, New York by her father, Rev. A.H. Cooke. They
honeymoon in the Pocono Mountains of Pennsylvania.
March 11. Sarah Evelyn Coward is born to Joe & Donia Coward in Valleja, California.
May 17. Kay Jackson is born to Albert & Lena Jackson.
May. Allen is awarded his Ph.D. in Physical Chemistry from the University of Rochester, NY. Al
& Doris move to Philadelphia, PA where he begins his career as an industrial research chemist at
Frederick H. Levey Co.
June 11. Katherine “Katie” Elperin is born to Ron & Nell Elperin.
August 27. James Allen “Jim” Coward is born in Philadelphia to Allen & Doris.
November 28. Jim is baptized in Jamestown, NY by his grandfather, Rev. A.H. Cooke.
April 27. Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke suffers a fatal heart attack while convalescing from an earlier
one (in late March) in Jamestown, NY. He was 66 years old.
June 6. Allen is honorably discharged from the U.S. Army Reserve.
May 22. Kelly Jackson is born to Albert & Lena Jackson.
August. Dan Coward enlists in the U.S. Army and after basic training serves a two-year hitch in
Germany. He’s given a medical discharge related to an off-duty eye injury in 1958.
April 8. Susan Marie Coward is born in Philadelphia to Allen & Doris.
(month unknown) Allen starts a new position as research chemist with American Viscose Corp. in
Philadelphia, PA.
January 26. Amy Jackson is born to Albert & Lena Jackson.
(month unknown) At an American Chemical Association meeting in Boston, MA, Allen meets
with Dr. Howard Thomas from Wisconsin State College. Allen is offered (and soon accepts) a
position teaching chemistry in their newly constructed science building (Barstow Hall).
September. Al & Doris Coward and family move to Superior, Wisconsin to begin his new position
as teaching chemistry at the University of Wisconsin-Superior [then Wisconsin State College].
October 22. Dan Coward marries Betty Jo Porter (b.1941) in Belton, SC.
September. Al & Doris purchase a home on 1803 Grand Avenue (close to UW-Superior) where
they will reside for next four years.
December 26. Terry Jo Coward is born to Dan & Betty Jo Coward in Belton, SC.
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May 23. David Robert Coward is born in Superior, Wisconsin to Al & Doris.
November 15. Lillian Luther Cooke dies in a Westerville, Ohio nursing home, where she’d
suffered from advanced dementia (likely Alzheimer’s) for several years. She was 73 years old.
Summer. Allen & family spend the summer in Manhattan, Kansas, while Allen engages in postdoctoral research at Kansas State University through a National Science Foundation grant.
Summer. Allen & family spend another summer in Manhattan, Kansas, while Allen continues his
post-doctoral research at Kansas State University through a National Science Foundation grant.
(month unknown) Al & Doris and the family go down to North & South Carolina to visit the
extended Coward family, including his Uncles Lee & Linden, along with his 94-year-old
grandmother Lena Allen Coward.
August. Al’s mother, Sue Queen Coward visits from Belton, SC. It is her last visit before her death
in January 1965.
October 9. Al & Doris move from their house on Grand Avenue to their large new family home at
2302 John Avenue in Superior, where they will live for ten years.
January 24. Susan Queen Coward, Allen’s mother, dies from cardiac arrest in Belton, SC. She was
64 years old.
Summer. Allen & family spend their final summer in Manhattan, Kansas, while Allen completes
his post-doctoral research at Kansas State University through a National Science Foundation grant.
April 24. Ellen Ruth Coward is born in Superior, Wisconsin to Al & Doris.
June. Al & Doris move the family to Madison, WI for a sabbatical year with Al teaching chemistry
at UW-Madison. They live in University Housing.
October 22. Nathan Daniel Coward is born in Belton, SC to Dan & Betty Jo Coward.
May. Allen nearly dies after both lungs are collapsed from blood clots following knee surgery.
Miraculously, as Doris later described it, his heart never stopped beating on the operating table,
and the doctors mightily worked to bring him back. He recovered fully within weeks—and lived
for nearly twenty-two more years.
March 3. Lena Allen Coward, Allen’s paternal grandmother, dies in a nursing home in Anderson,
SC. She was 99 years old and would have turned 100 that October 20th.
June. Allen goes to RPI (Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute) in Troy, NY for summer post-doctoral
work, sponsored by the National Science Foundation.
Summer. Allen spends the summer teaching chemistry at Purdue University in Lafayette, Indiana.
The family visits him in late July.
June. Jim Coward graduates from Superior Senior High School.
Summer. Allen again spends the summer teaching chemistry at Purdue University in Lafayette,
Indiana. The family visits him again in late July.
June 29. Allen’s uncle Linden J. Coward, his late-father’s younger brother, dies from cancer. The
funeral is held in Belton, SC in early July. It is the first gathering of all the Coward siblings in
many years.
August. Al & Doris sell their home on John Avenue and purchase 40-acres in South Range,
Wisconsin, setting up a mobile home as their new family residence.
June. Susan Coward graduates from Superior Senior High School.
May 2. Al & Doris & family attend an evening performance of “West Side Story” at UW-Superior
(David had a chorus role) and then go to Jim’s apartment for a celebration of their 25th wedding
anniversary.
June 7. David Coward graduates from Superior Senior High School.
August. Jim moves to Madison to continue college at UW-Madison.
September. David begins college majoring in Music & Theater at UW-Superior.
May. Jim graduates with a Bachelors Degree from UW-Madison.
September. Susan begins doctoral studies at the University of Minnesota School of Veterinary
Medicine. Jeffrey Abelt (b.1960) is a classmate. They become engaged within a year.
September. David transfers to UM-Duluth after three years at UW-Superior.
June 7. Ellen Coward graduates from Superior Senior High School.
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July—August. Following Susan’s impetus (from her adventure-employment the previous
summer), David & Ellen join Susan & her fiancé Jeff (and his two younger brothers) in trekking to
Kodiak Island, Alaska to work in a salmon canning factory for the summer.
October 6. Susan marries Jeff Abelt in Superior, Wisconsin.
May 18. David graduates from UM-Duluth with a B.A. in Music & Psychology.
June 25. Ellen marries Mark Dahl (b.1963) in a civil ceremony in Minneapolis, MN before
accompanying Mark out to Virginia for basic training with the U.S. Marine Corps. He had just
graduated from the University of Minnesota with a B.S. in Chemistry. He subsequently begins
flight training, and is later assigned to fly FA-18 fighter jets.
August 18. David marries Ruth Ann Ramstad (b.1965) whom he met at UM-Duluth.
December. Ellen & Mark come home for a formal wedding celebration reception at Central United
Methodist Church in Superior, WI.
June 21. Susan & Jeff Abelt graduate from U. of M. School of Veterinary Medicine with their DVM
degrees. They move to Cloquet, MN and begin their practice there.
March 31. Al & Doris’ first grandchild, Jonathan Ramstad Coward is born in Minneapolis, MN to
David & Ruth Ann. They move back to Duluth in May.
June. After years in Madison, WI, Jim moves out to Los Angeles, CA to continue administrative
work with two Psychology professors formerly from UW-Madison, now as faculty at UCLA.
July 31. Al & Doris’ 2nd grandson, Jason Charles Abelt is born in Duluth to Susan & Jeff Abelt.
September. After two years, Ruth Ann Ramstad returns to UM-Duluth and resumes her work on
a Bachelor of Arts in Philosophy.
July. Motivated by their Uncle Glenn’s death (July 6), Dan Coward visits Allen & Doris in South
Range—their first meeting since 1974, and Dan’s first trip to Wisconsin. His daughter Terry and
son Nathan later join him to visit. Jim & Connie Cooke visit a week later.
August 16. After weeks of severe digestive maladies, Allen is diagnosed with advanced pancreatic
cancer at St. Mary’s Medical Center. His initial prognosis is 3-6 months.
October. Allen & Doris travel to South Carolina to visit all his siblings for the first time since Uncle
Linden’s funeral in July 1974.
November 18. Al & Doris & Susan attend a concert in Cloquet to see David singing with the
newly formed Arrowhead Chorale. That evening Al announces that he is in remission following
experimental cancer treatments.
December 26. David is accepted into the UW-Madison School of Library and Information Studies
program, to begin the following summer semester.
April 6. Al’s retirement celebration is held at UW-Superior, hosted by Joe Horton.
May 20. Ruth Ann Ramstad graduates from UM-Duluth with a B.A. in Philosophy.
June. David & Ruth Ann move to Madison for David to begin graduate studies in Library Science
at UW-Madison.
August. The Cooke family gathers for a reunion at Al & Doris’ homestead in South Range. This
location was chosen because of Al’s declining health.
December. Allen’s remission is now truly over, and with the cancer is spreading again, he enters
palliative care at St. Mary’s Medical Center in Duluth. He will remain there until his death.
January 21. Allen dies early Sunday afternoon at St. Mary’s with Doris and their good friends, Joe
& Jo An Horton by his bedside. He had just turned 63 years old. His funeral was on January 24.
His ashes were later interred at his parent’s plot at the Belton cemetery.
February. Jim leaves his job at UCLA and moves back to South Range, WI to help Doris keep up
with the homestead in the wake of Al’s death.
April 19. Devin Rachel Dahl is born in South Carolina to Ellen & Mark Dahl. Mark is on
“hardship duty,” assigned to an aircraft carrier for six months. He returns to their home in
Beaufort, SC in June and greets his infant daughter for the first time.
July 18. Benjamin Ramstad Coward is born in Madison, WI to David & Ruth Ann.
August. David graduates with an M.A. in Library Science from UW-Madison. They move to
Kansas City, Kansas within weeks for his first professional library position.
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August 6. Allen’s sister Lena Coward Jackson dies in Westminster, California due to
complications from pneumonia and other pulmonary ailments. She is 58 years old.
August. Doris sells the homestead in South Range, moving to an apartment in Superior which she
shares with Jim.
September. Ruth Ann begins the M.Div. program at Saint Paul School of Theology, a seminary of
The United Methodist Church, in Kansas City, Missouri.
June 16. Nathan Abelt is born in Duluth, MN to Susan & Jeff Abelt.
August 17. Connor James Dahl is born in Mission Viejo, California to Ellen & Mark Dahl.
August. A Cooke family reunion is held on Cape Cod, Massachusetts. Most immediate family
members are in attendance.
March 29. Tyler Nathan Dahl is born in Mission Viejo, California to Ellen & Mark Dahl.
May 21. Ruth Ann graduates from Saint Paul School of Theology, Kansas City, MO.
July 26. After nearly four years in Kansas City, David & Ruth Ann move back to Minnesota for
David’s new position with the Minneapolis Public Library.
November. Doris is diagnosed with breast cancer and undergoes a radical mastectomy, followed
by radiation and chemo therapy. Her health improves somewhat for the next few years, and she
remains cancer free until very close to her death nearly ten years later.
January. Ellen visits the Northland, and all five of the Cowards gather for the first time in five
years (since Allen’s death in 1990). Jim sets up a recording for all five of us as we watch the old
silent 8mm home movies as we collectively added the commentary & one-liners.
June 16. Lauren Elizabeth Dahl is born in Mission Viejo, California to Ellen & Mark Dahl.
August. A Cooke family reunion is held at a family campground in Deer Park, Ohio. It will be the
last reunion with all the Cooke elders present.
December 3. Doris is resuscitated from a sudden cardiac arrest while at St. Mary’s Medical Center
in Duluth. Due to the subsequent congestive heart failure, she requires continual oxygen for the
remainder of her life.
December 20. Jeff Abelt’s father, Art Abelt, dies in Wisconsin. He was 68 years old.
July 4. James Ramstad Coward, Doris’ youngest grandchild, is born in St. Louis Park, MN to
David & Ruth Ann.
September. Ellen & Mark and family visit from California, and all Doris’ kids and grandchildren
get together for the first time in many years.
November. The adoption process for Shaquisha (b.1990) and William (b.1996) is underway for
Susan & Jeff Abelt and family. Biological half-siblings, the children had previously lived in
separate foster care homes in the Twin Cities.
June 2. Ruth Ann is ordained an Elder in the United Methodist Church by Bishop John Hopkins at
the chapel of St. John’s University, Collegeville, MN.
August 12. Allen’s brother, Dan Coward, dies in Greenville, SC after a prolonged period of
declining health from congestive heart failure. He was 63 years old.
August 13. Ruth Ann’s father, Rev. Peter Ramstad, dies at his home in Hermantown, MN from
cardiac arrhythmia only hours after supply preaching at a local church. He was 68 years old.
Because of his father-in-law’s death, David cannot attend his Uncle Dan’s funeral service—though
he does attend Dan’s interment service in Belton, SC two weeks later.
December 2. In celebration of the formal adoption of Shaquisha & William into the family of
Susan & Jeff Abelt, they are baptized.
September 4. After relocating to Buffalo, MN for Ruth Ann’s new ministry there, David begins
graduate work in Muslim-Christian interfaith relations at Luther Seminary in St. Paul, MN. This is
exactly 1-week before the attacks of 9/11. He also begins a work there as a librarian (after a year
and a half as a stay-at-home dad with his youngest son James).
October. Jim accompanies his mother Doris on a trip to Long Island, NY to visit, presumably for
the last time, her childhood home and other familiar haunts in Patchogue. She visits old friends
and attends the Congregational Church of Patchogue Sunday services with a special bulletin insert
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commemorating her late father’s ministry there from 1936 to 1947. She even meets an elderly
widow for whom Rev. A.H. Cooke had performed their wedding back in the late 1930s.
September 6. Doris’ sister Nell Cooke Elperin dies in Boston, MA. She is 85 years old. Doris’
health is too frail for her to attend the funeral on September 13th, and Susan goes in her stead,
reading a eulogy that Doris wrote in memory of her big sister. Ron dies on 13 April 2009 at 95.
March. Doris’ congestive heart failure and diabetes advance to the point that Jim (who had been
her companion and increasingly her caregiver over the past fourteen years) was unable to continue
caring for her at home. She moves to the Villa Marina nursing home in Superior.
June 25-26. Ellen returns home to Superior for her 20th anniversary high school reunion, and
Susan comes back as well. The remaining five Coward family members are together for the last
time when we visited Doris at the Villa Marina, where she remained in good spirits, though
physically quite frail.
July 31. Doris Cooke Coward dies from cardiac arrest this Saturday morning at the Villa Marina.
She is 75 years old. Her memorial service was held on August 10th to allow family members from
across the country to attend. Her only remaining sibling, her brother Jim, sends a eulogy that was
read by his daughter Priscilla.
May 17. Allen’s last sibling, his brother Joe Coward, dies in Belton, SC due to complications from
lung cancer. He is 74 years old. David is able to attend the May 20th funeral in Belton.
May 22. David graduates from Luther Seminary, having earned his M.A. in Islamic Studies &
Muslim-Christian Interfaith Dialogue.
June 3. David & Ruth Ann’s son Jonathan graduates from Buffalo High School.
June 9. David inherits the myriad boxes of letters, documents & photos from Jim, who’d been
caretaking them along with Mom until her death 11-months before. So family history begins…
August 6. Dr. Howard Thomas, former head of the Chemistry department at UW-Superior, dies in
Minneapolis. He was 87 years old. Howard had hired Al at UWS in 1958, and the Thomas family
were long-time friends of the Cowards.
August 13. Jim Cooke dies due to complications from pneumonia in Columbus, Ohio. The last
surviving Cooke sibling, he was 85 years old. David & Jim drive down from Minnesota to Ohio to
attend the memorial service, where Susan joins them (driving up from Tennessee). With Joe
Coward & Jim Cooke’s deaths, the last of our respective elder Coward & Cooke blood relatives
were now gone.

Allen, Susan, David, Jim, Doris & Ellen, April 1970.
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Allen Coward, Belton High School graduation portrait, 30 March 1944.

16

2nd Lieutenant Nathan A. Coward, WWII, ca. 1945.
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Allen Coward, graduation portrait from The Citadel, 1950.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, April 23, 1951, 4:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
c/o Keuka College
Keuka Park, N.Y.

Sunday, April 22, 1951
Dear Doris,
Being guilty of gross negligence and minor theft, I am returning the $.60
that I took from you at the dance. I hope you didn’t starve for the lack of it.
I enjoyed the evening very much and for your information I don’t even
have a sniffle to show for it. I guess I’m just a hardy soul.
You must be very busy. What with graduating and everything. You
know, 25 hours of work to do in 8 days a week, etc.
I hope you are still your sweet self when it is over. If, during the ensuing
struggle, you find the time, I would like very much to hear from you.
Sincerely,
Al

Note: This is the earliest correspondence I have between my mother and father, and probably
was a follow-up from their very first meeting at a college dance my mother referred to in a
lengthy conversation we had back in March 1989 (on a road trip to UW-Madison to visit the
library school, where I’d recently been accepted to begin that June), while Dad was still in
remission from pancreatic cancer.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, April 10, 1952, 9:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
27 Locust Street
Jamestown, N.Y.

Saturday, April 10, 1952
Dearest Doris,
It is quite difficult to write a letter when one knows that he will see the
person written to before they receive the letter. Such a letter cannot, by
definition, contain important news or be surprising in any way. Then, what
would one write about? The answer is quite simple. One subject, never grows
old, never fades for the retelling, never lacks the avid interest of those parties
concerned. That subject is of course, love.
Love is, according to Webster, “A feeling of strong personal attachment
induced by sympathetic understanding , or by ties of kinship; ardent affection.”
and, “Tender and passionate affection for one of the opposite sex.” However,
any one in love will immediately say, “That definition is good as far as it goes
but it by no means tells the whole story.” The undefinability of love is so great
that probably millions of lines of poetry (both good and bad) have been written
about it and I dare say that none of all this has ever completely defined it. It all
adds up to the truth that love cannot be explained in words. Love must be
denoted by action in order to be understood. Like any good leader or teacher,
love requires much more than “lip service.”
All of which means, that I can hardly wait until I see you again when we
shall drink from that cup which becomes fuller and sweeter the more that it is
used.
I love you,
Al
(poems included on separate sheets in the letter dated Saturday, April 10, 1952)

While some people say that the
best poetry has already been written
And that for lovers to try to
write more just ain’t fitten
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I still say I would like to
hold you very tightly
and whisper sweet nothings into
your ear both day and nightly.
****
If the spring is soft and silly
And your heart’s just willy nilly
And the tweet tweet twitter
birdsongs are so nice.
Then you must feel as I do
And I’d love to be beside you
a short eternity would just suffice.
And with the wine of pleasure
We would drink our fill, full measure
And vicariously get drunken
with each kiss
Through the swilling of each draught
Quite dipsomaniac in our thought
We’d embroil ourselves in
cumulated bliss.
And while I’m no budding poet
Having wilted long before it
(the “it” is just to make the
damn thing rhyme.)
I will fill your lips with kisses
Cheeks and chin will take near misses
And I’ll put my words to action
in due time.

21

Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, April 29, 1952, 9:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Personnel Testing Department
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester, N.Y.

Tuesday, April 29, 1952
Dearest Doris,
I stood upon a hill and turned
and saw my life behind me;
The winding way that leads to now.
I saw the rocky places where I had
stumbled and the little spots where
I had healed my wounds.
I saw the glens and fallow fields where I rested
and the arbors and gardens where I ate.
I saw the flowers and I was happy.
I saw the brambles and felt ashamed.
And then I turned again but my
hill was barren and I was afraid.
And I looked ahead and in the
distance there were castles,
fields, splendidly green among
purple summits.
Yet, the way between was
clouded over and I could not
tell if my way led there.
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Then a stranger came upon
my path and said “Let us walk
together.”
And we walked.
But my wounds hurt and I limped.
The stranger said, “You suffer.”
But I was proud and replied,
“I am sound, let us walk.”
And then I fell.
The stranger said again, “You suffer.”
And with great fear I replied,
“Yes,” and pointing, “Here, here,
and here.”
The stranger knelt and soothed my pains,
and I saw that they were soothed through love.
We rose and walked.
And my hill was no longer
barren, the way not clouded
over, the stranger no longer strange.
Then, hand in hand, You and I
went forward.
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, July 26, 1952, 8:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island
New York

July 26, 1952
Saturday Morning
Dearest Doris,
You will probably get this in Sunday mail call so I will wish you a
pleasant Sabbath.
I miss you already. It is strange (and
beautiful) how two people can become so
enmeshed in one another. I feel that a large
part of my soul is down on Long Island and
that only a skeleton crew of me is working
here.
The day is beautiful, rather cool and
spring like. I hope it isn’t too hot with you.
Are you going to get in much sailing
or rowing? It should be fun.
Here is a bag [drawing of a tied-up
bag] inside are tied up all my smooches for
the weekend. Hope they last you for a
while.
I love you, Al

24

Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, July 28, 1952, 1:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island, New York

Sunday Evening, July 27, 1952
Dearest Doris,
If I had ever had any doubts as to my love for you (which I haven’t) they
would have been resolved now when I see how much I miss you. As the time
drags by, I wonder how I got along without you before.
The party was good last night; buffet dinner was served in Dr. Noyes back
yard. As I walked around the house, there stood Dr. Noyes with a smile on his
face and a tray of drinks. (He didn’t know I was on the wagon). I walked past
and after he served a couple of other people he asked me, “Manhattan or
Martini?” “Neither,” I said, “I’m on the wagon.” Dr. Noyes grinned and said
“Oh.” Then when I still didn’t take one he frowned and said, “Are you
serious?” I said that I was and he went and got me a ginger ale. However I
think I scared the old boy rather badly, because he made several comments
about it and looked back at me rather strangely several times during the
evening. Frankly, I got a big kick out of it. Noyes had been shaken rather badly
several days previously. You see, André Finkelstein’s brother George had
arrived from Paris and to everybody’s great surprise is a teetotaler. This as you
know is considered by the French to be akin to blasphemy.
I went to a little neighborhood Baptist church this morning. The people
are very friendly there; they asked me to join the choir. Even though it was
impractical, I felt very complimented.
Worked for about five hours in the lab but didn’t get much accomplished.
I just practiced my glass blowing because I will have to be in good shape when I
rebuild my line.
Right now I am listening to a F.M. performance of Johann Strauss’s Wiener
Blut. It is wonderful. I just wrote Mother and Jim & Connie. I sent Jim the
book (Rayleigh Manuel).
I love you, I love you, I love you, Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, July 30, 1952, 2:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island
New York

Tuesday Evening, July 29, 1952
My Dearest Doris,
Your wonderful letter came today. I read it three times. I am lovink you
all to pieces mine lettle darlink.
I have been getting a lot done in the laboratory. I
seem to be in a working mood. I bought a new tire and
put it on my bike. After a good oiling, the old machine
runs very well.
The weather, praise Allah, has been somewhat
cooler for the past few days.
I just went over and put Wagner’s “Rienzi
Overture” on the record player. Just love that piece of
music. There is something that is quite soul tearing in
the way Wagner puts his music together. Incidentally,
that is the piece that I played over and over the weekend
that I fell in love with you. It is a very emotional thing,
containing tender love, joy, sadness, pathos, and
damnation. The phrase that I was whistling incessantly
at Jim and Connie’s just played. You should see my feet. I will probably put
holes in the floor (and the neighbors ear drums). —end of record— Now I’m
playing Grieg.
To say that I miss you would be an atrocious understatement. Your
absence is proving irrevocably just how much I have become attached to you in
the past few months. I love you with all my little red heart!
I love you, Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 1, 1952, 1:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island, New York

Thursday evening, July 31, 1952
Dear One,
Dear one, when at the day’s
end, I think of thee,
And like a vesper, soft breathings
of divinity come to me;
‘Tis then that my heart surges
forth like a restless fire,
And leaps to heaven in a mad,
strident choir.
Dear thought, dear sweet
thought of love, I pray,
Rest thou upon my soul and
sanctify this day.
When faced with the problem of telling you how much I love you, I
sometimes feel rather inarticulate. It is as if my pen stutters. It is like trying to
explain the sublimity of a Beethoven quartet by just talking about it. The actual
welling up of emotion is just incapable of expression by means of language. I
love you, I love you, I adore you. Those words will never be trite. They are
such small words but they say so much.
My work is going along just fine which makes me happy. The pictures,
which should come along with this letter are not very good. I’m sorry. I will
try again sometime. However I knew you wanted something if it was halfway
decent.
I just finished a letter to your father. (Much overdue).
How is your tan doing? I bet you will be a regular Indian when you get
back. Oh yes, remember to brush your hair so it will grow. How I wish I were
there to brush it for you.
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I am reading Mark Twain’s “A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s
Court.” It is very good.
Darling, I miss you very much. Be good.
I love you,
Al

Note: After having driven back home from Superior, WI to Buffalo, MN the night before with my car
weighed down with boxes upon boxes of old Cooke & Coward family memorabilia, letters, photos and
such, I got up and did some dream journal work and
proceeded to unload stuff from the car into the garage
to sort it out. I had found several sample letters of
interest, amongst the hundreds that were kept. As I
opened up another closed container of old letters, one
sub-section was rubber banded together. They were
letters my father wrote to my mother when they were
engaged (prior to their May 2, 1953 wedding in
Jamestown, NY). I literally flipped through them, and
randomly selected one about two-thirds of the way
toward the end, and pulled this particular one out
(postmarked August 1, 1952). I strongly suspect that
it has not been read for close to fifty years. I was so
overwhelmed with emotion that I openly wept the
moment I realized I had found such a precious,
irreplaceable document—indeed a love poem by my
father—that was truly priceless. The realization of my
beholding such a historical family treasure (amongst so
many) was a humbling and awe-inspiring experience.
—David Coward (Thursday, 9 June 2005)
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The opening poem Allen wrote to Doris, 31 July 1952.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 3, 1952, 8:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island
New York

Saturday Night, August 2, 1952
Dearest Doris,
You are my love, the only thing on this earth that is indispensable to my
contentment. Your absence, while painful, is still useful, because it illustrates
quite lucidly my complete emotional dependence upon you. When two are
attached by mere platonic bonds, separation can be calculated and performed
and will leave no injury. However, when the attachment is from soul to soul
and from flesh to flesh, separation tears the soul and rends the flesh. Even so,
all is not illness and despair. As I sit in lonely reverie, wishing you were here, I
am also filled with the excited expectancy of your return.
Darling, when you get back, I’ll kiss you, hold you, hug you, crush you to
my heart, and love you with all the strength of mind and mien.
I had my white bucks repaired the other day. They look pretty good.
You, I trust, are having an intoxicating time of it. You have such a great
capacity for joy and happiness that you must be very happy now. The way that
you wrap yourself up in other people is of course the secret. The mind which is
turned out of itself, gains rich experience which is a true joy when it, on rare
occasion, turns within; but the mind which is turned within, fasts on nothing,
for nothing start we with and nothing can we gain from hermitage.
My Darling, I adore you very, very much!!!
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 5, 1952, 12:00 am
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island
New York

Monday night, August 4, 1952
My Dearest Doris,
Only six more days until you return to me and I am like a greedy little
boy waiting for Christmas morning. I really don’t mean to seem selfish about it
Dear, but I miss you so much.
I went to church Sunday and certainly missed having you there with me.
André Finkelstein and his brother George and André’s fiancée Sylvette
who came over recently from Paris, together with Derrick Hoare, have started
off today on an extensive tour of the country. I told André that this was a trip
that few Americans take. André will return here and leave for Paris while I am
away on vacation. So, I guess I have seen the last of him. He was a bit strange
at times but withal a good fellow and a fine friend whom I am sorry to lose. We
will be seeing Derrick again because he still has two more months to work here
after he gets back.
Have you heard from your parents? I am anxious to know if they arrived
safely. I worry about your Mother.
Well, goodnite for now dear lover. May God bless you and watch over
you.
I love you,
Al
P.S. Just talked to Danny a little while ago and he says to send you his best
regards. — Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 7, 1952, 12:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
Camp Edey Inc.
Lakeview Avenue
Bayport, Long Island
New York

Wednesday evening, August 6, 1952
Dearest Doris,
You will probably get this before Saturday, I hope. In any case, it should
be the last letter I write for your vacation. This fact does not make me overly
sad because it means that you will be home soon. Gee, I miss you. I love you so
much.
I got a letter from your father this morning. He didn’t say much about
himself but I gathered that he and your mother were having a nice vacation.
“The Boss” (that’s Dr. Noyes)1 had a little conference with me last night
and he is going to let me do a couple of things that I want to on my research.
He was in a good mood in general and with this fresh approach, I feel much
more confident about the whole thing.
Oh yes, I am certainly going to make every effort to be at the bus station
when you arrive Sunday afternoon.
We (the boys) gave a stag party for Peter Hawkins (British confrere) who
is departing this realm shortly. As an innocent (!) bystander, I was able to truly
enjoy the inebriated brawling of my compatriots. It was enjoyable.
“Sniggle Fritz,” old love bug, I just love the H___ out of you.
Cease thy frenzied beating heart of mine;
Thy will I follow yet.
My avid thoughts to brightly shine
To soon forget.
My love is still the bravely burning creed
Which guides me up.
Of Baal and Bacchus have I lesser need,
Love is my cup.
1 Dr. W. Albert Noyes Jr. (1898-1980), Chemistry dept. chairman, University of Rochester and President of the
American Chemical Society, and Dad’s Ph.D. thesis advisor.
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I love you very much,
Al

Allen in overcoat in Philadelphia, ca. 1954.
33

Allen postcard to Doris, 24 August 1952.
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Nathan A. Coward—postcard
Postmarked: Richmond, VA, August 24, 1952, 7:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Sunday, August 24, 1952
Dear Doris,
It is 1:00 am Sunday and
I am pretty tired. However, I
am over half way home so it’s
not so bad.
I am already beginning
to miss you.
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, August 26, 1952
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Monday evening, August 25, 1952
Dearest Doris,
You sweet thing! Your wonderful letter came today. It was a beautiful
thing to do. Just after I awoke from my exhausted stupor from my trip, Mama
brought in your letter. I have read it twice already. You know, I miss you very,
very much. I love you.
My sister, Lena, is getting married on the 5th of September. (To a
different boy than the one she used to go with.) They haven’t known each other
very long but I met him and he seems very nice. I hope they will be happy.
The trip was an awful thing as far as being tired went. I feel o.k. now.
I stopped over in Greenville to hear Richard2 (my cousin) preach. He was
very good. He is an old time fundamentalist but very sincere and devoted. His
sermon was quite inspiring. Richard is engaged to a minister’s daughter (!)
from Tennessee. They are getting married in June.
I am sitting here listening to the Romeo and Juliet overture and I think of
all “Star Crossed” lovers especially us.
I find myself thinking of you and talking about you so much of the time.
You have a spot in my soul so that even when I am far away I feel that a part of
you is here with me.
I’ll have to stop now so that I can run up town and get this in the late
mail.
I love you darling and I miss you.
With love, kisses, etc.
Al
P.S. Everybody likes the picture of you and your parents—Al

2 Rev. Richard Lee Lusk (b.1926), youngest son of Vena Queen Lusk (1894-1980), who was Allen’s mother Susan
Queen Coward’s next oldest sister. Richard’s wife is Ida Bennett Lusk (b.1927).
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, August 27, 1952, 5:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Tuesday night, August 26, 1952
My Darling,
If only you were here, my vacation would be perfect. I don’t realize just
how much I have grown to depend on your presence until I am separated from
you.
I wish you had been with me tonight. Mama and I went over to some of
her friend’s place and we had a card party. We played canasta by the new
rules. While the game still doesn’t equal bridge, it is improved a lot. Before the
cards, we were served with a real big meal, half a barbecued chicken, candied
sweet potatoes (yams), biscuits, butter beans, salad, coffee and cake. I stuffed.
The card prize was a carved wooden elephant that Bill (the host) had brought
back from Asia. I wanted in the worst sort of way to win it for you but you
know my card playing.
Ouch! a flea just bit me. That’s one disadvantage in having a dog around
the house.
I’ve about caught up on my sleep so I can start visiting people now.
I got out Lena’s oils today and painted a picture. It was a crime against
the spectrum but it gave expression to the eternal dilettante which is in me.
Your parents, I presume, have returned to Jamestown. I really think that
the time they spent in Rochester was good for them. We both got to see a lot of
them and it seemed to me that your mother was resting as she should.
Everyone comments about the firm and fine features of your father.
Doris, it is at times like these, when I sort of feel you near me, that I know
for a certainty that we are meant for each other
.
Softly, doth the tender night steal near.
Calmly, doth the sweet breeze brush my tear;
And lightly, like a dappled fawn,
The moonlight dances on the lawn;
And peacefully, I think of you, My Dear.
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Sinking into a soft reverie of love, I know that I shall sleep tonight and
dream of you. Your heart is a talisman of hope and your kiss is a song of
immortality. The overpowering womanness of you, the high passion and the
quiet thought, binds my soul eternally to yours.
I love you darling,
Al

Allen, photographed by Doris on their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, August 29, 1952, 5:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester 7, N.Y.

Thursday night, August 28, 1952
My Dearest,
When I last wrote you I told you that I would dream of you. I did. It was
a strange but beautiful dream. I dreamed that we were having our first child.
You had a lot of trouble with the delivery and I almost went crazy with anxiety.
Then it was all over and you were in my arms and I felt so wonderful. We both
cried. Then the dream changed and our child, a little girl with long, golden
curls, was about 2 1/2 years old and we went walking. You wore a pretty red
dress and you were very beautiful. I remember being very happy.
Every time I get the chance, I tell people about you. It got to be funny for
a while because when I would talk to anybody, especially mother and
mentioned people in your family I would explain their relationship to you
something like this: “We had a big meal prepared by Mrs. Elperin, that’s my
girl’s, sister’s, husband’s mother.” It got awkward so I just explain the whole
family tree now before I start and things go much smoother.
We were worried awfully for a while because we thought that Joe would
have to go overseas and leave Donia alone in New Mexico, 7 months gone. He
was already on orders but thank God his deferment came through. If all goes
well, Donia, Joe and my nephew3 or niece (?) will be home for Christmas. I can
hardly wait to see them.
Tomorrow is Mama’s (notice how I say mama now (southern talk))
birthday and we are having a sort of conglomerate party for Mama and also to
celebrate Lena’s forthcoming nuptials. Mama doesn’t know that the party is
partly for her and she is planning away like mad for the evening. You know,
party favors, etc.
I am not doing anything much; just talking to people “an gittin some ah
mah suthin tawk back agin.”
Lawd chile, I jes luv yuh tuh death. Jes cain’t wait tuh git back an wrap
mah old ahms aroun yuh. Sure enough though, I really do love you.
I dream of you, love, Al

3

Allen’s nephew was Benjamin Joel (Benny) Coward Jr., born in Albuquerque, NMco on 5 October 1952.
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, September 1, 1952, 5:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester 7, N.Y.

Sunday night, August 31, 1952
My Darling Doris,
The weekend has been pretty hectic and I have really been on the jump.
At last I can quiet down and write. Only one thing is wrong with me; I need
you. They say that absence makes the heart grow fonder. Well, it’s hard to say
because I couldn’t grow any more fond of you. My love for you is and has been
in the superlative state. Nevertheless, when I am away, I realize just how much
you mean to me, which is everything. If I could only just hold you in my arms
for a little while each night, I’m sure I would sleep a lot better.
Your cute, little card came day before yesterday. The feeling is mutual.
Doris, if I seem to harp too much on the fact of my missing you, it is because
that is the thought uppermost in my mind when I sit down to write. Events of
the day, clever sayings, etc. vanish and only my vacant arms remain.
However, I am still very happy. You see, down deep inside I know that I
shall soon return to you and the reunion will be wonderful. In fact, I don’t say
that I am going back to school or that I’m going back to Rochester. I just say
that I’m going back to Doris. You are my goal. It couldn’t be any other way. If
anything else was more important to me than you, I couldn’t say that I truly
loved you.
Good night, my love. If you read this in the morning, may my thoughts
go with you throughout the day. If you read it in the evening, may I be with
you in your dreams.
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, September 5, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester 7, N.Y.

Thursday evening, September 4, 1952
Dearly Beloved,
My plans for coming back are about completed. I will go up to
Lynchburg on the 10th and Bill (my ride) and I will leave there on the 11th. I
should be home to you on the 12th, that’s Friday. As wonderful as my vacation
has been, I must say that I will be glad to get back to you. For the first time in
my life, home (Belton) has just become a place to visit for my true home is with
you. “Where my treasure lies, there will my heart lie also.”
I have had a tremendous cribbage tournament with brother Dan. I have
won most of the games which is no credit to me because I only last week taught
him the game.
Unfortunately, I will not get to stay for Lena’s wedding. She had to move
the date up until the 13th and my plans just wouldn’t stretch that far. Her
husband to be, Albert Jackson, who is in the Air Force, couldn’t get his leave
until the 13th.
“Bucky” (Albert’s nickname) lives in Columbus, Ohio and seems to be a
very fine boy. Mother would really have rather had Lena wait a while.
However, Bucky is going overseas soon (Germany) and Lena is so sure he is the
right one. She would like to follow Bucky overseas for a while and she just
doesn’t want to let this moment pass. I think it is probably all right. I know
that when she went with Allen Walton, she was never sure of herself. She is
shouting from the roof tops as they say. In any case, she is in for a rough time
of it and I hope she has the faith and love to see it through.
Darling, I miss you so awfully. I’m beginning to dread Christmas already.
I love you dearly and forever.
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, September 9, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Monday, September 8, 1952
My Dearest Doris,
This will probably be my last letter before I see you again. I must
apologize for not writing more often. However, vacations are awfully busy
things. So much for that, dear. I will make up for everything when I take you
in my hungry arms.
I am really concerned about your mother. Your father bears a great
burden. Nevertheless I know that he has more than the ability to carry on. As
you say, there is so little we can do in such a case.
Dear, I am keen with anticipation, fraught with agitation, and in a state of
high elation over our coming situation. One of the highest beauties of love is
the fact that in true love there can be no anti-climax. In the very supreme
heights of passion there always remains the thought that better is yet to come.
Love always grows, grows or dies, for it can never stagnate. Each kiss invites a
thousand. A complete caress is only a greater act incompleted. The words “I
love you” catalyze the entire lexicon of language. In other words, because I love
you, my anticipation can never outshine the actual accumulation. One may
weary of the greatest symphony, become bored by the finest verse, but the more
fully one loves, the more one wants to love.
Though my dreams of you are wonderful, I know that the real you is a
million times more desirable.
If every day and every night
I would to you a sonnet write,
and spend ten years at such a pace,
I still could not describe your face.
For shining forth from hazel eyes,
There is a touch of paradise,
Beyond the ken of mortal thought,
A miracle that love hath wrought.
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Beyond life, beyond death, beyond earth and skies, heaven and hell,
reaches love; and I love you.
I adore you, Al

Allen in Philadelphia, ca. 1956.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, September 18, 1952, 9:30 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
c/o James A. Cooke
236 Meadowbrook Rd.
Williamsville 21, RFD #2
New York

Thursday afternoon, September 18, 1952
My Dearest Darling,
As I sit here this afternoon waiting to get ready and go over and see you, I
just know that things will turn out all right. It is raining right now but I sort of
hope it will clear off before tonight.
You know, I am going to miss you this weekend. I’ll be glad when you
get back.
Right now, I have every good intention of getting you to bed at an early
hour. I wonder what will actually occur. You are an awfully hard person to say
good night to. You just look at me with those “Goo-Goo” eyes and I am
completely hypnotized. You are so comfortable when you are in my arms. So
soft and warm, that the thought of leaving you is quite painful. I guess I’m just
in love and that’s all there is to it.
You are lucky that times are civilized. If they weren’t, I would just follow
my instincts and grab you by your pretty hair and drag you off somewhere and
start a family. “Grrrrrr”
I’m looking for you back. Hope everybody is o.k. up at Buffalo. I love
you like crazy.
I love you,
Al

44

Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Scranton, PA, December 20, 1952, 12:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 7:45 pm, December 20, 1952
Scranton, Pennsylvania
My Sweet,
I am having a 2 hour layover here. I went out and bought some sash cord
and roped up my bag so I could check it.
I just opened up the second note. Doris, I love you so much. It seems as
though I can think of nothing else but you. When I kissed you goodbye and
raced on the bus, I sat down and then looked for you and you were gone. A
great big lump came in my throat but I was brave and didn’t cry. I felt bad all
the way out of Rochester. Then I opened your first note and I felt better because
I knew you were still with me, as you always are and always will be.
The lunch is super, nice husky food for a growing boy. I think of you
every time I take a bite. You are so practical and smart. (That’s besides being
the most important thing and that’s sweet, tender, loving, and most of all mine.)
Doris, I had better run if I get this in the mail. Give my love to Fido.
I love you,
Al

Note: My father and mother got engaged eighteen days before, on
Tuesday, 2 December 1952.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Washington, D.C., December 21, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Sunday, 4:45 am, December 21, 1952
Washington, D.C.
My Dearest Darling,
This one will have to be short. I just want to tell you that I love you very
much.
I spent a pleasant if bumpy night, munching sandwiches, cat-napping,
and thinking of you.
Woke up and opened your 3rd note about 1:00 this morning. You’re
sweet. I’m looking forward to six o’clock.
With all my love, Al

Allen as photographed by Doris on their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Burkeville, VA, December 22, 1952, 12:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Sunday, 8:15 am, December 21, 1952
Richmond, Virginia
My Dearest,
The last letter was rather hurried so maybe this one will be a little more
easy going.
I read the fourth note this morning. It was a great comfort to me and I
said a prayer for us. At 11:00 o’clock, I will think of you in church. We will be
together in thoughts of God.
I already miss you very much. It seems that the bus seat is built funny,
because I have grown so used to having you in my arms. You are so much a
part of me. I’m glad that this is the last vacation I will spend away from you.
We have had nice, quiet rain all the way from Washington. So far the trip
has been very comfortable and uneventful.
The lunch you packed was perfect in every loving detail. When I eat a
big, fat ham sandwich I naturally get a little thirsty. So, you have provided
apples, tangerines, and good crisp celery, all moist foods that take away thirst.
It is 8:30 now and — they called my bus. This is now Burkeville, VA. for a
rest stop 10:50. You are probably in church now. My prayers are with you.
I love you very much. I’d better mail this and get back on the bus.
With an awful lot of love,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Greensboro, NC, December 21, 1952, 4:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Sunday, 2:00 pm, 21 December 1952
Greensboro, North Carolina
My Dearest Doris,
This will have to be a fast one. I hope you had a nice service in church. I
wish I could have been with you.
I am getting close to home now and am looking forward to seeing
everybody. Everything would be perfect if you were but with me. I miss you
so much.
I love you more than anything else in the world.
With love and kisses, Al

Allen & Doris with Jim and Aunt Ruth Taylor Coward (1903-1989), ca. 1960.
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Greenville, SC, December 22, 1952, 1:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Sunday, 9:05 pm, December 21, 1952
Greenville, South Carolina
My Dearest, Sweet Doris,
At last I am here in Greenville. I get a local bus out for Belton in about 25
minutes. I was extremely lucky as far as buses went. When I got to Richmond I
thought that my bus left at 9:15 am You remember that my letter was cut off
and finished in Burkeville, VA. Well what happened was that I caught a special
express that was running late to Atlanta, GA. This was a real stroke of luck.
We only stopped in the larger cities and I didn’t have to change over or layover
in either Winston-Salem or Charlotte, N.C. This took me straight to Greenville
from Richmond and cut a cool 3 1/2 hours off my running time.
Gee Honey, I miss you. All the way down I would entertain myself by
imagining that you were with me and I would point out all the landmarks on
the way.
The trip was made ever so much more pleasant by your wonderful,
wonderful notes. Every six hours I would open one and wait until we passed
some lights so I could read it.
I love you with all my heart and can hardly wait until I get back to your
sweet embrace.
Unless I write otherwise, I will be back at 11:05 pm, December 30, 1952.
I love you and adore you,
Al
P.S. Tell Fido hello — Al
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Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal St.
Belton, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, December 23, 1952, 5:00 pm
Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester, N.Y.

Tuesday noon, December 23, 1952
Belton, South Carolina
My Dearest One,
Well, I just got home safely and finished resting from my trip. Benny is
just the cutest thing alive (except you). Everybody seems well and happy.
Wish you were here.
I am going to work some while I am here. I worked 3 hours this morning.
Maybe I can pay for some of my trip.
It is warmer here but it has rained for the last two days.
Doris, I really miss you. You have become such a part of me. I talk about
you just about all the time. And, I think about you even more than that.
I am looking forward to New Years Eve. It has been a long time since we
danced together. My arms are hungry for you.
I must eat lunch now and go back to work. We get the paper out today.
I am with you in my prayers.
I love you,
Al
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Nathan A. Coward
THE BELTON NEWS
BELTON, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, December 25, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris E. Cooke
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
17 Locust St
Jamestown, N.Y.
[forwarded to: 15 Buckingham St, Rochester 7, NY]

Wednesday, December 24, 1952
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Nathan A. Coward
THE BELTON NEWS
BELTON, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, December 25, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris E. Cooke
c/o James A. Cooke
236 Meadowbrook Road
Williamsville 21, N.Y.
[forwarded to 15 Buckingham St, Rochester, NY]

Wednesday, December 24, 1952
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Nathan A. Coward
THE BELTON NEWS
BELTON, S.C.
Postmarked: Belton, SC, December 25, 1952, 10:00 am
Miss Doris E. Cooke
15 Buckingham St.
Rochester 7, N.Y.

Wednesday, December 24, 1952
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Handwritten note from N.A. Coward to Doris Cooke,
on a Christmas note simply marked “Doris”

Thursday, December 25, 1952

Note: This small decorated note was undated, and presumably accompanied a precious
Christmas gift for his new fiancée (given in absentia). It was folded and wedged in between a
series of seven brief sequential Christmas cards (and notes) she wrote for him to open on his
trip home for the holidays to Belton, SC in 1952, only weeks after they were engaged to be
married on May 2, 1953.
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Allen the doctoral student in Rochester, ca. 1953.
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Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
Univ. of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, February 3, 1953, 1:00 pm
Miss Doris E. Cooke
Training Department
Bausch And Lomb Optical Company
Rochester 2, N.Y.
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(written on unmailed envelope)

Friday, 4:25 pm, March 20, 1953
Dear Love,
This is only a short note written in great haste.
I just want you to know that no matter how busy I am, I still have time to
think of you and love you.
I wish I could be with you this weekend. But, we both know that we must
look to the future and school is so much a part of things.
I miss you and I love you, Al

Allen & Doris in Philadelphia, ca.1956.
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Allen’s last (humorous) letter to Doris before their marriage, 2 April 1953.
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Allen’s reappointment as graduate fellow from his thesis advisor, Dr. W. Albert Noyes Jr. (1898-1980)
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Allen the snappy dresser, ca. 1953.

Allen & Jim in Philadelphia, ca. 1955.
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N.A. Coward
Hotel Cincinnatian
Cincinnati, Ohio
Postmarked: Cincinnati, OH, April 4, 1955, 4:30 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o James A. Cooke
609 E. Dominion Blvd.
Columbus, Ohio

Sunday, April 3, 1955
Dearest Doris,
Well, I got here all right last night. I ran into some heavy traffic and some
construction for a few miles which held me up so that I arrived in Cincinnati
just before 12:00. I called the hotel and they held my reservation of course. I got
to the hotel about 12:30 or so.
Up bright and early this morning for a good breakfast of waffles & eggs
and tea (amazed look on the waitress’ face).
Attended Paint, Plastics and Printing Ink meeting for a couple of hours
and then drifted over to the Physical Chemistry section and inside the door ran
into none other than Dick Holroyd and Les Horster. I don’t know whether you
met Les or not. He worked in Hymies lab before Hymie.
“The Boss” will be here tomorrow and will attend the University of
Rochester social hour. Dick said that he met Danny Neuberger at the New York
meeting in September. He said he was well and happy and soon to get out of
the Army. So far I haven’t run into anybody else I know.
Gee Honey, I miss you and wish you were here with me. I am so glad we
got things talked over last night.
I’ll have lots to tell you when I get back.
I love you, I love you.
Hurriedly with love,
Al
Note: Doris and infant son Jim went to Jamestown, NY to stay with her
father Rev. A.H. Cooke, who had been convalescing since he suffered a
heart attack on March 24th.
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 11, 1955, 6:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Monday noon, April 11, 1955
Dear Wife,
Aside from still being a little tired, I am all right physically. On the other
hand, I sure do miss you. This two weeks will probably do me a lot of good in
showing me just how much I have become attached to you.
The house (apartment, darn it) is still pretty much a mess from my
homecoming. I was too tired to do more than unpack a few necessary items
and fry part of a chicken for supper last night. I got up early this morning and
washed the dishes, mixed some tobacco, and got off to work. Work has piled
up a little since I was away but I am taking it slowly and I think that I will soon
be straightened out. We begin the move to the new lab today, I am quite
excited over it.
When I get home tonight, I hope to get everything straightened out and
call Mrs. Bieber for you. I will get your mail off to you by tomorrow I hope.
I hope that everything goes well at your end of the line. Be sure and let
me know immediately of any change in Dad’s condition. We know at least that
he is in good hands.
I must close now and run out and mail this. Give Jimbo a big kiss for me.
I love you more than ever.
With love,
Al
P.S. I hope to get a letter off to Dad soon. — Al
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Allen & Doris, Sue Queen Coward, Harry & Lillian Cooke, ca.1953.
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Allen & Uncle Clark Coward (1894-1979), & with brother Dan (1936-2000) with Jim, ca. 1955.
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 12, 1955, 9:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Tuesday afternoon, April 12, 1955
Dearest Doris,
This is just a short note during working hours. I got your mail off this
noon; hope everything is there.
Jean Kirk stopped by last night after picking up her Stanley stuff from
Tippy. I let her read Mrs. Gibbs letter. She said Mrs. Gibbs sent her a similar
letter and that everything was hunky dory, etc.
I am in my new lab now and feel very important what with a filing
cabinet, in basket, etc. There are a lot of things to do to get straightened out
here so I am pretty busy.
I love you an awful lot and miss you terribly dear.
All my lonesome love, Al
P.S. I stopped by John Middleton’s last night on the way home and bought a
new pipe. It is an “English Variable,” a British made pipe by Conroy of
London, makers of very expensive pipes. This one cost $2.95 but I was told that
they were actually pipes with slight flaws so that they could not go in the $10.00
bracket. It is a beautiful pipe Dublin bowl with a saddle bit.

It seems as though it could easily become my favorite.
I love you, Al
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 13, 1955, 9:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Wednesday noon, April 13, 1955
Dear Doris,
Being a bachelor is not an easy job. I guess husbands tend to forget that
until they are suddenly reminded of it by the absence of their wife. The little
tricks of preparing meals and keeping the house, clothes, etc. in order present
quite a problem. I am slowly getting into the swing of things however so I
won’t starve or rot away. Still, I wish you were here.
You haven’t lived until you have tasted Uncle Al’s batter fried chicken
done in the deep fryer, Umm Good!! I treated myself to that plus French fries
and sweet potatoes last night. I did this in order to renew my faith in the
“barnyard bird.” It seems that when I got in Sunday night I was so hungry that
chicken looked awfully good. So I took the small frying pan with a little grease,
salted and floured the chicken (1/2 breast and leg and giblets) and fried to a
nice golden brown just like one would cook hamburger. Good beef is best
when very rare; explorers in the arctic have reported that the Eskimo’s diet of
raw fish is rather tasty but if you have never had rare chicken, don’t!!!
Being so famished, I gritted my teeth and finished most of it and then felt
funny in the tummy for a while. I really thought I would never again eat
chicken. However, there still remained half a bird in the refrigerator and by last
night my ruptured metabolism had sufficiently recovered to try again.
Needless to quote, I took adequate precaution to read the recipe book and put
forth the necessary effort to really turn out a tasty dish. I didn’t want to write
you about this until time had made it humorous because I know you would feel
too sorry for me to see the irony involved. I am now well and happy.
Got your Stanley stuff from Tippy and they sent your plastic wear. It
seems very nice.
I miss you more and more.
All my love,
Al
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 15, 1955, 9:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Friday noon, April 15, 1955
Dearest Doris,
Sorry I missed writing yesterday.
Mae Elliot called me just after you called. I told her all the news I could
think of. It seems that no one had written her. I am going to write her and tell
her all the details. She is going to come over to Philadelphia and I will meet her
at the train and we will take right off for Jamestown. We should arrive there
early in the morning some time.
I have good news.
There are a couple of old air
conditioners in my new lab
and I thought somebody
else would take them but
Dr. Kroeger said that I
might keep them where
they are. So I have an air
conditioned lab. Things get
better all the time and
believe me I am thankful for
it all.
It has been raining a
great deal here for the past week but I really don’t mind it. It has been
reasonably warm however.
I certainly miss you and Jim. It was wonderful to hear your voice over the
phone the other night, it really brightened my whole day.
Well, lunch hour is over and I am in the midst of a long report so I’ll write
more later.
From all of me to all of you,
Al
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 18, 1955, 10:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Monday afternoon, April 18, 1955
Dearest Darling,
Just a quickie to let you know that I am still thinking about you. I am
living for Saturday now. I really don’t see how I can wait much longer.
The weather here is beautiful and I have been catching up on my sleep
and my reading. I have been living the life of a hermit. It’s pretty good for a
while but I am too much of a family man to like it for long. I really need you
very much.
I must stop now because this is during work hours. I was down town on
business for Uncle Levy during lunch hour.
Yours with love, Al

Allen & Doris with Arnold & Mae Elliott, ca. 1954.
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, April 19, 1955, 10:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Rev. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust St.
Jamestown, N.Y.

Tuesday noon, April 19, 1955
Dearest Beloved,
Well this is either the last or next to last letter which will be sure to reach
you before I will. Believe me, I am really looking forward to a bang up family
reunion next Saturday. Everything is moving along on this end of the line. I
am very, very busy. It seems that I must take on more responsibility every day
here but I know it’s all for the good and as long as I keep it organized, I don’t
worry too much about it. This afternoon I am going to be calculating some data
from the inkometers to get some standard deviations etc. That should be old
home week to you.
I really feel like a lost soul without you Honey. Let’s not do this sort of
thing any more than we absolutely have to.
I have been following a plan as far as food is concerned. I have been
following the schedule we mapped out on the Maggi Board. Of course it means
one entry for every two days (1 person eating) but that isn’t bad because I
alternate day to day. Pretty good things were on the list any way such as
ground beef, lamb chops, steak, chicken, etc. So when I wind up the two weeks,
I hope to have used up just about one exact week on the schedule. I may be a
little ahead on juice but I won’t lose any sleep over it. I only lose sleep over
you.
Looking forward to Saturday.
Yours with everything,
Al
Note: His father-in-law, Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke, succumbed to a final
heart attack just eight-days after this was written, Wednesday, April 27,
1955, at the age of 66.
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Philadelphia, PA, May 5, 1956, 5:30 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o James A. Cooke
609 E. Dominion Blvd.
Columbus 14, Ohio

Saturday, May 5, 1956
My Dearest Wife,
You will never know just how much I miss you. Really, I am quite an
inefficient bachelor and I hardly know what to do with myself. At least, I am
not starving and I am getting enough sleep.
Darling, how was the trip? Did Jimbo get to sleep on the plane? I hope
the weather was clear and good flying all the way.
The older gentleman that I was talking to turned out to be a Mr. Bonnet
(Boné), a chemist with American Viscose. He and his wife had just returned
from an extensive trip to the Pacific Isles, Haiti, etc. I am guessing that you
probably got acquainted with Mrs. Bonnet on the plane. I hope so because she
would probably be as excellent conversationalist as her husband. They have 5
sons and 1 daughter (or 2?), all married, and have 18 grandchildren. They seem
to have done quite a bit of traveling. He was telling me that the plane you flew
on was a “North American” plane of some kind and not a “Connair.” He
seemed to know a lot about planes and such. It seems that his son is a captain
with one of the airlines.
I certainly miss you, doll. The T.V. is such poor solace. But don’t think I
am trying to sound sad. I am very thrilled with your trip in a vicarious way. I
just toss it off in conversation that “my wife and son just flew out to Columbus
for a week; illness in her brother’s family, you know. Tally ho and all that.”
I know the situation is really serious though. Please phone me if the news
of Nana is the worst.
I love you, kiss Jimbo for me.
Al
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N.A. Coward
32 S. Wyncombe
Lansdowne, PA.
Postmarked: Lansdowne, PA, May 7, 1956, 3:00 pm
Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o James A. Cooke
609 E. Dominion Blvd.
Columbus 14, Ohio

Monday, May 7, 1956
Dearest Doris,
I am writing this from work. Things are going along pretty well.
I have no letter from you yet, but I expect to find one in the mail tonight.
You know, I never realize what a part of me you are until we are apart for
a few days. The apartment seems sort of dead and cold without my little
family. I love you so much.
I bet Jim is having the time of his life. I can see him now with all the
attention he is getting. How does he get along with his cousins? How many of
Connie’s lamps has he broken so far?
You are probably very, very busy. This ought to be good training for six
kids anyway.
By the way, I called Mr. L. and told him you would be away Wednesday.
I also told the Smiths so I guess we are clear on those things.
I have to leave a little early today and go by Ed Kempton’s. One of my
front fillings got loose. Oh well.
I’ll be looking forward to your letter and I love you awfully much.
Give Jimbo a kiss for me.
With love,
Al
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Allen with infant Jim, ca. 1954.

Allen holding Susan, ca. 1957.
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Allen holding David, summer 1961.

Allen holding Ellen, ca. 1968.
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Nathan A. Coward
265 Overbrook Drive
Newtown Square, Penn.
Postmarked: Meadville, PA, November 12, 1957, 10:30 am
Mrs. N.A. Coward
265 Overbrook Dr.
Newtown Sq., PA.

Monday night, November 11, 1957
My Dearest Wife,
The trip up was uneventful and quiet. I got a pretty good night’s sleep on
the train (a little cold—it was 14 degrees and lower in the mountains) and I
woke up just as we were passing through Jamestown, N.Y. It made me a little
homesick but not enough to take my thoughts from Newtown Square where my
little family is.
I really miss you a lot. I could never stand the bachelor life again.
The Meadville plant is truly amazing. They spin millions of pounds of
yarn a year here and when one realizes that a pound of yarn might contain over
1000 miles of filament, one is truly amazed.
I assume that I will be home Friday evening as planned. I will call you in
any case.
Yours very lovingly, Al

Al striking a pose in the living room, ca. 1970.
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Allen at American Viscose Co. in Philadelphia, March 1959.
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Allen pictured with students from newspaper article just after
his beginning on the chemistry faculty at UWS, 8 October 1959.
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Dr. Howard M. Thomas first performance evaluation of Dr. Al Coward, 9 March 1960.
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Allen ready for work, ca. 1970.
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Allen with Howard Thomas for Palm Sunday cantata,
Profiled in Superior, WI newspaper article, April 8, 1960.
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Allen & David in Superior, ca.1964.
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Allen with Susan, April 1970, and at Enger Tower, ca. 1963.
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Allen with Pookey (1968) and with Sonja (1969).
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Dad reading, ca. 1970, and at Tyschen’s cabin, 1968.
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Allen’s golf practice, ca. 1969, and camera tips with neighbor Paul Williams, ca. 1968.
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A gift book from my Dad from Thursday, 18 April 1968, when I was aslmost-7 years old, on the day
that I happily accompanied my Dad to work at UW-Madison when we lived there, 1967-68.
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Note: This book remains a precious keepsake from my father (I just glanced through it moments ago
from where it sits on my office bookshelf amongst other family history notebooks and materials),
though I was to learn just how precious more than ten years later. It was then that my mother
revealed to me that Dad had quite nearly perished from having his lungs collapsed from separate blood
clots from a recent surgery to his knee. He had apparently suffered some injury to his knee that hadn’t
been treated properly years before, and it had grown worse. We had moved for a year from our home in
Superior on 2302 John Avenue down to University Houses (primarily for graduate students with
families) at UW-Madison from 1967-1968. I remember Dad sitting me down and telling me one-onone that his knee was hurt, and that he was going to the hospital to have an operation on it to make it
better. It was years later that I realized how close in proximity my day coming to work with my Dad
was to the time in early-May 1968 when he had his surgery and subsequent health crisis. The way my
mother told it (I was in high school at the time, about 1979), post-op he threw a blood clot that
collapsed a lung. The doctors were tending to it and thought they had it addressed, when he threw
another blood clot that collapsed his other lung. She described how the doctor came out and ominously
told her what had happened, and that “it was only a matter of time” before he died. But he hung on,
against all odds. He fought, his body struggled in his unconscious state, and they kept on working on
him until at last they got his lungs working again. Mom described how dumbstruck and terrified she
was when she first heard the news, and yet miraculously he pulled through. And of course, my
memories of that time were that I simply knew my daddy would be all right. A child’s faith is often
amazing. DC, 26 April 2013.
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Friends Jo An Horton, Mary Thomas & Joe Horton (ca. 1981).

The Coward home on 2302 John Avenue (1964-1974).
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Allen as “J.J. Peachum” in Threepenny Opera, February 1970.

Allen as “Peachum” in Threepenny Opera, February 1970.
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Allen & Alice Rossetter, Carolyn Cornell & Steven Dietz, February 1970.
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Allen self-portraits, ca. 1970.
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N.A. Coward
1201 Grad House West
W. Lafayette, Ind. 47906
Postmarked: Lafayette, IN, July 7, 1971.
Mrs. Doris C. Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880

Tuesday evening, July 6, 1971
Dearest Beloved,
I started to write several times during the long weekend but was so busy
goofing off that I just didn’t get to it. I kept thinking of you and, really, I didn’t
enjoy the vacation much, just slept, ate & watched T.V. (& finished the ship
model).
I am back hard at work now. This is really a full time job because I refuse
to compromise and use old problem sets etc. (to which the keys are out etc.).
Actually, I seem to be much happier working hard. I am in good physical shape
and just keep busy so I won’t think too much of how much I miss all of you (&
you especially).
The course seems to be going well. Already, some of the students are not
doing too well (about 6 out of 51) but the standards are high here so really I
have a fantastically good class. Perhaps this is why I am putting so much into
it. I get inspired by so many talented students.
Imagine, 31 out of 51 are graduate students from physics, chemistry,
biology, electronic engineering, etc. This course (from the Grad House
scuttlebutt) has the reputation over the years of being a real, live bear (even at
Purdue). I am trying to ease the pain a little by giving lots of help sessions and
preparing my lectures as carefully as possible. Even so, I don’t think all will
pass but that is just the nature of P-Chem, I guess.
I got a very cute letter from David this morning and it made my whole
day. I have got to write both David and Ellen before they give up on me.
I can hardly wait until you come down, end of next week.
Will be calling you tomorrow (before you get this) but anyway. I love you
and miss you all to pieces.
Love,
Al

98

Allen with Ellen & classmate, ca.1979.
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Allen’s letter to Ellen when she was five years old, 6 July 1971.
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Allen’s letter to David when he was ten years old, 6 July 1971.
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Allen (& son David) hunting near Siren, Wisconsin, ca.1969.
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Allen self-portrait (and one of his best smiles), ca. 1970.
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N.A. Coward
1304 Grad House West
West Lafayette, Ind. 47906
Postmarked: Lafayette, IN, June 18, 1973
Mrs. Doris C. Coward
c/o Mrs. Al Farrell
21 Cleveland
Sayville, NY 11782

Monday, June 18, 1973
Dearest Doris,
I better get this written and in the mail right away. Mail pick up is at 4:30.
Well, the first lecture didn’t go too badly this morning. I think it is going
to be a fairly fast class (a few slow ones but not too many). 32 students the first
day + 1 audit + 1 late register so 34 more or less. That makes quite a p-chem
class.
Did you call Bob about the lens. I hope so. It seems like a real bargain.
With f-2.8 and ASA 400 you should get something indoors. If you were
shooting at say 1/60 sec with the f-1.4 lens then 1/15 sec would give you the
same exposure.
Exposure ratio = (f1/f2)2 = (2.8/1.4)2 = 22 = 4
I admit that 1/15 sec or even 1/8 sec is borderline and no good for fast
action but it will be close enough for most shots. In any case, I hope you get it.
Actually, I bet Bob could pick us up a good wide angle (say 35mm or even
28mm) if we just let him know what we wanted and waited long enough.
Everybody is just as nice to me here at Purdue as they always were. I
started running today. Didn’t do much at all and was pretty stiff afterwards
but that will take time.
I sure do miss you but they do keep me busy enough so that I think I may
stand it.
I just looked out the window and saw a student pilot land. He touched
down about 1/2 way down the runway and finally got stopped about 75 to 100
feet from the end. That’s one grey-haired instructor, I guess.
Anyway, all my love and I want to get this in the mail.
Write me when you expect to get home so I can call.
Love and kisses,
Al
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Allen by the living room stereo, and by the piano, ca. 1969.

105

N.A. Coward
1304 Grad House West
West Lafayette, Ind. 47906
Postmarked: Lafayette, IN, July 2, 1973
Mrs. N.A. Coward
2302 John Ave.
Superior, Wis. 54880

Sunday, July 1, 1973
Dearest Doris,
I sure love you and miss you terribly. I have been working very, very
hard the last 2 weeks. Last week I lost a good bit of sleep trying to stay extra
well ahead of all the material. By Friday I was really over tired but still graded
the test I gave Friday morning. I have had 2 good nights sleep now and expect
to get another one tonight so I’m feeling a great deal better. I think that the
course is going pretty well; most of the students did O.K. on the test. I’m afraid
I made it a little long and I am sure that this hurt some of them but I’ll correct
this on the next one.
I was really on pins & needles waiting to be sure that you got home O.K.
After all the car trouble etc. I bet you need a little time yourself to recover. I
can’t wait to get home and see the fancy lens. It must really reach out and grab
the scenery something beautiful.
How are all the animals. I hope that the house didn’t smell too bad. I
keep thinking about David’s Black Lab. I am eager for him to get it soon and
yet I sort of hope that he (the puppy) won’t be too old by the time I get home so
that I can see all of his little puppyisms. I missed all the really early antics of the
collies you know.
The HP-35 is a dream come true. It takes all the pain out of routine
calculations. It is so easy to use that I feel I make fewer mistakes. The HP-45 (at
$100.00 more) was a real temptation (and you know how I am about having
“the very best”). However, the HP-45 would not have been available until
August sometime and also the things that it did (does) extra to the HP-35 were
not things that I needed that much. So, I felt that I should reduce my
investment as much as possible. Also, even newer & better things will be on the
market in a few years. Also, Jim if and when, he gets to be a sophomore or so in
college, just might inherit the HP-35 I have. I certainly don’t want to hold it out
as a reward and you know all the reasons for that. Any way, I am very happy
with it.
I have had a lot of fun down here seeing old acquaintances, both students
and staff. All the students in the dorm have changed but the new set is just as
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friendly and outgoing so there really isn’t the chance to crawl into a hole and be
lonesome. Well, at least I can (and do) dream of you at night and while a dream
is a poor substitute for a warm wife in bed, I suppose it will have to do.
Give my love to all the kids and my regards to everybody else.
All my love, Al

Allen in his new red snowmobile suit, January 1969.
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Allen’s letter to Ellen when she was seven years old, 1 July 1973.
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Allen with Ellen, ca. 1973.
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N.A. Coward
1304 Grad House West
West Lafayette, Ind. 47906
Postmarked: Lafayette, IN, July 5, 1973
Mrs. N.A. Coward
2302 John Ave.
Superior, Wis. 54880

Wednesday, July 4, 1973
Dearest Doris,
I have had a quiet 4th sitting at my desk and getting caught up with my
lecture notes. It is now 8:15 pm and I have everything in pretty good shape for
the next couple of days. Now I can get to bed early and be bright and chipper
to fact all my hung-over students at 7:30 am
I thought George Vogeler (the Vet. student) had graduated because I
called his room the day after I got here and his name was replaced by some
other. Imagine my surprise when I saw his name listed as dorm resident on call
for today. He is resident of 9th & 8th floors. I went down to see him and he is
still the same George. It was good to talk to at least one of the old ’71 crew
again.
The weather has been pretty good here so far this summer; some
occasional rain and a couple of muggy days but no really hot weather since just
after I arrived.
I have been reading a little science fiction from time to time and have
bought as a result a few that Jim might enjoy. When I get time, I’ll ship them
home to him. Maybe, he could send me (by book post; it’s cheap) the 3 volumes
of the “Foundation” series by Asimov.4 He’ll know the ones. I haven’t read
them for a few years now and I hate to buy them when we have them at home.
How is (or isn’t) the house painting going? Does Susan still want to earn
something by going at the front outside? If so, you be the judge of wages, etc.
The calculator is still a pleasure. I guess I have finally gotten over the first
blush of possession (operate it every available minute) and it is now getting to
be a sort of old friend and reliable companion. I guess it is sort of like your
dishwasher. I don’t know how I ever got along without it. Actually, as most
labor saving devices, it permits me to do more than I could before. I find myself
checking all the calculations in the textbook (and finding a lot of errors too).

4

Isaac Asimov (1920-1992), chemist and noted science fiction author.
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I will be talking to you tomorrow night so I will close now and try to get
off a little letter to Ellen because I promised I would.
All my love & thoughts,
Al
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Allen with his pocket-kitten, ca. 1977.
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Friday, December 2, 1977
Sweetheart,
25 years ago: I went downtown, had a tooth filled and went by
Hershberg’s to pick up a ring. I then went by your place, gave you the ring and
we walked, in the snow, over to Mary F.’s apartment to show them.
I just wanted you to know that you mean even more to me now than then
and I loved you as much as possible then. Throughout the years, you have
taught me how to really love. How can I ever repay you enough.
I love you,
Al

Note: This is the last correspondence I have from my father to my mother, a month
shy of his 51st birthday. He died on Sunday, January 21, 1990, at the age of sixty-three.
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Allen with Oliver, ca. 1977, and on the couch, ca. 1969.
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Allen’s affectionate & comical apology painting for Doris that awaited her
upon her return from shopping one blustery day in January 1981.
We all warmly laughed many a time over this one!
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Allen letters to Jim, Wednesday, 14 January 1981, and Wednesday, 16 May 1984.
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Allen letter to son Jim in Madison, Friday, 13 November 1981.
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Allen on Christmas 1983 & 1982, and with Ellen in 1985.
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Phone interview with Dad transcribed from 27 October 1983.
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Allen & Doris with David & Bob & Jane, May 1984.
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Allen to son & daughter-in-law David & Ruth Ann, Saturday, 14 June 1986.
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Allen & Doris with David & Ruth Ann (1988), & Ellen & Mark, ca.1987.
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Allen with Ellen & Mark, ca. 1987, and with Peter Ramstad & David, Easter 1987.
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TRUE CHRISTIAN WITNESS
Must one argue religion? What is the better part of tact?
There are probably as many different modern protestant theologies as there are
modern Protestants.
It is of course bad taste to argue religion and to air your negative thoughts
about another’s belief, but it is your duty both as an honest person and as a Christian
to state loud and clear, your positive thoughts and beliefs.
Don’t get lost in petty arguments about impossibilities in the bible or the how
do you know so much line.
So you really aren’t quite sure and don’t want to quibble over trivia. So what,
Christ spent a great deal of his time ignoring trivia.
Get at the fundamentals, God, Christ and his love and his two great
commandments. Express a firm belief in Christian ethics.
True Christian witness must come from within. There is no Dale Carnegie
technique for winning converts and influencing atheists.
I know people who are great witnesses for Christ. I can say that many of them
have profoundly influenced my life and yet I don’t remember many of them talking
much about what they believed or even less what I should believe.
All of you know the type of person I am talking about. They stand out from
other people. Others may be rich, self-possessed, smooth, intelligent, or brave. They
may be the cool strong silent type or maybe they can talk so eloquently of religion and
its beauty that they make you feel pretty common. But for some reason or other, they
just don’t have it. They don’t convince you or anybody else that they are Christian.
There seems to be a certain glow about the true Christian. He is a witness in
spite of himself. His every action and word speaks for Christ.
Thou shalt not bear false witness or in other words, Thou shalt not be a liar.
Christ tried very hard to make this clear. He certainly didn’t think very much
of the man who prayed in public or the man who formed a big parade when he went
to give his alms.
Christ’s own actions and words were fearless. He was not afraid to read in the
synagogue or take a whip and drive out the money changers. But in all of this, he was
absolutely honest with himself, with others, and with God. He staked his life on it.
That’s the difference between the true Christian witness and all the others. The
Christian has staked his life on Christianity. His words, his deeds, his very existence
are a witness for Christ.
We hear a great deal about being a Christian witness. I think a lot of us feel
guilty because we are pretty weak on words when a disturbing question of religion
comes up.
I’ve heard some people say that they were going to read up on Christianity and
learn all the answers. Just like the communists read up on Marx and Lenin and they
always have a nice pat answer.
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I have known some people who applied this effort to Christianity. I call them
“scripture quoters” and I learned long ago that argument with them was quite
useless. They certainly sound off in a loud voice but I’m afraid that few people are
convinced.
How then are we to witness Christ. What must we say or what must we do.
There is only one answer to this and that is “Be a Christian.” That is, believe in
Christ’s teachings and follow them. A true Christian is a true Christian witness.
—Nathan A. Coward (1927-1990)
Handwritten church lecture notes, ca. 1961.

Allen & David, December 1979.
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Allen & Doris with David on his wedding day, 18 August 1985.
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VITA
Nathan Allen Coward, Ph.D.
Born: January 7, 1927, Belton, SC
EDUCATION:
Grade school: Belton Central, Belton, SC
High School: Belton High, Belton, SC. Graduated: May 1944.
College:
• ASTRP & ASTAP at Vanderbilt University, Nashville, Tennessee, North Carolina State
and Virginia Military Institute, Basic and Electrical Engineering, 1944-1945.
• The Citadel, Charleston, South Carolina: B.S. in Chemistry, 1950.
• University of Rochester, New York: Ph.D. in Physical Chemistry, 1954.
• Kansas State University, Manhattan, Kansas: 3 Summers National Science Foundation
post doctoral, 1962, 1963 & 1965.
• Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute (RPI), Troy, New York, 1 summer post doctoral, NSF
institute in Analytical Instrumentation, 1970.
• RCA Home Study Course in Rdio, B&W and Color TV.
• NRI Home Study Course in Radio, Television.
• CIE Home Study Course in Electronic Engineering.
MILITARY EXPERIENCE:
U.S. Army, 3 years, 1944-1947. Discharged to active reserve as 2nd Lieutenant in 1947,
honorable discharge as 1st Lieutenant in 1955. (Army training included 2 months school
in lithographic map reproduction at AMS in Washington, D.C.)
INDUSTRIAL AND WORK EXPERIENCE:
•
•
•

Apprentice in family printing shop, 1935-1944.
Frederick H. Levey Co., Research Chemist, 1954-1957. Research in printing inks,
rheology, color control, etc.
American Viscose Corp., Research Chemist, 1957-1959. Research on physical properties
of polymers, mechanisms of cellulose acetylation.

TEACHING EXPERIENCE:
University of Wisconsin-Superior, Chemistry Department, 1959-1989. Full Professor as
of 1966.
Visiting Professorships:
• University of Wisconsin-Madison, 1967-1968, and summers of 1967 and 1972.
• Purdue University, Lafayette, Indiana, summers of 1971 and 1973.
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MANAGEMENT EXPERIENCE:
•
•
•
•
•

Executive Officer, 1542 Engineer Base Survey Co., 1947.
Acting Department Chairman, Chemistry Department, UW-Superior, 1964-1965 and
1968-1969.
A.C.S. (American Chemical Society) Local Section Chairman, 1963-1964.
Elected to UW-Superior Faculty Council, 1963.
Elected to UW-Superior Faculty Senate, 1966 & 1971.

PROFESSIONAL AFFILIATIONS:
Sigma Xi, Sigma Pi Sigma, A.C.S., ACA
PAPERS AND PUBLICATIONS:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Coward, N.A., and R.W. Kiser, "A Spectrophometric Study of the Nd+3 -NO3
Association." Journal of Physical Chemistry, 70, 213 (1966)
Coward, Nathan A., and W. Albert Noyes, Jr., "The Flourescence of Biacetyl Vapor at
4358 A.” Journal of Physical Chemistry, 22, 1207 (1954)
Papers presented before the Minnesota Section, A.C.S., Undergraduate Symposia:
Hagfeldt, J.H., and Nathan A. Coward, "Mohr Titrations Under a Chromate Light."
(April 1962)
Bilse, M.R., and Nathan A. Coward, "A Rapid Method for Polarographic Determination
of Lead in a Brass by a Concentrated Standard Addition Method." (April 1962)
Strom, Horton L., and Nathan A. Coward, "Double Indicator Titrations of ChlorideCyanide Mixtures." (April 1964)
Static Coal Storage--Chemical Effects on the Aquatic Environment. Project funded by
E.P.A. Director: Nathan A. Coward, co-author, Joseph W. Horton. Final report accepted
by E.P.A., Duluth, MN, in 1979.

PUBLIC SERVICE:
•
•

Member, Town of Oakland (WI) Volunteer Fire Department.
Various courses presented in "Cryptography" (Member of American Cryptogram
Association)
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Nathan Allen Coward—MILITARY SERVICE:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

•
•
•
•

•

•
•
•

Enlisted in the U.S. Army at Columbia, SC: June 19, 1944.
U.S. Army serial number: 01 120 535.
Studied electrical engineering at the Virginia Military Institute, Lexington, VA.
Studied radio at the Belton (SC) Defense Radio School.
Date of Entry into active service: April 16, 1945.
Medals: Rifle M-1 Marksman, April 5, 1946. WWII Victory Medal.
Military education: Officer's Candidate School, Ft. Belvoir, Virginia, 4 1/2 months.
Honorable discharge from Company A, Officer Candidate Battalion, July 11, 1946 (as
Private).
Re-enlisted as 2nd Lieutenant, Administrative Officer: July 12, 1946 to June 9, 1947.
o DUTIES: Directed or supervised operations to provide administrative services
for Army units. Interpreted regulations, determined office policy and
procedures, and put into operation methods for efficient functioning of the
office; laid out and coordinated work schedules; supervised personnel in
performance of such duties as preparation of records and special reports
pertaining to personnel and administrative matters; maintained liaison with
staff and operating units. Is familiar with War Department and Army
administrative procedures. Served with the 1542nd Engineer Survey Company,
Manila, Philippines. Date: June 9, 1947.
Certificate of Training: Map Reproduction Course, Washington, D.C.: September 6,
1946.
Departure for the Philippines: October 17, 1946. Arrival in Manila, Philippines:
November 6, 1946.
Departure for the USA: May 19, 1947. Arrival: May 23, 1947.
Continental service: 3 months, 11 days; Foreign service: 7 months, 7 days. Terminal
leave: May 29, 1947 to June 9, 1947. Appointed as 2nd Lieutenant in U.S. Army
Reserve Corps of Engineers.
Summer Military Mountaineering and Rock Climbing, Camp Carson, Colorado:
Advanced class #3: July 23, 1949. Summer Military Mountaineering and Rock
Climbing, Camp Carson, Colorado: Advanced class #4: August 6, 1949.
Appointed 1st Lieutenant, U.S. Army Reserve Corps of Engineers, June 7, 1950.
Graduated from the Citadel, Charleston, SC with a B.S. in Chemistry on June 10, 1950.
Honorable Discharge for Nathan Allen Coward, 1st Lieutenant, Corps of Engineers,
U.S. Army Reserve, June 6, 1955.
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Jim, David holding Jonathan, & Allen, autumn 1987.
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STATEMENT OF BELIEF
I believe that there is some supreme existence or being, some great cause. And I
further believe that this being is related directly to the cause of human progress and,
in particular, is directly related to my own course of life. More practically, I have the
will to adjust my life with this divine cause. If I am able to attune myself therewith, I
firmly believe that my life will take on an aspect of fullness which is its natural right.
The proper ordering of life is thereby the sustenance of what we call the soul or inner
being. This soul is called by some, the “Holy Ghost.” My interpretation is that our
souls are that part of us which by instinct (God given) seeks to note and follow the
divine cause. It is our connection with this sublimity of events which shapes human
progress (and what else we know not of).
Re-reaching the above, there seems to be one major assumption that can not be
founded on an absolute rationality. That is the assumption of a planned or more
weakly put a preferred course of events which somehow becomes the only way to
true happiness for the individual. Associated with this is the sub-assumption that
instinct has provided us with a key to this “Way” and that by self-determination and
proper training (often by others) we may learn to follow this discipline.
I believe the above without strict proof. My belief is a result of training and of
experience, both good and bad. I believe in the instinct and its real direction and the
instinct to believe does of itself engender my belief.
What I believe or do not believe about Jesus is not given as a dogma. I do not
pretend to access possibilities or question the logic of the conclusions of others. It is,
rather, for me to find the truth as I see it and present it as is. Furthermore, I do not
call these permanent beliefs, for belief is of the moment that it is spoken. This is by
definition implied by the present tense which I use throughout.
I believe that Jesus did exist as a man, no different genetically from any other
man. But, as is the case with some men, he was gifted with a genius. A genius for
religion (not philosophy). The philosopher asks questions but Jesus answered them
and this is possibly one of the definitions of religion anyway. The literal meaning of
the word genius is “one of a kind, unique” and this describes Jesus very well. Jesus
was fanatic in a sense. He was totally preoccupied with his aim and chosen course.
How beautiful then that his aim was love and attunement with God. This was not the
love of self or knowledge or nature but the perfect love of brotherhood and the
complete connection of God and man through the fellowship of this instinct or inner
being. Jesus saw this so very clearly that he gave himself to it totally and died for his
cause. He gave all that he could give and because God created in him the most perfect
recorded genius of human relationships. Then this was truly a divine sacrifice,
symbolically speaking.
As to the miracles concerning Jesus birth, life and death, my ideas are as
follows: Firstly, I do not believe that God would require a man to believe in such
impersonal things or to hang his future on such unprovable and unrealistic recordings
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of second hand observations. The teachings of Jesus should be enough to stand on
their own merit. Of course the argument arises as to those seemingly magical things
which Jesus himself spoke. Some say that Jesus himself (or the human part of Jesus)
was so carried away that he was himself deluded at the last. Others lay it all to
awestruck or inept recording and recollection on the part of the biblical authors. Still
others maintain that Jesus knowingly spoke in allegory and adjusted the guise of
Godling simply he knew that only by that method would the true value of his
teachings survive.
My own feelings on this
are indefinite and I feel that to me
it is unnecessary to develop any
exact resolution. The teachings
are there. They would still be
there had they been written in the
rocks with thunder or babbled by
an idiot. However, the time and
place of Jesus in making his
words fall upon needful ears and
in making them live for posterity
is a thing of de facto importance.
The church is to me
something of an enigma. In fact,
my relationship with the church
has raised this whole question
and is the reason for writing all
this down.
The church has certain
values which seem to be
important. Firstly, it is the
preserver and distributor of the
teachings of Jesus and without it,
those teachings might not have
come down to us at all. In fact
there is more than enough reason
to believe that we would know virtually nothing of this man Jesus were it not for the
church.
—Nathan A. Coward, undated lecture notes, ca. 1962.
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Allen on Christmas morning, 1984.

Allen with Jonathan, 1987.

Allen outside Coward Hall at the Citadel (1988).

Allen & computer, ca. 1986.
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THE COLLEGE YEARS—A TIME OF SEARCHING
The difference between high school and college:
1. Age
2. Parental influence
3. Objective institutions are different
a. High school—whole child, all must be educated, force feeding.
b. College—specialization, selected group, individual responsibility.
Student evolves from a youth to an adult during college years. Becomes
more of an individual, begins to do more of his or her own thinking and finds
usually that he is given much more freedom.
First impulse is to escape all controls and run free, so to speak. This is a
natural impulse. A person wishes to be completely free in order to make
completely unbiased decisions.
To referee a game, [one] should have no loyalties.
Most students are not really tempted to run away from the moral law—
too dangerous.
But, something must be rejected. Freedom must be exercised. So the
church makes a good scapegoat.
“I am a big deal—I don’t have to go to church.” Almost a natural
reaction. Along with this comes the wondering about the truth of the church.
So easy to leave it.
So why is it so important?
Investigation of one’s basic beliefs—almost everybody goes through this.
Faith must be tested. Testing scientific hypotheses—burn down lab—
would be a fool.
Maintain contacts with [the] church.
There you will find the data and the experience to learn to know what
religion may mean to you.
“Great importance of religion.”
Accuse me of [a] pep talk. I said nothing about theology or what you
should believe.
Don’t lost contact—[you] may never regain it.
Mistakes do count. What you do today will affect your whole life.
A time of searching? Then search—don’t run away.
—Nathan A. Coward (1927-1990)
Handwritten lecture notes on faith development in college, ca. 1961.
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Allen with his grandson Jonathan, late 1987.

Al with his grandson Jonathan, May 1988.

Allen hard at work, ca. 1987.
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[No envelope, undated letter to Miss Elizabeth Hawkes—ca. 1962]
Dear Miss Hawkes,
This letter is somewhat overdue because I have had to rewrite it several
times. My feelings on the matter of faculty merit raises are rather strong and it
is only with some difficulty that I keep my language toned down.
Our college has come a long way from the old “Normal School” attitude.
We still have a long way to go. I am not defaming normal schools. They were a
wonderful part of our pioneer development in education. Now, however, we
are forced to compete with large, well provided and forward moving
institutions throughout the country.
The local students who are not financially able to attend the larger
colleges still deserve the most modern and advanced methods of education we
can provide. We can only do this by employing a highly proficient and highly
dedicated faculty. We cannot maintain high faculty standards unless we
maintain some form of merit motivation.
Tenure is an excellent institution and provides the security and academic
freedom necessary for true professional development. However, there will
always be those who abuse any institution no matter what its merit. The
persons, and they exist on most faculties, who after achieving tenure, choose to
ride out the years producing only enough to avoid a board hearing are a
difficult problem for any administration. The solution of course is to only give
merit recognition where merit is due.
I think that our merit system here at Superior State is very democratic and
very fair. I hope that by now, you are also convinced of this.
We have another problem here at State. We have a group of townspeople
who are so fraught with hatred that they seem willing to sacrifice the whole
cause of education on the altar of personal vengeance. I should like to feel that
the education of our youth is a cause too high to be scathed by such petty
attacks.
I fear, however, that they cause some real trouble here and there. I have
tried to hear both sides of many of their individual cases. Always, I have been
convinced that they were pretty much in the wrong. The whole situation is
very sad. Often, these people have been hurt by circumstances beyond
anyone’s control and they have seemed to strike out like a wounded animal at
the very hand that feeds them.
Of course, any altercation has two sides and I would not set myself up as
final arbiter in these matters. Nevertheless, I hope that their views may be
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accessed for what they are and not taken as an altruistic movement for human
betterment.
I certainly thank you for your attention and hope that someday I will have
the opportunity to discuss this further with you.
Sincerely,
Nathan A. Coward, Assistant Professor of Chemistry
Wisconsin State College
[the following address list was written on the back of the final page of the above letter…]
Miss Elizabeth Hawkes
Attorney at Law
Washburn, Wisconsin

Allen with his new son-in-law, Mark Dahl, December 1985.
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Allen with cousin Lester Coward & Betty Jo Coward, October 1988, and with Ellen, 1987.
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Dad taught chemistry for American Indian students at a special educational camp entitled
“Headlands” in Michigan for three summers, 1986-1988.
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Sunday, March 27, 1988
Nathan A. Coward—SELF EVALUATION
I. Strengths:
Class room lecturing:
I think that I am a good class room lecturer because I have developed the
following skills:
• I have a trained voice.
• I have enough stage experience to be confident before the class.
• I have a good knowledge of the subject matter that I teach and try to keep it
reasonably current.
• I teach from well-organized, current notes.
General course management:
• My tests are as fair as I can make them.
• I provide the students with review notes for each test.
• Homework is assigned, collected and graded and answer keys are provided.
• I am available to the students when they need help.
• Laboratory set ups are prepared in advance with as much organization as I can
manage.
Committee work:
• I am on five active committees and chairman of two of them. I do not think that
I would be assigned so much committee work if I were not doing a good job.
My dedication to this work stems from a feeling that this is an important part of
the university governance structure where I can make a positive contribution.
II. Weaknesses:
Research:
• Research is not my strong point. I have done some good research with papers
and presentations and I am proud of that. However, given the choice between
research and teaching, I choose teaching because I enjoy it more and I think I
am better at it. At this stage of my career, I do not expect to do any more
significant research.
Procrastination:
• I am basically a compulsive person and when I get very involved in some
particular project, other things tend to slide a bit. For this reason, I would never
be a good administrator over the long haul. I do not usually forget the little jobs
that get assigned (such as this report). I simply put them aside and hope that
they might swim to the surface of the pile of paper on my desk. If someone
knows a solution to this, all too common, human trait, sell it. You could make a
billion dollars.
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Coward family portrait taken weeks after Allen’s cancer diagnosis, September 1988.
(L-R: Ellen, Susan, Jim, Allen, Doris & David)

Allen the photographer, ca. 1971.
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Allen with grandson Jonathan, Christmas 1988.
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Allen with grandson Jonathan, Christmas 1988.
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Retirement Remarks of Dr. Susan Abelt
UW-Superior, Thursday, 6 April 1989

I’m not used to a microphone, okay? Can you hear me? Okay.
I guess I’m speaking tonight, folks, as Al Coward’s daughter, and also as a
former student—a chemistry major, as a matter of fact, briefly. And, as a teacher, I
would tell you that he was hard. I always had the suspicion that he was just a little
tad harder because I was me, but I guess I’ll never know. What I remember most is
his enthusiasm—it was contagious. Not only for the subject material, but also because
he really, really wanted us to really, really learn. He wanted us to want to know it.
And do it, and do it exactly right. I did learn a lot from him in the classroom. I guess
I didn’t really have any choice.
As a father, he taught me a lot too. I guess the greatest thing he taught me was
his great passion. My father, to a certain extent, raised himself. He grew himself up.
And in so doing, he found for himself things like literature and classical music,
theater, and [finds?]. And to him these things were so wonderful and so exciting and
he kind of took them in as part of his life. I was half-grown before I knew that
everybody’s family didn’t sit around listening to Mozart together, or sit around the
dinner table after the meal, and listen to The Wind in the Willows being read out loud. I
always had those things in my life. I didn’t have to find them for myself. It’s only
recently that I realized how lucky I’ve always been.
Part of being my father’s daughter was also never hearing the words you can’t. I
was about three when I announced that I wanted to be an animal doctor. And instead
of saying, “Oh, you mean a nurse, dear,” he said, “Sure, of course.” And he would
bring home little dissection kits on the weekends for me to borrow, and occasionally a
little frog that was left over as he’d practice. And I’ll never forget sitting on the living
room floor, kneeling in front of a window bench at our house on John avenue, and
this little bird that had been caught by a cat and his wing all mangled and crushed.
We anesthetized it, and very carefully sectioned off all the damaged parts, and
sutured the healthy tissue back together. And kind of held our breath, hoping it
would wake up. Well it did. And we had it as a pet for about 3-4 years, until it died of
natural causes. It naturally was in a cage in the middle of the front hall all that time. I
remember we c-sectioned rats and 16 little babies that I naturally hand-raised lived in
our house. And all the orphans that found their way into our home. And the garage
being completely usurped by biology experiments every summer when I was in high
school. My parents were pretty tolerant. They put up with a lot.
Mostly what my father gave to me was that if he could come as far as he had
with his lifetime, achieving his goals—he gives that to me and I start being his
daughter, I could do just about anything I wanted to. And I guess maybe that’s about
the best gift a child can get. I know that I’m sometimes a little too much like him—a
little short-tempered, a lot too stubborn. But I couldn’t be prouder to be his daughter.
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Retirement Remarks of David Coward
UW-Superior, Thursday, 6 April 1989

Thank you! [to Uncle Dan, who alone clapped as I approached the podium] I wish I had a
single note card. Am I nervous? Does it show? I haven’t spoken at one of these before.
For those of you who know the Coward kids, all lot of time knew me not through the
chemistry department, but through the theater department. There’s a lot of…it shows, I
know. One of the things I was thinking about, one of the things I was going to say here,
there are people here who know my father longer than I’ve been alive.
I end up speaking for me and my younger sibling, my sister Ellen, who are two of the
Coward kids who never did grace the halls of third floor Barstow. So I come right out and
say that. I never did take a course with my dad [faux sobs].
She is down now, oh, I should get to that later. She wanted to extend that she wished
that she could be here very much, and just wanted to say how proud she was of being your
daughter, and she thinks this a really wonderful occasion, and she really wished she could
have been here. I think it’s funny, and I wanted to point out a couple of parallels that I saw.
She brought this up to me, she said “I think it’s interesting how it comes to be that even I
didn’t really have an interest in chemistry when I was growing up, I married a chemistry
major, who is now a military officer, I live in South Carolina, my father’s home state, about
an hour from The Citadel, where he got his bachelor’s degree.“
I remember one occasion which sort of described my father’s attitude toward music,
where Ellen and myself both had a little more taste for rock ‘n roll music than my father
every really did care for. And he used to, we used to occasionally have what Ellen would call
“dueling stereos”—Ellen with her boom box, and my Dad with his stereo. Ellen would be
armed with Van Halen, my dad would be armed with Sweeney Todd. Back and forth they’d
go, with Dad saying, “You’re rock ‘n roll music gives me a headache!” and Ellen saying
“Well your Sweeney Todd gives me the creeps!” One time she commented on the phone just
the other night and asked me to make a few comments on her behalf, saying “You know it’s
funny what comes around again—because I’m starting to like classical music. And I never
thought that I would do that!”
Well there’s one particular insight into my Dad’s profession that I can comment on
because I never did, the fact that the only chemistry course I ever took was at UMD, and I
didn’t quite finish it. [inaudible comment]
Well three of us kids were working, we tended to do things as a team I found that out
every year. We were working up in Alaska at a cannery one summer, and one fellow who
was working there, they had a lot of college students up there, who was a student of
petroleum engineering who had quite a sense of humor. And he was at one point bemoaning
the fact, not knowing who my father was, bemoaning the fact that he had to take P-chem
over again when he got back to school that fall. He said, “I’ve taken that about twice! I can’t
stand that course. Nobody can pass that course. How can anybody do that?” I said, “You
know, I think my Dad teaches that course.” The guy gives me a quizzical look, and says,
“Really? I can’t believe it. Your dad teaches that? I mean, he actually likes that?” He said,
“You know, I hate to have to break this to you, Dave, but…your dad’s insane!”
But I remember a couple of other comments from people I knew during school who
used to say, same thing reiterating what Susan said, that he had a reputation—he was tough,
but he was fair. And I couldn’t even count the number of times I remember we’d go driving
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all the way in from Oakland, 17 miles out, “Oh yeah, I’ve got a student coming in for a half
an hour. I’m going to help him with a little instruction.” Oh, no big deal. It was sort of my
Dad’s style.
But I’ve often thought of my Dad’s particular form of insanity, if you want to call it
that, is what I would call a modern day version of a renaissance man. Sort of comes across as
a sort of dichotomy, a collection of opposites. On the one hand here’s a man with a doctorate
in chemistry, who is well-versed in mathematics, physics, cryptography, classic literature,
electronics, military history, computers. And he’s equally familiar with another diverse
range of subjects, ranging from Humphrey Bogart and The Maltese Falcon to Inspector
Clouseau and The Pink Panther, from Franz Schubert to Tom Lehrer, from Johann Sebastian to
P.D.Q. Bach, Einstein & Oppenheimer to Laurel & Hardy, Arnold Schoenberg to Spike Jones,
Isaac Asimov & company to a variety of ribald jokes & limericks, and, of course, who else
could have taught me about those vintage mind-rot science fiction flicks from the 1950s.
It was my Dad who taught me about classical music, and who taught all of us about
theater. He was the one who gave us the introduction; basically getting all of us small rolls in
the Duluth-Superior Opera back in the early 1970s—gave us our official starts.
But I say I never did take a course from him, but I cannot say by any means that I did
not learn a lot from my father, for he was a very, very great teacher to me. I learned a lot
about insight from him. In terms of being a scientist, I always thought that he tried to look
beyond the appearances to see the underlying causes of the realities that all around us. And
that is something that I carry around with me to this day. I also learned a lot too, as Sue
echoed, from his enthusiasm—he had a lot of that. His family, his work, his humor and his
music. I learned a lot from his sense of discipline, and direction—though I cannot confess I
practice them with the same rigor as he does. This is speaking as a Bachelors to a Ph.D.
But I guess, in conclusion, he possesses a certain amount of powers of concentration
that are sort of a wonder to behold. It reminds me of one story that he told me which I’ve
confirmed as being quite true. This was some years ago at the chemistry department. I was
not there, but I wish I could have been. But to hear him tell it is quite funny. My Dad and
Joe Horton were apparently working with one of their pieces of analytical equipment up
there, the name of which is probably three steps beyond me. But they were working with
this one day with one of their students, and for some reason it wasn’t working. And so they
decided, well, so what are we going to do here, so they flipped a switch here, and flipped a
switch there. Wasn’t working. So they took off the top and got inside and got to the
components, fiddled with a component here, fiddled here, fiddled there…nothing. They
finally decided maybe we could remove the main cathode, lets see if that’s going to work. I
mean they were at wit’s end here. What is going to make this thing work? Nothing. My Dad
sat there, and with characteristic humor and determination, picks up a nearby soldering gun,
aims it at the piece of equipment and says, “All right, you S.O.B., this is your last chance.”
They hooked it together—it worked. After that, what else can I say?
[Just afterward, Master of Ceremonies Joe Horton, with his arm raised like a pledge,
said, “So help me, it happened.”]
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Retirement Remarks of Jim Coward
UW-Superior, Thursday, 6 April 1989

Hi, I’m Jim. I’m glad to be here tonight with my father’s colleagues. I’m going to steal
a line from my Uncle Dan here, and say that I have the honor not only of being the oldest
Coward, but I am the biggest Coward of them all! [laughter/applause] Consequently, I will
try to get my words out in between my thumping heartbeats.
As some of you know, I started my college career in 1972 here at UWS as a chemistry
major.
I started college again in 1973—as a chemistry major.
When I started college again in 1975, I was a psychology major, and that ‘s what I have
my degree in. Not to say that chemistry wasn’t important to me in my life.
I would like to give three short memories, “Chemistry and Me.”
One of my earliest memories of the third floor of Barstow Hall was coming up with
my father one day and I was very young, probably 7 or 8 years old. And he took an
Erlenmeyer flask and put a liquid in there and put some solid material in there, and in the
end generate some hydrogen and filled up a balloon. And when the balloon was full, we tied
a note to it and let it go. And I remember seeing the balloon go off, wondering all day when it
would come down and who would see it. I’ll never forget that.
My second memory was when, on the third floor of Barstow Hall again, behind a piece
of safety glass, behind a plastic shield, and a pair of goggles, my Dad generated a most
impressive explosion indoors it has ever been my pleasure to witness at that time! Once
again, I don’t remember open stairway, so you’ll have to ask him that, so don’t mix those two
together. I think there’s still a mark up on the hood.
The last thing I wanted to share is about the time I was in my third stab at UWS and I
must say eventually successful, working as a work-study student in the chemistry stockroom.
Yes, what a feeling of power! [laughter] There was that bottle of arsenic. How many times
have I heard of that being used in a mystery story [inaudible]. Does anybody have to know
why? There was the metallic sodium, which we all know and love, a small chip of which
would scoot around the top of a beaker like a little mini-speedboat eventually consuming
itself in a burst of smoke and flame. And also, the last thing I remember, is I had the good
fortune to complete the only piece of independent chemical research I ever did in my life in
the UWS chemical stockroom. Nobody else knows this, so keep this among yourselves.
This is what eventually became known as “The Famous Coward Grungy Coffee Cup
Experiment.” I had this artless grungy coffee cup, I think it came from under the sink. I was
going to clean it. Well, of course what better thing is there to clean a coffee cup than
concentrated acid. My favorite was nitric. I filled this coffee cup half-full with concentrated
nitric acid, took a bottlebrush, and swirled it around [inaudible]. Put the bottlebrush in
there—and heard the most impressive PSHHHH! Pulled it out, and it was gone! Half of it—
kaput! I very carefully worked that out and tried hydrochloric. It worked.
I just wanted to say that all of you who at home are using concentrated hydrochloric in
your coffee cups—I invented that. Thank you.
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Retirement Remarks of Dan Coward
UW-Superior, Thursday, 6 April 1989

Would you believe I left 70° degree weather to come up here into piles of snow? How
would you like to go into battle beside this many Cowards?
Now what can I say about my big brother, Allen, that hasn’t already been said. And
please notice that I do call him Allen. Not Al, not Nathan, not Dr. Coward—but by his real
name, Allen.
Growing up on O’Neal Street in Belton, South Carolina, was just a little bit like playing
a role in a The Little Rascals comedy. Really, it was that type of neighborhood. And Allen
Coward always did more than his share to make it that way. He was always the boy wonder
scientist in the neighborhood and in the school. Those of you who remember the comic strip
Flash Gordon will understand exactly how Allen earned his nickname in high school, Dr.
Zarkov. [turning to Allen] Do I kid?
One of the more famous experiments he was known for was the time he and his friend
Buddy Brown built a device with which to electrocute snakes. [laughter, as Dan crossed
himself in a gesture of sincerity] I’m told it worked rather well.
He has always been a natural born teacher. He enriched my youth by teaching me
how to make stink-bombs from photographic film and brown paper. Seriously, he has
always had this passion for transferring the contents of his mind into the minds of others.
Some of us, our minds were too small to hold it all. That’s true—he’s always had that
passion.
If you’re familiar with the newspaper cartoon called The Far Side, and have been
around Allen very much, then you know, without a doubt, that Gary Larson’s opinion of
scientists is precisely correct.
He never hesitated to fight for a cause that he felt just. When he was editor of his high
school newspaper, he got himself into serious trouble when he compared the school
administration to Nazi Germany [laughter] …and the high school principal to Adolf Hitler.
Now that was not a popular thing to do during the war years.
But on a more serious note, and a more meaningful note, the type of, when I say this
about him standing up for a cause, I’m quite serious. I remember he staunchly opposed
racial segregation when that was not the popular thing to do in his home state. You could
make yourself unpopular at that time, and I speak from experience.
Well, Allen did manage to grow up. He went to war. He came home. He went to
college, and he married the most delightful lady you’ll ever want to meet. Together, Allen
and Doris settled in Superior, raised a wonderful family, and the rest is history. My only
regret is that we haven’t had, we haven’t seen nearly enough of each other over the past 40
years. I suppose I’ll have to forgive him for making me realize that I’m old enough to have a
brother who’s retiring.
Now I’m compelled to thank all of you, Allen and Doris’s friends, and may God bless
you for taking such good care of them all through the years.
To summarize my feelings at this moment, let me just say that I am proud as hell to be
the little brother of the man of the hour, Dr. Nathan Allen Coward!
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THE ELEMENTS
Lyrics by Tom Lehrer (b.1928); music by Sir Arthur Sullivan (1842-1900).
There's antimony, arsenic, aluminum, selenium,
and hydrogen and oxygen and nitrogen and rhenium,
and nickel, neodymium, neptunium, germanium,
and iron, americium, ruthenium, uranium,
europium, zirconium, lutetium, vanadium,
and lanthanum and osmium and astatine and radium,
and gold and protactinium and indium and gallium,
and iodine and thorium and thulium and thallium.
There's yttrium, ytterbium, actinium, rubidium,
and boron, gandolinium, niobium, iridium,
and strontium and silicon and silver and samarium,
and bismuth, bromine, lithium, berylium and barium.
There's holmium and helium and hafnium and erbium,
and phosphorus and francium and fluorine and terbium,
and manganese and mercury, molybdenum, magnesium,
dysprosium and scandium and cerium and cesium,
and lead, praseodymium and platinum, plutonium,
palladium, promethium, potassium, polonium,
and tantalum, technetium, titanium, tellurium,
and cadmium and calcium and chromium and curium.
There's sulfur, californium and fermium, berkelium,
and also mendelevium, einsteinium, nobelium,
and argon, krypton, neon, radon,
xenon, zinc and rhodium,
and chlorine, carbon, cobalt,
copper, tungsten, tin and sodium.
These are the only ones
of which the news has come to Ha'vard,
and there may be many others,
but they haven't been discavard.
Note: Jim, Susan, and David sang a rendition of this at Dad’s retirement (with Ruth Ann on piano). As it
happened, 10-months later (February 1990) a local radio station in Madison, WI (where I was working on my
Masters of Library Science) had an interview and call-in chat with none other than Tom Lehrer himself. My
call went through, and I told him of our performance of “The Elements” at Dad’s retirement. He seemed to be
flattered, and found this amusing. I thanked him for his music, of which we were great fans, and described how
easy it was to sing this, as we had the sheet music for it. It was my brother, I went on, who did it the hard way
back in the 1970s worked on transcribing it—with a periodic table at his side next to the stereo!
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RETIREMENT NOTES / PREPARED REMARKS
Dr. Nathan Allen Coward
UW-Superior, Thursday, 6 April 1989
Opening remarks:
(If roasted) The greatest insult to a man is to never play a joke on him.
Humor is one of the greatest acts of friendship.
As much as I have anticipated this evening, the reality has far exceeded
my expectations. Friends, colleagues, students, relatives, and in particular, the
organizers of this evening’s party: I thank you all.
Comments about my career as a teacher:
There are, in each person’s life, a few pivotal points or intersections with
destiny. Only a few of these are subject to our own control. The three most
important of these that come to mind are:
1. The choice of a faith.
2. The choice of a mate.
3. The choice of a vocation.
I feel that I have been fortunate in my choices of all three of these.
As for faith: I believe in a personal, caring and loving God and I feel it is
important to witness that.
As for a mate, anyone who knows Doris will know how lucky I am. God
made only one of her and I’ve got her. [applaud]
And now that we have placed it in proper perspective, we come to the
choice of a vocation. When I finally received my Ph.D. in 1954, I was totally
shell shocked by academia and so took a position as an industrial chemist in
Philadelphia. About 1957, I was tempted to try teaching and advertised myself
in Chemical and Engineering News. I received several offers but got cold feet and
compromised by switching to another job; still in industry and still in
Philadelphia. But industrial research was not for me. I have much respect for
industrial researchers. The simple case was that everybody was out of step but
Al.
It was a stormy and difficult time but I was fortunate in having a very
kind and understanding boss. He called me in and stated flat out, “Al, you
don’t seem to be happy here.” The conversation continued with my confessing
a hankering to try teaching. My boss, Tom O’Shaughnessy, was himself an exteacher (Department Chairman of Chemistry at Brooklyn Polytech). He said
that while I certainly wasn’t about to be fired, he felt that my long term
prospects with the company weren’t the best. He then suggested that I might
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attend the ACS [American Chemical Society] meeting in Boston (at the
company’s expense) and look for a teaching position. At the same meeting was
a man looking for a teacher, Howard M. Thomas. I applied for the job and I
remember telling Doris that I really wanted that job in Wisconsin because I felt
that Howard Thomas was a man that I could work with.
I landed the job, after a personal interview with Jim Dan Hill in
Washington, D.C., took a $2000 cut in salary, sold the extra car, put our nice,
new house up for sale and at the end of the summer of 1959, piled the wife and
two kids in the car and drove non-stop to Superior (Doris shared the driving).
I have been at times: frustrated, overworked, confused, and angry but I
have never really regretted the decision to teach and more specifically, to teach
at UWS. I have always enjoyed my work here even though at times there have
been a little bit too much of it.
Comments about UWS:
After spending so much time here, I have developed a few opinions about
the place.
I think that this is a good school.
I think that it is a strong school.
I think that it will endure.
As long as UWS has teachers who place quality instruction before
enrollment increase.
As long as UWS has administrators who consider their position a duty
rather than a crown.
As long as UWS has students who are willing to work as well as play.
As long as UWS has the pride and encouragement of the community at
large, UWS will endure.
General closing comments:
Again, I thank you all for many wonderful years and for one wonderful
evening.
—Nathan A. Coward (1927-1990)
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Allen’s commemorative retirement plaque, given by his children on 6 April 1989.
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Allen with his younger brother Dan Coward visiting from
South Carolina for Allen’s retirement from UWS, April 1989.
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PROFESSOR OF CHEMISTRY COWARD, RETIRES

By Susan Budreau, Promethean Advertising Manager
Dr. Nathan Allen Coward, professor of chemistry, known to his friends as “Al,”
officially retired April 7.
Coward came to UWS in 1959. Prior to that he spent five years (1954-59) in two
industries in Philadelphia.
He has been in the university system for 29 years—28 years at UWS and one year in
Madison (which are both under the same system).
Coward said he has enjoyed his job at the university. “My years at UWS have been
profitable years—you get more out of it than you put into it,” Coward said. “I enjoy the
teaching and I enjoy the students.”
Coward and his wife, Doris, have four children and two grandchildren.
Coward’s oldest son, Jim, does administrative work at UCLA; Susan is a veterinarian
in Cloquet, MN; David has a degree from UMD in music, and is working on his Masters in
library science in Madison; and Ellen is going to school at the University of South Carolina in
Beaufort.
Coward was raised in South Carolina, spent three years in the army from 1944 to 1947
and left as a second lieutenant and had been a member of the reserves.
He took an undergraduate degree in chemistry at Citadel military college in
Charleston, South Carolina. He earned his doctorate in chemistry at the University of
Rochester, N. Y. in 1954.
Coward’s hobbies include computers, model railroading, electronics, and vocal music.
He is a member of the- American Chemical Society, Sigma Pi Sigma and Sigma XL
Joseph Horton, UWS professor of chemistry since 1958 said of Coward: “I have known
AI Coward for 30 years. He has been a close professional colleague and a closer personal
friend. I will miss him very much. I love him like a brother.”
(UW-S Promethean, Superior, Wisconsin, Friday, 21 April 1989)

A small, tongue-in-cheek bit of philosophizing Dad kept on his office wall in the 1980s.
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Allen’s caricature-portrait for his retirement celebration at UW-Superior, 6 April 1989.
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RETIREMENT REMARKS FOR DR. AL COWARD
By Dr. John C. Haugland
Thursday, 6 April 1989
Let me begin my remarks concerning Al Coward by telling you an anecdote. It is the
Spring of the year, 1963. The place is Pigeon Lake, Wisconsin, and the time is late in the
evening of a Saturday night. The event is the Phi Sigma Epsilon Fraternity’s Annual Spring
Luau party. As the faculty advisors, I, along with Joan and Mr. Sid Wright and his wife, were
responsible for this event. 150 young men and women partied, rather sensibly I thought, well
into the morning hours, and everything went well. The point is that I would not have been an
advisor to the Phi Sigma Epsilon Fraternity if it were not for the fact that I replaced Dr. Al
Coward. And, if it were not for me leaving, Dr. Al Coward would probably not have
resumed his advisorship to the Phi Sigma Epsilon Fraternity. Let me quote from a letter,
dated September 24, 1963, from
the Phi Sigma Epsilon Recording
Secretary, Phillip Vergamini, to
President Jim Dan Hill: “Having
lost one of our advisors, Dr.
Haugland, the Phi Sigma Epsilon
Fraternity would like to have your
permission to ask Dr. Coward to
return to his past position as our
advisor, along with Mr. Wright.
Dr. Coward has professed interest
in returning, and we are very happy
to be able to have such a fine man as
our advisor.”
As you can see, the paths
of Coward and Haugland
crossed early on in their careers
at UW-Superior.
Let me tell you a little
about the pedigree of the man that we are honoring tonight, who has given over 29 years of
service to this institution. His service began in the fall of 1959, and his retirement date is
January 7, 1989. After service in the U.S. Army in the Philippines as a 2nd Lieutenant from
1946-47, Al enrolled at the Citadel, Charleston, South Carolina, and graduated from that
institution with a Bachelor of Science degree in Chemistry. Graduate work followed at the
University of Rochester, and in 1954, Al Coward received his Ph.D. in Physical Chemistry.
Following his award of the Ph.D., he became an industrial chemist in the Philadelphia area
for five years.
On April 27, 1959, Jim Dan Hill sent an appointment letter to Al, in which there was a
paragraph that read as follows: “You will note from our faculty list that we have a rather low turnover, which suggests ours is a pleasant campus upon which to work.”
I think Al proved Jim Dan Hill’s point that UW-Superior was indeed a pleasant
campus upon which to work.
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Most of us who hold faculty positions go through a fairly routine process of letter of
application, resumé, interview, and offering of appointment. Al’s appointment was not much
different, except that I found in his file one thing that, to me, suggested that Al’s appointment
might be just a little bit different than others, and I want to give this piece of history to Al
tonight. As you can see, the offer to Al was written on a piece of cardboard by Jim Dan Hill,
and this became a part of his permanent file in the University.
More about Al Coward. Eight years after his initial appointment in the University, he
was appointed a Visiting Professor at UW-Madison for one year (1967-68) and lectured in
freshman Chemistry on that campus. For several years, Al taught summer courses at Purdue
University (1971-1973). His memberships are in the American Chemical Society, Sigma Xi,
and Sigma Xi Sigma. He has served on National Science Foundation proposal evaluation
panels. In 1963, Al was granted tenure in the University, and in 1966 became a full Professor.
In 1964-65, during Dr. Howard Thomas’ absence, Al became Acting Chairman of the
Chemistry Department.
Each of us as faculty members undergo annual evaluations of our teaching, research,
and other professional responsibilities. Let me now read from the record the evaluations that
Al received in March of 1960. He was then completing his first year of teaching. I think the
comments that follow speak for themselves.
Regarding performance in the classroom, we read the following: “Tops in every way.
Dr. Coward has done an excellent job in classroom and laboratory.” And about his
extracurricular value such as advising, committees, etc.: “Excellent. He seems to bring out the
best in all the students.” And with regard to his scholarly interests: “Dr. Coward has come up
with some excellent suggestions for reorganizing the workings of the Chemistry Department.
These suggestions, along with others, are currently under study by the members of the
department.” And with regard to his personal acceptability (attire, cleanliness and personal
habits), he was recorded as excellent on all counts. What about his loyalty to the profession
and departmental colleagues? The evaluation read: “Of the highest caliber. I could not ask for
better”. Was retention for another year recommended? The answer was “Definitely”, with
the following remarks: “Dr. Coward’s work this year has been excellent or better in every
respect, especially so for one who has had only a limited amount of teaching experience. I
believe that he will meet the requirement for promotion to Assistant Professor next fall, and
should certainly be considered for promotion to that level”. I am pleased to note that the
above comments were made by Dr. Howard Thomas, Department Chairman.
But the evaluations must be made by more than one administrator, and I give you
some of the remarks that Dr. Stanley Oexemann made concerning Al’s work. “Personally, I am
most favorably impressed with his ability, good judgment, and open-mindedness. He is a person who is
not afraid of work, and his scholarly interests are such that if given the facilities and time, he should
rate well in this category.” And lastly, “I like what I know about Nathan Coward, and I believe he is a
valuable addition to the Chemistry Department and an asset of considerable value to the college as a
whole.” Al, I would like to give these evaluation forms to you tonight.
Over the years, Al has given much service to the University, usually above and
beyond what is normally expected of a faculty member. I can personally attest to his work on
a number of University committees such as the Admissions Committee, the ad hoc
Committee on Athletic Program Review, the Faculty Welfare Council, the Five-Year
Evaluation of the Extended Degree Program, the Steering Committee on Academic Planning,
the ad hoc Committee on Summer Session Review, the University Senate, and the Advisory
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Committee on Academic Computing, which he chaired. I also called on Al to head the
Search Committee for a new Coordinator of Academic Computing. In every case when I
asked Al to take on additional responsibility and to provide leadership when leadership was
needed, he was there and ready to do the work.
I sometimes have a perception about chemists. That perception would say that
chemists like formulas, and they like to quantify and measure, all of which are impersonal.
Al has done all of these things, but is far from being impersonal. Al is a humanist. His every
action has been sensitive to the needs and desires of others. He has guided students carefully
through their undergraduate work and can proudly look back on a goodly number of
students who went on to graduate or professional studies.
Al has always loved large things like animals, horses and dogs, and he has respect and
love for little things like birds. There has been much love in this person’s life, shared by Doris
and four children. Al, we would like to share in your love tonight.
We are all thankful that we have been a part of your life, and you of ours. God bless
you.—John Haugland

Allen & Jim & Jonathan, ca. 1989.
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Jim, Susan & David singing Tom Lehrer’s “The Elements”
at Allen’s UWS retirement dinner, 6 April 1989.

David with Joe & Jo An Horton, and Allen & Doris
at Allen’s UWS retirement dinner, 6 April 1989.
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Allen with his UWS retirement caricature-portrait, April 1989.

Allen with his younger brother Dan Coward visiting from
South Carolina for Allen’s retirement from UWS, April 1989.
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HONESTY
One single thought of childhood,
One single thought of youth,
One lovely, burning taper
Sorts nostalgia from the truth.
One single thought of childhood,
More important than the rest,
The friends I had when I was young
Are those that know me best.
The cloak of adult dignity
We wear with adult pride,
And who shall see the little child
That’s hiding there inside.
The cloak that fools the world around
and may at times fool me,
Can never hide from my old friends
The things they want to see.
—Nathan Allen Coward (1927-1990)
Written in 1964 for the 20th anniversary class reunion
for the 1944 graduates of Belton High School, South Carolina.
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BUT JOY IS NOW
Merry grows the wedding bell
and silent grows the mystic spell
of plighted vow
The day grows long and longer yet the years
and some days may be filled with tears
but joy is now
— Nathan Allen Coward (April 1982)
for Becky & Jerry Walker at their wedding.

Doris, Susan & Allen on Christmas day, 1984.
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INSIGHT
Well deep within my body is a soul
The vast computer of the mind
clacking furiously
To fill my data banks with all the
massive trivia that is me
While in that lucid dome behind
my eyes
My thoughts beat futilely against
the glass
Like frantic moths that vainly
struggle to be free.
I casually observe the other
canisters of life
Those keratin, plastic dolls
That strut across my private
stage
And then my hand reaches out
Like some finely tuned radar
Seeking
And touches
And a radiant thought transcends
Here is another like me
I am not alone.
— Nathan Allen Coward (ca. 1986)
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I THANK THEE GOD FOR DEATH
I thank thee God for death
not just for life.
We praise the armistice, not
the strife.
The Arc de Triomphe, ticker tape
parade
The harvest home, the final
contract made
All on a country day the fields
are grown
The cows are fresh, the chickens fat,
the grain is mown.
Spring and summer in autumn's
ample arms are stored
And from the grapes of life
the final wine is poured.
So quaff the glad libation,
hail, all hail.
And joyously enter kind, cool winter's
closing sale.
— Nathan Allen Coward (1927-1990)
This poem, written in pencil in an unsteady scrawl, was discovered among my father's papers
about a year after his death from pancreatic cancer in January 1990. He had written poetry for
his high school newspaper in Belton, South Carolina before enlisting in the Army in 1944.
Though he prospered in a thirty-year career as a professor of physical chemistry at the
University of Wisconsin-Superior, he apparently wrote only four poems the rest of his life.
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The last known photograph of Allen, at St. Mary’s in Duluth, December 1989.
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NOTE: This letter was written not long after Dad was re-admitted to St. Mary's Medical Center when it was
evident that his 11-month remission from pancreatic cancer was essentially over. I was in graduate school for
Library Science in Madison, WI at the time, and felt guided to say what needed to be said, heart to heart. I have
thanked God many times over the years for the guidance to write it when I did, as he passed from this life to the
next on January 21, 1990. It was truly an honor to share it with family and friends at his funeral. In the end, it
was a small gift from the heart in gratitude for all that he was to me as a father. Rest his gentle soul.
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Note: Susan gave Dad this gift cassette of Dan Fogelberg’s 1981 album “The Innocent Age” in December 1989.
Mom said that she and Dad listened to it not long after receiving it.
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Duluth News-Tribune, Monday, 22 January 1990.
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Funeral Service for Nathan Allen Coward
(January 7, 1927—January 21, 1990)

Wednesday, January 24, 1990, 2:30 p.m.

Central United Methodist Church, Superior, Wisconsin
Officiated by Rev. Dale Hanaman
Born: January 7, 1927; died: January 21, 1990
Buried: Will be cremated, burial later in Belton, South Carolina
PRAYER IN BASEMENT AS CASKET IS CLOSED
O God, creator of all life, we gather here to give witness to you and to your spirit in
the life of Al Coward. We gather in sadness and sorrow. We remember many events and
stories about A1. We recall many ways in which he has been your gift of healing and spirit.
We offer our prayers for Al as well as for ourselves.
We know you have prepared a place for Al and receive him. We trust in you. May our
faith help our spirits to grow calm and hearts be comforted.
Offer your healing Spirit to rest upon the sorrowing hearts of Al’s family and friends.
We pray always in the name of the Christ. Amen.
PRELUDE
THE PROCESSION
GATHERING
Dying, Christ destroyed our death.
Rising, Christ restored our life.
Christ will come again in glory.
As in baptism Nathan Allen Coward put on Christ, so in Christ may Nathan Allen
Coward be clothed with glory.
Here and now, dear friends, we are God’s children.
What we shall be has not yet been revealed; but we know that when he appears, we
shall be like him, for we shall see him as he is.
Those who have this hope purify themselves as Christ is pure.
WORD OF GRACE
Jesus said, I am the resurrection and the life.
Those who believe in me, even though they die, yet shal1 they 1ive, and whoever lives
and believes in me shal1 never die.
I am the Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end, the first and the last.
I died, and behold I am alive for evermore, and I hold the keys of hell and death.
Because I live, you shall live also.
GREETING
Friends, we have gathered her to praise God and to witness to our faith as we
celebrate the life of Al Coward.
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We come together in grief, acknowledging our human loss. May God grant us grace,
that in pain we may find comfort, in sorrow hope, in death resurrection.
HYMN 420—”Breathe on me, Breath of God”
PRAYER
O God, who gave us birth, you are ever more ready to hear than we are to pray. You
know our needs before we ask, and our ignorance in asking.
Give to us now your grace, that as we shrink before the mystery of death, we will see
the light of eternity.
Speak to us once more your solemn message of life and of death.
Help us to live as those who are prepared to die. And when our days here are
accomplished, enable us to die as those who go forth to live, so that living or dying, our life
may be in you, and that nothing in life of death will be able to separate us from your great
love in Christ Jesus our Lord. Amen.
SCRIPTURE READINGS
Psalm 46:1-4 (King James Version)
God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.
Therefore will not we fear, though the earth be removed, and though the mountains be carried
into the midst of the sea;
Though the waters thereof roar and be troubled, though the mountains shake with the swelling
thereof. Selah.
There is a river, the streams whereof shall make glad the city of God, the holy place of the
tabernacles of the most High.
Psalm 121 (King James Version)
I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.
My help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven and earth.
He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepeth thee will not slumber.
Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep.
The LORD is thy keeper: the LORD is thy shade upon thy right hand.
The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the moon by night.
The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil: he shall preserve thy soul.
The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth,
and even for evermore.
Isaiah 43:1-3a, 4a, 5a (King James Version)
But now thus saith the LORD that created thee, O Jacob, and he that formed thee, O Israel,
Fear not: for I have redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy name; thou art mine.
When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall
not overflow thee: when thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned; neither shall
the flame kindle upon thee.
For I am the LORD thy God, the Holy One of Israel, thy Saviour.
Since thou wast precious in my sight, thou hast been honorable, and I have loved thee.
Fear not: for I am with thee.
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Romans 8:14-18, 31-39 (King James Version)
For as many as are led by the Spirit of God, they are the sons of God.
For ye have not received the spirit of bondage again to fear; but ye have received the Spirit of
adoption, whereby we cry, Abba, Father.
The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God:
And if children, then heirs; heirs of God, and joint-heirs with Christ; if so be that we suffer with
him, that we may be also glorified together.
For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy to be compared with the
glory which shall be revealed in us.
[and]
What shall we then say to these things? If God be for us, who can be against us?
He that spared not his own Son, but delivered him up for us all, how shall he not with him also
freely give us all things?
Who shall lay anything to the charge of God’s elect? It is God that justifieth.
Who is he that condemneth? It is Christ that died, yea rather, that is risen again, who is even at
the right hand of God, who also maketh intercession for us.
Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or
famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword?
As it is written, For thy sake we are killed all the day long; we are accounted as sheep for the
slaughter.
Nay, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us.
For I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor
things present, nor things to come,
Nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God,
which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.
John 14:1-6 (King James Version)
Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe also in me.
In my Father’s house are many mansions: if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to
prepare a place for you.
And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto myself; that
where I am, there ye may be also.
And whither I go ye know, and the way ye know.
Thomas saith unto him, Lord, we know not whither thou goest; and how can we know the way?
Jesus saith unto him, I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but
by me.
SOLO—by Dr. Art Bumgardner, baritone; Vivian Markley, piano.
HOMILY
We have gathered here to witness to Al‘s life, his death and our faith in God. We
gather here because we love Al. He was known to each of us in special ways: husband, dad,
friend, grandfather, a faithful church member, a committed chemistry professor, a gentle
man, a caring person, a man full of life and ready to share it. He was a loving, generous man
who touched all of our lives. That is evident by our presence now.
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I gained a great love for Al in talking with him, in sharing of food with he and Doris
around their kitchen table, of being introduced to a book All I Really Need to Know I Learned in
Kindergarten by Robert Fulghum. I saw the great love he and Doris had for one another. At
his retirement party I witnessed the love of family for him and the love of colleagues for him.
I have been aware of Al’s extreme knowledge of many things including chemistry, his Joy of
telling a story, his laughter, his quiet intensity.
Al is a man who enjoyed life and wanted to live it fully. I learned that when Doris was
in the hospital when David and Ellen were small, having read Dr. Seuss’ Green Eggs and Ham,
he served green eggs and ham. I was told they were delicious. After a disagreement, Al
painted a picture for Doris of a barking dog with the words “I’m sorry for barking at you.”
He entertained his children with pipe-cleaner men. Once Al growled at a bear and scared it
away.
Al’s colleagues held him in high regard. One colleague of Al’s wrote to him upon
learning of Al’s cancer diagnosis in August 1988.
“I know what a shock it must be for you and your family. It is only a little less so for
your friends. Your intelligence, and energy, and humor and passion to do the right things in
the right way have been so much a part of my ‘natural environment’ for so long that I have
taken them for granted. You are part of my sense of the ‘tightness’ of things...of how this
university ought to be and how it should see itself. We always wait so long to let friends
know how much they are loved and valued...we assume they know and do not need to be
told. I’m not sure how conscious you are of my affection and appreciation for you as a
colleague, and as a person. Time is no longer an ally...and I want to say these things.”
Al had a joy of singing and took voice lessons so he could sing better in the church
choir.
Al claimed that his education and graduation from The Citadel with a Bachelor of
Science degree in Chemistry was very significant. The Citadel helped him mature as a young
man and prepared him for teaching and continually growing.
We have been glad to call Al “my friend.” He has touched each of us and left his mark
on our 1ives forever.
And now we grieve his death. We grieve because a part of us has died—that part we
call Al. Because we love him we feel the loss of his presence with us.
We know the pain of his death. Yet we do not sorrow because God is cruel or unjust.
The world did nothing to deserve Al. God gave him to us freely. Not because we deserve it,
but because God loves us. We have sorrow because Al is dead. And that’s right. We have
gathered because we love Al, and we miss him, we want to offer comfort to one another and
we want to be comforted.
He always had a word of joy and hope to offer. He was a sign of courage in the face of
great odds yet he never gave up his faith in God. His courage was undaunted. And now Al is
dead.
His death brings our earthly relationship with him to an end. Yet that is only a new
beginning. In our faith we claim that in life and death, God is with us. God is the beginning
and the end, the Alpha and the Omega. God loves us, and always has.
We are here boldly—to dare to say “Our Father” and “Thy will be done.” We are here
to trust God, to love God and to realize how much God loves us. In entrusting Al to God we
must let him go. Therefore we can let go. God is with Al, Al is with God. We give thanks for
the always and unending present love of God. Amen.
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WITNESSES OF AL’S FAMILY
HYMN 500 “Spirit of God, Descend Upon My Heart”
3 verses, “Amen”
AFFIRMATION OF FAITH—883
PRAYERS
God of us all, your love never ends.
When all else fails, you still are God.
We pray to you for one another in our need, and for all, anywhere,
who mourn with us this day. To those who doubt, give light;
to those who are weak, strength; to all who have sinned, mercy;
to all who sorrow, your peace. Keep true in us
the love with which we hold one another. In all our ways we trust you. And to you,
with your church on earth and In heaven,
we offer honor and
glory, now and forever.
Receive Nathan Allen
Coward into the arms of
your mercy.
Raise Al up with all your
people. Receive us also,
and raise us into a new
life. Help us so to love
and serve you in this
world that we may enter
into your Joy in the
world to come, AMEN.
LORD’S PRAYER—
SOLO.
ANNOUNCEMENT
Following our worship you are invited to go down to the fellowship hall to offer support to
Al’s family and to one another, and to share in some food together.
BENEDICTION
As we turn to God for comfort, may God’s peace and grace be ours now. The blessing of God:
Father, Son and Holy Spirit, be among us, and remain with us always. Amen.
RECESSIONAL POSTLUDE
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To Al
We’ll miss you! Husband, father, friend;
And though your earthly life must end,
Your spirit dwells in Heaven’s place
Surrounded by His loving grace.
Your memory dwells in mind and heart
Though your flesh fails and must depart.
You’ve left behind in all of us,
Some part of you—a stimulus.
When we hear strains of favorite notes,
Or share your favorite anecdotes,
Or read a book that gave you pleasure;
So many ways your gifts we’ll treasure.
When working things decide to shirk,
Our thoughts will be: “He made them work.”
Your knowledge shared in countless ways
With many student protégés
Will live to further stimulate
And through them, others educate.
Your code of ethics—honor bound,
Can in your children now be found.
You’ve left for them a legacy
Of Christian love and decency.
The love your wife has shared with you
Will comfort her and see her through
The days and nights that she must bear
Alone—without your presence there.
We’ll miss you! Husband, father, friend.
But though your earthly life must end,
We’ll meet again in Heaven’s place;
Guided by the Master’s grace
To share reunion, love complete,
As once again we all shall meet.
—Jo An Horton (for Allen Coward, January 1990)
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Scholarship Profile for Dr. Nathan Allen Coward (1927-1990)

Dr. Nathan Allen “Al” Coward was born in Belton, South Carolina on 7 January
1927. He graduated Belton High School in 1944. He served in the U.S. Army from
1944-1947 and was discharged to active reserve, then honorably discharged as a 1st
Lieutenant in 1955. He served in overseas duty as executive officer, 1542nd Engineer
Base Survey Company, 29th Engineer Topographical Battalion, Philippine Islands
from 1946-1947.
He attended The Citadel in Charleston, South Carolina, graduating with a B.S.
in Chemistry in 1950. He received his Ph.D. in Physical Chemistry in 1954 from the
University of Rochester, New York. He worked in the chemical industry in
Philadelphia, PA for five years, and from 1959-1989, he was a faculty member of the
Chemistry department at the University of Wisconsin-Superior. He was an instructor
of chemistry from 1959-1960, an assistant professor of chemistry from 1960-1966, and a
professor of chemistry from 1966 until his retirement in 1989. He did post-doctoral
work in the summers of 1962, 1963 and 1965 at Kansas State University, and did
visiting professorships at UW-Madison in 1967 & 1968 and at Purdue University the
summers of 1971 & 1973.
Al died from pancreatic cancer on 21 January 1990 at the age of 63. His ashes
were interred alongside his parents in the Belton Cemetery in South Carolina.
Al married Doris Elaine Cooke on 2 May 1953 in Jamestown, New York. They
had four children; Jim (1954), Susan (1957), David (1961) & Ellen (1966). His scientific
influence was closely followed by his daughter Susan, who received her Doctor of
Veterinary Medicine degree in 1986.
Al was a member of Central United Methodist Church; the Duluth/Superior
American Chemical Society; Sigma Xi; Sigma Pi Sigma; UWS Academic Affairs
Council; Ad Hoc Committee on Integrated Liberal Studies; UWS Medical Technology
Committee; UWS Committee for Academic Planning; UWS Admissions Committee;
UWS University Senate; The Ad Hoc Committee for Evaluation on Summer Session;
UWS chairman of Student Appeals Committee; active in the UWS Extended Degree
Program; coordinator for the ACS Accreditation Visit; teacher/consultant for Indian
Health Education Careers at Headlands Institute in Mackinaw City, Michigan; a
member of the Town of Oakland Volunteer Fire Department and Superior Lodge No.
236, F&AM.
He dedicated himself to helping his students succeed, and felt a great deal of
pride in the UW-Superior chemistry department’s graduates over his thirty years of
teaching. He held his students to high standards, and was always there to help
anyone who needed assistance in their studies or in the lab. He was known as an
excellent instructor who epitomized the phrase, “He was tough, but he was fair.”
Al loved classical music and sang with the Duluth Symphony Opera chorus for
several seasons, 1969-1972, as well as appearing in a Duluth Playhouse production of
“Threepenny Opera” in 1970. Al & Doris were also long time supporters of the UW-S
theater and music departments, particularly when one or more of their children were
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involved in various UW-S productions from 1974-1983. He was an avid reader,
particularly science fiction, and wrote a number of poems in his life. He also enjoyed
advanced mathematics, cryptography, electronics, computer programming, and
photography. And as seriously as he took his responsibilities as a chemistry professor
to both his students and colleagues, he also had a tremendous sense of humor who
loved stories and jokes.
His widow, the late Doris Cooke Coward (1929-2004), dedicated some funds in
his memory to create the Nathan A. Coward scholarship in 1993 for UW-S chemistry
students shortly after Al’s death to help support students in the field to which he
dedicated his professional life.
Note: I wrote this brief biographical statement for Dad in September 2010 at the request of the
UWS scholarship committee to further explain who this man was and his long-standing
position with the chemistry department. A good many students have received his named
scholarship over the years. He would have been quite proud of that legacy, I’m sure.
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Jonathan & Benjamin at their grandfather’s grave, March 1995.
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Five Generations of Coward Men
27 April 2013

Nathan Coward (1818-1909)
My great-great grandfather, ca.1890.

Robert R. Coward (1866-1943)
My great-grandfather, ca.1939.

Dr. Nathan Allen Coward Jr. (1927-1990)
My father, ca.1970.
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Nathan A. Coward Sr. (1887-1939)
My grandfather, ca.1936.

David R. Coward (b.1961)
November 2004

The Wedding of
Nathan Allen Coward & Doris Elaine Cooke
Saturday, 2 May 1953, Jamestown, New York
Officiated by her father, Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke
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DORIS COOKE MARRIED IN FATHER’S CHURCH

A beautiful bride went to the altar of her father’s church for the Saturday afternoon,
May 2, 1953 wedding of Doris Elaine Cooke, younger daughter of Rev. and Mrs. Arthur
Harry Cooke, 27 Locust Street, to Nathan Allen Coward, of Rochester, son of Mrs. Susan
Queen Coward, Belton, South Carolina. Rev. Mr. Cooke performed an impressive double
ring ceremony at 3:00 o’clock in Pilgrim Memorial Congregational Church before 150 guests.
Traditional wedding music was furnished by Miss Florence M. Sandberg, organist,
and Mrs. Stephen C. Kish, soprano, who also sang as the bridal couple knelt for the
benediction. White snapdragon and carnations, with lighted cathedral tapers in two sevenbranch candelabra decorated the chancel.
Matron of honor was the bride’s sister, Mrs. Ronald H. [Nell] Elperin, of Russellville,
Arkansas, with her sister-in-law, Mrs. James A. [Connie] Cooke, of Williamsville, bridesmaid.
They were gowned alike in two-tone olive and Nile green tulle and net, each with a matching
calot and short veil accented in rhinestones, and carried bouquets of yellow baby iris and
yellow carnations.
Groomsmen were his University of Rochester classmates, Richard Nostrand, of
Rochester, best man, with Daniel Newberger, New York City, and Richard Holroyd,
Jamestown, ushers.
The bride was escorted and given in marriage by her brother, James A. Cooke, of
Williamsville. She made a lovely picture in her wedding gown of embroidered chiffon over
taffeta, with a full gathered skirt, long sleeves, and small pointed collar, with a single strand
of pearls. Her fingertip illusion bridal veil, attached to a matching Juliet cap, was worn over
her face as she entered the church. She carried an exquisite bouquet of white roses with ivy.
Her mother was charming in a navy blue ensemble with pink accessories, a pink hat,
and a corsage of pink roses, and his sister, Mrs. A.F. [Lena] Jackson, of Anderson, South
Carolina, in a turquoise faille suit, with a peppermint-stick hat, and a corsage of yellow
rosebuds. A reception for the wedding guests followed in the church parlors. The buffet
table was centered in white snapdragon with lighted white tapers, and a three-tier wedding
cake. Aides were Mrs. Duane Carlson, Mrs. Stanley Harford, Miss Carol Harford, Mrs.
Leland Owen, and Mrs. Ford Swanson.
For a wedding trip to Honeymoon Farm, Pocono Mountains, the bride chose a beige
linen suit with red accessories, a white straw cloche, and a corsage of red rosebuds. After
May 10th, Mr. and Mrs. Coward will reside in Rochester.
The bride, a graduate of Keuka College, is employed in the personnel department of
Bausch and Lomb. The bridegroom, and veteran of World War II, will receive his Ph.D. in
chemistry from the University of Rochester this fall.
Out of town guests included: Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Elliott, Bay Shore, Long Island; Mr.
and Mrs. Ben Luther, Erie, Pennsylvania; Mr. and Mrs. Loren Lewis, East Aurora; Mr. and
Mrs. Alvin Vance, Williamsville; Mr. and Mrs. Mark Harloff, Syracuse; Mr. and Mrs. Clinton
Bush, Miss Patsy Squires, Miss Mary Flaherty, Miss Joyce Hoste, and Mrs. Virginia Solman,
Rochester.
(Newspaper article from Jamestown, NY, following the Saturday, May 2, 1953
wedding of Nathan Allen Coward & Doris Elaine Cooke)
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Doris (with Nell out the door) & family on her wedding day, 2 May 1953.
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Doris & Allen on their wedding day, 2 May 1953 (at her father’s parsonage).
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Doris and her three nieces, Nancy, Barb & Priscilla Cooke, 2 May 1953.
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Sister Nell, mother Lillian, Doris & sister-in-law Connie, 2 May 1953.
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Doris at the doors of the Pilgrim Memorial Congregational Church, 2 May 1953.
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Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke with son-in-law, Allen, 2 May 1953.
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Doris walked down the aisle by her big brother Jim Cooke, 2 May 1953.
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Doris & Allen at the altar, 2 May 1953.
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Doris at the altar, 2 May 1953.
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Lena Coward Jackson, Lillian Cooke, Doris & Allen,
with Nell Cooke Elperin & Connie Cooke, 2 May 1953.
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Allen & Doris with her sister-in-law Connie Cooke and
sister her Nelle Cooke Elperin as bridemaids, 2 May 1953.
199

Lillian & Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke, Doris & Allen,
and Allen’s sister, Lena Coward Jackson, 2 May 1953.
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Doris & Allen wedding closeup, 2 May 1953.
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Allen & Doris wedding day cake, 2 May 1953.
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Doris & Allen, newly married coming down the aisle, 2 May 1953.

203

Doris & Allen in the reception line, 2 May 1953.
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Doris & Allen in the reception line, 2 May 1953.
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And on comes the rice!
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Allen & Doris, the happily wedded couple,
Off to their honeymoon in the Poconos, Pennsylvania, 2 May 1953.
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Allen & Doris in the Pocono mountains for their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Allen & Doris in the Pocono mountains for their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Postcard to Sue Queen Coward from Allen & Doris, Tuesday, 6 May 1953.
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Allen & Doris having a shooting good time, May 1953.
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Allen & Doris in the Pocono mountains for their honeymoon, May 1953.

212

Allen & Doris in the Pocono mountains for their honeymoon, May 1953.
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1960—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
December 1960
1803 Grand Avenue
Superior, Wisconsin
Dear Friends,
Another Christmas season is here and I am being forced by the lack of
time remaining to use this method of greeting you. Many did not receive any
word from us at all last year because of a series of unfortunate circumstances
which we encountered. Our little Susan was in the hospital for eight days just
prior to the holidays with a rather severe case of pneumonia, and we got her out
just in time to make a trip to Terre Haute, Indiana to be with the family. Then I
landed in the hospital the day after Christmas for minor surgery. So I had
completed just a little less than half of my Christmas cards, and have been
looking forward to this year so I could make up for it.
I am happy to say that the things that have made me tardy this time are
all very good and happy. We bought a house this September and moved in
toward the end of that month. It is a very simple frame home, six rooms, 32
years old, a nice lot, and the house has been kept up very well and modernized
so that we are finding it very livable and adequate for our needs. It has stoker
hot air heat, so Al is learning the tricks of handling a furnace for the first time.
It is really quite simple, and so very economical that we don’t mind the little
inconvenience of carrying out clinkers once a week and putting a little coal in
the hopper each day. And the best part—we are only 1/2 block from the
campus.
This summer we sported ourselves to some camping equipment and took
off for a five-week, 5000 mile vacation tour south and east. It was great fun and
we find that camping is a real sport and rather a huge adventure for the
children as well as ourselves. We covered fifteen states, Washington D.C., and
Ontario, Canada, and came close to circling the Great Lakes.
The children are just fine and growing as though they had been fertilized.
Jim is in first grade at the college laboratory school and is doing very well
according to his teacher. He is reading everything but the newspaper, and
loving all his subjects.
Susan is very tall and slender, and missing a pair of tonsils as of
Thanksgiving. She is a typical three year old—discovering new words, interests
and achievements each day and is a real joy. Jim is currently teaching her to
print her name and the numbers up to 10. He is a patient teacher and she is an
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eager pupil. They are both terribly excited about the anticipated arrival of a
new baby in May, and their plans and discussions are a riot.
We are looking forward to Jim & Connie [Cooke] and the girls spending
the holiday with us. This will be their first trip to the “North Country” and we
are eager to have them take advantage of our winter and try tobogganing,
skiing, and skating, which they don’t get much of in Columbus [Ohio].
Al is finding the second year of teaching a little less demanding and is
finding time to relax and enjoy some recreation without falling way behind in
his work. He really enjoys this life and we have never regretted for a moment
making the change. I only wonder why we didn’t do it much sooner.
We shall be looking forward to hearing from you and hope that you have
a very rewarding holiday season and a good New Year.
With our fond regards,
The Cowards

Aunt Ruth Coward, Doris, Allen & Jim in South Carolina, 1960.
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Coward family portraits taken by Jim Stenburg, June 1982.
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1964—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
2302 John Avenue
Superior, Wisconsin
Dear Friends,
Time has escaped me again, and I am rather late in getting this message
under way. As you see by the address, we have moved—on the 9th of October,
to be exact. This home is about the same vintage as our other one, but much
larger and a far more convenient floor plan for family living. It is a two story
colonial style white frame house, with a two door attached garage. We have
four bedrooms and two baths on the second floor; a large living room, dining
room, kitchenette and kitchen on the first floor; and the basement is divided in
half with a large recreation room on one side and a lavatory. We are a fraction
over a mile from the campus, which makes for nice rosy cheeks and good
appetites for the school-going portion of the tribe. We are all very pleased with
the house and the kids rather enjoy the fraternizing of walking or riding bikes
to school with their friends. For those of you who didn’t know, we were only
about 300 feet from the campus at our other house.
The children are developing in a very normal and rapid manner. Jim is in
fifth grade, still a cub scout, in his fourth year of piano, second year of trumpet,
spending Saturdays at the YMCA in Duluth swimming etc., an avid reader, and
feeling very proud of getting his first squirrel while hunting the neighboring
country woods with Al. Susan is a second grader, brownie, and a very
effervescent little girl. She is very tall (pushing five feet) but seems to be
developing better coordination—I must get her back into dancing school after
the holidays. David is a case unto himself—an extremely active little guy, but
so doggone happy and joyful about life that it’s hard to tame him. He will be
four next May and will probably begin the laboratory school’s junior
kindergarten in the fall. We had his tonsils out in August and mine in
September, so we expect to put in a lot healthier winter this year—and so far, no
strep infections or antibiotics for either of us! It took him two days to recover
from the surgery, and a month for me, so I guess age was not in my favor.
Al has been acting as chairman of the Chemistry Department this year
while his boss was teaching at the University of Wisconsin-Madison. We have a
new President, and many changes are transpiring which has made this a
terribly hectic four months. They have revamped the entire curriculum in the
department, have two new men on the staff, and it has incurred many hours of
hard work. He did take time off to go hunting on a few Saturday s, and got
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enough game for a couple of generous company dinners. Personally, I am
willing to cook the game, but am unable to bring myself to eat it.
We bought a canoe this summer and really had fun with it on the rivers
and lakes. We did squeeze in a couple of camping trips—one while Al’s mother
was here in August, but we gals got rained and chilled out, and came home to
town and left the boys to rough it and do their fishing.
Have a wonderful holiday season—we are hoping to make it East this
summer.
With our fond regards,
Allen, Doris, Jim, Susan & David Coward
[Coward Christmas 1964—handwritten note on reverse side]

Dear Uncle Linden,
We hope you are doing well. We are getting along fine and remember our
visit last year with pleasure.
The kids were awfully disgruntled to not get all the way down south, but
there will be other years and other trips.
Write and let us know how you are.
As ever, Allen
Note: This letter came to light when I visited Belton, SC in March 2010 when cousin Glenda
Conley gave it to me. I came down for a week-long whirlwind family history tour of the
Carolinas March 20-27, 2010 with my ten-year-old son James alongside. We’d flown into
Raleigh-Durham, visited cousins Barb & Nancy Cooke in Asheboro, NC, then traveled to
Columbia, SC to visit cousin Helen Thompson, whose great-grandmother Mary Rice Austin
(1857-1947) was the older sister of my grandma Sue Queen Coward’s mother, Susan Almena
Rice Queen (1864-1907). We had a delightful evening get together at Herb & Evelyn Moore’s
place in the country outside Belton, and I met Donia’s new husband, Dan Malone (they were
married in May 2007, two years after Uncle Joe had died). Glenda came over and brought
some more materials for me to take back with me, and this folded, mimeographed copy from 46
years ago was included. Like the 1960, 1963 & 1966 letters, these copies were preserved by the
folks they were sent to—this one being to Uncle Linden Coward (1896-1974).
The laboratory school at the University of Wisconsin-Superior was at the McCaskill
education building, and Jim & Susan attended there their entire elementary school careers
starting after our family moved to Superior in 1959. I went from pre-kindergarten through
fourth grade before they discontinued it in 1971, whereupon I entered public school at Pattison
Elementary school.
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1967—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
The Coward Family
19-D University Houses
Madison, Wisconsin 53705
December 20, 1967
Dear Friends,
We came to Madison on June 15th with a minimal amount of furniture and
possessions to establish ourselves in a three-bedroom townhouse type of
apartment provided by the university. Al received a one year appointment to
teach here on a special program. He is also involved in research, and of course
couldn’t resist the opportunity to pick up some extra course work. These
pursuits take care of most of his time.
The rest of us plod along with our busy family life. It is a trifle crowded
physically, but with the numerous outside activities which school and social life
demand we don’t have time to notice. Jim goes to West Junior High and found
that a large school was a bit bewildering at first. He really enjoys it now—
belongs to chorus and orchestra, and has joined a fine, active scout troop. He
won the rifle shooting contest with 5 out of 5 in the bull’s eye!
Susan and David go to the Shorewood Hills School which is only 8
minutes walk away. Susan belongs to Scouts, but misses the good instrumental
music program which McCaskill offers. She plays her flute at home, but it’s not
the same as the group participation. David adores his teacher and is learning to
read and write in the normal pattern of a first grader. For some strange reason
he and Susan both seem to have some small talent in creative art.
Ellen is a case unto herself—at 19 months is a very cheerful, but stubborn
and aggressive little character. As a friend put it—“she’s not going to stand at
the back of anybody’s line!” She says just everything these days, which delights
her small society of admirers.
It is really a wonderful experience living in a community such as this.
There are a large percentage of foreign families, so the place has quite an
international flavor. The small ones run around chattering in their native
tongues, but somehow establish perfect communication. Next door are a Dutch
couple with two little bilingual girls ages 2 and 4. They are perfectly delightful
people who have shared much of their homeland and culture with us. We have
also become good friends with a couple from England who have two daughters;
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ages 8 and 11. As usual, we miss being so far away from family and old friends
(also young friends and middle aged friends).
Best wishes to you all for a happy holiday and a happy 1968.
Doris & Al

Allen & Doris on vacation in Lake Nebagamon, WI, summer 1968.

222

1970—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Christmas Greetings from the Coward Family
2302 John Avenue
Superior, Wisconsin
Dear Friends,
Another holiday season is here and we are a little late, but are thinking of
you. Al just returned last night from a business trip to New Jersey, and we find
ourselves grateful that our oldest, Jim is driving now and can accomplish much
of the last minute hustling around for us. He is 6’4” now and a junior in high
school—leaning heavily toward math, science, and German.
Susan is in eighth grade, one half inch shy of six feet tall, plays flute and
string bass, and keeps busy training her two collies, chattering with girl friends
and sewing her own clothes.
David is in fourth grade, just beginning cello lessons, and has joined Jim
and Susan in his love of skiing. He is a bubbly little character who just enjoys
every minute of every day.
Ellen scared us badly twice this past year with very serious kidney
infections, but minor surgery has hopefully corrected the problem and she has
picked up her weight loss very nicely. She had a very serious accident a year
ago in July, when her right leg was run over by a car and fractured in four
places. She made a beautiful recovery, however, and has very little residual
damage. She goes to pre-kindergarten in the lab school every morning and just
loves it.
Doris screwed up her courage and enrolled in graduate school this fall.
She had never experienced one of these wild university registrations before, and
became convinced that if she could get successfully through that nightmare, the
course itself would seem pretty easy. She is working toward a degree in social
service counseling.
Al still finds teaching a lot of fun. He spent eight weeks this past summer
in Troy, New York at RPI on an N.S.F. [National Science Foundation] sponsored
analytical instrumentation institute. He enjoyed it enormously except for being
away from the family.
Jim and Al were both in the Duluth Opera Association’s production of
“Faust” this fall. The stars, including Beverly Sills, were imported from the
New York City Center Opera. The whole thing was a very big thrill. Last
February, Al sang a lead in the Duluth Playhouse production of “Three Penny
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Opera,” and Jim and Doris worked props. Al has been taking voice lessons for
over two years now and enjoys it tremendously.
We wish you the best in the coming year and we are sorry to have missed
sending you a greeting for the last two years. We shall look forward to hearing
from you.
Doris & Al

Allen & Jim on the couch, Christmas 1981.
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1972—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
From the Coward’s
Christmas 1972
Dear Folks—
Another very busy year here in Superior for all of us and even though it’s
late I want to get this greeting out and hope you haven’t forgotten us.
Al keeps active teaching and taking a music course and voice lessons. He
sings in the opera chorus each fall, and this year David (11) was in a chorus
also, and Jim (18) and Susan (15) were “supers” in the opera [Puccini’s TOSCA].
I got to be den mother to the 13 boys in the chorus—never again! I am still
working on a master’s degree in
guidance and counseling—it’s a slow
process taking 1 course at a time.
Jim graduated from high
school in June and is working at a
grocery store and wants to save some
money and buy a car before going to
college. Susan is in 10th grade this
year—plays flute in orchestra, sings
in choir, is in drama class and loves
the production of plays and all it
involves, shows her 2 collies in dog
shows around the area, paints in her
few spare moments, and has to make
all of her clothes because of being so
tall (not quite 6 feet). David played
pony league football this year and watches every game he can on TV. Ellen is in
1st grade and learning to read and write—it is such fun, and she just loves it!
She has had some rather serious bouts with kidney infections, but hopefully
will outgrow it in time. We just got her out of the hospital this week.
Al and I play bridge often, are active on a board at church, and manage to
keep from every finding enough time in a day to do all the things we’d like.
(over)
[Unfortunately, there was no “over” anywhere to be found—no other
mimeographed sheet to accompany page 1…]
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1973—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Christmas 1973 at the Coward’s
2302 John Avenue
Superior, Wisconsin
Dear Friends:
Our fair city is blanketed in several inches of snow and it is still falling, so
we are very much in the spirit of this joyous season. The kids have three more
days of school, and can hardly wait to dig out the skis and dust off the winter
equipment. Even old Mom and Dad may give one more dedicated effort at
learning to ski, but I am not overtly optimistic.
Our family has decreased and increased this year. Jim moved out on his
own this summer, works full time at a local restaurant as a chef, bought himself
a car, and seems to enjoy tinkering with it. He stops by every week or so, has
dinner with us and spends the evening. Susan is a junior in high school and
carries a very heavy academic load which she hopes will help her toward her
goal of going to Veterinary school at Purdue University. She also enjoys her
“fun” subjects of orchestra, concert choir, and drama. David’s big news this
year is a black lab named Jake who lives in his kennel with Susan’s two collies.
He is really devoted to David and just like having a 75 lb. bouncing shadow.
David is in junior high now and playing trumpet, football, and any other active
thing that 12 year old boys play! Ellen’s big news is that she finally has some
front teeth, is growing her hair long, and can read. She still has some kidney
problems, and is under the doctor’s watchful eye, but seems to be some better,
and is otherwise very healthy.
Our increase in family comes in the form of two perfectly adorable
Chinese students from Taiwan who are living with us for a year. Christina and
Lucia are graduate students here at the University, and while they are getting
an education (in every sense of the word—not only at school) they are also
giving so much to our family. There is just no better way to really come to
understand another country and its culture! And the big bonus is that I am
learning to cook Chinese food, which has always been a favorite at our house.
Al taught at Purdue again this summer, and the rest of us went east to
visit for several weeks. We had a perfectly marvelous time, but the big pay-off
was that some of our Eastern friends came to visit us. We were so pleased to
have Anne Landau, Louella &Warren Niemeyer, and Pat (De Santo) & Alfred
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Farrell. It was like old times getting together with these friends. Al and I stay
busy with church work, bridge playing, concert going, etc.
We send this with our warm regards and wish you the best in the coming
year.
Doris & Al

Allen with neighbor Bill Kuechler’s son Don, ca. Christmas 1975.
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1974—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Christmas 1974 from the Coward family
Rt. 1, Box 114-B
South Range, WI 54874
715-399-8166
Dear Friends:
How do you like our new address? Actually we are still basically in
Superior—we just decided to become country folk. It was a dream we had
entertained for many years, and finally in April we started actively looking for
some property. “The Forty” as we affectionately dubbed it from the day of
purchase, is forty acres of forest—white birch, balsam, maple and pine, with a
few oaks thrown in. We cleared a little over an acre for our homestead, had a
well drilled, electricity brought in underground, and bought a 14’ x 70’ mobile
home with three bedrooms, two baths, living room, and a roomy
kitchen/family room with a laundry area.
Next summer we plan to add a large family room and entrance foyer on
the front, with a wood burning stove, and maybe a screened porch on the back.
We also had a large steel pole building put up which has a two stall garage at
one end, plus lots of storage space. We are 1/2 mile from our nearest neighbor,
and are on a dead end road. We are 18 miles southeast of Superior, but the
children get picked up right at the front door and bussed into the city for school
(junior and senior high) and Ellen goes to a small school in South Range.
We live in Oakland Township, but have no P.O. or school. The country
people are just unbelievably friendly and helpful in every way—the day after
our trailer was delivered we came out at 8:00 am and found that our nearest
neighbors Bill & Bobbie Kuechler, had built us a front porch and steps, and was
on his way for materials to start the back porch! It is heavenly quiet and
peaceful out here—the stars seem twice as bright and the snow twice as white.
Speaking of snow—we had 15 inches dumped on us last weekend, and it is
snowing again tonight (December 20th). We and our animals are all very happy
in our new life. David romps through the woods every day with his dog, Susan
works away on her electric fence enclosure for the horse she hopes to get pretty
soon, and Ellen sleds or skis from the front of the house down the driveway and
out to the road and then on down to the bottom of the hill. Jim is still living in
town, but visits frequently.
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Al and I work away at getting things organized and buttoning up for the
cold weather which will come, and in between we pause to enjoy our new
surroundings—and play some bridge. We often ask ourselves why we didn’t
do this years ago! It has been a lot of hard work and we have a long way to go,
but we find it fun and sort of therapeutic to get physically tired—a good change
of pace for us both. We wish you peace and contentment through this holiday
season and in the coming year.
With fond regards,
Doris & Al

Allen the snowman, January 1985.
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1976—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
December 22nd, 6:00 pm
Season’s greetings from the Coward family
Christmas 1976, South Range, WI
Dear Friends—
In one hour I will be going over to get my grade on my last final, and turn
in two slightly tardy assignments. After that Al and I will run over to Duluth
and have some dinner and finish our Christmas shopping. I guess I tell you this
in order to appease my conscience for having neglected to write last year, and
for being late this time. I have been carrying 12 graduate credits this semester
plus working two half-days a week in an elementary school to fulfill my
practicum requirements. After one more semester I hope to be a candidate for
my masters degree and for certification as a school psychologist. I am hoping to
be employed next September! (Yes, I’m an incurable optimist)
Al is busy holding crucibles down in the lab while I am borrowing the
department’s IBM Selectric because our home typewriter has a serious affliction
which is costly to fix. He is just winding up an 18 month research project for
the government’s EPA (environmental protective agency) and there is much
reporting and writing to be done. He carries a full teaching load too, which
means that he goes at a terrific pace most of the time.
The kids are terrific—each in their own special way. Jim finished one year
here at UWS, lives in a nice apartment in town, drives a cab on the night shift,
and takes some part time courses. Susan is a sophomore chemistry major (preveterinary), works as an Avon lady and dog groomer in order to support her 18
month old Arabian horse. David is at Senior High (10th grade) this year and
really loves it. He played junior varsity football, and is currently a beginning
actor in the school’s big drama production. Ellen is in fifth grade and plays
flute and loves to sing. She has not had any kidney troubles in almost two
years, and is not even taking medication—we are very grateful!
Last Christmas Susan gave Al and me a black cocker spaniel. We call him
Oliver (and sometimes other things, when he misbehaves) and he has been a
real joy to us and gets along well with the collies and lab.
I shall say goodbye for now and leave a little space for a personal message
at the bottom. May you be richly blessed in the coming year.
Affectionately yours,
Doris & Al
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Coward & Cooke family at David’s wedding, 18 August 1985, and Allen as Mickey, ca.1984.
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1987—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Greetings from the Cowards
In Northwest Wisconsin
Christmas 1987
Hello again—I know it's been a long time and I have no valid excuse. It's
just that as we get older, I realize how precious our friends and loved ones are,
so I am trying to do better.
Al and I putz around in our woods and change the format a little and
clear a few trees —we both enjoy working outside. Al gets addicted to
chopping and splitting wood, and I get to rick it in the woodshed for drying.
We had a lot of fun this past summer with our new little diesel tractor—pull,
push and mow. It is also handy for taking the dogs for a run or visiting the
neighbors.
Our kids are all in different places as of this year. Jim got a job at UCLA
and moved to California after all these years in Madison. Sue and Jeff finished
veterinary school in St. Paul in June of 1986, and are buying a clinic in Cloquet,
Minnesota. Their home is only 31 miles from here. They had a baby boy, Jason
Charles Abelt on July 31, 1987.
David and Ruth Ann had a baby boy, Jonathan Ramstad Coward on
March 31, 1987, then moved to Duluth, MN and bought a home on May 1, 1987.
Ruth Ann is finishing her senior year at the University of Minnesota-Duluth
and works as a nurse’s aide. David works as a law clerk for a large firm in
Duluth.
Ellen and Mark have recently moved to Jacksonville, Florida where Mark
will do his advanced flight training in FA-18s. He got his wings in October 1987.
Ellen is employed by a large bank in Jacksonville.
For those of you who have asked:
• James A. Coward, 11821 Wagner Street, Culver City, CA 90230. #213391-5937
• Susan & Jeff Abelt, 3039 Larson Lane, Duluth, MN 55810. #218-879-2628
• David Coward & Ruth Ann Ramstad, 1003 E. 7th Street, Duluth, MN
55805. #218-724-5312
• Ellen & Mark Dahl, 3002 Ben Franklin Court, Jacksonville, FL 32221.
#904-777-8834
The very best to you in the coming year, Doris & Al
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1988—AL & DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Greetings from the Cowards
In Northwest Wisconsin
Christmas 1988
Dear Friends,
Al and I have been alone now (with all 4 kids on their own) for 4 years
and it has been interesting. We only had 15 months of practice before Jim was
born!
In August things got really scary when Al had exploratory surgery and
they found he had pancreatic cancer and it was metastasized. The surgeon said
6 months to a year was his life expectancy based on past studies. He was given
over to the care of a wonderful oncologist who used a fairly new and not yet
proven chemotherapy. Well, on the 16th of November, the results of a CT scan
showed no visible evidence of cancer in the pancreas and that he is in remission.
We left on the 19th of November for Columbus, Ohio and spent
Thanksgiving with Jim and Connie and their family. Wow, did we have a lot to
be thankful for!
Al feels good most of the time, works around the house, garage and yard.
Even the chemotherapy isn't too bad. His appetite stays healthy and he is really
enjoying retirement. Everyone remarks how good he looks! We feel very lucky.
In October, we spent 10 days in Belton, South Carolina visiting with all of
Al's close relatives and friends. Al’s brother Joe & Donia hosted a lovely minireunion at their home.
Jim is still in Los Angeles working at UCLA as an administrative assistant,
managing the business end of the speech department. He is coming in on
Monday, December 19th for 2 weeks.
Susan & Jeff bought the practice in Cloquet, MN on July 1. They seem to
really enjoy being vets, but get overtired often when the 24-hour on-call
business goes crazy. In a couple of years they hope to hire another associate
and then have more predictable time off. Their little fellow, Jason, is 16 months
and the joy of their lives!
David & Ruth Ann are still living in Duluth but will probably be moving
next fall and he’ll be going off to grad school—not sure where just yet. Their
son Jonathan, at 20 months, is a cheerful little man and they really enjoy him!
We know that they are both perfect (of course)!
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Ellen & Mark are in Beaufort, South Carolina which is their permanent (3
year) base. Mark joined his squadron there after finishing his advanced flight
training in FA-18's. They are still waiting for their regular base housing.
For those of you who have asked:
• James A. Coward, 936 Ogden Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90036. #213-9342927
• Susan & Jeff Abelt, 3039 Larson Lane, Duluth, MN 55810. #218-879-2628
• David Coward & Ruth Ann Ramstad, 1003 E. 7th Street, Duluth, MN
55805. #218-724-5312
• Ellen & Mark Dahl, c/o Kristana Zuppan (John), 320 Aspen, Laurel Bay,
SC 29902.
The very best to you in the coming year,
Doris C. Coward
4007 N. 21st Street #202
Superior, WI 54880-4440
#715-394-6828

Allen at home, February 1984.
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1991—DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
December 21, 1991
Dear Friends,
Well, I'm a city gal again after 17 years! I moved to Superior during the
last two days of August and they were the hottest days of the year: 96°F and
high 90s humidity. I was lucky to find a nice two bedroom apartment on the
edge of town right next to a beautiful part of the bay. The building has a 2 acre
front lawn and I'm on the second floor corner looking out on park and lawn and
trees. This has really helped make the transition easier for me.
On January 21, 1992 it will be two years since Al died. It has been a time of
changes for me in every aspect of life, but I guess I'm what they call "a
survivor." Leaving the house in the country meant divesting myself of at least
three quarters of the "things" we had accumulated over the years. There were
some rocky times, but the job got done. I thank God for my 4 kids and for a
group of loyal friends—I sure feel less encumbered now!
I am traveling and enjoying it immensely. I went to Boston in April to see
my sister Nell and her family and went again in October. Then in November I
flew west to visit Ellen & Mark in El Toro, California. This was my first visit to
the west and the view as we flew across the country was spectacular! I left
Superior at 6°F and arrived at John Wayne (Orange County) Airport at 72°—
divine! It's only 20 minutes from Ellen & Mark's house.
The four kids are all fine and so are the 4 grandchildren: Susan & Jeff's son
Jason (4); David & Ruth Ann's two sons Jonathan (4) and Benjamin (1); and
Ellen & Mark's daughter Devin (1). I can't get started on the intelligence, beauty
and cleverness of them all, but for those of you who are interested, ask to see a
portion of my extensive gallery of pictures.
Jim is living with me in Superior and working as office manager in
Cloquet, Minnesota at Susan & Jeff's animal hospital. David & Ruth Ann are in
Kansas City, Kansas where David is a children's librarian and Ruth Ann is a
student at the United Methodist Seminary. Ellen & Mark relocated in
September from South Carolina to California where Mark is an FA-18
instructor. Next Christmas I'll have 5 grandchildren since Susan is pregnant.
The day after Christmas I will be flying to Greenville, South Carolina to
spend a week with Al's brothers and their families. This is usually a very
joyous time for me, but this past August, Al’s only sister Lena died and we will
be having a memorial service at the family plot in Belton where his ashes are
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buried. Her husband, Al Jackson will be there from California and their three
daughters live on the east coast. It will be good for me to be there with them all
at this time.
My best love and wishes to you for this happy season. Please keep in
touch.
Love, Doris
4007 N. 21st Street #202
Superior, WI 54880-4440
#715-394-6828

Allen snowman with neighbor Bobbie Kuechler (1937-2009), January 1985.
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1993—DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Christmas 1993
from the Cowards
Dear friends—
Well here I am, three days before Christmas writing my letter. The news
will still be timely even though you will receive this after the fact. Sorry!
This has been a good year for me with no additional health problems. I
feel very lucky that through the knowledge of modern medical practice all of
my various difficulties can be treated successfully with medication, exercise,
and rest. Because of the low-level diabetes I also have to monitor my food
intake, but I needed to do that for years! My actual pace is slower these days,
but I am still pretty much a go-go person and really enjoy it.
This year I have become a legal guardian for two mentally ill people and it
has been a very interesting and educational experience. Because I am secretary
of our County Mental Health Association I was involved in offering a training
program for persons interested in becoming legal guardians. As a matter of fact
I was responsible for taping the various presentations by legal, medical, and
social service professionals so that we would have them on file for future
training sessions. It was through this that I became involved.

[This was all that was written for the 1993 Christmas letter. I don’t recall having
received any letter from Mom that holiday season, so it may have been left
incomplete and never sent.]
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1995—DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Merry Christmas 1995
from Doris Coward
Dear friends,
It is with a joyful heart and great optimism that I greet you this wonderful
season! Last year was a very full one for me. In September I took a tour of
Alaska with three friends, beginning on a cruise ship and continuing by bus,
boat, train, and plane for two weeks. It was wonderful! We concluded our trip
in Seattle where I visited with cousins and then joined my friend to go to Salem,
Oregon and fly home from Portland a week later. Visiting all of these areas was
a first for me and was very exciting.
In November 1994 it was discovered that I had breast cancer. I had a
mastectomy which was followed by 6 months of chemotherapy. I did not have
to get a wig—my hair loss was substantial, but I started with a lot. I now take an
oral chemo drug, Tamoxifin, and seem to be doing really well. I see the doctor
every three months for blood work, and we both feel that there is a good chance
that we have beat this.
I did go ahead with my plans to go to London in March 1995 with my
sister Nell and her husband Ron. We rented a flat for the two weeks I was there,
just a block from the Thames, the bus stop, and the subway (excuse me, “the
tube”). There were little markets nearby on Lupus Street and it was only about 6
blocks to Victoria Station. We also took a train to Peterborough to visit our three
cousins.
My four kids are wonderful, of course, and the 7.5 grandchildren are
beautiful and talented!! Jim continues to work in Duluth and live with me (I
feel so lucky).
Susan and Jeff and their two boys live on a farm about 20 minutes from
here and stay very busy with their Cloquet Animal Hospital—which is about 8
miles from their farm.
David & Ruth Ann and their two boys moved to Minneapolis over a year
ago when Ruth Ann finished seminary. David works as Children’s Librarian at
the Walker Library, Minneapolis Public Library, and Ruth Ann is youth
minister at a large United Methodist church in Hopkins, MN. Ellen & Mark and
their 3.5 children are settling in California and have bought a home in Laguna
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Hills. Mark is out of the Marine Corps now, but still flies with a reserve unit in
San Diego.
I must close if I am to get this underway today. I feel very richly blessed
with excellent health care and wonderful loving friends, the presence of God
and my church family.
Love,
Doris
4007 N. 21st Street #202
Superior, WI 54880-4440
#715-394-6828

Allen & Doris with Ellen, ca. 1987.
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1996—DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
Doris Coward
Christmas 1996
Dear Friends,
Another year is drawing to a close and my heart is full of gratitude and
optimism. My gratitude is for the advances in medical science that permit my
various health problems to be controlled so that I live a pretty “normal”
lifestyle. A lot slower physically and little more cautious navigating on snow
and ice—this is not a complaint, just a fact.
There were no major changes in my children’s lives this past year, except
for the arrival of Lauren Elizabeth in the Dahl family. She is a precious baby
and her three siblings think she’s grand. Her arrival brings my total count of
grandchildren to eight—six boys and two girls. They are a real joy.
No major travels for me this year, but in April 1997 Jim and I are planning
a tour of England and Scotland.
In July, I attended my 45th reunion at Keuka College in the Finger Lakes of
upstate New York. I had not been back since I graduated in 1951. It was a real
treat seeing my former classmates again and picking up where we left off. My
former roommate met me at the airport in Rochester, NY. The campus is very
much larger and modernized and the student body is 3 1/2 times the size it was
(and co-ed).
I’m still active in my church and Bridge club and enjoy traveling.
The very best to you in the coming year,
Love,
Doris
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1998—DORIS COWARD CHRISTMAS LETTER
December 20, 1998
Dear Friends,
I am especially grateful to be able to write you this holiday season,
although I'm sorry this card is a little late. I was just sprung from the hospital
two days ago, where I was recovering from pneumonia with heart and lung
complications. However, I was and am determined to make contact this year,
having not done so for the last couple of years.
Jim and I moved on November 2, 1998 into a duplex which is one year old
and very pleasant. It has an attached garage which was a big selling point
because walking any distance is no longer my best trick (arthritic knees).
Susan & Jeff's veterinary practice is thriving as are their two boys. Their
business is such that they've hired two associate vets. David & Ruth Ann have
moved to Mankato, MN where she is pastor of a United Methodist Church and
he is the children's librarian in the neighboring town of New Ulm, MN. Their
two boys are doing well and are expecting a little brother or sister next summer.
Ellen & Mark are living in San Diego with their four children. Mark is a flight
instructor at Miramar Marine Corps Air Station.
I will close now to expedite this mailing and hope to do a more complete
communication next Christmas, God willing.
Love,
Doris
2435 Missouri Avenue
Superior WI 54880
715-394-6828
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Doris & Allen on their wedding day, 2 May 1953.
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Al & Doris before church, ca. 1969, and at home, ca. 1983.
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Allen & Doris portraits, ca. 1970.
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Allen & Doris at David’s wedding, 18 August 1985.
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Allen and Doris in South Range, December 1983.

Al & Doris in South Carolina, October 1988.
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Doris & Allen visiting Ellen & Mark, ca. 1988.

Doris & Allen in Belton, South Carolina, October 1988.
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Al & Doris & family at Tyschen’s cabin, summer 1968.

Al & Doris & family off to church, ca. 1970.
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Doris rehearsing “Messiah” with Art Bumgardner, October 1972.

Allen rehearsing “Messiah,” October 1972.
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Coward family portrait in Duluth, 27 December 1983. (L-R: Susan, Doris, Allen, Jim, Ellen & David)

251

Allen & Doris at David & Ruth Ann’s wedding, 18 August 1985.

Jim, Ellen, Susan, Ruth Ann & David, Doris & Allen
At David & Ruth Ann’s wedding, 18 August 1985.
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Coward siblings: Joe, Dan, Lena & Allen (July 1974).

Coward siblings: Joe, Dan, Lena & Allen (October 1988).
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Jim, Allen & David on Christmas day, 1979.

Allen & Jim & David holding his grandson Jonathan, December 1987.
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Doris Cooke, Patchogue High School graduation portrait, 1946.
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Doris Cooke, Keuka College graduation portrait, 1951.
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Doris Cooke
c/o Keuka College
Keuka Park, N.Y.
Postmarked: Keuka Park, NY, April 30, 1951, 11:30 am
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Monday, April 30, 1951
Dear Al,
It was so nice to hear from you last week, and thanks so much for
remembering the $.60—my roommate was a little confused when I told her of
its travels.
Friday was a perfect day here at K.C. and we all knocked off of studies for
a couple of hours and indulged in some nice hot sunshine. Many red lobsters
appeared at dinner last night!—and I was among them.
I was so glad to hear that you didn’t get that miserable cold. I was
amazed to find it almost completely vanished Sunday morning.
My big hay day is this Friday—my year’s papers due. I have two tests, &
a report to make in “The Far East” on the cultural development of Japan. When
that is over I’ll really feel as though my life is my own once again.
This pen is driving me buggy (I don’t know what it must be doing to you)
and I’ve got to get over to the post office before class.
Bye for now, and don’t be too rough on your students!
As ever,
Cookie (see what college did for me?)
Doris

257

Doris Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, May 29, 1952, 6:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Thursday, May 29, 1952
Darling—
Have just a few minutes before I leave to catch my bus. Just want to tell
you I’m going to miss you like crazy this weekend.
Also want to tell you a little secret—I love you!
Doris

Doris at right with two Keuka colleagues, ca. 1950.
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Doris Cooke
Camp Edey
Bayport, Long Island, N.Y.
Postmarked: Bayport, NY, July 28, 1952, 1:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, New York

Monday, July 28, 1952
My Darling—
How I miss you!
It seems years since you held me in your arms. Don’t mind me—it’s
Sunday night, I’m over at Pat & Al’s [Farrell] & they have just put the two
children to bed. Pat is preparing sandwiches & Al is watching television & I’m
feeling [a] might lonesome. I can see you gloating at this point (as you must
have known I was overly brave at the moment of departure).
My trip was as you predicted—uneventful. I slept rather restlessly but
not bad considering [all the] jouncing & jerking. Arrived 45 minutes early in
N.Y. and went to Anne’s [Landau] penthouse for a few hours & then came on
out to camp.
It’s now Monday am and I’m all ready to take off for Fire Island & the
ocean. I’m going to have to be very careful in the sun—you should see the color
of the kids down here!
Must dash off a line to my folks. I’ll be looking for a letter when I get
home tonight.
Bye bye darling—I miss you!
With all my love,
Doris
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Doris Cooke
Camp Edey
Bayport, Long Island, N.Y.
Postmarked: Wantagh, NY, July 31, 1952, 12:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Thursday, July 31, 1952
Dear Al—
Nancy and I are spending the day here. Weather is perfect, pool grand—
but we miss our men!
I’m piling up another burn on top of my first one, but it seems good to
look healthy again.
I’ll write a letter tonight.
Doris

West beach house at Jones Beach, Wantagh, Long Island, NY—postcard
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Doris Cooke
Camp Edey
Bayport, Long Island, N.Y.
Postmarked: Patchogue, NY, August 1, 1952, 9:30 am
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Thursday, 6:00 pm, July 31, 1952
Al—
Didn’t get a change to write a letter today, but got my 3rd from you—you
sweet thing!
I’ll be better when you’re on vacation—it’s a promise!
Are you going to send some pictures of yourself—the one I have here is
not very good.
I promise you a letter tomorrow. Be good and keep writing.
I’m turning from red to tan now & look disgustingly healthy!
Doris

Girl scout camp at Camp Edey, Bayport, Long Island, NY—postcard
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Doris Cooke
Camp Edey
Bayport, Long Island, N.Y.
Postmarked: Bayport, NY, August 2, 1952, 11:00 am
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, New York

Friday, August 1, 1952
Hi Lover,
I’m sitting here on a paint-splattered bench by the edge of the lake
listening to the happy chatter of 20 kids as they splash about. I haven’t felt so
completely rested in a very long time. I had almost forgotten that I could be so
good-humored & easy to live with!
Last night I took some kids on a trip in the camp station wagon. We had a
fine time singing & laughing as we bumped along. There are only a few
campers who knew me before but kids are real friendly & I find that they take
me right in as friend & counselor.
The mail came today & it’s only the second I’ve missed getting a letter
from you. You’ve been very good, dear, & I must commend you. No kidding
though, when I get a letter from you it makes me feel kind of lonesome but at
the same time happy & content to know you’re missing me.
It does my soul good to hear you’re in a working mood again. I was
seriously beginning to wonder whether I was a negative influence on you as far
as your work was concerned.
Your bag of smooches was very cute, only I much prefer them when they
are delivered personally.
I just took 45 minutes out for a swim, so feel muchly refreshed. Mail is
going in 10 minutes & I must get some clothes on.
Bye for now—with all my love,
Doris
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Doris Cooke
Camp Edey
Bayport, Long Island, N.Y.
Postmarked: Patchogue, NY, August 6, 1952, 8:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Tuesday, 9:15 am, August 5, 1952
Darling—
I feel so ashamed for not having written sooner, but I spent the weekend
down at Greenport with Bev [Hallock].
I was up all night Sunday with a crazy kidney and spent yesterday in the
infirmary with the grippe. I feel lots better today and it has settled in the form
of a sore throat. I was so very happy yesterday when the kids brought over
your letter and the pictures. I think they are wonderful! I’m sure my
temperature rose 10 degrees while I gazed at them. Of course they’ve been all
over camp already and there has been a unanimous vote of approval, dear!
[Wednesday, August 6th]
Now I’m really ashamed—it’s Wednesday morning and the whole camp
has left for Fire Island so it’s wonderfully quiet. Pat came for me yesterday and
I spent the day at her house giving her a haircut, wash & permanent. Alfred
came home and never noticed! You see what happens after you’ve been
married 3 1/2 years!
Well anyway, I came home from Pat’s last night to find your wonderful
letter. I’m telling you kid, it sent me from here to there and back again! You
must have been in rare form when you wrote it—perhaps it’s fortunate that I
was 400 miles away!
I’m just as excited about Sunday night as you are. Ever since the night I
left you in Rochester, I’ve been dreaming about the day I’d get back & hop off
the bus into your arms all safe again. I feel sort of like a lost sheep. Your poem
was lovely—I read it so many times over.
Be good my love and I’ll see you Sunday night—only four days! The bus
gets into Rochester at 5:55 pm (our time).
With all my love,
Doris
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Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham Street
Rochester 7, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 21, 1952, 7:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
509 O’Neil Street
Belton, South Carolina

Thursday, 11:00 am, August 21, 1952
Darling—
I want you to know that I’m missing you already—just the thought of you
being 1000 miles away sends a cold chill through me. All that keeps me happy
is the thought of how glad your mother will be to have you at home.
I hope she enjoys you to the fullest to compensate for my lonely suffering.
It’s probably good for me (I keep trying to convince myself) to be deprived of
your closeness for a little while, although I have been aware all the time of how
lucky I am.
Tom just came over and asked me to test an apprentice trainee. I told him
what I was doing and he laughed with an understanding look in his eye.
I’m dreading saying goodbye to you tomorrow night and if you get away
without seeing me in tears you can chalk a point up to my side for self-control.
Things are really not as bad as I feel right now. I’ll just start counting the
days until you’ll be back again—home to me.
Give my best to your mother and tell her I think you’re wonderful, and
I’m sure she’s to blame!
Bye my love—I’m looking forward to our sweet sorrow tomorrow.
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. I’m gonna miss you!
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Doris with Susan & David, and with Grandma Lena & Susan Coward, ca. 1963.

265

Miss Doris Cooke
15 Buckingham Street
Rochester 7, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 25, 1952, 10:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Sunday, 10:45 pm, August 24, 1952
My Darling—
It’s Sunday night (10:45) & I’ve just jumped out of the shower & have to
pour out my heart to you before I can get real sleep. To say that I missed you
this weekend would be a gross understatement!—it was horrible. As a matter
of fact I had such a poor spell yesterday afternoon that I inadvertently got the
whole family in an uproar. You see they diagnosed my trouble as a mere
physical ailment & it took little Mrs. Elperin to tell them that I was just
lonesome, heartsick & in need of loving.
It was all brought on by the fact that Jim & Connie [Cooke] arrived on
their way home from camp & were so obviously happy, healthy & in love that
my lack of you was made unbearable. I knew it was foolish & child-like for me
to act that way—but I knew at the same time you would understand. Jim &
Connie & Nancy slept here in my room & Barby & Pris stayed at Nell’s. I just
crossed two days off my calendar—so I only have 19 to go until you come back
to me. I almost cried last night when Jim & Connie cuddled up in bed & were
so blissfully happy. My heart cried, but I didn’t so I am getting better, dear.
Daddy & I went to church at Third Presbyterian this morning. Young
Rev. Laske packed a wallop of a sermon on how to face problems in our times—
very pertinent, helpful & brief. Your pal Gene (the one at the Stardust Room) &
his girl sat two pews ahead. They didn’t see us & I was just as glad—I couldn’t
remember his last name.
Goodnight lover—
With all my love,
Doris

266

Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 27, 1952, 6:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Monday, 4:00 pm, August 25, 1952
My Darling—
I never thought I’d see the day again when I would be writing a letter at
work. I must be getting more efficient in my old age! Mary just called this very
minute to say that she will definitely be back a week from tomorrow. Her voice
has not had the lift in it in a long time that it did just now. She is having a
haircut Thursday & sounds just like a kid anticipating a birthday.
Did I tell you that Sunday morning when Nancy woke up she came over
in bed with me, reached out for your picture. I said, “That’s Al—he’s nice.”
Also, did I tell you that Pris had a light case of polio while they were at camp?
It scared Jim & Connie badly. She had a temperature of 104°, stiff neck, stiff
legs & an upset stomach. They called their pediatrician in Buffalo & he told
them just what to do. It broke in 24 hours & in 48 hours she was almost normal.
She looks fine & they are almost glad now that she had it as it is supposed to
immunize a person against the more serious forms.
I’m now at home—again propped in bed after having washed my hair,
done [a] huge washing & taken a shower. It’s 10:30 & I’ve given myself only 10
minutes to finish this before retiring. This is the time of day when I can really
upset myself thinking about you so far away. I feel so sort of helpless knowing
you can’t get to me right away. I’m just living for Wednesday. I’m counting on
your first letter arriving by then. Just some material evidence that the bonds are
still close even though miles apart.
Mother & Daddy left this morning for Jamestown [NY] & will come up to
Buffalo Thursday afternoon. I will go up Friday after work on the bus & we
will have the long weekend together. Your absence at the family gathering will
be very evident, but no one will feel the emptiness that I do.
I must close now before I have you feeling sorry for me. Forgive my
letters. Dear, you said you wouldn’t mind if I said what I felt, & all I feel is
lonely—
With all my love, Doris
18 days!
267

Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 27, 1952, 4:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Tuesday, 3:30 pm, August 26, 1952
Darling—
I don’t know why you go with such a feeble-minded girl. I am so
provoked with myself for running off this morning & leaving my letter to you
on the radio. Just for the fun of it, I am going to mail these at the same time
tonight & see just what difference there is in time between air mail & regular.
I am going out to the lake with Ginny tonight. Her landlord has a cottage
out about 25 miles & it has 5 bedrooms so she invited me for overnight. We are
going home first to pick up my bathing suit & clothes for tomorrow.
Today has been rather hot & muggy—a good day not to work. I haven’t
over-exerted myself so far this week—everything is up to date. I had a riotous
time this morning with two German girls & a deaf-mute. What with writing
notes to one & pointing to the others I made myself look like nothing short of a
moron. Bob & Ginny were no help—they were laughing at me.
Jean just came over and talked with me for a half-hour. She is so excited,
and I don’t blame her a bit. She does feel rather badly about not telling her
folks though, and try as she has she cannot seem to completely rid her
conscience of guilt feelings. I could never take such a step with any such
feelings. I’ll want to shout from the house tops & I’m sure my parents will help
me!
Gretch came down today and asked me if I knew how to raise a spinnaker
sail. It seems as though this fellow down at [Sodus] is racing his Lightening
over the weekend & needs a crew of 2. Of course I couldn’t go on account of
our family gathering and furthermore I don’t feel interested in crewing with a
strange young man—don’t tell Gretchen I said that!
Mr. Bush’s lovely gray paint finally dried enough to walk on last night.
He was cursing all weekend about it—I think she kept teasing him for buying
the wrong kind of paint. He’s been imbibing a lot more these past few weeks.
I finally cleared up my $21.00 debt to Dr. Cooley so all I have to go is $125
on my coat and I’ll be out of the red again. I do want you to help me buy a
camera when you get back.
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It’s almost 5:00 now & I must get downstairs & lock up.
Write to me—
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. I miss you.

Doris & Allen at home in Philadelphia, ca.1954.
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Miss Doris E. Cooke
15 Buckingham Street
Rochester 7, N.Y.
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 28, 1952, 1:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Wednesday, 10:00 pm, August 27, 1952
My Darling—
What a pleasant surprise to find your letter when I got home tonight. I
take such pride in knowing you miss me as much as I miss you. In everything I
do throughout the day the day it seems I feel your absence. I’ve been riding my
bike over to Nell’s for supper & it seems to help keep me from being so lonely.
When I return to my empty room though, I can’t help wishing I could feel your
arms around me all safe & warm.
Needless to say, I am surprised to
hear that Lena is being married so soon. It
is fortunate that you are going to be home
for the big occasion. Is your mother happy
about it?
Anne Landau sent me some pictures
(negatives) that she took at camp. If any of
them turn out well I may send them on to
you.
I think it’s a riot that your cousin is
involved with a p.k. (preacher’s kid) too!
He should be able to sympathize with you.
Joan left today for her trip to
Saratoga with Carl. I’m nearly popping
with curiosity to know whether they’ll
really carry through!
I must close now—I promised myself
a good night’s sleep. We were up until
1:00 last night playing cards & went for a
swim after dark too.
Goodnight my love—
With all my love, Doris
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, August 29, 1952, 8:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Thursday, 10:45 am, August 28, 1952
Hi Darling!
I just started two girls on a test and have a few spare moments. I never
had such an urgent desire to write letters before in my life. See what you do to
me? It’s another warm day—about 88°—so I wore my light blue dress to work.
You know the one with the square neck & elastic in the shoulders. Well the
boys have been giving me “the business” all morning about it. I told them
they’d better be good or you would beat them up. I am very generous with
your abilities! I thinned & trimmed my hair last night & it looks better—not so
bushy & unmanageable.
Today is Gretchen’s birthday. She has on a little lavender dress which
becomes her very much. Speaking of Gretch—I suffered the tortures of the
damned yesterday for having hurt her again. She had offered me a ride home
Tuesday night from work & I forgot to tell her I was going with Ginny to the
lake. I was very ashamed for being so thoughtless—especially since I know
how sensitive she is. Poor kid, she needs some man to love her. She knit a pair
of socks for Pete for his birthday & now is afraid to send them for fear he will
think she is serious. He didn’t remember hers in any way & she feels funny, but
wants him to have them. I hate to see her send them—for obvious reasons, but I
can’t tell her that. Honestly, I don’t think there is anything more pathetic than a
frustrated woman.
I haven’t seen your bicycle around with it’s new rider—it’s just as well! I
guess 15 Buckingham has lost its popularity.
My address book was recovered by my friend Debby Dooling from under
the back seat of her father’s car. I was very glad to get it back as there are some
irreplaceable memos in it.

[Friday, August 29th]
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Well it’s now Friday afternoon & I was just called back from a tour in
POD to test 3 lovely people. I say “lovely” with a great deal of sarcasm in my
voice. It seems that Mr. Wigle forgot to tell Rita & Mrs. Dunn that I was going
to leave this afternoon at 3:00. It’s just lucky that Nell called & told me they
can’t leave until about 5:00 anyway.
Did you ever hear of a little blonde girl by the name of Lydia Litvinov?
She is going to be a senior this year, is a chemistry major & thinks you had her
lab for a while last year. She is a darling girl, very bright, and is on a B&L
[Bausch & Lomb] scholarship. Pardon me, I just talked with Lydia & she
corrected me—Dick Nostrand had her lab, but she thought she had seen you
around. She had Frank for a course that she calls P-Chem. I guess that’s
physical [chemistry], isn’t it? She doesn’t think much of him as a teacher. Says
he doesn’t approve of women in the field anyway. Must close now.
Hope there is some mail from you today.
With all my love,
Doris

Separate card that Doris sent to Al, August 28, 1952.
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, September 4, 1952, 6:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Thursday, 3:10 pm, September 4, 1952
My Darling—
Mary just left for home with her arm & this is the first breathing spell I’ve
had this week. I will attempt to make no excuse for not having written over the
weekend. The truth is that I foolishly allowed myself to become physically
fatigued & I went into one of my spells of confusion & emotional instability. I
know I couldn’t write you a letter that lied & I didn’t want to tell you how I felt.
I’m O.K. now & everything is fine. We had a pleasant weekend together
at Jim & Connie’s and I told Connie I’d come up the weekend of the 13th to help
her can peaches. I was assuming that you wouldn’t be home until Sunday or
Monday—I hope my presumption was correct. I thought I’d go crazy sitting
here in Rochester alone waiting for your arrival. Please let me know as near as
you can what time you will get here, so I can be sure to be present. It’s only 10
more days now!
The enclosed are a couple of snaps which Anne took at camp—there were
18 in all but these were about the best.
It is now 4:45—I had several interruptions. Evy called to check up on me.
She has called every day since you left to make sure I wasn’t dying of
lonesomeness.
I must close & get this down to the mail room. Joan & Carl are being
married this Saturday.
Be good my love & keep writing those wonderful letters. They do me
much good.
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. Mother & Daddy asked about you & send their love with mine.
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3 5B-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, September 5, 1952, 10:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Friday, 6:45 pm, September 5, 1952
My Darling Al—
I just dashed upstairs from dishwashing to write a quick letter to you so
that I may keep my promise to myself & not let you down again.
Today was rather slow & boresome [boring] so we fooled around most of
the afternoon. Last night Patsy & I were in our P.J.’s & doing little chores
around the room when Ginny called and asked us to go for a ride & get some
good fresh air. We jumped into our jeans & went out to 12 corners where “the
boys” (training dept. & sales) were practicing baseball for a forthcoming game
with the factory team. We sat there watching them (Patsy came too) for a good
10 minutes before they recognized us. In appreciation of our enthusiasm &
moral support they took us to Howard Johnson’s for milkshakes.
Mary seemed better today & did not seem to tire as quickly as before. Did
I tell you that Tom Wood is leaving in three weeks to take a position of Head of
Training for Dahlstrom Co. in Olean. He is beginning at $2500 more than he is
now getting. I think Bob won’t last too much longer either. All the boys are
getting “bees in their bonnets.”
Daddy wrote a very disheartened letter which I received tonight. Mother
is getting difficult & sometimes irrational to the point of thinking he is trying to
get ahold of “her” money.
I feel deeply sorry for him—it is a constant torment, but what can I do
constructively? She seemed so good the whole time they were here.
I must run to the mail box—I received no letter tonight or last night from
you, but am counting the hours until you return. Forgive the sloppy writing
Darling—it sends my love just the same.
With all my love,
Doris
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3 5B-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Alexandria Bay, NY, September 7, 1952, 7:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Saturday, 11:30 pm, September 6, 1952
My Darling Al—
Am about to hop under the covers to get warm, but first must warm my
heart by writing you. Patsy’s friend Ruthie & her husband are taking us on a
trip to the Thousand Islands tonight. They are picking us up at 8:00 am & we
are taking a picnic lunch to eat after we get there.
Mark & Evy left just a short time ago. They had a few new pictures &
nothing better to do so they brought the whole works up here to the room.
Patsy had never seen the wedding pictures either. I stopped at Harloff’s this
afternoon on the way to the dentist. You’d have been real proud of me Al—I
rode all the way out & back without stopping once, & it’s at least 7 miles. Mark
& his dad & Mr. Marx were all working on the addition to the house & did they
ever look amazed when they saw me on my bike.
Mark just traded his camera in on a Cero 35 mm. It retails at $69 I think.
Sure is a beauty & with the adjustable focus thing. You know I can’t speak
“cameraman’s” language, but you undoubtedly know what I mean. It’s made
by Graflex I think. Anyway, it looked nice & I was quite impressed.
Mark goes to school next Sunday so you won’t get to see him. I think Evy
is beginning to realize that it’s not going to be as easy as she anticipated to see
him go off alone to Syracuse. They both look good—happy & healthy.
I look healthy but I’ll look much happier 8 days from now!!
Goodnight my love—
With all my love,
Doris
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3 5B-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, September 8, 1952, 10:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina [forwarded to Rochester, NY]

Monday, 6:45 pm, September 8, 1952
Darling—
I waited to write you till tonight to see if you would pull through with a
letter—& you did. You sure threw my plans for a loop. I will postpone my trip
to Buffalo until the following weekend of course & I will be here with open
arms to welcome you home on
Friday!
I will not take time to tell you
about my experiences yesterday as I
want to make sure this gets out in
the 7:15 mail. We did have a grand
time—several funny things
happened & we got lost on the way
home.
Joan did get married Saturday
and is taking this week off for the
honeymoon. It was the big talk of
Bausch & Lomb this morning when
the news broke.
I am sorry for Lena that you
won’t be there for her wedding, but
I guess it can’t be helped.
Be careful on the trip & don’t
speed! I want you to get here in one
piece.
With all my love,
Doris
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Miss Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, September 19, 1952, 7:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Dept. of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, N.Y.

Friday, 4:55 pm, September 19, 1952
My Darling—
I am at the bus station—I meant to write this at work, but Evy called & I
got involved in other work.
Just want to tell you I had a marvelous time last night—I was happy all
over. The old thrill was back Al,
and it was wonderful!
I’ll miss you so & am very
anxious for Sunday night .
With all my love,
Doris
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, New York
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—not to be opened until after 9:30 pm”]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Friday, 3:10 pm, December 12, 1952
My Darling—
Have just a few minutes & not much room, but can’t resist writing you
just a line to remind you that I love you.
I’ll be only half myself this weekend without you—you are such a part of
my every thought & dream.
I love you Al, more than anyone else is the world. I’m yours—heart &
soul.
Doris

Doris as photographed by Al on their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—12 noon to 6 pm]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 2:00 am, December 20, 1952
My Darling—
Fido is lying beside me & we are listening to make sure that we would
hear you if you called outside the window. We are both very lonesome. Fido
misses you to, as he is not quite used to his new mistress yet—but we shall
undoubtedly be very comforting to each other in your absence. We will,
however, welcome you with open arms upon your return.
You are just under way on your journey & my thoughts and prayers are
with you every moment.
I love you, Doris

Doris in Patchogue, NY, ca. 1945.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—6:00 pm to Midnight]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 2:07 am, December 20, 1952
My Darling—
I’m still up—just thinking that when you read this I’ll be wishing that I
was preparing dinner for you as the prelude to a weekend of bliss.
I miss you so very much already, but my ring is a constant reminder of
our love for each other.
Darling, I want you to understand that I wear it with all the love in my
heart dedicated to you, and only you. I cherish it as a symbol of the perfection
which we strive for in life & love.
Goodnight, my love—
Doris

Allen & Doris with her folks, ca. 1953.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—Midnight to 6:00 am, December 21, 1952]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 2:16 am, December 20, 1952
My Darling Al—
This’ll be a shorty because it’s an awful hour for you to be awake.
I simply want to remind you that you are wonderful, kind, good,
generous, and most of all my man.
You are it—the man I love more than anyone or anything else in the
world! Dorrie

Doris Cooke, ca.1943.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—6:00 am to 12 noon, December 21, 1952]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 2:22 am, December 20, 1952
My Dearest Al—
I didn’t know whether you had seen this [enclosure]—it’s from Daily
Devotions & I liked it particularly well.
I’ll be with you in spirit as I pray in church this morning. The empty
place by my side will give a
twinge in my heart, but we will
be near each other in the
presence of our Heavenly
Father.
I love you with a love
that could never be expressed
in words.
I am yours—Doris
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—12 noon to 6:00 pm, December 21, 1952]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 10:24 am, December 20, 1952
My Darling Al—
I have just finished packing your lunch. I hope you enjoy it.
You are nearing home now & I want you to have a wonderful time with
your family—just miss me a little & I’ll be happy.
I must hurry to write one more before I leave to meet you—bye.
With all my love, Doris

Doris with niece Nancy Cooke, ca.1952.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—6:00 pm to 12 midnight, December 21, 1952]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 10:28 am, December 20, 1952
My Dearest Lover—
I only have time to remind you once again that my heart & soul is yours &
I’ll be the happiest girl in the world when you come back & hold me in your
wonderful arms again.
I’m so in love with you, my darling—because you’re mine.
Doris

Doris’ college graduation photo from Keuka College, 1951.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—after waking, Monday, December 22, 1952]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Saturday, 10:30 am, December 20, 1952
Darling—
I hope you have had a wonderful rest. My prayers were with you on your
trip.
My love to your family—have a grand time together.
I adore you—Doris
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Miss Doris E. Cooke
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, December 22, 1952, 4:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Sunday, 10:45 pm, December 21, 1952
My Darling—
I came through the weekend with flying colors! I knew you’d be proud of
me. [Idaire] was here & stayed with me almost constantly—you know what a
panic she is, so how could I get melancholy (who is the speller in the family?) I
did miss you something awful, Al.
Every direction I turn there is some
vivid reminder of you—your life is so real
to me & such an integral part of mine that I
feel just as you once said, only half a
person. Then there are a few occasions
when I look at you almost objectively—I
really like you, Mr. C.!!! (This is in addition
to the fact that I love you.)
You’re a terrific guy in and of
yourself. I am sure of this because I was
thinking if I were a young girl sitting on the
bus across the aisle (I hope she wasn’t in
the same seat—just for safety!), I would be
very curious about and interested in you.
Let’s face it—you’re just plain cute! I’d
better stop feeding your ego or you’ll be
looking around to see if there is such a girl!
As I said, these moments of rational
thinking about you are very few, & far
between the dizzy spells I have at the very
mention of your name.
Fido & I are hitting the sack now. He is a poor substitute for you but
nevertheless very much appreciated as an uncomplaining outlet for my squeeze
impulses. Goodnight, lover.
Write often—your Doris
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3 5B-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
[postmark illegible]
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Monday, 10:30 pm, December 22, 1952
Hi, Honey!
Betty is sitting over by the fireplace playing her first game of auto bridge
with our set. She seems to be getting a big bang out of it—making all sorts of
groans & sighs & then exclaims “I played it right.” Sounds like fun. I’ll have to
try it soon.
I got Mary Henry Clunes’ “By His Own Hand” for Christmas. It is of
particular interest to Rochesterians as it is supposed to be a fictionalized version
of George Eastman’s life—although not authenticated by anyone. Evy
recommended it as a thing which they all might enjoy.
Speaking of Evy—before I go any further, I want to tell you that I am
going to get Evy & Mark a place setting of their stainless steel for a Christmas
gift. They gave the fork to both of us so I thought it would be nice if I got
something for both of them. I’ll sign it from “us.” I called Mrs. Marx and asked
her what they needed & that was her first suggestion.
Lou (Hays) Ott called me at work today. Sounds extremely happy & very
busy. I told her our big news & she sends best wishes for us. She issued an
invite to us for some time after New Years to come over to their apartment for
the evening. I said we’d like to & she will call me after the first of the year. I
just now have a twinge of guilt—I assume that we would like to. [“You
never”—crossed out] Don’t ever hesitate to tell me if you have opposing ideas
on a subject—no decision is ever that final, but I assume on the small things it is
never too vital one way or the other.
Harry left Betty on Friday and she’s been somewhat lost. I guess he’s still
a pretty uncertain quantity. As she so aptly put it, “He’s got to learn to know
himself.” I guess the power & lust of the Big City (N.Y.) gets him off his rocker.
She has talked quite a bit about him tonight & revealed a few of his misgivings.
Darling, when I think of “us” and how lucky we have been, it is the most
humbling sensation. I’m sure I never earned such happiness by my own merit
& what it really does is to give me stimulation to be a far bigger & better person
because of it. I’m tired—am I talking sense? I feel it in my bones—and heart.
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I love you, Al—in you I find the fulfillment of all my yearning, hopes, &
dreams. I hope & pray I am worthy of your love—and I’m willing to spend my
life trying to be.
I know you must be having a grand time with your family. I’m very
happy for you.
I miss you. I love you.
Goodnight—Doris
P.S. The only reason I told you about Mark & Evy’s gift is in case they mention
it New Years Eve.—DC
P.P.S. I hope you mailed a letter to me at Jim & Connie’s—otherwise I won’t
hear from you until I get back next Sunday night.—DC

Doris in her coat, ca. 1954.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al—do not open until Christmas]
Al Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

[Thursday, December 25, 1952]
To Al—
I wanted you to have a small something on Christmas Day just to remind
you I love you and will be with you in spirit.
Doris

Doris in her coat, ca. 1969.
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Doris Elaine Cooke
Rochester, N.Y.
[unpostmarked envelope addressed to “Al” for his birthday, January 7, 1953]
Al Coward
406 O’Neal Street
Belton, South Carolina

Saturday, January 3, 1953
Happy Birthday, Darling!
(even though it’s a little early)
Just think of these small remembrances as tokens of my love,
I love you,
Doris

The design embossed on Al’s birthday card from Doris.
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Miss Doris E. Cooke
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
[unpostmarked envelope to “Al”]
Al Coward
Rochester, N.Y.

Friday, 4:02 pm, February 6, 1953
My Darling—
Just so you won’t forget, I have to remind you once again—
I love you.
Thank you for seeing me off—you do such nice things always, but just
being you is the nicest thing you can ever do for me.
I’ll miss you tonight.
Doris X

Allen & Doris, ca. 1953.
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[Note found amidst the Al & Doris correspondence without an envelope, ca. 1953]

Mother-in-law Sue Coward, Doris & her mother, Lillian Luther Cooke, ca. 1953.
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Miss Doris E. Cooke FA-3 5B-3
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.
Rochester 2, New York
Postmarked: Rochester, NY, March 10, 1953, 9:30 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
Department of Chemistry
University of Rochester
Rochester, New York

Tuesday, March 10, 1953
Dear Mr. Coward—
I wish to inform you that your patient has recovered & is feeling quite
herself again. I thought this news would be of some interest to you since you
were primarily responsible for caring for her.
She thought you were a superb nurse and she is very convinced that you
are the most wonderful man in the whole world!
She misses you very much & is living for Thursday night to be with you
again.
Hurriedly,
Cupid
P.S. She loves you very much!

This was presumably Doris’ last correspondence with Allen
before their wedding on Saturday, May 2, 1953 in Jamestown, NY.
Their first son, James Allen Coward,
was born August 27, 1954 in Philadelphia, PA.
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Doris on their honeymoon, May 1953.
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Mrs. N.A. Coward
27 Locust Street
Jamestown, N.Y.
Postmarked: Jamestown, NY, April 11, 1955, 11:30 am
Dr. N. Allen Coward
32 S. Wycombe Avenue
Lansdowne, Penn.

Sunday, 7:40 pm, April 10, 1955
Dearest Al,
I am thinking you must be about home now. I hope you sack-in early and
will be all perky for Uncle Levey tomorrow. Will you be giving your reports
immediately?
We just ran a couple of errands and now Jim & Mom are watching
television.
Daddy was so anxious for the church to pay off the grant mortgage and I
just called Charles Mitchell, the financial secretary (and possessor of 1/2
million) and he says it was just about half met. This means about $1250 came
in. I am rather dreading having to tell Dad this. He seemed a little stronger and
more cheerful this afternoon and then—(you just called and I am now feeling
very squeamish in my tummy as I realize how far away you are)—Mother
suggested he’d better go to another hospital since he wasn’t getting any better.
Her general mood is rather low, although she has had a few good
moments.
I just got Jim settled & must scoot down to the hospital for a few minutes
as I promised.
In church this morning Jim decided to [play] patty-cake & shout da-da; so
in attempting to quiet him I gave him a sealed bottle of prune juice to hold & he
dropped it and of course the cap broke & the aisle was thoroughly lubricated.
I must close for now but will write again tomorrow. Please write to Jim &
explain what [the] Doctor told you. Also your mother is due a letter.
Goodnight, Darling. I miss you terribly.
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. Dick Holroyd stopped by about 4:00 pm—looks swell, was just home for
the day.
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Doris with her folks, ca. 1952, and ca.1950.
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Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Cooke
27 Locust Street
Jamestown, N.Y.
Postmarked: Jamestown, NY, April 15, 1955, 12:00 pm
Dr. Nathan A. Coward
32 S. Wycombe Avenue, Apt. 23
Lansdowne, Penn.

Thursday, April 14, 1955
Dearest Al,
Your two letters came today & made me so happy, but also made me feel
guilty because I haven’t been writing. Honestly, if you could peek in on me and
see what I’m doing you’d really understand. Today I removed no less than 200
surplus wire coat hangers from Mother’s closet & transported them to the dry
cleaners. Yesterday I ran through 6 loads of laundry & today I did all the
starching and ran through 4 more loads. I’m afraid to even think of the ironing!
Every one of Mom’s dresses was dirty, also slips, undies and stockings. It was a
mess!
Some dresses (about 8) were ancient of days and couldn’t be worn unless
she lost 50 lbs. So these I laundered & will do up for Mr. Davenport.
Besides the sorting & dumping this house is badly in need of a thorough
cleaning. I’m tackling it room by room. Also Daddy’s mail, bills, and
acknowledgements are a 2-hour a day job.
Enough said?—I’m busy.
Above any menial tasks which I perform I have a very vacant feeling in
the region of my heart. Diagnosis?—I need you. It really isn’t too bad during
the day when I’m jitting about, but when I sit down to my evening snack
(soup), I begin to feel very much alone and realize more than ever [how] much
my life is centered in you and in our love. I must stop this as I’ll never get to
sleep.
Write often and I’m living for 8 days from now!
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. I hope you are getting lots of sleep. I’m doing better, but last night was up
from 12-1:30 am with Jim. The movie was superb—we must see it together.
P.P.S. I hope you’ve written Daddy—his birthday is Saturday. [The] Doctor
says he can sit in his chair on Monday.
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Mrs. N.A. Coward
c/o Cooke
27 Locust Street
Jamestown, N.Y.
Postmarked: Jamestown, NY, April 18, 1955, 4:00 pm
Dr. Nathan A. Coward
32 S. Wycombe Avenue
Lansdowne, Penn.

Sunday, April 17, 1955
Darling—
I’ve had quite an upsetting time this weekend. Jim [Cooke] unexpectedly
brought Mom home yesterday—caught me in a terrible fix with [the] house torn
up, Mom’s clothes lying around & general chaos. I did some fast talking.
I was pretty shaken up anyway because Jimbo tipped his Taylor Tot over
on the cement walk outside and gave his head an awful crack and cut up his
poor little nose rather badly—surface cuts, but they look awful! He was fine
today but looks so pathetic. Then tonight on [the] way to bed he swung his
head around and gave me a swift hit with the back of his head that sent my
tooth nicely into my lip—so we’re both very pretty!
Your letter was so cute and you provided much laughter in #110 for 2
patients, 2 nurses, and 4 visitors.
Daddy sat out in a chair today & said it felt good.
I’m closing in order to write a quickie to Mrs. Elliott. Maybe you have
been in contact—I hope so.
We need her badly for a couple of weeks or I won’t be able to leave.
I was so afraid you might have tried to come up this weekend , thinking
I’d be alone, and I’m very relieved you didn’t—for I would have worried about
you making the trip alone.
Bye for now & be good. I miss you, love you, and need you—
Your Doris
P.S. Remember me to Tippy & tell her I miss her.
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The front and back of her April 17th card for Al.

Doris’ father, Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke,
succumbed ten days later on Wednesday, April 27, 1955.
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Doris with Jim, ca. 1955.
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Doris Cooke Coward
c/o Cooke, 609 E. Dominion Blvd.
Columbus 14, Ohio
[no envelope]
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
32 S. Wycombe Avenue
Lansdowne, Penn.

Monday, May 7, 1956
Darling!
Already it is Monday afternoon and Jimbo is just about (he just did) to
wake up from his nap. He sleeps in Nana’s bed & looks so cute in such a big
bed. He’s good about going down at night, but I’m having trouble at nap time.
However he has chosen the charming hours of 5:30 am to arise and then comes
in bed with me & fools around until 6:45 when I get up with the kids—then he
falls asleep again until 8:30 or so. He asks for you off and on all day & it makes
me feel so bad. I tell him you’ve gone bye-bye & he seems to be satisfied.
I had quite a trip up here. Just halfway between Pittsburgh & Columbus
we had engine trouble & had to feather #2 (the starboard) engine, so we flew in
on one & the pilot did a beautiful job & made a terrific landing. They had two
fire trucks & an ambulance at the end of the runway and about four others
scattered along at intervals. It was quite impressive & really a wonderful safety
measure. The hostess had us all fasten our seat belts for the remainder of the
journey and I had to put Jim in a separate seat & belt him in. He loved the
whole business & sat there [and] happily read his little Golden Book. Needless
to say I was pretty scared. So was everyone, I know, but everyone was calm—
each trying to fool the rest. The hostess acted as though it happened every day,
and the pilot kept talking to us through the intercom. I guess I was a little pale,
but a very grateful girl when the old wheels touched terra firma! We were 24
minutes late—had a 45 m.p.h. head wind.
Jim [Cooke] left yesterday about 4:00 pm with the other 2 fellows. I ran
through about 9 loads of wash yesterday and 3 today & the ironing covers the
couch.
The children have been very good so far. Last night we had a very bad
thunderstorm. It struck 2 houses down from us, but not too badly. A
transformer on the next street was hit and made lovely fireworks & put us in
the dark for a half-hour, but the kiddies stayed in their beds & Jimbo slept.
Barbie was croupy last night but it didn’t awaken her so I hope she’ll get
through until Friday without giving me a scare.
The cleaning lady is coming tomorrow so that will help considerably. I
want to have things in order when Connie comes. She may meet Jim in
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Pittsburgh & return with him Friday night. I have had no further word on her
condition.
I have made reservations for a plane leaving here at 12:38 pm and I have
11 minutes to switch at Pittsburgh. I have forgotten the arrival time in
Philadelphia, but will write you about it.
I’m going downtown with Gene Simons tomorrow am to donate blood to
the Red Cross. I had a bad nose bleed last night again so will be glad to get
them stopped.
Pris & Nancy have arrived from school & are changing clothes to go out
and play so things will be hectic until bedtime. Barbie goes to school in the am
only, comes home for lunch, so those 2 1/2 hours are my only really quiet ones.
I’ll try to write tomorrow am
I miss you very much honey, you’ll never know. Be good and write soon.
With all my love, Doris

Doris at home in Philadelphia, ca. 1955.
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Doris Cooke Coward
c/o Cooke
609 E. Dominion Blvd.
Columbus 14, Ohio
Postmarked: Columbus, OH, May 10, 1956, 7:00 pm
Mr. Nathan A. Coward
32 S. Wycombe Avenue
Lansdowne, Penn.

Wednesday, May 9, 1956
Dearest—
I hope you are not worried because you haven’t received word from me. I
asked Priscilla about where to mail my Monday letter & she said the mail drops
were only collected 3 times per week out here, but that the mailman would take
it Tuesday. As it turned out he came at 3:00 pm & deposited the mail, ignoring
my letter.
I had Mattie (cleaning lady) come yesterday & I finished the ironing so
we’re living in a very civilized fashion now & I actually sat down & read the
newspaper this morning after breakfast.
Honestly honey, we will have to buy Jimbo a swing set when we move.
He’s too cute for words climbing onto a regular adult swing & clenching his
little fists on the chains & shouting “puss!” He loves the little glider affair too,
but has to be helped on. The sandbox is offering wonderful sifting & throwing
experience too & he almost throws a real tantrum when I have to bring him in
for meals.
Realizing that I will undoubtedly be seeing you several hours after you
read this, I shall refrain from writing more.
There is much in my heart, but mostly love for you.
Lena is coming over for the day tomorrow. I went over yesterday am &
surprised them properly. All seems fine for them. She has bout 3 weeks to go.
You’ll have to inquire about the plane arrival time. All I know is I leave
here at 12:38 our time (here).
Bye-bye & please pray we have a safe trip. I shall be a little on edge, I
know.
With all my love,
Doris
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Doris with her folks, ca.1953.

Doris with a wet Susan, Barb Cooke looking on, ca.1950.
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Doris & David with Great-Grandma Lena Coward, ca. 1962.

Doris & David, ca. 1962.
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Doris with Connie & Sue Coward, and with Linden & Grandma Lena Coward, ca. 1963.
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Doris Coward
2302 John Avenue
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Superior, WI, June 20, 1970.
Dr. Nathan A. Coward
Sharp Hall
Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute
Troy, New York 12181

Saturday, 10:15 am, June 20, 1970
Dear Al—
I was just pouring out of bed at 9:30 when Roger Nash arrived at the door
to collect his collie book (they are going to build a doghouse) and see the
puppies. So now I am awake and before I get in motion [I] wanted to let you
know you are missed by all.
Ellen was really upset for several hours after you left—it was a mistake
not to have explained to her ahead of time just what was going on. When I
finally realized that she just simply didn’t understand, I took time to show her
the calendar and that you would be home before Jim’s birthday. She settled
down alright and went to sleep and I will let her mark the days. I also told her
you would write her a letter and that helped.
Jim is listening to Faust and as soon as the men come for the piano, I am
going to have Jim load his and Susan’s bike into the truck so I can take them
over to Stewarts for those brake & gear repairs respectively.
I must run now. I love you and miss you already so much. Take care of
yourself and do watch your meals—maybe you should buy a small bottle of
supplementary vitamins with iron. I meant to put some in, but didn’t. Do
write.
With all my love,
Doris
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The Coward house on 2302 John Avenue in Superior, ca. 1969.

Doris with friend Anne Landau holding David, ca. 1963.

308

David, Jim & Susan at Christmas-time, 1964.

Jim reading to David & Susan, December 1964.
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Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Superior, WI, June 24, 1970.
Nathan A. Coward
Room 202-C, Sharp Hall
Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Wednesday, 12:30 pm, June 24, 1970
Darling—
It has been rather wild at home with people to see puppies (Kink sold
yesterday). I took them for shots at 1:00 pm and they were so sick afterwards.
Ellen is fine. [Dr.] Garvey thinks Sonja would pick up in health if we spay
her. She is so thin; but eating well & peppy otherwise acting fine.
Jim & Duane [Rutan] are golfing and not doing badly at all. Drive
training is boring Jim—around in a circle on the range & then forward &
backward. I tell him it’s money in his pocket, though, & soon it will get more
challenging.
No word from you yet—hopefully today. Am at the Post Office, have
forwarded RCA box & separate letter—fat envelope. Be good.
Love always, Doris

Doris & Ellen, ca. 1969.
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Doris to Allen while he was away in Troy, New York, 26 June 1970.
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Doris portraits by Allen, ca. 1970.
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Doris portraits by Allen, ca. 1970 (including funny faces!)
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Doris in South Range, ca. 1976.
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Susan with Pookey, David, Jim & Ellen at Tyschen’s cabin, 1968.

Susan, David, Jim & Ellen family portrait, ca. 1969.
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Doris with Susan & Ellen, ca. 1969, at Manions, ca. 1968, and ca. 1963.
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Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Superior, WI, July 2, 1970.
Nathan A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Wednesday, 9:45 pm, July 1, 1970
Dear Al—
I am sitting in [Frank & Elna] Missinne’s living room, listening to their
tape of music camp. It was another successful week—amazing what these kids
can do in just a few short days!
At 8:45 we got home from Pattison Park—had left at 5:30 on the spur of
the moment and our picnic was really not a dietician’s delight—1 lb. bologna, 1
lb. potato chips, 1 gal. lemonade, and 1 lemon cake. It was a really sweltering
(85º) day in town & we all came home very refreshed and infinitely cooler.
Bobby Horton & Bonnie Manion went with us. Ellen sure enjoys the water this
year.
Susan tried to get a trauma over the fact that someone found a leech in
the water. She really got terrified and insisted she wasn’t going back in the
water. I talked to her & finally got her to go in swimming with me while
Bonnie watched Ellen. I told her that you just can’t succumb to those fears, but
have to face them head on & learn to cope.
I am enjoying the truck very much. Had my first little skirmish Monday
morning when I caught the right side mirror on the garage door molding. It
scared me pretty much, but only cracked the glass & I can have one cut at St.
Germain’s rather than replace the whole unit with case. The supports were not
bent at all—neither was the case that holds the glass. It’s really fun to take to
the park & just toss all the junk and kids in the back.
I ordered a blue pile (washable) carpet for the box which should be in at
Sears tomorrow. I am going to have Jo An [Horton] help me cut it. It will lift
right out and be shaken or hosed down.
Your letter came today telling about your trip to Albany. It was a pretty
full day—and then some.
Ellen had her check-up with Dr. Brooker today & he catheterized the
urine and it was clear! She is to finish the medication at the rate of 2 per day.
She is so brown & healthy looking now.
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I love you, darling—always & always,
Doris
P.S. I lost 6 lbs. so far.

Doris at the table, ca. 1971.
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Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
[postmark illegible]
Nathan A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Sunday, 9:00 pm, July 5, 1970
Darling—
Ellen has just retired & Teresa [Thomas] & Susan are chatting in the
kitchen. I couldn’t keep you out of my thoughts this weekend. I missed you so
badly—especially yesterday as we picnicked on Wisconsin Point. Howard lay
up on the dunes in the beach grass reading as Mary & I played with the kids.
Mentally I kept sort of looking around for you & every time I saw
Howard lying there I thought to myself that if he were suddenly transformed
into you I would waste no time in rushing over to lie beside you and touch you
& feel your arms around me & just be complete again. The 1/4 mark has been
reached and I know that once it has been 1/2, the time will pass more quickly.
I am glad for you that the work is interesting and the associations
pleasant. Actually most days are so full of activities, appointments, & errands
that I don’t have much time to be pondering the distance between us, but this
time of evening is the hardest.
David has his lesson with Tom Mann on Monday mornings & enjoys it.
Tomorrow he also starts swimming lessons at 1:00 pm every day for 2 weeks. It
is Red Cross sponsored. Susan has a job 5 days a week, 1-4:00 pm for the month
of July babysitting. She undoubtedly has written about this.
I just talked to Louise Manion and Gayle is going to cut plywood boards
the size of the 30” beds so I can have Jim screw them on and then attach screwon legs. I just cracked my shin once too often when trying to make those beds!
The truck is a real joy to own & drive. We all ten of us piled in for our
outing yesterday and the springs must be heavy duty!
I am really trying to stay on a good reasonable diet this summer. I am not
sure that 30 lbs. is realistic, but I feel that 20-25 will be within easy reach. So
don’t expect miracles—I won’t look anywhere near skinny when you come
home, but feel confident that I can be noticeably less “thick” by the time you
returned.
I must close and finish writing the checks tonight. The bank statement
came & there is no big long yellow sheet with their computation on it—only a
computerized statement of totals, etc. I’ll figure it out in time.
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I love you, darling—the only thing that worries me is that while you’re
away I think of you as perfect in every way & you might still be quite human
when you return.
All my love, Doris

Doris portrait taken by Allen (ca.1970)
321

Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Superior, WI, July 20, 1970.
N.A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Monday, 2:15 am, July 20, 1970
Hi Honey—
I felt so much better after talking to you today on the phone. I guess I
enjoyed it more because I made the call from our bedroom where it was nice
and quiet instead of getting the call from you in the middle of the kitchen where
it is usually bedlam.
This coming trip is going to be a corker. I definitely want to sell the
puppies before we leave on our trip to Columbus, and I am also determined to
go through with a rummage sale on Wednesday and Thursday this week. I just
don’t want to go on a trip with these things facing me upon my return. For the
rummage sale I have dreamed up all sorts of goodies. Since Margaret gave me
the big humidifier I will sell the little one from Madison for $4 or $5. Also the
two big metal frames from the two 30” beds, the saddle basket, the canoe,
paddles and boat rack, the old dining room table (if I can get $40 dollars for it),
Jim’s racing set, chemistry set, and various other sundries.
The other major thing to be accomplished this week is to get the truck in
for it’s check-up. Paul pointed out that one wheel is out of balance, and that the
exhaust pipe is touching the muffler and that is why on a rough road I get a
funny rattle that otherwise is nonexistent. The gas mileage is surprisingly
good—about 13 around town.
Mary and I and the kids went strawberrying again on Friday and I put up
10 pints of freezer jam which they tell me is far better than the regular cooked
preserves. I also had enough to freeze about 15 quarts more just plain, so that if
we decide later that we like the preserves real well we can just take out these
plain frozen berries and make more.
I think that I will try Marge’s [Rutan] route down to Columbus because as
she pointed out it is longer in miles, but we would stay north for the eastward
trek and then take a straight shot down to Columbus all of freeway, which is
definitely shorter time-wise and probably a lot cheaper since the only fee is the
Mackinac bridge. This would put us right through Midland, Michigan where
my friend Nancy Kelsey Williams lives. She was one of the counselors who
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worked under me at Camp Edey and with whom I have maintained a
Christmas correspondence. She has often mentioned that if we ever came that
way, she would love to have us stay over.
Today was my day to try to give counsel to my friends in need. After my
long and heartrending session with Margaret this afternoon, Diane gave me a
frantic call right after I talked to you tonight and wanted to come over to talk to
me. It seems that Tom has taken to physically abusing her again. She showed
me all sorts of ugly bruises, and that he told her he finds her completely
repulsive, stupid, incompetent, and the only reason he stays with her is because
she cooks his meals and does his ironing. Poor dear hates herself for putting up
with this kind of treatment, but is actually afraid that he might try to kill her or
the boys if she made any attempt to leave him or put him out. She actually
considers the possibility that the man could have a brain tumor, because these
attacks come on completely unprovoked as far as she can tell, and almost in the
form of a seizure. She does not love him, would like to be free of him to raise
her boys in a tension-free environment. These last violent attacks were right in
front of the boys.
I told her that she should talk with Rev. Hanley, but that my personal
opinion is that this man has been married to her since she was just 17 years old
and that he has brainwashed her self-respect right out of her and she deserves a
lot better life than hers with him affords. He is totally irresponsible with
money—has borrowed from her family and never made any attempt to pay
back. He earns $14,000 now and they live in a fairly cheap rental house and
says he won’t buy a house unless she gets the down payment from her family.
It is a mess, and I am no marriage counselor, but the girl does need help and I
hope gets it soon, before she is beyond it and her kids are wrecked.
It surely makes any problems we have seem pretty trite. I almost get to
feeling guilty for being so lucky. To have you plus four wonderful children
seems like too much good fortune for one person to possess. Just four weeks
from now you will be within hours of getting home. There are moments that I
just wish that the two of us could get right in the car and go out to some very
quiet place for a couple of days and be absolutely alone, but then I feel very
selfish having such thoughts and realize that actually our reunion will probably
be happier and more complete right here in our own home with our own big
and little products of our love.
I can’t afford to get romantic thoughts 4 weeks prematurely, so I’ll close
and remind you that I love you—Doris
P.S. Enclosed is Dave’s little letter which he apparently lost patience with.
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[Monday, July 20, 1970]
Dear Daddy,
Guess what? I went to
Bobby’s camp!!! It was lots of fun.
We went swimming and for a
boat ride. It was in a motor boat.
I was there for 2 1/2 days. On the
boat ride we saw two otters and a
bunch of fish. And we found a
toad and a turtle.
The baby gerbil’s eyes are
opened and they are old [enough]
to be picked. They are really cute.
One of them is very tiny. He has
a crooked foot. His name is
Rastus.
How are you? We’re fine.
How we miss you…
[David]
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Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Columbus, OH, July 29, 1970.
N.A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Tuesday, 2:30 pm, July 28, 1970
Dear Al—
We are just getting into the air conditioned car to go swimming at a lake
nearby. It is extremely hot here in Columbus, but we feel no pain because
Connie & Jim’s lovely townhouse apartment is air conditioned and a real
pleasure. Jim bought a sailboat [with a] 17’ fiberglass hull—a family size boat
that took 6 of us with great ease and the kids really enjoyed themselves.
David nearly lost his marbles over the little 5 hp outboard Jim carries on
the boat. He wouldn’t keep quiet until Jim started it and we all broke up with
laughter at me trying to sail while he was sending us in zigzag circles all over
the lake.
Midnight—We got rained out at our swim & were brought out of the
water because of lightning. We came home and had fresh farm corn roasted on
the big gas charcoal burner in the yard. Also hamburgers, toss salad. That gas
cooker is really the nuts. An adjustable flame flows underneath these porcelain
briquettes which are permanent & they in turn heat just like the charcoal &
cause fat to drip from the meat & flare up, giving the identical flavor of
charcoal. It has a big lid so [it] can be used as a kettle type or open.
Nancy & Bob came over tonight & we had a very enjoyable visit. Pris &
her husband Bill were over last night. He is a big, fat, lazy slob! He’s also
psychopathic & dangerous. He has her scared silly and has said he would kill
Jim at one time back, and another time said he would just maim both her
parents so she could sit and watch them suffer.
They have just withdrawn and are letting Pris try to come to some
decision on her own. They had tried to tell her that he was a mess and really
very sick before she married him, but he had gotten her pregnant. Jay’s pride
couldn’t stand it and so he shoved her out & she ran to Bill. She now realizes
that even though Jay was a little slow, he did have many attributes in his favor
and that they had really had lots of good times together. Jay has told Nancy
that he still cares for Pris and has been lonely and sad without her.
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He wishes he hadn’t been so hasty and immature in his quick decision.
She is taking courses and trying to hurry up a teaching degree in math. She
looks so sad and tired, but does remarkably well with her two adorable babies.
They are so precious, loving & beautiful it makes me shudder to think of the
future.
Everything here is jolly and we are going to try to clear Jim’s mooring
place tomorrow and rig up the float and anchor so the boat can stay out there
ready to go. It’s 800 lbs. & not easy to rig from scratch each time.
It was so good talking to you tonight. Less than 3 weeks now & you’ll be
home! This last 1/2 is going so much faster—thank goodness!
I love you, darling—take care & I’ll write again this week.
Yours,
Doris

David & Susan, a photograph my nine year old son James
Laughed and said it looked like “Don’t you take my raisins!” (ca. 1962)
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Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Columbus, OH, July 31, 1970.
N.A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Thursday, 11 pm, July 30, 1970
Darling—
I am about to retire early for a change in that we are going to try to get out
to the park for swimming by 10:00 am Today we took the sailboat out in our
first good stiff breeze—it was just wonderful!
Ellen wears a preserver and we tie it with a heavy line attached to the
boat. She is fearless, but I’m not. We worked about 6 hours yesterday creating
a mooring about 60 feet out in a lagoon. 3 concrete blocks are chained together
& the chain is supported by 2 bleach bottles. We don’t have a dingy yet, but
borrow one that was on Jim’s stake on share. Today we forgot the paddle so
our Jim sat in the bow & paddled both sides at once very effectively. It was
funny to see, but did the trick.
I just called Bobby Horton (Jo An & Joe were at the fair) and he thinks he
sold Serena. The people said they’d be back Monday. The litter registration
came, so Bobby has everything. He takes Sonja out every day for a long walk &
plays with them twice a day & feeds, waters, etc. They are all fine. I felt better
after talking to him, and told him we would be back on Tuesday evening. I
have seen what bad congestion can be just on these Columbus freeways, so I’m
nervous about tangling with it.
Connie & Jim brought some lovely jewelry things from their trip to
Australia. Tomorrow we will see the slides—he got a Nikon from Connie
before the trip & is really proud of the results.
Connie took Susan shopping at a center nearby & Susan had a ball
spending $25.00 of her own money. She really chose very nice things & was so
proud. They (Connie) brought Ellen a present—a tote bag with an umbrella
that slides into a pocket on the side. She was really feeling like a princess. Her
hair is getting long & scraggly (?) & rather looks like a fright, but she is so
desperate for long hair that I just have to give it a try.
I love you so much. My diet is a little shaky & I was so very tired from
the 4 nights which were virtually sleepless, that I have been trying to get a little
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extra in the am I am keeping active physically so I know I’m not gaining & I am
watching carefully.
Please know that the cause is still active & I will not give up ever until I
am thin. Climbing in & out of boats keeps reminding me & I [know] as long as I
have you I have everything to keep motivated.
Don’t ever think you are to blame for my overweight—it’s solely my
problem, but you sure help me fight it.
Take care—2 1/2 weeks sure sounds good to me!
With all my love,
Doris
P.S. The kids are having a ball here with Jim home all the time.
P.P.S. Part of our 6 hours work was clearing swamp brush by the share with
saws & pruning scissors!

Doris with her grandsons, Jason & Jonathan, ca.1988.

328

Doris Coward
2302 John Ave
Superior, Wis. 54880
Postmarked: Superior, WI, August 10, 1970.
N.A. Coward
202-C Sharp Hall
R.P.I.
Troy, N.Y. 12181

Sunday, August 9, 1970
Darling—
Just talked to Gloria and she thinks I’m crazy to drive to Chicago on
Saturday. There are express buses to Madison every two hours and they make
the trip in less than 3 hours. I think the best thing for me to do is check up on
the exact bus schedule when I get to Madison on Thursday and then call you
Thursday evening and we can finalize our plans.
You know I’d drive to the Arctic
to pick you up if it was the best way,
but if there is a convenient way for you
to get to Madison in the same amount
of time, I’d just as soon forgo fighting
the downtown traffic at noon.
Think it over. Gloria said it
would suit her if we wanted to spend
the day & night in Chicago. She
would baby sit, but I told her I felt you
would be anxious to see the kids.
Their address is:
Fred & Gloria Rickson
3334 Tallyho Lane
Madison, Wis. 53705
phone 1-608-238-7710
I’ll talk to you Thursday evening
about 8-9:00 pm your time. Love you
always & more each day.
Doris
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David & Doris, Christmas 1984 in South Range, WI.
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DORIS COWARD—RESUMÉ
(from 1979)
Name:
Address:

Doris Coward
Route 1, Box 114-B
South Range, WI 54874
Phone:
399-8166
Age:
50
Sex:
Female
SSN#:
050-22-5636
Married—husband teaches at UW-Superior (20 years)
Education:
1946—
1951—

1970—

Graduated from Patchogue High School
Patchogue, Long Island, N.Y.
Graduated from Keuka College
Keuka Park, N.Y.
B.A. in Psychology & Sociology, with a minor in
recreational leadership and religious education
began 36-hours of graduate work at UW-Superior
first in counseling, then switched to school psychology

Work Experience:
During high school & college I worked part-time clerking in department
stores in Patchogue, N.Y. and Jamestown, N.Y. respectively.
During summer vacations at college I was employed as a counselor at Girl
Scout Camp Edey—Bayport, Long Island, N.Y. The director of the camp was:
Ms. E.M. Hester
313 N. Main Street
Sayville, Long Island, N.Y. 11782
Before my second year at Camp Edey, they paid my way to National
Training Center at Camp Edith Macy. This was a valuable experience and gave
me many additional tools (in leadership skills particularly) to work with as a
unit leader.
*see page entitled My Most Rewarding Work which was written as an
assignment, but tells something of me at a very personal level.
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Work Experience (continued):
1951-1953—I was employed as a psychometrist at Bausch & Lomb Optical
Company, Rochester, N.Y. I served as head of the testing department for 15
months because of a lengthy illness of my boss. In addition to testing & writing
recommendations for prospective employees, we did a lot of in-plant testing.
This helped us to establish guidelines & requirements for hiring.
1957-1959—Girl Scout leader in a suburb of Philadelphia called Newtown
Square. We started a Junior troop & it was very successful—active & large. I
was asked by the Philadelphia C0uncil to help with a series of leadership
training programs and found that it was a lot of fun and rather rewarding.
1959-1974—Many enjoyable years leading senior high youth groups at our
church. I always enjoyed getting the parents’ participation & cooperation.
1977—Four weeks working for the Douglas County Association for
Retarded Citizens (under Jean
Mather) driving bus & teaching.
December 1978 to June
1979—office work at UW-Superior
(under Gayle Manion)
References:
• Sherri Knetsch
• Jo An Horton
• Mary Thomas
• Ron Roubal
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MY MOST REWARDING WORK
(written ca. 1976)
I really enjoyed my three years as a camp counselor unit-head. I worked
directly under the camp director (whom I greatly admired for many years) and
was accountable only to her for the operation of my unit. I was responsible for
organizing and utilizing the talents of the four counselors who worked with me.
I had to try to inspire them into sharing my goals of what this 8-weeks of
primitive camping experience could mean. It was an opportunity for our
growth as well as the 25-30 girls who would be our “charges.”
I felt a strong commitment to the idea that this could and should be a
productive, happy learning experience for all of us. We had the potential to
learn new skills, improve old skills, develop new ways of handling
interpersonal relationships, turn failures into positive learning, group sharing
doesn’t have to be scary, and we can make the camp a better place for each of us
having been there.
I was teaching swimming, diving, sailing, simple carpentry, cooking,
communication skills, good citizenship, loyalty, and singing. I guess my
biggest victories were when a recalcitrant teen would move into the tent with
the avowed intent of staying there for two weeks—and I was able with the help
of my counselors to lure them into the group simply by making what we were
doing seem so appealing that they felt they were missing out by not joining the
group. The real reward was in seeing one of these kids become an outspoken,
strong advocate of our camping program.
It was also real rewarding to me to hear the parents’ testimony of the
changes they witnessed in their children. I felt very accountable to the parents,
and was always happy to share with them the growth and development which I
had witnessed.
I guess I was turned on by the amount of responsibility which had been
delegated to me. I felt strongly motivated to live up to the expectations which I
felt were inherent in my position, and I was self-driven during that period of
my life more than any other. I felt that the counselors who worked with me
respected and liked me, and this was very important to me. I felt that they were
a particularly choice assortment, but my director claimed that I helped them
become a “choice assortment” by delegating responsibility and being a good
leader.
—Doris Cooke Coward
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Written for her 45th anniversary (1996)
of graduating from Keuka College in 1951:
Doris Cooke Coward
4007 North 21st St. Apt. 202
Superior, WI. 54880-4440
(715) 394-6828
Upon graduation from Keuka I worked as a psychometrist at Bausch and Lomb
in Rochester, where I met my husband Nathan Allen Coward.
We were married in 1953 and when Al finished graduate school in 1954, we
moved to Philadelphia. Over the next 12 years we had four children who grew up to
be an accountant clerk, a veterinarian, a librarian, and a homemaker with four
children.
In 1959 we moved to Superior, Wisconsin, where Al was a professor in the
Chemistry Department at the University. During our first year in Superior, we
learned to play Bridge and that, along with university functions, formed the core of
our social lives. It has been a very good life!! Al retired in 1988 after 30 years of
teaching and died of cancer in 1990. In 1991, I sold our country place and moved to a
lovely apartment in town, overlooking a beautiful park.
I have eight grandchildren (two girls and six boys), and three of my children
live within 150 miles of me. My youngest lives in California, and with the help of my
senior coupons, I am able to visit about three times a year.
I have been involved in mental health work serving on various boards and
organizing training programs for volunteer guardians. I serve as a guardian for two
developmentally disabled individuals. I am very involved with the outreach area of
my church, as well as the choir and committee work. I love to travel and enjoy
attending concerts, opera, plays, and playing bridge.
As I am writing this short biography, warm memories of Keuka come back to me;
laying the pow-wow trail (and getting poison sumac and ending up in the hospital),
teaching canoeing and sailing, running the cafeteria dishwasher at $.75 cents an hour
(when the scrapers and waitresses only got $.45 cents an hour—I felt so rich), the
surprise holidays each year (and burying Evy Harloff on the beach)...I could go on
and on, but this is to be a “short” biography, not a treatise.
I am very excited about attending my 45th reunion, as I have not been on
campus since June of 1951. My time at Keuka was an exciting and wonderful time and
the personal growth it fostered in me is a lasting legacy that I will never, and can
never forget.
Love, Doris
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Obituaries from the Duluth News-Tribune & The Evening Telegram, 3-4 August 2004.
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Funeral bulletin for Doris from Tuesday, 10 August 2004 at Faith UMC.
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EULOGY OF REMEMBRANCE:

“My Sister Doris”
by Jim Cooke

Dorie and I had a big brother/little sister relationship. She was eight and
a half years younger than I. My first act of brotherly love occurred when our
Mother assigned me the duty of watching over my baby sister as she napped in
the baby carriage. Bored with the whole situation I leaned heavily on the
handles of the carriage. To my great surprise she flew out of the carriage
landing on the floor.
One summer at Selkirk when Dorie was three or four, and I was eleven or
twelve, she embarrassed me greatly when she returned from the beach
completely bare naked carrying her swimsuit in hand.
Our older brother Elton enjoyed teasing her, but not maliciously. Elton
and I were in college when we first heard Dorie sing her Elementary School
song. “Bay Avenue, Bay Avenue, Here’s to you fame, Bay Avenue, Bay
Avenue, Here’s to you name …” Elton teased, asking, “Guess what the name of
this song is?”
Dorie enjoyed excursions with me in our Model-T Ford in the summer of
1936 at Selkirk as we drove around the campground with the top down and the
air blowing through our hair. I did things like teach her to drive the car at a
very young age on my old Model A Ford. Dorie proved to be a quick learner.
We had some great times on excursions like driving out onto the Great South
Bay when it was solidly frozen over.
While Dorie was very skilled at driving the car, in my mind she needed to
develop more mature caution as she had some minor fender-benders while
driving Dad’s car. Much later, we were told that she drove the fire truck for the
volunteer fire department in rural Wisconsin for whom she did a fine job.
Doris, while a high school student, had a close friend named Pat who was
a pilot. Pat took Doris up many times with her as co-pilot. I don’t know for
sure but I suspect that Doris got to actually pilot the plane on occasion as well.
Doris enjoyed flying very much.
Dorie developed a love for sailing and sailed with friends her age in
Patchogue on the Great South Bay. On one occasion Dorie and her younger two
children came for a visit and we were able to go for a sail on the Hoover
Reservoir together. It became obvious that her son David had inherited Dorie’s
great sense of humor when he announced, as he struck a pose, that he was
“Captain Cupcake”.
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I was gratified when Doris named her first-born son James remembering
me. While we were not able to see Dorie enough or visit often, her memory will
remain in my heart.
—Written by Jim Cooke for his sister Doris Cooke Coward’s memorial service, 10
August 2004. As Jim’s health was failing, his daughter Priscilla (Doris’ eldest niece)
came and read it for him.

Nell, Doris & Jim Cooke, summer 1986.
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Jim, Susan, David & Ellen at Faith United Methodist Church, 10 August 2004.
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Jim Coward, Priscilla Ware, Susan Abelt, Ellen Dahl, Nancy Cooke, & Barb Cooke,
David Coward & Elton Elperin in back, at Doris’ funeral, 10 August 2004.
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Letter of condolence from Doris’ alma mater, Keuka College, 17 August 2004.
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Doris’ eldest grandson Jonathan’s school history/art project, February 1999.
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Doris Cooke Christmas letter to Pat (DeSanto) Farrell, 25 December 1947.
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PATRICIA DE SANTO, 16, SOLOS; AIMS TO BE TEST PILOT SOME DAY
Pretty, blonde, high school senior, Patricia De Santo, 16, is well on the way to her life’s
ambition—to be an experimental test pilot—having completed one of the first and most
important phases, her solo flight, at the Sayville Airport [on] January 18th.
Flying is nothing new to Patricia, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Michael De Santo, of 209 Bay
Avenue. She’s been at it since 1945, and undoubtedly would have soloed long ago had it not
been for regulations which made it necessary for her to wait for her sixteenth birthday before
making the all-important hop.
It all began when she was about 10 and made up her mind that flying was her life’s
interest. Model-plane building gave her an idea of aerodynamics and then in 1945 she began
making her first hops from MacArthur field with an instructor. Her present instructor at the
Sayville airport is Allen Thomas, and she spends about an hour a week at the airport, about all
the time she has with studies taking up a good share of her time.
The solo flight lasted about 15 minutes in a Stearman PT-17, after Patricia had spent about
40 hours of dual flying. She made another solo hop of 20 minutes on January 31st. She has a
student pilot’s certificate now and after 10 solo hours will take a ground test on contact flight
rules.
After graduation from Patchogue High School, she plans to spend a year at Roosevelt field
getting her airplane and engine mechanics’ license and then plans to take a four-year course in
aeronautical engineering at some college. She plans to help defray the cost of her college
education by acting as a flying instructor.
Among the feats she can perform at present are precision spins, stalls, Chandelles, Lazy
8’s, Pylon 8’s, snap rolls, loops, 720’s and S-turns to mention a few.
Evidence that Patricia is serious about flying is her comment that she is “willing to give up
just about anything—clothes or boyfriends—for flying” … for that, coming from a young lady, is
really something.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 20 February 1947, p.1)
MEDFORD MAN KILLED WHEN PLANE DIVES IN BAY;
GEORGE HAHN, 31, VICTIM OF TRAGIC CRASH LAST NIGHT AT LONG COVE
George Hahn, aged 31, of Long Island Avenue, Medford, was killed instantly about 6:30
p.m. yesterday, Wednesday, July 28, 1948, when the airplane he was flying crashed in Long Cove
west of the Bellport Coast Guard Station. First news of the accident reached his wife and infant
daughter at the Sayville Airport, where they were awaiting his return.
Mr. Hahn, who possessed a private pilot’s license, had been flying from the Sayville
airport for about three years. He was currently taking a course leading to a commercial license at
the Long Island Flying School. The school owned the Stearman PT-17 two-seater biplane in
which he met his death. School authorities said he left the field alone about 5:55 p.m. Mr. Hahn
first soloed with the Navy in 1944 and had about 200 flying hours to his credit.
The wrecked plane containing his body was discovered by David and Robert Gerard in
their speedboat. They immediately informed the Coast Guard at the Bellport Station. Chief
Boatswain’s Mate Allen Scarborough commanded a station boat which went to the wreck and
extricated Mr. Hahn’s body.
David Gerard, who was gassing his boat at a dock near Long Cove, said he heard no
sound prior to the crash, and expressed the belief that the plane came straight down. He saw the
plane just as it hit the water and was at the scene about five minutes later. He further said that an
unidentified woman told him she saw the plane in a spiral dive before it hit the water.
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The body was taken to the Bellport Bay Yacht club dock where it was turned over to the
Brookhaven town police. The causes of the accident are being investigated today by town police
under the direction of Chief Edward N. Bridge, and Civil Aeronautics Board officials Joseph
Farinacci and L.H. Tangway. The body was taken to the C.W. Ruland Sons Funeral chapel in
Patchogue.
Mr. Hahn was associated with his father, William H. Hahn, in the building contracting
business in Medford. He was a member of the Medford Fire department; the Henry James Jones
Post; Veterans of Foreign Wars, and the Timber Point Republican club. During the last war he
served in the Naval Air Corps and Navy, and upon his discharge was a boilermaker, first class.
He was a graduate of Medford school and Patchogue High School.
Surviving, besides his parents, are his wife, the former Miss Jessie Ellis; a seven-month-old
daughter, Sheryl, and two brothers, William of Medford and John, of the Navy.
VFW services will be held at the Ruland Funeral chapel at 8:00 p.m. tomorrow, and the
Rev. Louis Martin of the Sayville Lutheran church will conduct services at the chapel at 8:30 p.m.
Interment will be in Long Island National Cemetery, Pinelawn.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, New York, Thursday, 29 July 1948, p.1)
FALSE ALARM ON SEARCH
The wreckage of the plane in which George Hahn, 31, of Richmond Avenue, Medford, met
his death at 6:30 p.m. last Wednesday [July 28th] in Great South Bay opposite Bellport, is believed
to have started a search for a new airplane crash Friday.
For two hours, beginning about 3:00 p.m. Friday, Brookhaven police scoured the bay in
the Brookhaven town boat and three Coast Guard planes covered the same area after a phone call
had been received at town police headquarters from a man who identified himself as Charles
Smith of East Hampton.
Smith reported that in flying over Great South Bay he had observed a Stinson plane dive
into the bay off Patchogue.
The town police boat brought Chief Edward N. Bridge and Lt. Edward Waldron, town
police, and two Civil Aeronautics Administration officials on the search. The C.A.A. men were in
this area investigating the crash Wednesday night in which Hahn met his death.
As the town boat covered the bay, it was frequently passed by three Coast Guard air-sea
rescue planes which apparently were on the same errand.
Leon H. Tanguay, acting chief for Region One of the Safety Investigation Bureau of the
C.A.A., expressed the belief that Smith, who had reported that a Stinson plane had crashed might
have seen the wrecked tail of Hahn’s Stearman PT-17 which he could easily confuse with a
Stinson.
On Friday’s search, in which Joseph Farinacci, flight operations chief for the C.A.A. also
took part, two portable short wave radio sets belonging to the District Attorney’s office were
used to keep the boat in touch with the mainland, where Jack Parry, and investigator for the
District Attorney’s office, was operating the mainland set.
Hahn, a native of Medford, had been flying a plane belonging to the Sayville Airport,
where his wife, Mrs. Jessie Ellis Hahn and their seven-month-old daughter, Sheryl, were awaiting
his return at the time he crashed. Besides his wife and child, he leaves his parents, Mr. and Mrs.
William H. Hahn, and two brothers, William and John, a Navy Chief Petty Officer, all of
Medford.
Hahn, a Medford Boy Scout Leader, was a member of the Medford Fire Department; the
Henry James Jones Post; Veterans of Foreign Wars; and the Suffolk County Republican Club. He
graduated from Patchogue High School. He served in World War II, and was discharged as a
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Boilermaker First Class in the Navy. He first soloed with the Navy in 1944 and had about 200
flying hours to his credit.
(County Review, Riverhead, New York, Thursday, 5 August 1948, p.2)
OFFICIALS PROBE PLANE DEATH
No official explanation of the cause of the airplane crash in which George Hahn of
Medford met his death last Wednesday night [July 28th] has yet been advanced by Civil
Aeronautics Authority authorities, it was learned this week at the Long Island Flying school,
Sayville, which owned the Stearman PT-17 which dived into Long Cove.
Officials of the school said that C.A.A. officials L.H. Tangway and Joseph Farinacci will
resume their investigations into the causes of the crash the latter part of this week.
Mr. Hahn, aged 31, died of a puncture wound in the chest, according to the report of
Coroner M.W. Brown of Babylon, who conducted an inquest at the C.W. Ruland Sons Funeral
home here last week. The report also stated that the dead man suffered multiple fractures of the
skull and legs.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, New York, Thursday, 5 August 1948, p.4)
PLANE DIVE KILLS MAN
While his wife and infant daughter waited for his return at the Sayville Airport, George
Hahn, 28, a well-known building contractor, of Richland Avenue, Medford, was killed instantly
about 6:30 p.m. last Wednesday night when the plane he was piloting spun and dove into Great
South Bay opposite Bellport.
The crash took place in about 4 feet of water, less than a mile off Long Cove on Fire Island
where the body was recovered from the plane an hour later by Coast Guardsmen from the
Bellport Station on Fire Island under the direction of CBM Allen Yarborough.
According to Brookhaven Police, the plane, a Stearman PT-17 in which Hahn was flying
alone, was owned by the Sayville Airport. Hahn had left the airport a short time earlier on a
practice flight, leaving his wife, Jessie, and their six-months-old daughter in the family car there.
Hahn apparently died of a fracture of the skull. His face was badly smashed in the crash.
The crash was reported by an unidentified operator of a civilian boat who said he had seen the
plane going into a spin before the dive, police said.
The body was brought by Coast Guard boat to the Bellport Dock and then was taken to
the C.W. Ruland Sons’ Funeral chapel on North Ocean Avenue, Patchogue after police notified
Coroner Marshall W. Brown of Babylon.
Hahn served with the Navy in World War II and was attached to an aircraft carrier. He
was a popular member of a prominent Medford family and was following in the footsteps of his
father who has been in the building business there for a number of years.
His brother, John, also a World War II veteran, is still in military service.
The police investigation was conducted by Chief Edward N. Bridge, acting Captain Jacob
Baczensky, Lieutenants Arthur Waldron and Alvin Smith, and Detective Sgt. S. Clarence Saman
of the Brookhaven Police.
(County Review, Riverhead, New York, Thursday, 5 August 1948, p.1 & 6)
PLANE RIDE ENDS IN WALK
Patricia De Santo, 17, of 208 Bay Avenue, Patchogue, probably holds the distinction of
being the first girl ever to “walk back” from an airplane ride, it was revealed Friday.
Wednesday evening [July 28th], when a plane from the Sayville Airport, Sayville, piloted
by George Hahn, 31, of Medford, was overdue, Allen Thomas, a partner in the Long Island Flying
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School at the airport, decided to go in search for the Hahn ship. He invited Miss De Santo, holder
of a private pilot’s license, to go along. She did.
A short time later, the wreckage of the overdue plane in which Hahn was killed when it
crashed in Great South Bay near Fire Island, opposite Bellport, was sighted by Thomas, who then
set his own plane down in the soft sand of Fire Island.
In a few minutes, after reporting the find, Thomas got ready to take off, but was unable to
leave the ground because of the island’s softness. In desperation, he asked his companion to
leave the plane. She did. The reduced weight made the takeoff possible.
The stranded attractive Patchogue gal, who has blonde hair and blue eyes, soon got a lift
by jeep from Robert Wood, of Fire Island, to the Bellport Coast Guard station, from where she
was taken by Coast Guard boat to the mainland at Bellport. At that point, she telephoned home
and shortly later was on her way home by car.
(County Review, Riverhead, NY, Thursday, 5 August 1948, p.6)
NOTE: These articles were the long sought-for verification of that long-told story of the near-miss plane crash
that my mother, Doris Cooke Coward and her friend Pat (De Santo) Farrell were almost in. There were a couple
of other plane crashes on Long Island in the 1945-1948 time period, but none matched the description (including
the Stearman biplane) as this one did. We’d always assumed it was when Mom was still in high school, but it
was actually her first summer back from her freshman year at Keuka College. I also included one from 1947
focusing on the young Pat De Santo getting her flight training. My thanks go to Pat Farrell for generously
sharing the photographs of the actual plane itself from that time period. DC, 26 January 2012.

David & “The Boss,” Pat (DeSanto) Farrell at her home in Bartow, Florida, February 2009.
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“PT Stearman NC-53132—the one that crashed in Great South Bay, Patchogue.
Cookie cranked & started & flew in.” (Pat Farrell’s notes on the back of this historical photograph)
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Doris & Pat Farrell & friends, and on Pat’s father’s boat, ca. 1946.
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For Jim & Connie Cooke in celebration of their marriage
50 years ago on April 11, 1943 in Patchogue, N.Y.
Saturday, April 10, 1993
Hi, you two!
On this, the occasion of your golden anniversary, I think back to a time fifty
years ago when it was almost your wedding day. I was just 14 years old and it
seemed to me that marriage was the obvious solution to your difficulties. Your
difficulties as I saw them were threefold: a lack of money, a lack of free time, and a
great geographical distance between you. As I viewed the situation through my
adolescent eyes marriage was simply a natural progression of events. The “given”
was that you belonged together.
Actually, my awareness of your relationship as a thing of enduring quality
began about three years earlier when Jim brought Connie to visit our home in
Patchogue, N.Y. for the first time (I was 11). She was petite, pretty, feminine, and
friendly and had me under spell from the start. I will always remember the special
little container of “goodies” that she laid out on the dressing table and how she was
willing to take the time to explain to me all about what each one was used for. She
had ribbons, clips, pins, hair barrettes, combs, and other fascinating sundries. There
was no expensive jewelry here, just the trappings of a teenage girl with a good artistic
eye and a desire to present herself well. From the time of that first meeting she was
very kind to me and willing to share with me a few ideas about my grooming and
dressing. I loved it!
Jim of course was my only sibling who lived at home after I was of school age,
and he was very conscientious about his “big brother” responsibilities—like
questioning why I still had the nickel in my coat pocket after Sunday School. Once I
got myself stuck on a portion of the roof of our house and my church shoes were too
slippery to climb back up. I asked him to help me and told him I would gladly donate
my nickel to him for this favor. I got a very sincere and meaningful lecture on basic
honesty and integrity, and I really appreciated the fact that he never made me admit
that I had kept the nickel with the intent to satisfy some childlike want. A couple of
years later he gave me an urgent message about the evils of gambling because I
showed him fifty cents worth of candy I had won by playing a gumball machine with
the five cents that I earned from changing and repairing a flat on his car!
Lest you think this young man was perfect, I have a memory of only one time
that I knew he broke a rule. It was 1938 and there was a very bad hurricane in the
early afternoon. I was home sick from school. Mom had gone to sleep on the couch
because the electricity went off while she was ironing. Dad came home from his
parish calls and all of a sudden we saw that ocean was definitely coming over Fire
Island and was in fact inching its way up our street. Jim appeared at home in time to
help Dad chase down our runaway garbage cans and batten down other things which
might otherwise have blown away. So what is this little ramble about? It seems that
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the high school students had been told that since this was expected to be a severe
hurricane, they were not to leave the school building until the all-clear was given.
Nobody argued—we were all glad that he was at home, but in my impressionable
memory bank my brother had committed a no-no! So he was relegated to “almost
perfect” and it sure made me feel better!
As I write these words, it is fifty years later. We’re all a little grayer and moving
a little slower. This marriage still has the enduring quality I saw as a kid; the value of
the contents of Connie’s bag of sundries was appreciated considerably over the years;
her many kindnesses to me and my family are still appreciated; and in my eyes my
brother Jim is still “almost perfect.”
With love always from
Doris Cooke Coward

Jim & Connie, Priscilla, Lillian & Doris holding Nancy, Ron Elperin, & Harry,
in Jamestown, NY, Christmas 1948.
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NELL: A EULOGY
by Doris Cooke Coward
(September 2003)
I am Nell’s younger sister, Doris. She was almost 12 when I was born.
What I remember most about Nell was her strong, unyielding sense of
justice and her firm determination to redress the wrongs being perpetrated
upon all people at the bottom rungs of the ladder.
My son Jim reminded me of an instance of Nell’s practical and nononsense approach that happened 30 years ago when he was a cook at
Chef’s Restaurant in Superior, Wisconsin. He knew the his Aunt Nell was
visiting us in Superior, but was nonetheless rather surprised when a young
and bemused waitress came back to the kitchen with an order and a request.
She said,”There a very nice old lady out front who wants to know if the
lettuce we serve is union lettuce.” The fact was that he didn’t know if the
lettuce was union or not and, for that day, it didn’t end up being an issue,
but he never forgot the incident and remembered saying to himself while
shaking his head: “Only my Aunt Nell . . .”
One of the things I admired so much about Nell was her willingness to
take a strong stand against a political policy she disagreed with. She was
never afraid to speak out and share her opinions. Our father was the pastor
of a fairly large church on Long Island in 1942 and almost got dismissed
from his leadership because of the fallout from a stand Nell had taken. She
had observed at the local lace mill that there were workers who had
sustained serious injuries because of being required to work around large
machines on floors that were very oily and wet. Nell helped organize a
workers’ union and our father helped her by printing the news sheet on the
church mimeograph machine. Even though she did not have, to my
knowledge, an official church affiliation, she lived a life which, by thought,
word, and deed, was far more devoted to caring for those less fortunate and
redressing the evils and injustices of this world than that of many a
churchgoer.
I am reminded of a passage from Herman Melville’s Moby Dick which
seems particularly appropriate to my sister. In relating the story of Jonah, a
preacher tells that Jonah’s great commission was to travel to wicked
Nineveh and there to speak the truth to the face of falsehood. And as surely
as woe come to him who chooses to reject God’s commission, just as woe
came to Jonah, many delights come to the person who accepts it and
declares the truth despite trials, insidious adversaries, and apparently
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overwhelming odds. I quote: “Delight is to him—a far, far upward, and inward
delight—who against the proud gods and commodores of this earth, ever stands
forth his own inexorable self.”
Nell, with your passing a light has gone out of the world. But the
many lights you lit during your lifetime will continue to shine on. The good
you did will outlive you. You left the world a better place than you found it.
You ever stood forth your own inexorable self. I loved you and I was lucky
and blessed to have had you for a sister.
NOTE: As Doris’ health was declining, her daughter Susan Abelt (Aunt
Nell’s niece) read her eulogy at Nell’s memorial service in Boston, MA, 13
September 2003.

Doris, Nell & Jim in South Range, August 1989.
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David, Jim, Ellen, Doris & Susan, December 1979.

Ellen, David, Jim & Susan making faces, December 1979.
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Doris & David, December 1979, and Doris with nephew Elton, November 2003.
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Doris, Ellen & Devin and Susan, August 1998, and visiting Ellen & Mark in 2003.
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Allen & Doris with Ellen & Jim & Mary Jo Kryger (1983), and with Jonathan (1987).
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Doris dancing with Jim at Susan & Jeff’s wedding, 6 October 1984.

Doris on Christmas day, 1984.
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Doris with Teresa, Susan & Jane, 1984, and with David, July 2001.
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Doris sailing Jim Cooke’s sailboat, and on the Discover Duluth tour, August 1983.
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Doris with an apple & a smile, July 1998, and with Susan & Jason, 1987.
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Doris with Jim, church directory portrait, ca. 1992, and with grandson James, July 2001.
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Doris with Barb, Nancy & Pris, August 1993, & with Katie, Jim, & Nell, August 1998.
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Susan & Jeff Abelt portrait, ca. 1990.

Susan with Ron & Nell Elperin at the Cooke family reunion
at Deer Creek, Ohio, July 1998.
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Coward family portrait taken in Duluth on 12 November 1998.
(L-R: David, Doris, Jim, Ellen & Susan)
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Portrait of Doris with all her kids & spouses & grandchildren, September 1999.
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Jim, Doris, David, Ellen & Susan at the Cooke family reunion, August 1998.
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Doris portrait for an article in Minnesota Monthly, November 2002.
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Doris visiting her late father’s Congregational Church in her hometown of Patchogue,
Long Island, NY, October 2002, where he served as Pastor from 1936 to 1947.
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Doris in Superior, February 2003.

Susan, Jason, William, Jeff, Shaquisha & Nathan Abelt, ca. 2002.
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Ellen, David, Susan & Jim with Doris, 26 June 2004.
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Ellen & Susan visiting Doris at the Villa Marina in Superior, 26 June 2004.

Back: Ellen, Nathan, Susan, Jeff & Jim.
Front: William, Doris, David, & Benjamin, 26 June 2004.

385

The Abelt family with Doris the evening before she died, 30 July 2004.

The Abelt family, 2008.
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The Dahl family visiting Eagan, October 2010.

Benjamin, Ruth Ann, James, David & Jonathan Coward, at Ruth Ann’s
farewell celebration at Buffalo United Methodist Church, 15 June 2008.
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Jim & David, Christmas 2008, and with Ellen in Tennessee in February 2013.
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OBITUARY: Dr. Howard Major Thomas (1918-2005)

Howard Major Thomas died at the home of his daughter Theresa on Saturday, August
6, 2005. Howard was born February 14, 1918 in Elwood township, Gosper county, Nebraska,
at the home of his maternal grandparents. He was the son of Percy Erastus Thomas and
Ethel Mae Major Thomas. He grew up in Gosper and Furnas County, Nebraska, graduating
from eighth grade at the age of 12. He spent the next three years out of school because he was
needed on the farm and they couldn't afford to send the children to town to high school until
one of them was old enough to drive.
When he was 15, he and his brother and sister were taught their freshman year of high
school by his uncle, Hendrick Ellsworth Paine and then the three finished up their high
school in Arapahoe, Nebraska, graduating in 1937. He then enlisted in the Civilian
Conservation Corps and spent almost a year on building projects in Nebraska and South
Dakota—the first time he had left Nebraska.
He then went to Kearney State Teacher's College, graduating in 1942. He taught high
school in Edison, Nebraska, for several months before being called up. He enlisted in the 14th
Army Air Corps and became a pilot. He was sent overseas and flew a B-24 bomber in China
with the Flying Tigers. Before being sent overseas, he married a young woman he had met in
college, Mary Elizabeth Porter on June 12, 1943 in Winfield, Kansas.
After being discharged, Howard decided to go on to school and attended the
University of Iowa and was awarded a Ph.D. in chemistry in 1949, taking his orals the day
after the birth of his third daughter. He taught at St. Ambrose College in Davenport, Iowa
for a few years. He had joined the National Guard in graduate school to help support his
growing family and was called up for the Korean Conflict. He spent a little over a year in
Korea with army intelligence with the 4th National Guard Division of Illinois. On his return
he and his family moved to Vermillion, South Dakota, where he taught for five years at the
University of South Dakota. In 1958 he moved to Superior, Wisconsin, where he taught
chemistry at the University of Wisconsin-Superior, until he retired in 1982. During that
period of time he took time to teach in Madison, Wisconsin for one year and Cape Coast,
Ghana for one year. He often spent his summers away for teaching and study and ran a
summer program for high school students for many years.
After his retirement he and his wife Mary bought a nine-hole golf course in Hayward,
Wisconsin, which they ran for nine years. During his retirement, he and Mary spent their
summers in Wisconsin and their winters in Texas until the past few years when they had
retired to apartment living in Minnesota close to family. He was well known for his long
stories about interesting times in his life. He was active in his communities, being involved in
the boy scouts for many years, long after his children were all grown. He was a lifelong
member of the Methodist church, sang in the church choir and loved the old hymns. He
remained an active learner his entire life, belonged to the American Chemical
Society and attended their meetings through his retirement. He was always interested in the
people he met and loved to talk to people from different countries. He loved to travel and
went back to China several times after his retirement. He golfed for many years and enjoyed
bowling, bridge and other social activities. He was generous in his gifts to family and the
community.
Howard was preceded in death by his parents; brothers, Leland, Walter Ivan and
Merle; his sister, Grace; and other close relatives. He is survived by his wife of over 60 years,
Mary; daughters, Pat (Dan Waseen) of Winona, Minnesota, Donna (Rory Sutton) of
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Jacksonville, Florida, Barbara (James) Ludack, Minneapolis, Theresa (Michael White),
Minneapolis, Meg (Wendy Crowell) (Toby McAdams), Minneapolis; son, David (Diane
Steigerwald), Milwaukee, Wisconsin; daughter-in-law, Susan Smith Thomas; and
grandchildren, Thad Romberg of St. Paul, Eric and Eli Thomas of Milwaukee, Jessica (Chris)
Mikkelson of St. Paul; Elizabeth Ludack of Schofield, Wis., Arianne (Abram Doval) Waseen
of Iowa City, Iowa; Claire and Adam Thomas of Minneapolis; and two great-grandchildren,
Grace and Arlo Mikkelson of St. Paul; and many close cousins and nephews and nieces.
Howard will be greatly missed by family and friends.
In lieu of flowers,
donations may be sent to the
Howard Thomas Scholarship
Fund at the University of
Wisconsin-Superior Foundation,
PO 2000, Superior, WI 54880-4500,
a scholarship for chemistry
students that Howard set up on
his retirement.
Services were Monday,
August 8, 2005 in Walker
Methodist Health Care Center,
3701 Bryant Avenue South,
Minneapolis. Burial will be at Fort
Snelling cemetery in St. Paul.
Howard's grandchildren will be
the pallbearers.
(Duluth News Tribune, Duluth,
MN, Tuesday, 9 August 2005)
Note: We Coward kids grew up with the
families of the other long-term chemistry
faculty at UWS, primarily the Thomas’s,
Hortons, and the Roubels. Not only did
we spend a good deal of time visiting
each other’s houses, I also lived at the
Thomas’s home for a year when I started
college in 1980. I had also stayed a
number of overnights in one of their
spare rooms back when I did a lot of theater during high school so that my folks didn’t have to make a separate
trip into Superior to get me after rehearsals. It was a nice place to stay, with so much character and so many
memories. That old house always fascinated me. Now, over thirty years later, I often think of my time there,
spending time with Howard & Mary off and on for so many years. Howard was the man who essentially
brought our family to the Twin Ports over half-a-century ago by hiring our father at UWS. I was sad to hear of
Howard’s passing back in 2005, not long after Uncle Joe Coward (Dad’s last remaining sibling) died. I was able
to make it to Howard’s funeral and visit with the family for the first time in so many years. This young man
pictured was Howard during WWII when he was a bomber pilot (from his funeral bulletin). DC, 30 April
2013.
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Pat Thomas with Jim, Susan & David, ca. 1962.
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Jim, Theresa Thomas & Susan, ca. 1962, and Susan & Theresa, ca.1970.
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LETTER TO JOE & JO AN HORTON & THEIR RESPONSE, April 2008
Sunday, April 6, 2008
Dear Joe & Jo An—
It seems like I just spent some time visiting with you both, and yet I know
in my mind that it was at my mother’s memorial service three and a half years
ago. The life I knew growing up in Superior, friends and family, have all
grown, changed, moved on or passed away. But they all live on in my heart,
whether near or far.
It was nineteen years ago this evening, April 6, 1989, that you and so
many other fine friends hosted my father’s retirement dinner. I recently
acquired a VHS—DVD recorder to transfer some of our precious (and swiftly
aging, so it seems) videotapes to a digital medium, and had the distinct
pleasure of watching that evening’s festivities brought to life once more.
Seeing so many familiar faces, hearing so many familiar voices—it all seemed so
close again. It was a warm, gracious, loving and humorous tribute to my late
beloved father.
Before I continue, I should present you with our family update. Last
November I began a new position with the Dakota County Library in Eagan,
MN, after having spent the prior six+ years doing acquisitions for the Luther
Seminary Library in St. Paul. I finished my second M.A. there in 2005 in Islamic
Studies and Christian Interfaith Dialogue, and have taught myriad classes in the
Twin Cities on that subject. My wife Ruth Ann has just accepted a call to a new
ministry with the Woodbury United Methodist Church, so we’re sold our
house, and are going to move within the next few months from Buffalo (where
we’ve lived since 2001) to the southeast metro area, presumably in Eagan. Our
eldest, Jonathan, just turned 21 in March, and lives and works in Mankato as an
aspiring musician. Benjamin will graduate H.S. in June and turn 18 in July, and
will be going in August to study abroad in Germany on a foreign student
exchange program for a year. He took five years of Deutsch in school in
preparation for this, and is very much looking forward to it. And our
“caboose,” wee James will be nine on the 4th of July, and starting fourth grade
this fall. He is a delightful boy.
Jim continues to live in Superior (now out in East End), and works in
Duluth as part of the office administration for a non-profit organization. Susan
& Jeff and their family relocated to Tennessee a couple of years ago and are
growing a veterinary practice in the south metro area of Nashville. And Ellen
and her husband Mark are living in Nokesville, VA, (just outside the
Washington, D.C. metro area) where he worked for a while as a U.S. Marine
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Corps aide to a congressional delegation, and now works at Quantico. They
have four children, and their eldest daughter Devin will be 18 this month, and
will graduate from home schooling this summer. Ellen visited last fall for a
brief spell, and we got a chance to come up to the twin ports to see some of our
old familiar places. We stopped by the house on 2302 John Avenue, as well as
Thomas’s old place on Hughitt Avenue (where I rented from them in 1980-81
when I was at UWS), and stopped by Barstow Hall on campus. We also drove
out to our old property in South Range, and asked permission to walk through
the old walking path for the first time since our mother sold it in 1991. It was a
wonderful whirlwind tour of the places from our memories.
One of the things I’ve been working hard on since finishing my second
round of graduate school is on my family genealogy. I’ve cataloged and
scanned literally thousands of letters and old family photographs and
documents for the past three years. My Uncle Joe Coward, my father’s nextoldest and last surviving brother, died in May 2005. My mother’s last
remaining sibling, her brother Jim Cooke, died three months later in August
2005. With their passing, my brother, sisters and I found ourselves as the oldest
generation in our branch of the family. I was at once honored and somewhat
daunted by that fact, and concentrated very hard on preserving almost all of the
precious letters, documents & photos entrusted to my care. I transcribed my
mother’s father’s selected (and surviving) sermons from the 1920s to his death
in 1955. I also worked on transcribing nearly 500 letters exchanged between my
father’s parents during their courtship and early marriage, 1918-1920. Those
self-published books I gave as gifts to my Cooke & Coward kin respectively.
Both of my grandfathers had died before I was born, but though I knew more of
my mother’s Congregationalist pastor father, Rev. A.H. Cooke, I barely knew a
thing (other than a rough outline of his career) of my dad’s father, his
namesake, Nathan Allen Coward, Sr. It was in many ways a revelation to get to
know both him and my grandmother Sue Coward through their letters after
they were gone so many years (he died when my father was twelve in 1939, and
she died in 1965). It was a treasure trove of letters I never knew existed.
My latest completed project was a series of transcribed letters & poems
between my father and his mother, Sue, during his entry into the Army in
WWII, and through the 1950s and his marriage to my mother in 1953. Her
earlier correspondence with him did not survive, but her letters from the 1950s
did. I incorporated as many period historical photos of them as I could find and
scan, and I put together a self-published book for family, kin and close friends.
This brings me to a thoughtful request. My father always spoke of you,
Joe, as his closest friend and colleague, as well as my mother spoke of you, Jo
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An, as hers. I have pondered many, many times over the years since his
passing in January 1990, and hers in July 2004, what mutual memories you both
had of the two of them respectively. I just never got around to voicing any of it.
But I am now.
I would like to ask if you both would consider writing down some of your
memories and reminiscences about Al & Doris, and possibly (if not separately)
an introduction of sorts for the latest transcriptions for a (to be) self-published
I’ve been working on—their correspondence from pre-engagement to several
years into their marriage. The letters between them, including brief Christmas
notes, household details, plans, dreams and several poems from him to her,
would be for my family, you both and perhaps other friends, as well as for my
sons and others unknown in posterity. All of this would be on a rather modest
scale (i.e. not something that would ever be for anything resembling wide
distribution). I would be happy to give you a copy of Your Soldier Son: The
Letters of Susan Queen Coward and Nathan Allen Coward, Jr., both as a gift in
loving memory of them, but also so you can see the approach I’ve taken in
honoring and remembering the closest people from my past.
There is as well another factor that motivates me to ask this of you, and it
comes from my own powerful sense of determination to ensure that my own
sons know their deceased grandparents through the stories and memories I can
share with them, both orally and in writing. This is bearing in mind that my
younger two were not even born yet when he died (and Jonathan wasn’t yet
three years old), and my mother’s health was so precarious, and her physical
being was so frail and infirm those last few years that the joyous zest for living
that we all knew and loved about her was, alas, regrettably diminished. My son
Jonathan said only weeks ago in a late night phone conversation how much he
wished he could have known his grandparents in their younger days. I
responded that I was only 28 when my father died, and in many ways I feel the
same—especially after working with the letters from his youth and middle
adulthood. Interestingly, I am the very age he was (47 next month) when he
wrote the last letters I have from him to my mother, written when he was away
in Purdue in 1973.
My brother Jim and I were reminiscing about our father some months
ago, and we both noted a rather poignant realization—that between the two of
us, we held numerous precious memories, stories and images of him (and my
mother) that no one else would ever know unless we either told them, or wrote
them down. Similarly, I strongly sense that you two also have some rare and
important memories & stories of them that no one else would otherwise
know—hence my hopeful request that you would take the time to share these.
395

That part of me that is essentially an archivist/librarian—in other words, not
just my vocation, but deep in my soul—as one who carefully (if meticulously)
catalogs, organizes and preserves one-of-a-kind documents for dissemination to
others down the road. If I seem somewhat insistent on the importance of these
labors, this is why.
Plainly put, your participation would mean the world to me, and I’m sure
to them as well. Few knew them any better throughout the years than you two
did, and if I’ve been remiss in honoring that loving connection in the past, I’m
hoping together we can bring it about. There are many family photographs I’ve
scanned that I would also be more than happy to share with you if you would
like. They’re all in .jpg format, and high enough resolution that they’re clear
and easy to view, but not so large that they’d overwhelm your computer’s hard
drive.
I don’t know what your schedules and time constraints may be, and I
would hesitate to impose any kind of proposed deadline, but if you were able
and willing, sometime in the next two or three months would be deeply
appreciated. And on another note, please give my greetings and best wishes to
Sandy. I think of her so fondly and often—I just hope that she and Randy and
her family are doing well.
My contact information is as follows [updated December 2008]:
David Coward & Rev. Ruth Ann Ramstad
4388 Malmo Circle
Eagan, Minnesota 55123-1737
651-454-3370 (home)
David.coward@comcast.net (home)
David.coward@co.dakota.mn.us (work)
Blessings and peace be with you,
David R. Coward
Note: Joe & Jo An Horton responded quickly and wonderfully to my inquiry/request, as within three
weeks they’d sent thirteen pages of memories of Doris & Al, and poems Jo An wrote for Doris over the
years. Aside from a few rearrangements (primarily by chronology) and some very minor editing, the
text(s) are as they sent them. My sincerest thanks go to them both for their kind acknowledgement,
active participation and fond remembrances.
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Wednesday, April 30, 2008
David—
First of all thank you for sharing "Your Soldier Son" with us. Reading through
it gave us an insight to some of the things that made your Dad who he was. Here are a
few of our remembrances. Look them over; use what you want and discard the rest.
Jo An writes:
We have many fond memories of Doris and Al. Joe always said that Al was the
brother he never had. In many ways, Doris was like a sister to me. My own sisters
were two thousand miles away, and I didn't see them very often.
∆
Doris was a true friend.
Joe started feeling dizzy and nauseous after mowing the lawn one day. We
didn't think too much about it and he laid down for a while. He was only fifty-nine, so
it didn't occur to us that it might be his heart. While waiting for a return call from the
doctor, Doris called and I explained that I couldn't talk long because I was waiting on
a call from the doctor. She suggested that I take him to the hospital's emergency
room. It's a good thing I did, for he was indeed having a heart attack.
Al called the emergency room to see if we had found out anything. When I told
him that he was having a heart attack and they were sending him to Duluth. Al
offered to send Doris in to take me to the Duluth hospital. She drove in from the
country, took me to the hospital and stayed with me until Joe was stabilized. It was
2:00 or 3:00 AM before she took me home.
While Joe was in the Intensive Care Unit, Al drove in to see him. (It was the first
time Al had driven since his surgery.) He spent a few minutes visiting with Joe and
seeing for himself that he was doing OK.
As he was leaving, he leaned over and kissed Joe on the forehead and said,
"Hang in there, little buddy."
∆
We visited Al several times when he was in the hospital. We just happened to
stop by on his last day. We could tell by his labored breathing that the end was near.
As we stood by his bed, quietly talking to him and Doris, he opened his eyes, looked
at Doris, smiled and then quietly slipped away.
∆
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My very favorite Doris story took place when you lived on Grand Avenue by
the university. Doris was having some back problems and it was decided that she
should go to
the hospital. Al had an important test to give and couldn't take her, so she called me
and asked if I would drive her to the hospital. Of course I said "Yes", but Joe had the
car at the university.
I rode Bob's bicycle to your house and drove Doris' station wagon. It was tricky,
because I couldn't move the seat very close and the gas and brake pedals were barely
within my reach. However, we made it out to the old St. Joseph's Hospital in Billings
Park.
As I was assisting Doris, while carrying her purse and overnight bag, two
nurses came out with a wheelchair and asked, "May we help you?"
Doris replied, "Oh, no—thank you. My friend is helping me."
∆
I received a panic call from Doris one morning, again, while you lived on Grand
Avenue. Susan had a small, green, pet turtle that had managed to escape from its
habitat. The carpet was green and Doris was afraid that she would step on the turtle.
If she did manage to find it, she didn't think that she could pick it up.
I went over to help find it, which took some time because it was finally located
behind a book case.
∆
Al and Joe were much alike in their music and reading tastes. They were
usually together in their off times at the university. Some of their students dubbed
them “the Bobbsey Twins.”
Al and Joe were both active in the local Masonic Lodge. In fact, it was Al who
brought Joe into the Masonic Fraternity. For several years, they both sang in a
Masonic Men's Chorus, called "The Temple Chorus." They sang for numerous
functions in Superior and other cities in Wisconsin.
∆
Al forgot his lunch one day when you folks lived in the country. He called
Doris to complain that he didn't have money to buy lunch, either. She asked him why
he didn't ask Joe for some money to buy lunch. He laughed and said, "Well, I finally
got up nerve to ask him for some money and he didn't have any either."
∆
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When your family first moved into the house on John Avenue, I got a call from
Doris, asking me to come over. She was concerned about the large pine trees in the
yard. Something seemed to be the matter with them. They had a lot of brown stuff at
the tops of them, and Doris was afraid they had some kind of disease. (I don't think
Doris ever had much close contact with Wisconsin's pine trees before moving to the
house on John Avenue).
When I got there and looked at them, I burst into laughter. She was rather
annoyed with me, until I explained to her that the brown stuff was pine cones. Then
we both had a good laugh at the situation.
∆
Doris and Bibs Roubal were giving a bridal shower for our daughter, Peggy.
Bibs was making the dessert and Doris was bringing sandwich loaves. When she
pulled up in front of the house, she discovered to her dismay that the tray containing
the sandwich loaves had slipped, dumping the loaves onto the floor of the car—
bottom side up! She was extremely upset!
We scooped them up, brought them into the house, brushed them off, and
repaired the damage with some extra cream cheese topping. No one even suspected
when they were served later during the shower.
∆

Joe adds several more remembrances of college days:
Al and I (sometimes) were not the prim and proper sort of college professors we
were supposed to be (neither were the rest of the department faculty).
Al had been having some trouble with careless students in his quantitative
analysis class. They had been breaking too many tips off of the glass volumetric
pipettes by their sloppy techniques. He talked Howard Thomas, the department
chairman, into ordering some plastic pipettes in order to cut down on breakage.
When the unbreakable plastic pipettes came in, Howard was having a lot of fun
with them. He would “attempt” to pass a handful of the pipettes to a fellow science
faculty member to ostensibly examine them and “somehow” would drop them before
the transfer was completed. The “victim” would frantically reach for them—miss, and
then to his shocked surprise, stand there and watch the pipettes bounce around on the
floor in an unbroken state. It was too good an opportunity for Al and Joe to miss!
The American Chemical Society—Lake Superior Section, was meeting at the
UW-S Chemistry Department that evening. After a few of the University of
Minnesota-Duluthians were there, Howard came out with his “new” unbreakable
pipettes and attempted to surprise the Duluth chemists. He handed off the pipettes to
a UMD chemist, “muffed” the handout—and the two of them watched with horror as
the handful of pipettes shattered into pieces when they hit the floor.
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Both Howard and his attempted victim were in the midst of mutual apologies
when they noticed Al and Joe dissolving in very poorly suppressed laughter. We had
substituted the broken-tipped and discarded glass pipettes for the new unbreakable
plastic ones.
We then brought out the unbreakable ones and asked Howard, "Are these the
ones you wanted to demonstrate?" Then we dropped them and all of us watched them
bounce unscarred—around on the floor. When the two victims had sufficiently
recovered to talk to us in civil terms, all of us had a good laugh. Howard eventually
forgave us.
∆
Al had another mishap, one that he blamed on poor eyesight and bad
handwriting. He had a new student appear one September, a student of mixed
oriental and black racial stocks. His complexion reflected more of the African
influence than that of the oriental. The student's name was Henry Goon. It was during
the height of the movement sparked by the Rev. Martin Luther King, and the faculty
had been encouraged to make no errors in judgment that could be held as being racist.
When Al was calling the morning roll for the first class, his eyesight, handwriting and
deep Southern background conspired against him and as he called the roll, the name
of "HENRY COON" rang out loud and clear.
There was dead silence for a few moments and then Al continued with the roll
call. Fortunately Henry had a reasonably good sense of humor and after an apology
by Al for his vocal error, ethnic harmony was restored; there was no difficulty in the
class then or later and Henry became comfortable in the class. Unfortunately, Henry
Goon was not an intellectual giant, and did not survive the freshman chemistry class.
He changed his major and went elsewhere on campus for the rest of his college
education. But Henry, and the chemistry faculty, remained on good terms whenever
our paths crossed on the UW-Superior campus.
∆
There was a very annoying woman (Joe can't remember her exact name, but he
thinks her first name was “Greta”) who made it a habit to stop by the science building
at the university and try to argue the truth of religious statements which—at least, to
her—were much superior to the teachings of the “irreligious” scientists. She would
try to talk to any of the science staff who were polite enough to listen to her for a few
minutes.
She came by the chemistry building one Friday afternoon in the late spring,
after all classes were over, and students were gone. It had been a very warm
afternoon, and one of the chemistry staff made the statement, "Gee whiz! It's hotter
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than hell up here on the third floor!" That brought on a discussion as to just how hot
was hell?
We remembered that there was a mention of a lake of fire and brimstone
mentioned in the book of Revelation. That must have meant that the brimstone
(sulfur) was at least molten, if not totally on fire. That gave us a limiting temperature
for Hell. On the other hand, the book of Isaiah had a statement that under the Lord's
blessing, the faithful would eventually have a climate where the light of the moon was
as the light of the sun and the light of the sun was sevenfold brighter. Obviously, the
moon would send the same amount of energy as the sun currently did, and there
would be an additional sevenfold amount coming from the 'new' sun.
Al, Joe and Howard were in the big classroom, arguing away and filling the
blackboard with energy equations, discussing the situation and coming to the
conclusion that if the energy equations were valid and if the physical properties of
sulfur remained the same, that eventually the celestial regions of the blessed would be
“hotter than hell!”
Greta came by the department's classroom; looked in at the three of us
vigorously discussing the temperature differential between the two regions, listened
for a few moments, and then said, "I see that you gentlemen are busy. I'll come back
later when you have some free time." We three looked at each other, smiled, and
thanked her for her kindness and courtesy. She left, muttering to herself.
∆

Here's an update on the Horton extended family:

Jo An fell on the ice about two years ago and shattered her left wrist. It took
surgery and a metal plate to put it back together. After many months of therapy, she
has regained the use of the hand and fingers, except for a few limitations.
Joe had surgery for a bowel obstruction in August, 2007, and spent four days in
ICU on a ventilator and assorted tubes in various parts of his anatomy. Two weeks
later, he had surgery again for an abscess in the same area. He lost a lot of weight, but
is slowly regaining it. He still tires very easily.
Peggy and her husband, Ron, live in Annandale, Virginia. She is still in public
health nursing, giving flu shots, doing blood pressure clinics and giving lectures on
various medical issues. Ron finally has a Ph.D. in computer science and works for the
Center for National Security and Intelligence of Noblis, Inc. He also lectures part-time
at the University of Mary Washington. Their older daughter, Kim, has a master's
degree in Criminal Justice. The younger daughter, Erica, is now three years cancer
free (after a bout with Hodgkin's lymphoma). She has a B.A. in history. Both girls are
gainfully employed.
Bob and Julie live in Golden, Colorado. Bob has a Ph.D. in geology and works
for the U.S. Geological Survey. Their older daughter, McKenzie is married to a nice
young man. They are both veterinary technicians, and she has thoughts of going on to
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'vet school' to study for a career as a veterinarian. They live in the mountains in
Colorado, and Dave (McKenzie's husband) raises exotic snakes. Effie, (Bob and Julie's
younger daughter), is studying to be a pastry chef at one of the big ski resorts in
Colorado.
Sandy and Randy live in Oregon, Wisconsin (a suburb of Madison). Randy is
the Chief Warden for the State of Wisconsin's Department of Natural Resources.
Sandy works as office manager for a veterinary clinic that has six veterinarians on its
staff, not counting the vet techs also on staff. They do large and small animals. (Sandy
takes care of all of the strays.) At home, she has four horses, two dogs, two rabbits,
two ferrets, six cats and eight exotic birds (parakeets, cockatoos, etc.) at home. Their
son, Ryan, is 15-years-old, and very much an animal lover. Two of the horses are his—
a Clydesdale and a 3-year old Frisian. He is training the Frisian in dressage. He is an
accomplished equestrian and has a room full of ribbons and trophies.

Joe & Jo An Horton at home, August 2009.
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To Doris, 1969
According to all learned men—
Like good old Aristotle;
The era that you now approach,
Requires a bit more throttle.
Now's not the time to ruminate
On what has gone before—
But rather, put yourself in gear,
For what is yet in store.
The spark of youth ignites with time,
To light a steady glow—
That glistens ever brighter,
As we mature and grow.
So let me here recall anew
A quote so old it's "warty"I'm sure you've guessed,
The punch line is that LIFE BEGINS AT FORTY!
Happy Birthday,
from your friendly philosopher.
—Jo An Horton
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To Doris, 1970
I think I told you last year
That your life had just begun
So building on that premise
You now have just turned "one.”
I hope your first adventure
In the forties had been fun.
Lots of new things tried and tested
Satisfaction in what's done.
You must admit it's factual
(Not just a friendly pun,)
There's really not much pain involved
In turning forty-one!
So look ahead and live it up!
Enjoy the things you so.
For time runs by and soon, you know,
You'll be approaching “two.”
Now I must end this nonsense—
But there's one more thing to say:
I really wish you happiness
On this your "one" birthday!
—Jo An Horton
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To Doris, 1971
A birthday is a special date.
One we like to celebrate.
It's always fun to decorate,
Or sometimes just to ruminate;
Occasionally, commemorate
But never, never irritate!
The young at heart enumerate;
The rest of us just vacillate.
For some it's time to inebriate,
While others try to abbreviate.
We all must finally punctuate,
And so I'll say, "I nominate
You for the days felicitate."
Happy Birthday!
(Careful how you enunciate!)
—Jo An Horton
To Doris, 1972
I really started something
When I greeted you with verse.
Each year the rhyme gets harder
While the rhythm just gets worse!
But I suppose you'd be upset
If now I changed to prose,
Or sent a friendly greeting card
Embellished with a rose.
So here's a wish for birthday joy
Complete with lots of cheer;
That's guaranteed, no shrink-no-fade
At least until next year.
—Jo An Horton
405

To Doris, 1979
Wow! One half of a century,
I'm really impressed!
So please—don't you frown
Or become depressed.
It takes lots of living
To fill up the years,
With good times and sad times,
And laughter and tears.
So look to the future
And minimize sorrow.
If today is a "bummer,"
There's always tomorrow!
Please keep this “gift” safe
It is not just a jest;
When you reach one hundred,
I'll send you the rest!
HAPPY BIRTHDAY!
—Jo An Horton

David with Joe & Jo An Horton at
Doris’ funeral, 10 August 2004.
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IN STITCHES
While dozing on some "Knock-out Juice,"
A gentleman in green
Has deftly carved your middle
With a scalpel sharp and keen.
You must be sure he's slit you
From your "zwizzle" to your "zatch"
But actually you'll find that it
Is just a little scratch.
The fancy needlework that he
Embroidered on your torso
Will leave no doubt remaining
He's indeed a virtuoso!
Yes, your friendly doctor's left you
Not laughing -- but "in stitches"
(Just wait until they start to heal
And stitches create itches!)
For a time, I'm sure you'll feel unreal
And sore about the tummy.
While swathed in many bandages
Like an Egyptian mummy.
But soon the aches and pains will fade
And you'll be on the mend.
The time will even come again
When once more—you can bend!
So please do us a favor
And recover very quickly.
We know it isn't any fun
When you feel sore and sickly.
—Jo An Horton (ca. 1993)
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Sandy, Jo An, Joe & Peggy Horton, August 2009, & Sandy with David.
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A CHRISTMAS RHYME AT NEW YEAR’S TIME
Dear Mom, look closely here and you will find
a small symbol of the ties that bind—
a spirited man, though disabled, singing proud
with such an incredible voice endowed
his bass-baritone so rich and warm
his craft of exquisite taste and chosen form
the voice transcends the time and space
which encumbers him, yet of bitterness without a trace
Quasthoff eloquently lives his soul’s call
holding nothing back, powerfully giving his all
there he stands, a mother’s son close to my age
against all the odds—a career on the stage
what humble Christmas gift can I bring, no more and no less
than a son’s love and a voice, to embrace and to bless
our family reminiscences, which I’ve so often pondered
the various stages where we’ve wandered
you’ve heard us sing, time and again
in choruses and musicals and solos when
the music within came shining forth
for you and dad and family or
in those precious times with more than one
joined together in a theatre run
you’d watch and wait and brightly grin
remembering the shows in which we’d been
from Tosca and Forum and Galumph to tell
Annie Get Your Gun, Birdie, and Little Me as well
from Penzance to Gypsy and summerstock shows
Damn Vikings, La Mancha and Anything Goes!
My Fair Lady and Kiss Me, Kate kept us going so far
until college theatre finished with J.C. Superstar
through all the years, we kept singing hearts through it all
with Carmen, Into the Woods, and Amahl
All the times we’ve looked to see your gentle face
that beaming smile upon us, feeling the grace
of your presence with us time and again
always our mother, and always our friend
the new year brings us a time to renew
and the days that await us, many or few
a gift of the voice, which we’ve all taken part
to sing and bring music from deep in the heart
I’ve only so many lyrics that really say what I mean
knowing my lines and playing the scene
left often to wonder if I’ve done my true best
409

that I’ll know when I’m finished so that I can rest
such questions as these remain unanswered, you know
save for the world that awaits us, to which we all go
a place without pain or sorrow, where joy fully lives
the life God created, the blessing he gives
know how you’ve blessed us with all that you are
that your presence is with us always, near or far
whatever your dwelling place, the heart or the home,
that with us in your heart you’re never, never alone.
so until that final bow, when the closing curtain draws nigh
as beloved Grandpa Harry said, “Let me live until I die.”
yet as I write you this day, all such musings aside
it’s your smile and your laughter I hold deep inside
the whole of your life and your love, whether present or past
is the truest gift we cherish, and the one which will last.
For Mom,
From your son, David
(December 29, 1999—Mankato, Minnesota)
Note: This was written by me on behalf of all us Coward kids, one year after Doris’ near-fatal cardiac
arrest—and was given to her 31 December 1999, just after this photo was taken at Peter & Bev
Ramstad’s home. The initial
references in the poem are to
the marvelous German
baritone, Thomas Quasthoff, a
world-class singer Jim had
recently brought to my
attention, and a pair of whose
recordings I had just sent as
gifts to Mom for Christmas.
His voice and his career have
flourished over the past decade,
and all this considering he was
born in 1959, a thalidomide
baby with severely deformed
limbs. I was also thinking over
all the plays and musicals she’d
seen us in over all the years—
and recalling just how much
joy there was for her in our theatrical endeavors. We couldn’t know how much time left we would have
together, and all of us knew each time we visited was a gift in its own way. She was a kind, loving and
gentle soul—and her warm heart and rich laughter blessed us and will always be missed. God’s peace
be with you, Mom.

410

