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Subj: Aunt Ruth's story by David Jones

Date: 6/24/2004 11:02:35 AM Eastern Standard Time
From: '

To:

I met Ruth Labor Day weekend in 1947. I had, just before my 23d birthday, been
appointed organist and choirmaster of Dewitt Memorial Church, on the Lower East
Side of Manhattan, a nondenominational church of the New York City Mission
Society. Ruth had been trained as a Christian worker in the Gramercy School, which
had belonged to that organization. A position in one of the City Mission churches
had never become available to her, but she was teaching Sunday School at Dewitt.
Bea, who lived quite near Ruth, belonged to Dewitt, and when she couldn't attend,
Ruth took Marjorie with her. I think Judy was still quite small. The young people of
the church were to spend Labor Day weekend at Camp Sharparoon, in upstate New
York, and the pastor thought I should go along and meet the young people I would
be working with. Ruth and another member of the church had been detailed to
keep an eye out for me and introduce me around. "Do you think that's our new
organist over there?" Lucille said. "Oh, no, it can't be," said Ruth; "he's just a baby." I
suppose I did look younger than my age. During the bus ride, we became
acquainted.

I was supposed to play for Sunday School, the 11:00 o'clock service (in English), the
Russian service at 5:00, and the Spanish service at 7:00. (Why I ever agreed to all
that is still a mystery to me.) Ruth assumed I would be sitting around the church all
day, so she asked me to come to her apartment for dinner after the 11:00 service.
From then on as long as I was at Dewitt, we cooked Sunday dinner together in her
apartment. Since I, a student at Juilliard at the time, lived in a furnished room, we
entertained her friends and relatives and my friends and, once, my brother and his
wife, who lived in the suburbs, at dinner parties in her apartment. Once Jack, Laura,
Laura's friend Agnes, Philip, and Jimmy were there for dinner. Jimmy was, as |
said, still an infant and was bedded down in the bathtub while we ate. I told Philip
after the service that I knew how old he was because my brother in the suburbs had
a son Philip, who was born the same month as he was. Once uncle Reggie came to
New York, and Ruth, Lina, and I met him at the station, so I got to know Lina. Once
Ruth and I went to Boston to visit Uncle Reggie. I insisted I wanted to go to the
Church of the Advent in Boston. "You want to go all the way into Boston to go to
church?" Ruth said. When I assured her I did, she said "Well, I guess I'll go too,"
and Uncle Reggie chimed in, "T've heard about that church all my life, so I guess I'll
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