Marcella FRANCISCO SPEER THOMPSON

My name is Marcella Francisco Speer Thompson.  I was born Marcella Francisco on May 15, 1886 in Iowa.  I came to Corona when I was 14 years old.  The winters were much nicer; I didn't have to shovel snow from the sidewalk before I went to school in the morning.  I married the widower, William H. Speer in 1903.  His wife, Jennie Wall, had died twelve years earlier. They had four children, Joe, Sam, Harvey and Rose, but only Sam and Harvey survived.  It wasn't easy being a step-mom in a family that had not had a mother for twelve years, but Billie and I made it work.  There was a bit of a stir when we got married, but back then 17 was not a really young age to get married.  William was a mature 32, and I loved him!
We had some hardships the two of us.  Our first son, Warren, died when he was only eighteen months old.  We had two more children, Thelma and Herrold. Sam, my oldest stepson became the family member most rooted in Corona.  He had "an everything you could ever need but never find shop" on West Sixth Street for years.  He was in the paper several times.  Why even the newer stores would call Sam when they would get a big order of something hard to find.  Land sakes, that boy was always a saver.  He would keep anything and everything, but it all came to good use in the end!

(Author's note: This paragraph is about a very sad part in Marcella's life.  Have a handkerchief to blot your eyes with.  In those days embroidered handkerchiefs were customary.  They didn't have Kleenex like we do!)  I guess what you really want to know about is the day that my Billie died.  We had been married for fourteen years.  It was the Great Circle City Race.  He and Sam were watching the qualifying runs together.  Sam, thank God, had walked away just an instant before Bob Burman's race car lost a wheel and went out of control.  My William was killed instantly.  That and the days that followed were the most difficult in my life.  Harold was only two months old.  I thought I would lose the very milk that feed him during those days.  My life became a blur of things that had to be done; not things I wanted to do. 

I was so thankful for the older boys.  Harvey had the funeral at his house.  My brothers were pallbearers.  The house was filled with flowers, family and friends.  I don't remember much of all that.  I do remember the music. Mrs. E. H. Ballard and Miss May Grow sang beautifully.  Everyone told me later how nice everything was.  I just remember feeling numb and empty and the baby needed to be fed. (author's note:  Marcella had children to feed but the bank wouldn't let her take out any money until possible debts had been paid. Notifying the public of the monetary value of her home must have been quite an ordeal. Seeing in print her husband's value was less than the insurance money she was about to receive had to a source of public gossip and ill feelings.)

I do remember having to put an ad in the paper, so I could have the money in our account at the bank.  Can you believe, such a terrible ordeal I had been through, and the very day of William's death, I couldn't get my own money out of the bank until the public had been notified of his death.  I had to put a notice in the paper applying for a petition to be the administrator of his estate, the overseer of our own affairs.  The paper said the estate was worth $1000.  At least they say William was a special officer; I agreed with that, I always thought William was special.
The race insurance gave us a hefty sum of $25,000; there was much discussion of this in the small town of Corona, I can tell you.  The family of the driver of the car got nothing.  The race officials felt he participated at his own risk.  But my husband died not even knowing what hit him.  It happened so quickly, and that I am thankful for.
Yes, my name is now Thompson; I remarried later.  You know I was only thirty when my beloved Billie died.  I lived to be eighty-nine years old.  I didn't want to be alone all those years.  I was a young widow with a little baby.

Life goes on, even if we think it can't.  I got to see and hold six great grandchildren and one great, great grandchild.  And although I loved my second husband and all those grandchildren, I would gladly have given back that $25,000 just to live all my days with William.  Life is funny that way; you never know what is around the next curve.

