Doris Lillian Gardiner
February 17, 1901 to April 13, 1990
My mother, Doris, was born on February 17, 1901 in Nantymoll, Wales. Her father,
George (one of my namesakes) Gardiner was a coal miner. He was uneducated and
illiterate. Her mother, Mary Ann (Wilcox) had been schooled and could both read and
write. My mother was the youngest child and had three sisters and a brother. The girls,
from oldest to youngest, were Edy, Hilda, Gladys, and Doris. Her only brother was
William (Bill) and was the oldest of the children.
In 1914 the entire family immigrated to the United States sailing on the SS Haverford
from Liverpool England to Philadelphia., PA. They left Liverpool on April 14, 1914
arriving Philadelphia on April 28, 1914. They travelled in steerage and my mother
recalled being sea sick for the entire two weeks.

Alien passenger manifest fort SS Haverford Apr 28, 1914. Doris is on second line.
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The family settled in Cleveland, Ohio where my grandfather worked as a laborer. He
and my grandmother became naturalized US citizens on April 28, 1922.

Grandfather Gardiner’s US Citizenship Naturalization certificate.
My father, Otis, was on an extended visit to relatives in Cleveland. Somehow they met
and were married in Cleveland Heights, Ohio on June 23, 1921. Because they were
married prior to 1922, my mother automatically became a derivative American citizen.
They returned to Santa Fe in 1921. My father worked for The First National Bank, as a
messenger. His father, Arthur, was then Vice President and a very wealthy man. The
Seligman family made their money by starting a mercantile business importing and
transporting goods from Kansas to Santa Fe over the Old Santa Fe trial during the mid
1850’s. My grandfather, Arthur, made three trips over the trail by covered wagon as an
infant with his mother.
When my mother moved to Santa Fe in 1921, it was a small city of around twelve
thousand. New Mexico had only been a state for nine years. Most of the population was
Hispanic from native northern New Mexico families. Even though a minority,
particularly prior to World War II, most of the wealth and political power in New Mexico
was in the Anglo population, with a few notable exceptions. As a twenty year-old, she
was thrust into this so called “upper crust” of local society. My mother and father built a
house at 610 East Palace Avenue, a prestigious area of town at the time. I believe my
father was working for his father at the First National Bank and therefore my grandfather
financed the house.. They had a live-in maid so that my mother’s primary occupation was
hosting and attending tea parties, bridge clubs, and Seligman parties.
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Our house at 610 East Palace Avenue, photo taken 5/31/1936 looking SE.
My sister, Joan, was born in 1928. The live-in maid picked up an additional duty as a
nanny. She was the apple in her grandfather Seligman’s eye. From 1924 until his death in
1933, Arthur Seligman served as President of the First National Bank. In 1930, he was
elected Governor of New Mexico.

Mother with baby Joan, ca. about 1929.
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During this period, my father purchased ten acres on Cow Creek, at the time an
extremely remote location in the upper Pecos area. He had a two-bedroom log cabin built.
It had no electricity, no indoor water, and no plumbing. Water was furnished by Cow
Creek, heat was from a large fireplace and cooking was by a wood stove. Kerosene and
white gas lanterns furnished lighting. It also had a large oak ice box for storing meat. The
road from Pecos to the ranchito was impassable in winter or after hard rains until it dried
out. The cabin was the center of our summer life. As my sister grew up she eventually
had three horses. By the time I was born and became a toddler, my mother had become
an excellent trout fisherwoman. She was particularly proficient with dry flies. She taught
me as a toddler the art of stalking and catching mountain trout with a fly rod.
Game was plentiful in the area. Besides excellent trout fishing we had visits from
innumerable mule deer, and I remember seeing, on the property, or nearby if I were
riding horseback; black bear, coyotes, bob cats and two lions.
After my grandfather had been elected Governor, in August of 1931, he received a
written threat to kidnap baby Joan. State police guards were posted at our house and iron
bars were installed over the window to her bedroom. There was never any actual attempt
but people were very afraid of kidnapping at that time because of the famous kidnapping
of the Lindburg baby.

El Paso Herald Post, August 15, 1931
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In August of 1932, my father and nine other bank employees were indicted for
violation of the Federal National Bank Act (embezzlement). About $80,000 was missing.
My grandfather, as bank President, made full restitution. My father was charged with
stealing over $26,000. Contrary to the remembrances published by Pen Lafarge in “Turn
Left at the Sleeping Dog,” my father pled guilty and was sentenced to five years in
Leavenworth Federal penitentiary. He never was incarcerated in Joliet, Illinois, as was
reported. He began serving his sentence on September 8, 1932. My mother wrote him
almost daily and visited him several times travelling by train with his sister. I believe, at
the time, the most important thing in the world to my mother was her social status and
how she was perceived by others. I know she had to be totally devastated by my father’s
imprisonment. She did get a secretarial job for Dr. Fiske. According to archived
newspaper social columns, she was still active in local activates and attended governor
Seligman’s second gubernatorial inaugural with the family entourage. My father was
paroled on September 12, 1934, returned to Santa Fe and opened a radio and typewriter
repair shop on Water Street.
I was born on January 1938. I feel certain I was a surprise and I am not sure another
baby was what my mother wanted, at that point her life. My father died of a heart attack
in March 1943 at an age of 45.
My mother was married to my step-father, Larkin Burl Scott, in July 1943. He was
from Abilene, Texas and a used car salesman at Sanco Ford on Cerrillos Road. He and a
mechanic from Sanco Ford, Ray Hamm, became partners and opened a used car business
called the Auto Trading Post, located on the northwest corner of Alameda and College
streets. The business failed and the partnership dissolved. During this period my mother
and stepfather rented the main portion of the house and we lived in the basement maidquarters. They had let Manuelita, the lady that raised me from birth to age six, go in order
to save money. Mother’s marriage failed and they were divorced in 1948 or 1949.
I had attended a private school on Palace Avenue called Blythe School from
kindergarten to the fifth grade. As a cost saving measure, I was enrolled in public school
at Carlos Gilbert elementary school for the sixth grade. I also attended public school in
Cleveland for four or five months. It was a very difficult time for a small town kid from
Santa Fe to adjust to the city. I rode a streetcar back and forth to school from the
apartment hotel. My memories are somewhat clouded but, I remember my mother selling
our house to raise money and the divorce. It was a period of great loss to me. I lost my
father, step father, the house in which I grew up, and although they were divorced, my
last name was changed from Seligman to Scott. I assume she was attempting to distance
me from my father’s crime.
From the time she sold our Palace Avenue house she spent the rest of her life buying
and living in houses until there was some equity and then selling the house and moving to
a larger house to what she considered a more prestigious neighborhood. From the time I
was in the sixth grade to when I was married and graduated from college, I remember
living on East Palace, Griffon Street where it became a dirt road just past the Star Lumber
Company, Santa Cruz Drive, a three-month rental on Acequia Madre, Washington Street
(now Bishop’s Lodge Road), some street on the hill on the west side of the Tesuque
highway, and San Mateo Road.

5

My mother and me at Washington Avenue at Easter 1953.

My sister, Joan, and me about 1951
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After I had left home and before Alzheimer’s set in to my mother, she made one more
move to an expensive house out the old Pecos Trail. During this period, continuing to live
beyond her means and trying to live in past glory; she had sold the portion of Arthur
Seligman’s art collection which included paintings by three of the original five Santa Fe
artists and two by noted Taos artists, his sterling tea services, dinnerware and sterling flat
ware which had been left to her by my grand mother.. She sold the cabin and little ranch
in the Upper Pecos that my dad had built. My sister, who had been married and divorced
four times, and her child lived with my mother. Long after I was out of the house and
with a family of my own, deeply in debt, she and my sister declared bankruptcy. Evan so
they were able to keep the extravagant house.
I do realize now that as a single mother with an ill daughter and a growing son and no
marketable working skills; she did the best she could. My sister and I were provided a
small income from my grandmother’s estate which helped us very much. Evan though we
were better off than so many people, the one skill that she truly lacked was the ability to
live within her means and accept her self as she was. I learned that I never wanted to
accept any income from an estate. I set out to educate myself through my own labor,
began working at age14 to provide for myself as much as possible as far as clothes,
spending money, saving for college, and buying my own 1936 Chevy sedan. Although it
was not intended, I feel that I do owe my sense of honesty and self-sufficiency to these
life experiences.
My mother, Doris died as a result of Alzheimer’s disease at age 89 in 1990. It is a
terrible disease that slowly takes your mind before it tales your life. Before then I had
transferred to the DC area and returned to Santa Fe to visit in 1985. At that time she did
not know who I was. My sister and her daughter remained my mother’s caretakers until
her death.
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