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Louisa Gertrude Boeck was born January 18th, 1860,
in Pekin, Illinois, of German parentage. Shortly after-
wards the family moved to Nebraska, in the hope of bet-
tering their condition and securing something more than
a meagre subsistence; but they found the struggle to
maintain life just as hard in their new home; and Louisa’s
object lessons in the fact that those who do the world’s
hardest work are the ones who receive the least reward
for their labor, began early in childhood and continued
throughout her life.

Fortunately her father became a student of Henry
George’s philosophy and learned why it is that the ma-
jority of mankind labor hard and incessantly, and the
few, without labor, enjoy the largest portion of the fruits.

School advantages where they lived in Nebraska were
not all that could be desired, and she was sent to school
in St. Louis, where most of her school life was spent,
making her home with an uncle, Adam Boeck.

On November 28th, 1883, she was married to Rich-
ard M. Nake, a draftsman, at Kansas City, Missouri,
and spent her married life there. Their daughter, Cor-
nelia Agnes, better known as Nellie, was horn September
21st, 1884.

With motherhood and increased responsibilities came
increased realization of the injustice of the unequal dis-
tribution of wealth. She made use of her spare time in
reading, and her spare thought in studying the condition
of those who lived about her; and in the fall of 1897,
when she moved with her daughter to St. Louis, she
began active Single Tax work. Being a strong letter
writer, she wrote many newspaper articles to explain the
philosophy she loved so well, and to show that it is our
present system of land tenure which enables the few to
deprive the many of their just share of the wealth they
produce.

In the meantime, Nellie, having pursued the usual
public school course in Kansas City and later in St



Louis, went in 1901, to the State Normal School, at Peru,
Nebraska. After a year of training she taught at john-
son, Nebraska, for two years, where she had opportunity
to study children close to nature and to consider our so-
cial problems as they affect the child. She rejoined her
mother in St. Louis, in 1904, and took a position as sub-
stitute in the public schools, while the mother taught
tailoring- in a prominent tailoring school. Thus they
mairtained their home, and devoted all their spare en-
ergies towards spreading the knowledge of Henry
George’s doctrines and organizing an active Women's
Single Tax League.

In the summer of 1903, Nellie attended the meeting
of the National Educational Association, in New Jersey,
and also made a tour of the largest Eastern cities. The
trip was such an efijjovable one that she resolved her
mother should enjoy a similar one with her at the very
first opportunity. ‘That fall she was assigied a regular
position as teacher of the first grade in the Laclede
School, which grade she taught for two years, or until
her death. She preferred to teach in the slum district,
writing to a friend thus: “I feel I have a mission here
and can do much good with these little folks, who are
not to blame for their environment. They think their
teacher a queen and school a paradise.” Dy actual count
there were twenty nationalities in her school building.

Two years had elapsed since her visit to the East,
and her plans for another journey, with her mother as
companion, were complete. The urgent invitation of
their uncle, Adam Boeck, now living in Los Angeles,
and the meeting of the National Educational Association
in that city, decided them to travel westward to the Pa-
cific Coast.

It was here the light went out of these two lives,
when the steamship “Columbia,” in which they were
traveling to Portland, on their homeward journey, col-



lided with the “San Pedro” in a dense fog, July 21st,
1907.

Their sudden and tragic taking away, in the very
morning of their careers, was a severe shock to their rel-
atives and to the many friends who had learned to love
and revere them. Their loss was keenly felt by all who
knew them.

In the hour of affliction and sorrow, however, it was
a great consclation to know that their short lives had
been well spent in devotion to a great and noble cause
rather than in selfish indifference and idleness.

These good and noble-hearted women have gone—

**To join that choir invigible
Of those immortal dead who live again
In minds made better by their presence; live
In pulses stirred to generosity.
In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn
For miserable aims that end with self,
In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars,
And with their mild persistence urge man’s search
To juster issues.”

The Single Tax League, of St. Louis, showed their
appreciation of these two co-workers by giving them a
public memorial October 18th, 1907, at Aschenbroedel
Hall, 3535 Pine street, Hon. Wm. Marion Reedy, editor
of the Mirror, presided and opened the meeting with
touching and appropriate remarks. He was followed by
Rev. Herbert S. Bigelow, pastor of the Vine Street Con-
gregational Church, Cincinnati, Ohio, in a masterful and
eloquent tribute from the religious and ethical stand-
point. Then Dr. Wm. Preston Hill, of St. Louis, ad-
dressed the meeting as a single taxer and representative
of the Single Tax I.eague of St. Louis. '

There is no death! The stars go down
To rise upon some fairer shore,

And bright in heaven’s jeweled crown
They shine forevermore.

There is no dealh! An angel form
Walks o'er the earth with silent tread;

He bears our best-loved things away,
And then we call them “dead”

And ever near us, though unseen.
The dear immortal spirits tread;

T*or all the boundless universe
Is life—there are no dead.

J. 1. McCrcery.



“What is there for which life gives us opportunity
that can be compared with the effort to do what we may
—Dbe it ever so little—to improve the social conditions
and enable other lives to reach fuller, nobler develop-
ment ?”"—Henry George.



"HE Faith and the Ideals of Henry George professed
by Mrs. L. G .Nake and Nellie Nake, as revealed
in the address af the memorial service, October 18th,

Ladies and Gentlemen:

We are gathered here to pay a last tribute of respect
to the memory of two of our comrades, who have been
taken from us by a tragic and untimely fate.

It seems but a short time ago that we saw them de-
part from cur city, full of life and hope, to enjoy a well-
earned vacation from their useful and honorable labors,

They embarked on that fateful voyage with the fond-
est anticipations of the pleasures they would derive from
new scenes and strange experiences, and, a little while
after, we were shocked and grieved by the news of the
tragic occurrence which terminated their lives.

After a pleasant visit to relatives in California they
embarked at San Francisco on the ill-fated steamship
Columbia, bound for Portland, Oregon. They felt it
their duty to hurry on their journey, and accepted berths
on the lower deck of the ship, in spite of the entreaties
of their rclatives, who begged them to wait for the next
steamer.

The Columbia, about two hundred miles north of San
Francisco, in the darkness of the night and under the
mantle of a fog. encountered that thing most dreaded by
mariners, the collision, and in an instant the happy and
jovous journey was changed into a scene of confusion,
desolation and death. Many of the passengers on the
upper deck managed to effect their escape in life-boats.
but those below, and among them our friends, were, no
doubt, overwhelmed by the inrush of waters and went
down to death in the sinking ship.

Their tragic and dramatic fate startles us by its sud-
denness and makes us realize the brevity and uncertainty





