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Many whe were with ws whon the completion of this refrospect,
wradf wifh ws ne fonger,



To Miss Mary A, Waite oF Grasp Havew,
FOR SIXTV-PIVE YEARS RELOVED AND REVEKED
IN THE (iRAND RIVER WALLEY, IS INSCRIBED THIS
RETROSPECT.




| N a bank of the Deerfield stands a country house
| built early in the present century.

‘ In the mid-thirties, the youngest son of a large
L progeny reared here, emigrated to Michigan with
T/~ wife and family, and in the wilderoess, three miles
from an Indian trading post, proceeced to reprodoce the home of
his boyhood. With filial care b copied cach detail. There was the
same colonial build—lonyg hali through center of Loth stories, large
square’ rooms, low ceiled, npening on either side through narrow
doors, and spacious garret for chests, spinning-wheels and reels.

Outside was the same arrangement of brick smoke-house, corn
and poultry houses, stable and big hay harn,

Then there was the New England garden to be repracluced.

Gur pioneer loved gardening, and with the help of his black
Gabriel*® (come to him through the underground railroad}, the garden
became a thing to sce.

There are some who remember that garden, nay, there are some
whom Heaven is goorl to, and lets them be young again when they
dream of it.

It lay north of the house across a grass plat, and contained one
acre—an acre, which to one childish imagination assumed the limitless
proportions of the Garden of Tden. The Tree of Life and the Tree
of the Knowledge of Good and Evil were two enormous apple trees
in the center of the garden, on either side the great flower mound,

*#0ld Gabriel and his slave dife stories added a touch of the picturesque, Bits
of is humar still Acat as sayings: * Ole house, ole wagon, ole harness is an express
{expense) to a man." “Two missus in one hovse makes two intresses (intercsts)
there,"”



toward which all paths from the vegetable beds converged. Once
the child asked its father when he was going to hring in the four
rivers ; and somelimes, after sunsct, slipping inside the hollyhock
hedge and down the main walk, bordered with clove pinks and
poppies, the child wonld listen, expecting to hear the Voice of the
Lard in the cool of the day.

When our pioneer came west, he bad been gradoated from
Williams College, and had taken a post-graduate course in theology.
His equipment soon called him to the pastorate of the Congregational
church, and later to the principalship of the public scheols in the
villiage.  But he continued to live upon his farm, and years followed,
divided between intellectual and pastoral pursuits, In those years
his intense wvitality and strong cenvictions (for there was no wrong
he did not stand ready to lead a crusade against, without fear or
favor), made his house a natural gathering place for a wide variety
of people. His library and scientific apparatus were the first brought



from the east, and in the study {lower front room on the left), was
to be heard much talk of Sons of Temperance, Wilmot Proviso, Free
Soil and Liberty Pasrty.

More than one young man coming to advise with the minister
as to his career, left this room fired by that magnetic personality to
aspire to heights hefore undreamed of.

Here, too, of a Saturday evening the minister declaimed the
sermon he wonld preach next day, until the children up-staivs, in
their high-posters, wondered.

In the square patlor on the right, many a couple has heen joined
in holy matrimony, Mary Wehster and [ohn Ball {the gay young
bachelor of sixty}, amonp the numbet, the abashed children of the
household, just out of tub and all Lut in hed, heing summoned to
this room at nine e'clock one Saturday night as witnesses to the
Corcmony.

No house ever stood more completely for plain living and high
th[nking than this one Not entjrely from choice, Absorption of
ready moncy attendant upon emigration, logether with fallures of
local banks, had mude cxchange of commodities imperative,

These were the times, when, to quote from the Baxter history, 2
comfortable home can be huailt for onc dollar, plus dicker.

A missionary socicly contributed 1o
the support of our missionary, twa hun-
dred dollars a yearand a missionary bax
(the recollection of the bonnets in those
missionary boxes still maketh the blood
to curdle), the rest of his [i\'l'ng sup-
posed to be supplemented by his farm
produce, scaltering, oh! very scatiering
five-dollar gold pieces from parishioners,
and donation parties*

If you met a sleighing party seiting
out in the edge of the evening, you

¥ The nearly gratuitous services of these years
are affectionately acknowledged by a tablet in
the Congregational Church to the memory of
Rey, James Ballard.




could be tolerubly sure they were beading toward Fisk's and the Lake
House for a dance and supper, or toward our minister's for a
donation party.

How many of them have driven out, the loagest way around most
likely, by way of the Woodward’s and Reed's Lake, the red school
house and *Mrs. Parson's, and taken possession of the minister's
house, serving the supper they had brought, in the long living-room
at the end of the hall, other rooms below stairs given up to games
and jollity—the Needle's Eye, led by Warren Mills singing :

""Far many a lass havo [ Jet pres, because | wanted you.'

*You will ind Mrs. Parsems in her half-century old house, among flowers, a
repository of ald-time stories.  Should you drive out to her Aower-garden some
morning, ask for her Common Council story with frilis and ruffles, Plainly told, she



