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“A commonplace life, we say, and ve sigh
But why should we sigh as we say?
The commonplace sun in the commonplace sky
Hakes up the commouplace day.
The moon and the stars are commonplace things
And the flower that blooms and the bird that sings
But dark were the world and sad our lot,
If the flowers failed and the sun shone not.
And Cod, who knoweth each separate soul,
Out of commonplace lives makes His beautiful whole."

SUSAN COOLIDGE



MEMORIES OF A COMMONPLACE LIVE

A ———————— Pl St e

For a long time I cherished a wague idea that sometime 1 would write some
account of my life for the sake of my grandchildren, but the ides can to
fruition because of the persistency of my son, Harry. And it was his interest
and encoursgement that kept me at it, till the story of my girlhood was completed,

The rest was written much later and at differemt times and I know lacks
coherence and smoothuness. It is really a resume of the busy years from my
marriage till the family scattered, and it would never have been put into book
form but for Edity, who most cheerfully arranged all the details.

My birthplace was Gilead, Commecticut, whers my father preached for thirty
years. Gilead is in the town of Hebron which is the southern town in Tolland
county. We used to say that Gilead was five miles from everywhere. Bolton,
five miles away, was next to the north; Andover, where we went to "take the
cars, was five miles to the east; Columbis the same distance southeast and
Marlborough five miles to the west. Hebron, where we could but a few groceries
and perhaps & spool of thread, was three miles to the south; but most of our
supplies were purchased in Hartford, sixteen miles away.

Gilead is in a hilly region. To get anywhere, long, long hills must be
crossed, Up and down, up snd down, the vgads lead, with geldom & bit of lavel
ground. Gilead had three losg parallel streets about a amile apart, each lying
along the ridge of a hill. These were generally known as "Gilead Street”, the
ugast Street” and the "West Street". The greater part of the people lived on
the three streats, and more on "Gilead Street" than on any other. There the
houses were rather frequent. They were for the most part painted white with
green blinds and were neat and well kept. The street was wide with grass on
either side of the wagon road which was narrow and not very smooth. On this
street and fairly in the center of things stood the little white church - or
"Meeting~house” ae¢ we alwsys called {t. It could literally be raid of it that
it was the house “whither the tribes went up." It had & belfry and a bell and
could be seen for miles around. Back of it were horsesheds and all around it
grev gresn grass.

Thers were not many trees on the street when I was a little girl, but a
fine row of lsrge maples shaded our walk to the church. These were just back
of a stone wall which fenced in & large field. Our house stood quite far back
from the street, saod our front yard - separated from the street by & picket
fence ~ was, for those days, unusually gay with flowers and shrubs.

In this old house in the quiet countryvillage I was born April 19, 1842,
1 was the fifth child of my parenta. Their first, Julia, died when omly two
years old. Then there was Julius, who was elaven when I was born, laurs,nine and
Martha gix. My father's mother, Preelove Hull, also lived with us so that at
that time we were a family of seven.




1 have been told that when I was born my sister Marths was just reading with
great pleasure some of the "Rollo and Lucy” books, and that it>was her wish that
1 should be called Lucy. That was the name given me at baptism; but vhen I was
quite young I wanted a "middle” name. I was told that I might choose my own
and 1 chose, "Preelove", my grandmother’s name, and Lucy Freelove I have been
ever since. _

Our house was originally a gasbrel roofed house, two and & half stories
high, with two rooms and & halleway on each floor. Llater someone had added two
or three rooms on the back of the house, and vhen I was & little girl my brother
sltered and added to this sddition. One of the down stairs rooms in the upright
part of the house was our parlor. This was usually kept closed unless there
was a party or something out of the ordimary. On the north side of the hall
was Crandma's room, and: & pleasant room it was, cool in susmer and kept warm
in winter by a brisk wood fire in a smail stove. This was really a remsrkable
room, for overhead across the ceiling was a broad wooden beam on which was
carved & vine with leaves, flowers and fruit. Also there were carved corner
pieces to the room and & corner cupbosrd with red shelves, which I suppose had
‘once had glass doors and been used for choice chins and glass ware, but which
Grandms used for many ordinary thiugs.

The halls were long and narrow and the stairs straight snd easy. Over
. Grandma's room was our guest room, breesy and pleasant in summer, but cold and
forbidding {n winter.

Across the hall and over the parlor was my father's study where he usually
went esch day about nine and spent the time till noon, studying and praparing
his sermons. Into this room no one ever intruded during his study hours unless
on gome very neacessary errand. But when he was away I loved to go to the
closet where were kept a fevw geometrical blocks which were the only building
" blocks I had. There were some other interesting things there also, - an orrery,
which father sometimes used to show the wmotions of the planets, and a counting
frame which I liked very much. I also used to go to his bookcase and take down
book after book in the vain hope of finding something that I would like to
rend. Some of the books however had strange pictures in tham and were better
than nothing. I remember one in particular -~ a history of the Hindoos aand
their rsligion, vhose pictures of dreadful ceremonies fascinated me. My father
had & writing chair in this room, an arm chair painted green, with a broad leaf
fastened to the right arm on which he put_his paper when writing. There was &
Franklin stove there aleo and I wamenbircthislstudy as being warm and comfortable.
When I was quite small my father used to have a school in that room in the wiater,
of vhich 1 mey speak later. '

A second flight of stairs led to the attic, where ware alsc two rooms. In
the north room we used to keep corm on the sar, and I remember laboring up the
two fiights, carrying baskets full of it. Other things were stored there, slso.
And on the walls hung great buadles of religious newspapers. Reading matter vas
scarce in those days and not to be thrown away lightly. Soyhsn the year was
over, the weekly papers, which had been carefully saved, were put in order and
sewed together and hung on the wall, I do not believe that even thean they were
often referred to, but they ware there in case any ons ever did wish to read
them, I used to try them omce in & vhilg, placing & bundle on the floor and
lying face dowoward to explors them. Once in & great vhile I would find some
listle story to reward my search. But success was rare.
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The south room of the attic was used as a sleeping-room, and during my
childhood it was occupied by my brother Julius when he was at hous.

Going back down stairs and through the hall we would come to s room that
in sumeer was used for our dining-room and living-room. It had & fire-place
and southern sxpesure and was & pleasant room. When the cold westher cams the
cooking stove was set up here and the room became not only dining and livingeroom
but kitchean as well. HNorth of this room wers two small bedrooms into which the
sun never shone, and which I remember with s shiver, I used to be so eold in
oms of them on winter nights., My father and mother occupied & small bed~room
aast of the large room; and thers was also a back kitchen with s fireplace, a
sink and & pump. This opened into a shed with which the wood<houss and wagoa~
Bbude were commected, and which led to a grape arbor. Just beyond this was
the garden gate, Entering the garden we found a narrow walk bordered by narrow
flower beds in which grew many kinds of annuals., These vere the especial care of
my grandwother. The garden was large and much of it was surrounded by currant
bushas and raspberry vinas. Many kinds of vegetables would be found there in
their season, and at the foot of the garden was a large strawberry bed that
yielded many delicious berries,

South of the house was & walk to the streat, and beyond that a cultivated
field, separatediby a stone wall from the village “burying ground”. Thers
ware no houses on our side of the street for quite a long distance, but a
number on the other side,

My father, Rav. Charles Nichols, was born in Darby, Commecticut, in 1798,
He was the second son of Silas and Freelove Chidsey Nichols, His father, who
wvas & sea captain, died when my father was about thirteen years old, leaving
his wife and thres young sons, and little or no woney. Of my father's experiences
when he was & boy, of his struggles for an education, he has told in his
autobiography, and I do not need to repeat the story. He was forty-four years
old at the time of my birth, a man of medium height, rather slender, with grey
eyes, & swoothly shaven face and a quick, alert step.

1 zvemesbar his as a stern, rather severe man: a father whom I feared
more than loved, But I know mow as I look back from these wiser days that he
was & mgn of very strong affections, steraly repressed, according to the old
New England idesas of what was right and fitting for a man, and especially for
& ninister. I have no recollection of his ever playing with me, of my sver
sitting on his knee or of any caresses between us. When I was fifteen years
old I want away for a visit of some weeks, and I remember that he kissed me
good bye. Propably he had kissed me bafore, but I sc not remember it and I
know that his kiss at that time seemed & novel experience. He suffered much
from sleeplesances and other nervous troubles, and we children were trained to
be very careful not to disturb him by noisy play during his study hours, or
at any other time if he had not slept. And if he had endcured several sleepless
nights, as sometines happenmed, everythisg im the household would be arranged to
make things a» edsy as possible for him, and we all lived slmost with bated
breath till he should sleep again. He could not sleep 1if he heard the tickinmg
of & ¢lock, and I rewswmber times when our kitchea clock would be stopped every
night. His watch must be put wvhers he could not hear its ticking, and when
away from howe so that he must have it in the room with him, he used to vrap
it in his stocking and tuck it iato his boot.



I remeunber him well dressed for Sundsys, all in black, with staanding collar,
black or white nechkerchief, and, during wmy childhood, clean-shaven, though in
later yesrs he had side whiskers. He was straight, ensrgetic, critical, a
rveal student;snd hies sermons were well thought out and logical.

It was very common in those days for the minister to own his house and
more or less land, and to ske out his very slender salary by his crops. My
father owned the houss and about twenty acres of land. He was a good farmer
and by the aid of vhat he raised he supported his family on & salary of $430
a yaar., Be always kept a horse, ome or two cows, pigs and hens. He used to
ralse his own cors, rye, cats, patatoes, apples and hay, and have an abundence
of summer vegetables and small fruits., He did most of the work himself, hiring
help for plowing, hayiag and othsr heavy work. It wes his habit to rise early
in the summer and work in the garden or the field until time for him to go to
his study, pausing for breakfast and family prayers. He was & busy and hard-
working man, and had little patience with laziness or thriftlessness.

My mother's newe before sarriage was Loulsa West. She was the daughter
of Dr, Jeremiah and Martha Williams West and was borm in Tolland, Connscticut
in 1802, Her mother died when she was but a baby, and her father a few ysars
later. He was at one time & surgeon in the War of the Revolution. I know
1ittle about these grandpesrants. After their death mother's mmrried halfegigter
Mrs, Laura Abbot, took mother to her home in Ellington, and cared for her.
Awnt Abbot, the wife of & rich farmer, was most kind to my mother, and did much
for her, They lived in comfort, svea luxury for those times; but Aunt, who
was childless, was very precise and particular, snd I faacy had little apprecistion
of the resl needs of a growing girl; so that I think mother's life as a §irl
was lonely and repressed. She was never self-assertive, and I think that she
never fully recoverad from the esffects of constant repression through her
childhood and youth,

While rather young she married a Mr. Post and went to GCilead to live.
After a few months he died, and some time later she maxried my father, then
the young pastor of Gillead Church. They hardly knew, so mother told me, how
to arrange s wedding to plesss all the people, or at least so as to offend
none. But some meeting being held in the church on a weekeday afternoon, wy
father secured the services of a neighboring clergymen to preach, snd after
the sermon he and mother stepped out before the congregation and ware merried.
0f course it was known beforehand that this was to be done, so that whoever
chosa could witness the ceremony.

Mother was not quite so tall as Father and was rather sleander in fora.
She had a face that wvas both sweet and strong; curly hair, a Roman nose, and
blus eyes, o of which turned out (wall-eyed as it is termad), and was of
very little use to her. Her hair she wore in a braid secured by a comb on
thetop of her head, with two dear little curls on each side of her face.




During my sarly life my mother was & very hardworking woman. There was
s family of seven, soon increased to eight by the coming to us of my father's
young wephew, Joseph Kichols, whose father had died. All this family was tol:~
be fad and carsd for in avery way. Washing, iromiug, msking and men i
clothes: all muat be done, and largely by her own hands. Ths large Louse must
be kept in order, many visitors entertained and endless housshold cares attended
to, Thea besides, she was sxpected to attend and help in all the parish functioms,
» though of course those were not many, - and in cases of severs sickness she
was oftar called oa to help by night-watching and in other ways. Few babies
were born in Gilead without her attendance, and vhen desth came to & household
hexr presence to aid the family was expected. ,

1 look batk at her life with wonder and reverence. She had much to bear
from my father's nervous sufferings, which oftan made him unreasomabls and hayd
to please; but I very rarely sav her show signs of vexation or ammoyance. She
vas an excellent murse, quiet and efficient, -~ a Bible student, & lover of God
 and of her fallows. She was truly & wonderful women; but so seif-effacing, so
modest, 80 retiring, that one weaded to know her well to half appreciate her.
She was oppressed by her mauy and great responsibilities and never sesmed light-
hesarted and really glad to be alive. Life was to her a thing to be taken
sericusly, and I hardly kaev that she could joke until the time came when, from
increasing feebleness, she was obliged to drop care and responsibility. Then

I found that she bad quite & keen sense of humor. I did not fear her as I did
my father, but she never was my "chum”. I never doubted her love for me but

I mever felt close to her. And I see now that this was in part my own fault.

I always callsd oty parents Pa aod Ma.

My father's mothexr, Freelove Hull, lived with him for many years. When I
was born she was seventy years old, and was heginning to fesl the infirmities of
age, although she vas still active and capable, She was & very small womsn with
keen, gray eyes, and slways, after I knew her, wore spectacles. Her hair, oanly
slightly grey, she combed back from her face and, after the fashion of the day
for old ladies, covered with a white lace cap ruffled about the face and tied
under the chin. She was very particular about her caps, making them herself
snd slways, as long as she was able attending to their laundering. She was very
skilful with her needle, and, iandded, skilful in many ways.

I well remenber how fond she was of spinning wool, and I dearly loved to
wateh her, She first carded the wool into lomg, soft, white rolls. Then the
big wheel would be set up, and Grandma, taking ome of the rodls in her hand,
vould in some way fasten it to the spindle. Then would come & twirl of the
wheel set in motion by a wooden peg or pin held in the right hand, while yhe
quickly stepped three or four steps backward and drev out the wool held lightly
between the thumb and forefinger of her left hand, as the humming whesl twisted
it ioto yarn. Then a twirl in the opposite divection and some brisk steps
forward, and the twisted yarn would be wound on the spindle. Over and over the
process would be repesared, new rolls being added as meeded until the spindle was
full, Then the reel would be brought uear and the yars wound into skeins. There
‘were, of course, other processss to follow: "doubling and twisting”, dyeing
and winding. Grandme loved it all and it was great funm to watch her graceful and
rapid work.




After the yarn wes all ready, came the knitting of the family stockings and
mittens i{n which business Grandms also excelled. "Boughten" stockings were
almost unknown ia thoss days. All the women folk knitted, but few could kunit
50 smoothly and evenly as Grandms Hull; she knew it and was justly proud of the
besutiful stockings and mittens of her own spioning and knitting., We had a flax
spinning whesl, also, and I always understood that Grandma was very expert in
the use of that, too, though I think I never saw her use it. I ought to tell
how she came to be Crandma "Hull". After my GCrandfather Nichols' death she
had remained & widov for some time, but finally married Captain Hull, a man &
good deal dlder than herself and who died & few years after their marriage. He
was the father of Commodore Issac Bull of the "Comstitution” of maval fame. For
soma reason I 4o not remsmber what it wes, Grandma for a nusmber of years had &
small pension, I think of & hundred dollars & year. 1 remember that it used to
come to her in twenty-dollar gold pieces, which were wonderful and beautiful to
behold.

Crandms alwaye in my day suffered much from a dreadful cough, especially
ia the morning, so that she would be greatly exhausted by breakfast time, I
think she was rather frequently severely ill, but she possessed a resarkable
elasticity of temperament and a great rallying puwer so that she would recover
more gquickly than often seemed possible. She was very fond of good company and
was a favorite among the young people. But owing in part at lesast to her health,
she was subject to moods of great depression, as well as to very happy timas,
She was a fervent lover and an intense hater, and had strong prejudices, and a
keen sense of humor. She loved flowers and birds and the beautiful, everywhere.
Doubtless her love of cutedoor life, her care of her flower-beds, her excursions
to the fields after berries and the like added years to her life and much to her
hsppiness. She dearly loved her grandchildren and we were all very fond of her.
She lived to be eighty-sevan and her body was laid in the cemetery at Higganum,
vhen I was seventeen years old,

I remember my brother Julius as 2 tall, strong, young man, I do not much
resesmbey him as & boy, though he was only eleven at the time of my birth. But
I fancy that he grew rapidly, and he early had to work hard and regulsrly, so
that he probably seemed to my childish thought older than he really was. He
could have been only a boy at the time of my earliest memory of him. I suppose
that he and my sister Martha had been wrangling over me, for some unknown rsasen.
At any rate Julius picked we up, and putting me on his shoulder ran out of the
house. Martha followed for a few steps and then went back to tell my mother
who, I judge, said that he must bring me in. It must have been winter and 1
vas bare~headed, though I probably had some wrap on. Julius put his red bandana
over my head and ran toward the barm « Martha running sfter and calliag to him,
He began making queer nolses and instructed me to do the same 80 as not to hear
her. The chase continved until at lesst he ran out on s shest of jice whare
Martha dared net follow. She returned, much vexed, to the house where we soon
foilowed; and 1 have never forgotten the severe reproof which Julius received from
oy father. Pe it wvas dessxved, but it seemed to me then ~ little unreasoning
child = very hargh. The vhoie incident is connected with nothing else in my mind
- 4t just stands cut alone and I do not know when it was, only of course I must
have been small,

Julius was ingenious and fond of tools, and considering thet he hsd recefved
very little teaching he used them remarkably well., When he was omcnn or nine~
teen he did most of the carpenter work on an addition to our house, qd it wvas
well done. In & back chamger of this addition he had a worke-shop well provided
with carpenter's tools. Here he also had a turning-~lathe and I wypmber he made




mother some clothespins by its means. He was strong and ambitious, and 1 recall
a place of stone wall vhich he laid to which father used to point with pride. I
remsumber seeing him grafting trees and caring for the bees, aad working in the
hay field with other mowers.

He was very fond of music and had & sweet, tenor voice. Aunt Abbott guve
him & violin and he greatly enjoyed using it. I presums it wis a cheap violin
aud that he was a poor player; but I supposed both the violin and the player fine
and loved to hear him amxi some of his friends play. He was fond of aniuals, and
1 remeuwber that & black cat that we had, though utterly refusing to ait with
any one else, would dlways come to him when he was home and jump on his kaee
and sit or lie there contentedly,

Juliuz must have felt the need of ready monmey, and he tried various kinds
of employment,. Ouce he worked for a few weeks in a factory in Rockvilile, but
I think he developed no love for factory life. Omne winter wvhen he was probably
not more than seventeen he taught & district school in Boltom, "boarding around”
and going through a good deal of discomfort in the process.

A yeaxr or two later a travelling artist came to Cilead, and stayed a few
weeks, taking daguerreotypes. It was quite an affair then to get your picture
takan, No "smp shots" at that time, but a four minute exposure Vas necessary
to sacure & picture. One of our meighbors gave my father five dollars for him
to use in getting the pictuxe of my sisters and myself on one plate; and I
remember sitting over and over « I betwsen my sisters with an arm of each over
my shoulder - four minutes at & time., Sowe one of the threa, usually myself,
was sure to move and then we would have to try again. But at lsst the picture
was secured, and queer emough it looks now. But Julius was very much interested
in the whols mstter and when Mr. Richmond left Gilead for a new field he went
with him and spent some weeks studying his methods. I still have & plcture of
uy father which Julius took.

He came home in the Spring, or early Summer, and hired out to a neighboring
farmer for the season. But in July he was taken 111, and after a four weeks'
struggle with typhoid fever he died, Aug. 26, 1851, He must have been an unusual
boy to have accomplished all that he did in his short life of twenty years.

My sistexrs, Lukka Abbott and Martha Williams, were about three ysars apart
in age, but they were usually together, and although very uanlike were very
happy with each other. Llaura was never very strong; Martha had shounding health.
Laura was slow to decide and timid in action; Martha was somewhat impulsive,
made up her mind quickly, ami was eager to "start in". Laura liked to follow,
Martha to lesd. Laura was morbidly conscientious, very religious, such given
to introspection and self-examination and to puszling over difficult problems of
theology amd doctrine. Marths was healthily happy, sang like a bird at hex
work (she had & clear, beautiful sopranc voice_, had tiffs with he brother and
sisters, and altogether was delightfully humsn., They were both dearsgirls, but
Martha was my favorite. She petted me as no one else did, called me he "little
sister”, even after I was nearly as tall as herself, and wvhen I was passing
through the "awkward age" and as my father used to remark, "looked like a
bean~pole with clothes on", it was Marthe more than any one else who saw to it
that I was not too badly dressed. The girls at school used to say “"Martha has
come home: I know bacause your hair is done differeatiy."” I mever was skilful
in arranging my hair. Mother was too busy to do wmything morve than comb out the
tangles and braid it in the simpiest manner. But Martha had deft fingers and would
try one srrangement after another until she was sarisfied; and I used to feel proud
of the brosd braids looped sbout ay head more skilfully than those of any other



girl in school. But alas, with her going away again, the lovely braids would
be gone too, for I could never do them myself.

The year after my brother's death my Aunt Abbot died, leaving mich of her
property to my father and mother. For those times it was a competence, and
we were able, after that, to live much more easily. So my sisters were sent
away to school. They spent a year at the scademy at Westfield, Massachusetts,
and the following year, when I was thirteen, they were admitted to Mount
Bolyoke Seminary. They were nasrly through with their three yeara' course when
the school was visited with san epidemic of scarlet fever and Martha died, after
less than a week's illness.

Laura never returned to school after Martha's death, but lived at home
until she was married,

1 have been trying to imagine how I used to look when a child; but I
only know that you would all think me a very queer looking little girl if
you could see me &8 I usad to be. 1 know that until 1 was ten I vas saall for
my age, and that then I began to grow very fast so that at thirteen I vas as
tall as now. I Yemember people used to gpeak of my blue eyes, though they are
by no means blue now. I know that my straight hair wvas cut short, parted in
the middle and tucked behind my ears. Sometimes I had a long round comb to help
hold it in place. Many of the girls wore their hair drawn back from their
forehesads and held in place by their combs, but that xtyle wss always very
unbecoming to me¢ and I was not allowed to wear it that way.

New dressas were almost an wnknown luxury. With two older aisters there
was alvays something to be made over for the little girl, and I remewber hiw
glad I was when at thirteen I was actually taller than either sister and could
no longer weay thelr cast off dresses. 1 always wore woolen dresses in winter
and of course calico or gingham in summer. little girls' dresses were made
much longer then than oow, and we wore pantalets that came to our shoe tops.

- Mine were usually white, uiiless I had a new calico dress, when my pantalets

would be made of the game cloth., Some littie girls wore nankeen pantalsts.
Kankeen vas & tan colored cottom cloth, ofter used for boys' suits. Our best
vhite pantalets would be trimmed with lace or embroidery, and I well remember
showing the lace on a new pair to a seat-mate at Sunday 3chool and her scornfully
remarking that she had a night«cap trimmed with just such lace; whereat I felt
greatly humiliated.

We all wore sunbonmnets of some kind in susmer and hoods in winter. My
sunbonnets were usually made of blue or green checked gingham, and corded.
When etiffly starched they would stand out from the head and were not so
very uncomfortable. But when the starch was out, as it was sure to be soon,
the bonnet would limply flap about the face in very dissgreeable fashion. I
hated sun-bonnets and mine was usumlly swung in the hand by one string or warn
on the back of the neck instead of over my face a3 was intended. As & consequence
1 was sun~burned, freckled and tanned, but I cared little for that. Ome simply
could not run fast wearing a sun~boanet. Im order to win a race, to properly
play tag, or hump~stump, or thoxrnaway, one really had to carry one's bonnet by
the string! And in comperisom, what did one care for a few freckles?
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When I was perhaps twelve ysars old I yearned for a “flat", as the low-
crowned, wide-briwmmed hats of that time were called, None of the girls had
then and I do not know If I had ever seen one; but I know I wrote to Martha of
my desive, and when she came home on her vacation she brought me one. It was
triomed with a band of plain, green ribbon with long snds which streamed delight-
fully in the wind. It tied under the chin by wmore green ribbon and the wide
flapping brim was held so as to shade the face by s very narrow green ribbea,
which could be held in the hend or fastensd to the tie at the chia. A very
proud maiden I was vhen I appeared bafore my mates in this beautiful head-gear.

_ Our hoods were made to fit the head closely and were padded and quilted
so that our sars were kept nice and warm. If one had & piece of silk left
from a dress, that might be used for a hood, but they were ususlly made of less
expensive material, such as remnants of woolen goods. In my early teens 1
learned to kait hoods and 1 made a good many that way for wmyself and others.

Our Sunday bonmets were real bomnets. You can find pictures of the style
in fashion magasines of the period.

My shoes were ofter made by the village shoemaker, Mr, Edwin Strong, sod
were coarse and clumsy and tied with leather strings. I had better one for
Sundsy wear, which my father used to buy for me in Bartford., Almost all the
1ittle girls of the neighborhood used to go barefoot in the summer, but I had
to wear shoes, though not stockings every day., I would sometimes get permission
to go barefoot for & little while; but my feet unaccustomed to such freedom,
were tender and easily hurt, and I would be glad to return to shoes. Shoes
were difficult to get, living so far from market; and, as now, they were an
expensive part of our outfit, 1 ramember Deacon Talcott's family who lived
two miles from church used, some of them, to walk to church, coming cross«lots
part of the way and over rough roads all the way., They used to wesr their
sveryday shoess until they reached a certain rock in a fleld where they would
put on their best shoes, vhich they had brought with them,- hiding the others
until their return, when they would again change.

I do not remember anythimg sbout my cloaks, though I must have had wvarm
things to wear. 1 remember when I was very small wearing a flannel blanket
pinned about my neck, and I think I must have worn something of that kind a
good deal. I remember that a green blanket & yard and & half long by a yard
wide used to be & kind of common property for anyone who wanted to go to the
barn or the like; but I do not recall the better wraps of the young people.

My father and mother wore cloaks: one a dark blue "camlet" cloak msde of very
stiff, coarss material and lined with blue flannel. The other was black broad~
cloth and was considered a very handsome garmsnt. This latter was & gift from
his parishioners. Shawls were much worh then snd I remember that my father
bought one for me when I was not more than twelve or thirteen. 1t was =z soft,
warn shavwl of rather mixed colors and very pretty.
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Of toys I had very few. I have spiken of the geomatrical blocks in my
father's closét. These were blocks made to show various geometrical forms,
as & cube, & rthowboid, a cylinder, and so on. There ware perhaps a dozen of
thaese and I played with them now and them; but they were not much like the
building blocks that children have now. Corn~cobs were ofter available and
did very well for "log" houses. All the spools were saved and made pretty
good "nine<pins”, and I spent many an hour in our long hall in company with
Johnie Gilbext "knocking down apoola".

Inupmelhndmdolh though 1 do not remswmber them; but when 1 was
seven or eight years old father visited & cousin in New York, and when he came
home he brought me a real doll, which his cousin had sent to me. It was about
fifteen inches long, pretty, but easily drokem., So she must be handled with
great care; but it was a great thing to have so beautiful & doll and I prized
her highly, though I had little real love for hexr. She was kept carsfully ia
a buresu drawer until some one had time to make her some clothes, after which I
played with her more or less. I was careful enough of her so that I gave her
sway unbroken when I was too old to care for her longer. Julius made her s
cradle and ¥ valued that more than the doll.

1 think I usually had some kind of a ball, though I only remember one in
particular. My father gave it to me with the charge to be careful and not loss
it. Poolishly I took it to the barn and played with in om the hay-mow., Then
I though it would be fun to hide it in the hay &ad see 1f I could find 1it,
After doing this successfully once or twice I hid it too well and all my
efforts to find it were in vain, so that I had to acknowledge that it was
teally lost., But I did not dare to tell father how I lost it; so I told him
somn story of ite having slipped from my hand when I was on the hay, and dis~
appearing. I presume he reproved me for my carxelessness, but I only remember
how my consclence reproved me for my untruthfulness. 1 stood it as long as Y
could, but at last was compelled to go to father and confess. I think he usa
very kind and the matter soon dropped; but I never forgot it. I suppose the
ball wvas found again, but I do not know.

I had & sled mmde of three boavrds: two narrow ones carved for rumners,
and a wide one nailed to them., Instead of being dragged by & rope it had &
wooden handle or "meap”. Why, I do not know; perhaps the maker thought it
would stesr more sasily. My best friend, Anna Gilbert, had a large sled with
real runners mede of bent woodd and & rope to draw it with; but I thought mine
wuch better. Our hills were not very steep and we naver thought of sliding in
the road; but some of our lots were hilly, and when there wvas & good ¢mt
we could slide vell enough on our hmdc sleds. i

There vas sometimes in the yard a pile of pickets from some old picket
fence, and picket houses were fun, Built like log houses, leaving an ﬁpentns
for a door and made ss high as the number of pickets would allow - what was
the need for a roof? We could meke seats of the pickets, and shelves foar oux
dishes and then, 1f sllowed, we could go to the woods and get beautiful noss
cushions and long evergreen vines for decorstions, Trus, our dishes wers ouly
pleces of broken crockery, but 1t was easy to "pretend", .
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1 have no recollection of learning to read nor of any time when I could
not read - though I have a vague memory of sitting in some one's lap and naming
the Capital letters at the begimning of Psalms in & big Bible. Books for
children were scarce in those days and “"something to read" was a constant, and,
to & great extent, an unsatisfied desire with me. I remember two reading books:
*the Child's Guide” and "Easy Lessons”. I do not recall any thing in the fivst
except & poem beginning:

“what Phedbe! are you come so soon?
¥here are your berries, childl"

and I am sorry that I have forgotten why she had come so soon and what had
becose of her berries. In "Easy Lessons" 1 remember, were stories of contrasted
boys: the saving boy and the thriftless one, the idle and the industrious, etc.
I think they were tales by Maria Edgeworth, but I am not sure.

We had some tiny books =~ or booklets - with blue paper covers, probably
published by the Tract Society, vhich we called, "the little blue books" aund
vhich told the stories of Moses and of Joseph as well as of sowme more modern
children, "Peep of Day" was & book of which I was fond and which I often read -
Bible stories in most simple langumge. I think we did not own any of the
¥Rollo Books”, but 1 read all of them that I could borrow, with great delight.

Among father's books I did find some that I enjoyed after s fashion,
“pilgrim's Progress" of course I read over and over, usually skipping the
convarsations, which did not appeal to me. Another book which I read in very
desultory fashion was, "Coelebs in Search of a Wife". It tells at great length
of the difficulty which the hevo, who was a model of all the virtues, had in
finding a lady good enough to be his life companion. I skipped everything but
what looked interesting. Then there was "Opie's Illustrations of Lying", a
book full of atories of the different kinds of lies -~ lies of convenience, lies
of fear, etc., As 1 grew older 1 used to dabble in the various books of postry:
Cowper's "Task", Mies Mitford's "Blanche', some of Henry Kirke White's poems
ete, I suppose that before I was ten I had read a little of all of therse.

A dozen or so Temperance Almanacs had been saved and sewed together making
quite a bulky volume over which I ofter pored, reading the stories and shivering
over the pictures, till at last this valuable book was left on the shelf of the
picket house and Tuined by a rain storm.

There was in those days & smell Sunday School Library, which was the joy
of my hesrt. There were none of the early death types of stories in it, so
far as my memory serves, and I think that there had already been a reaction
from that sort. But the books that I remember were simple stories of boy and
girl 1ife. I thought them delightful then. Probably now I should think them
stilted and uareal. '-
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: But the book that was most dear to my heart was “Swiss Pamily Robinson".
‘We had a small edition of “"Robinson Crusoce", but for me it did not compare in
‘{ntexest with the other. I hever tired of the wonderful advemtures of the
Swiss family though I read them many, many times, Brave Frite, thoughtful
Ernest, impulsive Jack and dear little Francis - I knew and loved them all.
The story as told in our edition ended before the coming of the girl to the
Teland, and 1 like it better that way. I still have the dear old book.

Descon Talcott's family owned, "Masterman Ready" and the two books were ofter
exchanged,

It could not have been long after its publication that a copy of "Uncle
Tom's Cabin" was brought to our house. I was just ten years old, and 1 devoured
the book in a very short time., Even though it had to be laid aside over Sunday
88 "too secular” reading. I thimk that I bagan it en Saturday and finished it
on Monday. At sbout the same period the "Wide, Wide World" came into my hands
and how 1 did love it'! And with what resl sympathy did I weep over Ellen's
trisals,

I thiak very little sttempt was made to direct wy reading though once in
a vhila some book would be forbidden. I remember that some one gave O Anna
Gilbert & book called "Alonzo and Melissa". Of course I borrowed it, but
mother made me return it unread. However, some of the other girls read it,
and one day when & mumber of us were berrying together Clara Way told the
story to the rest of us. It was & lurid tale of abductions, secret passages,
hidden vaultsa, mystericus and bloodecurdling sights and sounds and all the
test, and the audience was duly impressed; so that when we saw the door of &
near-by house open and the colored man who lived there come out, we were panice-
stricken; and although we had never heard any ill of him we fled through rough
fields, over fences and stone walls as though the Evil One himself was after us.

1 think it was probably the winter after I was eleven that I began reading
aloud as an evening occupation. My sisterswere away at school and my father,
not being able to use his eyes freely, found the long evening difficult. Either
they seemed very dull or his mind would not stop working, and bed-time would
find him wakeful and tense, So he suggested that I should read aloud and choose
wy own reading matter. Of course I chose mostly stories, taken, I think, from
“The Youth's Library”, so«called - & small library from which one was allowed
to draw books once in three weeks, paying so much & year for the privilege.

1 remembar the names of But two of the books that I read, both by Miss Sedgwick:
“Live and Let Live"” and "The Poor Rich Man and ths Rich Poor Man". The stories
themselves 1 have sitirely forgottea. I am sure the books that I selacted could
not have been very interesting to my father, but they probably interested him
sufficiently to kesp his mind off other matters and so served their purpose.

The reading was excellent practice for me and helped much to make ma a good
reader. Yather was a good critic and insisted on clear articulation and
correct inflections.

I suffered much in those days from chiliblains on my hands as well as on
my feet, snd mmny evening X had & bowl of cold water on the table in which 1
would immerse first one hand and then the other as I read, and so relieve the
intolerable itching and burning.
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When I was perhaps sixteen I heard Rev. Dr. Burton of Hartford lecture
on, "Thought, the King". Ne quotsd several passages from Tenayson's "Maud”,
and I was iumedistely filled with the desire to read the rest. I took the
firet opportunity of buyimg a blue and gold copy of Temnyson's posms snd expected
s fesst. DBut thewe seemed little in the book that I could understand. "Maud"
was far beyond me and on the whole Tennyson was at that time a dreary disap~
pointment. A paper~coverad edition of Longfellow's earlier poems suited me
much better,

I bsgan taking the "Youth's Companion” when I was ten or elsven and
continued to bs a subseriber for a good many years, Some books I obtained as
premiums for gettimg new subscribers. I alvays enjoyed the paper very mch.
Father took the Hartford Courant weekly as long ago as I can remembar, and for
many years there was a fortnightly "Supplement” which gave us stories, poetry
and miscellaneous reading. My brother tock Goday's lady's Book for a ysar or
two before his death. I think bhe must have taken it especially for the pictures -
steel engravings - which were especially good for those times, when pictures of
any kind were scarce and mostly poor.

I have spoken of my father as a teacher, He had besn & very successful
teacher bgfore he became a minister, and not long after his ordination he began
teaching & few pupils who came to him for their lessons. This led to his opening
a school in his house winters for the older boys and girls, who wished more
education than the district schools afforded. There was no High School nor
Academy near, and few parents seat their children away to school. Father had
his school in his study and I remember running in and out at recess and at noon
time, vhen I was & very little girl. The big girls would sometimes seat me on
the leaf of my father's writing chair and get me to sing to them, or ply me
with questions to hear my childish replies.

By the time that I was seven or eight years old I could read and spell as
well ag many of the pupils and was allowed to take my turn at those exercises
with the rest. I well remember reading from the "National Preceptor" the poem
about Beth Gelert and his hound, and crying bitterly over it. Indded I eried
so hard that I had to leave the room and 1 remember that I hid under the bed
in the gueste-room to finish my weeping. Tears came easily at that time.

After my brother's death father never re-opened his school. He and mother
taught me at howme, however, for two or three ysars buger. Under their tuition
I became @ good reader and speller, had some acquaintence with geography, could
recite the rules in Smith's English Grammer and parse difficult sentences,
had & thorough knowledge of Arithmetic tables, frasctioms, etc. and had studies a
good deal of latin before I went to school. I wanted to go - I longed to be
with other children; but for some reason I was not allowed., But the susmer
after I was twalve I began going to the district school. The schoolhouse for
our district was half a amile south from our house. It was built of brick aad
was, I think, better than the average country school«house at that time. It
was small and low and utterly without shade so that the summer aun beatiang down
upon it made it at times almost unbearably hot; but the seats and desks were not
wcomfortable and the room was fairly neat, There were two entrances - one for
boys and the other for girls. To snter the school room you want in at om of
thess doors and passed through and "entry" where there were shalves and hooks,
where you laid or hung your bonmet or cap and weaps. The teacher's desk was
on & low platform between the two entry doors. In the middie of the room wvas
a box stove, and a long bench ran across the whole back side of the room. This
was called the recitation bench, snd classes sat there for recitstion.



There were about twenty or twenty-five pupils, all girls in the summer,
except some little boys. There were quite & number of girls of about my own
age and we constituted the “firet class". They were nice girls and we had
good times.

My first tesacher was Mise Warner. I think she was as good as the average,
but there wae nothing especially inspiring about her and at this distance of time
I remember very littkabout her., I hardly think that big girls do much ruming
now even in the country, but our games were mostly running games; and one day
Mise Warner told us that she heard a man who was passing say to his companiom,
“gee those girls, big enough to be young ladfes, ruoning like wild horses.” 1
do not remember that she actually reproved us for rumning, but she evideatly
thought it would be better if we did not. But we girls were not pleased, and 1
reported the matter at home and was delighted that wmy father said he was glad
we did run and he hoped we would “keap it up". Of course, with that suthority
we did keep it up.

The other thing that I specially remember sbout Miss Warner is that she
offered a prise for the best composition on the Life of Joseph. When the
compositions were brought in she found it difficult to decide between mine and
Mary Chappell's and no prize came to either of us.

Almost all the scholars had whooping cough that summer, and the school-room
vas a noisy place when we cams in from our active gawes. 1 coughed with the
rest, good and hard; but as I never succeeded in "whooping" it did not seem very
well worth while.

At that time thers were only two terme in the school year. The winter
term would begin about the first of November, I think, and would last till Maxch.
Then would come a vacation of a month, perhaps, followed by the summer term, which
would probably close in September. That gave the pupile a chance to be home
and aid in the harvesting of crops and fruit - a busy season. There was oftenm
a "whortleberry vecation” when for s week or a fortnight almost everybody spent
their days picking berries. And the big boys rarely began school till after
Thanksgiving. 1 was naver allowed to go to school in winter, so in due time I
resumed my home studies.

The next summer I began going to school again. The teacher was Mias
Cheeseborough, and we girls soon discovered that she was neither much older nox
such wiser than ourselves: - also, what was wuch wmore to the point, we became
swere that she was utterly at ses in her efforts to manage us. School had been
in session but a few days before nearly every big girl was spending most of her
time in making and dressing paper dolls. We cut them out of foolscap paper,
kindly provided by some of the girls, colored their faces with water colors and
made most elaborate wardrobes for them, using ecissors, pencils and water colors
freely in their manufscture. When they were finished I think they were given to
the little girls in the A.B.C. class - of whom there were several. After this
had gone on for two or three weeks my mother suddenly found that she needed my
help at homs, and I had to leave school. However, I really did not foal very
sorry, for I was not especially fond of paper dolls and had no great skill in
their manufacture. Of course I studied at home again and 1 rather think that
it was then that my father suggested that as wmy sisters in their far-sway school
were reading Cicero's "De Amicitia" and De Senectute” I should undertake the
same and see if I could vot keep up with them; and 1 could and Idid.



The summer after 1 was fourteen found me at school again with Miss Sanford
as teacher. She had come to Gilead fresh from the Rorsal School, full of enthu-

siasm and expecting to succeed,

1 am not able now to undarstand just what gave her the wonderful power that
she had over me. All the girls were very fond of her, but I believe I meaarly
worshipped her, and I sam sure that in some ways she influenced me more than
almost any one else. I suppose it was her unqusnchable anthusiasm, mized with
wvhat, for want of & better name may be called "parsonal magnetisw’, Besides I
led a lonely life, and was the more ready to fall in love with one who showed a
genuine interest in me and my welfare. _

She was & very ernest Christien snd did all she could to lead her puplls
into the Christian life. I never hear nor read the twenty-ninth Psalm, but that
it calls up the picture of the old school-house one sultry day vhen & thunder-
storm was so nearly upon us at the close of school that most of us atayed till it
should be over. It was a fearful storm, black and terrifying, vith most vivid
lightning and constant growling, interspersed by deafening thunder peals. We
were all frightened and gathered close about Miss Sanford as 1if she could protect
us, Presently she reached for her Bible and read that twenty-ninth Psalm. It
helpsd to soothe and quist us, and for at hut ona of the group it became a
life~long mewory.

1 have spoken of our "running gawes”, I remember them well. "Thornawey"
was I thiok, the same thing that my children called "Run-across". 7The girl who
was "It" took her stand by the middle one of three trees and the rest of us
stood by the other two trees., Then "It" called out,

“Thornawsy, thornaway, three times three
If you don't come now I'1l catch you where you be,”

which was the signal for e general scramble to change our places while "It"
did har best to capture some one or more before we could resch the other tree.
Of course many false starts were wade and thers was much dodging, getting in
each other's way; and we all made as much moise as possible. As fast as we
ware caught we joined the catchers so that the chances for escape grew smaller
and fewer as the game progressed, till all were caught.

“Hump Stump"” was a similar m. in which one cormer of the school-house
was the goal and the place for "It" to stand at the bagimning of the game, while
the rest of us stood one corner away.

And ou wat days vhen we could not go out we played "Go to School -c\i'ou Lots™
in the school soom.. In that delightful game we all took our stand on the recitation
bench at the back of the school room, except "It" who occupled the tuehor .
platform. *Then st the signal we would try to reach that platform or ;-t mk to
our original position without being caught. It was a wild game with grea '
possibilities of dodging back and forth between the desks and around n:m,
and growing wilder as cne after another was captured and added to the ¢atchers.
It vas much like, "The Meeting of the Rivers", described in "What Eaty Did,"” and
like that game was played only ia the tuchar's absence. Of course we yhynd :
"House" and "Gipsy" and the like - but it is these thm games that I sﬁpecuny
remeuwber,
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When 1 was sbout twelve my father and mother cams to feelthat it would be
a good plan for them to take some little orphan boy into the family to bring wp
and possibly adopt. Perhsps the idea came to them through reading the “Advocate
and Guardian, which was the organ of the "Home for the Friendless" in New York,
and which my mother took regularly for many yeers.

At sny rate they were talking sericusly of going to New York to lock for &
child when a poor, ignorant Irish womsn was brought to Gilead to care for a sick
pauper. With her was her little two year old boy, - at least sha guessed he was
two yesrs old; and as she said he was born when apple trees were in blossom we
judged that bis birthday was in May. My father was attracted by the little
 white-haved fellow, and persusded his mother to give him up. He was a poor,
homssick child for a time and I remewber how over and over sgain he would wail,
"uhen Ann come see Johnny? When Ann come see Johany?" - Aon being the name by
which he called his mother. But after a few days he bacame wonted and was usually

a happy boy.

1 think iscwas an uuwise thing for my fsther to assume the care of a lictle
boy at his time of life and in his state of health. Neither he nor my wother
found it easy to adapt themsalves to the new conditions and they were both
oppressed with a feeling of great respomsibility. However they kept John, and
tried to do their best for him till after my merriage, when he cams to us for
a time. He was slvays wesk in his nature and easily led; and after leaving us

he pretty soon sarried s woman who was not helpful to him, She fancied herself
an invalid (perhsps was really oue), and things went badly with them. A few
years ago he died - partly at least, from having weakensd his comnstitution by
drink. My good mother never lost interest in him and as long as she lived she
tried to help him,- talking with him, writing to him, putting s little momey in
the bank for him now and then and never failing to pray for him. 1 think he
had a very sincere affection for her, but he was born with a veak will and
perhaps with an inherited appetite for drink and could not stand sgainst the
temptations around him on every side.

0f course thase mamories are far from being consecutive or in any chromological
ovder. As 1 remember events I write them down snd ofter I cannot date them at all.
But during part of the years 1849 and 1850 I kept a journal. I did not do this
because I wanted to, but because my father insisted upon i{t. This journal written
on paper of various sizes, much of {t ruled with a pencil sewed together and
covered with coarse brown paper, I have alvays preserved: not becauss of its
excellsnce - for the writing is cramped, childish snd much of it hardly legible,
with many blots and srasures merring the pages, nor for the interesting items
recorded. Por the entries usually read like this: "Today is plesssnt. Anna
came ovsr here and I went to see her," or this: "I got my lessons early and began
to kait wvhen Amna G. came to visit me, WUe played singing-school, and school and
weeting. Another rainy afternoon.” Interspersed among such thrilling items sre
others equally thrilling, such as "Julius has gone over to Mr. Stromg’'s to get
some trees." "Pa and Julius srs planting corm.” ™Julius and Joseph finished
hoeing the corn today.” "Today the bees swarmed." Such statements are varied
by Sundays when I usually record that "We all went to meeting. Pa preached.,
His morning text was - and his sfternoon was -.” Usually the place of the taxts
1s given; but sometimes, I regret to esy, a blank has been left that should have
been f£1lled; evidently my memory did not hold the passage and I failed to get
the needed information from some othey membar of the famdly.
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The first entry in the little book is dated Maxch 19, 1849, and reads:
"I went out and heard the birds sing. Mrs. Hutchinson was here in the afternoon.”
The last one bears dats July 15, 1850, and is as follows: "Today is pleasant.
I went over to see A," VWhy so sudden an end came to my journal I do not at &ll
remsmber; but I fancy that my father decided that not enough good came from my
writing to outweigh the bother of keeping me at {it.

But in contrast with all the rest of the book is an account of & visit to
Ellington, to my Aunt Abbot's, which I will transcribe just as I wrote it those
long yesrs ago - reserving explanstions till later snd omly prefacing that
Ellington was about twenty miles from Gilead snd tha trip was taken in our
heavy two-sested carriages behind my father's white horse. The date is May 29,
1849,

Toesday 22. Ma, Julius, laurs, Martha and I went to Ellington. I ssw some
blue violets different from suy I have ever seen before. Wednesday, 23, Today
is plessant. I saw two pescocks, I wishad I could ses their tails spread. They
kad brown snd yellow wings, blue necks and besutiful tails. Coming home we
stopped at Mrs, Xnseland's, Emily was gone to school, but Mrs. Kneeland brought
we Emily's books and the things that she marked and her dolls. It was rather
showery, but I had a pleasant ride. Ve came near the railroad when there was &
boy in the road with his oxen. Ee said, "I should have geed out 1f I hadn't
known you was coming."” We past on and he hollared after us, "Thers going to be
& bilast." Julius said "I guess you'll make me believe that.” Scon the horan
blew and Julius had to turn. When that was over we went along and there was
another blast."

I remsabar a good deal sbout this ride and visit. The railroad of which I
speak wvas wvhat used Lo ba known as the Hartford Providence and Pishkill road:
now & part of the Rastern division of the New York, New Haven and Hartford. At
that time the read was being built and we crossed it = or rode near it - a
Bolton and Vernon., By the side of the read were the shanties in which the
Irish wvorkmen and their families lived. It was the Irishmen that did the rough
work in those days. Indded they were almost the only foreigmers in this part of
the country. I remember a dirty little urchin running out of the shanties and
chasing & butterfly and when it thundered he called out, "A bast! A bast!”

(A blast.) The carrying of the road through Bolton Rotch was for those days a
wonderful feat of engineering, and Julius was greatly interested im it. At
Varnon he left the carriage and climbed what sesmad to me than an enormous smbanke
mant .,

The incident of the boy and the oxen comss very vividly to my mind. The
boy was half lying by the side of the road, which at that point was narrowm
and which was completely blocked by the cart and oxen standing diagonally acruss
it. To my brother's demand that he make way for us he gave the veply that X
have noted; but as Julius persisted he reluctantly drove his cattls to ome side,
but called after us that there was soon to ba a blast, And unbelieving Julius
still goiag on was chagrined to hear the waraning horn and to be obliged to turn
back. I do not remsmber whether the boy was stil] there ss we retraced our
steps ~ but I think he must have gome = or he would have hooted at us, and that
would probably have remained i{n my memory. (This was before the days of dynamite.
The blasting was done by drilling holes in the rock and filling them with gun-
powder and wadding and then lighting an attached fuss.)
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I think it wust have been during this visit to Ellingtom that I first saw
a piano, A young lady neighbor of my aunt ownsd it and my sisters and I went
to ses and hear it. She played and sang for us “NHelly Bly" and something else
which I do not now recall, But I have rarely heard Nelly Bly without i{ts bring-~
iag to mind that first sight of a piano and my visit to Ellington. I think
this was also wy last visit thers. Laura spent saveral months with ay aunt
during the next year and attended school in Ellington; but Aunt Abbot was
growing old and feeble and probably my mother thought a child in the house would
be a trouble to hear, At any vate I have no recollsction of later visits, and
thres years later my aunt died,

In all the fifteen yesrs of my life in Gilead I think I attended but two
weddings. The first was vhen I was seven years old and evidently did not make
any lasting impression oo me; and I find these sinple emtries sbout it in my
journal: “Tuesday, Juna 4, 1849, Today is pleassnt. Juliue went im the
evening to pick flowers. Wednesday, 6th. We all but Joseph went to the weddiang
of Miss E. Hutchinson.,"” I remember Julius bringing home a quantity of wild
flowers and that they were for the wedding; but of the company and the cersmony
itsalf I have only the vaguest recollection.

But some years later I attended a wedding, soms thing about which I do well
remember. It was in & distant part of tha parish and for some reason my mother
could not go, so she sent me with my father. It was winter and 1 think we went
in the sleigh, When we knocked at the outer door we were aduitted by a daughter
of the family, who carried a lighted tallow candle without & candlestick. She
conducted me up stairs to the room where the guasts took off their things, placaed
the candle in & cup evidently provided for ic, and left me to my own devices.
Naturally I was aviceard and embarrassad, but I msnaged to find my way down stairs
and into the parlor whers the guests - & practically strangers to me = were
assembled., 1In dus time tha groom and bride appeared, - she dark and plain,
dressed in a bright blus silk with a stiff wreath of white artificial flowers on
her head and he wearing & blue necktie = or bow « so wide that it seemed to
force him to raise his head and lifc his ayedbrows., Certaialy he did both « but
perhaps it was not because of the bow. I remember nothimg about the cersmony,
and I think we left as soon as it was over without waiting for refreshments;
but I can still see the bride with he most wnbecoming dress and her husband with
his sxtraordinary neck-gear,

There wer of course many other wedding during those fiftesn years, but Y
believe that I witneased none of them., I remember my fathar's laughing over
once baing told that 4f it stormed he need not go to marry a couple who had
asked for his services. Alec I recall my mother’'s samusement over the many tesrs
shed at one wedding where the bride and groom had always been near meighbors
and he was simply bringing her to his home.

Wedding fees never made my father rich. Ome or two dollars was the usual
fes. Vive was princely, My father used his own marriage service and it was
extremaly simple, I think he never used a ring in marrying a couple. Indeed
wedding rings were not at all commonly wora.
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It was the custom in Gilead as in othexr New England towns to announcs &
desth by the tolling of the bell., First it would be tolled alowly for some time;’
then it would be struck a certaia nuwber of times to indicate the sex, I think
it was six times for a male and nine for a femsle. Then would follow as many
strokes as the person was years old, and then again for a time the slow tolling,
It was very impressive and to me a dreadful sound.

Punerals were always held in the church and & funmerzl sermon was preached.
As the time of the funeral drew wear, the sextos took his place in the belfry
of the church from which point of vantage he could see for many milas around.
When the funeral procession came into view he would begin tolling tha bell and
continue til the church was veached. After the exercises at the church were
ovar the bell would again be tolled during the short jourmey to ths graveysrd
-and til) the coffin had been lowered into the grave,

Mothing was done in those days to make death seem less terrible, but every-
thing was mede as gloomy and dreadful as possible, No flowers were used unless
possibly one bud or blossom in the hand of a child. The body was dressed in a
shroud and laid in & plain coffin. The looking glass and all the pictures were
coverad in the room where the body lay - al] was grim and terrifying, especially
to an impressionsbly child; and terrible indeed it all seemed to me, 1 Temember
once wvhen I was & liztle being sent to the Post Office which was opposite the
church., As I come in sight of the church I saw that the doors were open and at
once inferred that some one had died and that the sexton was about to toll the
bill. Porgetting my errand I turned and fled homewsrd as fast as possible, that
I might be among friends when it should toll. It proved to be a false alarm
however, as the doors were open for sweeping the church. But it was a very real
terror that sent me scurr§ing home in such fashion. X think I must have been
more easily frightened than most children ~ at least more afraid of death; for
the other girls never seemed troubled by such things. Perhaps they were, and
like me kept it to themselves.

I had a great fear that my heart would stop beating and I used ofter to sit
up in bed feeling of my pulse. And once Elize Talcott came to our house to
spend the night and we were to have the pleasure of sleeping together., She
dropped off to sleep very soon, as & child should; but I lay awake listening to
be sure that she kept breathing. She slept so very quietly that I grew more and
wore glarmed lest her breath should stop, and at last T called my mother and
begged to sleep with one of my sisters as usual. Why I was more afraid that
my guest would suddenly die that that my sister should do so I do not know;
but the fact remsined.

1 always liked to have Sunday come. It was different from other days and
1 do not remember ever dreading it, though it sometimes seemed long and I was
alvays glad when the sun went down and I might run and play agein. Sunday began
at sunset Saturday night, and in wmy home it was very strictly kept. Everything
possible was done Saturday to get ready for it - the house was put in order,
clean clothes were laid out for the naxt mornimg, the family boots and shoes
wvare polished - (that was often my work and I was proud to make my fathexr's boots
shine) - and everything was prepsred so that Sunday's meals could be quickly and
easily gotten.
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Then the ocut-door chores as well as the in-door ware finished as early as
posaible so that vhen the sun set, the family wers ready to spend a quiet evening
reading, studying Sunday Schoel lessons, ste. It was a good preparatioa for
Sunday and tended to make it & peaceful day.

Sundsy morning was always different from other mornings. I used to think
that even the crowing of the roosters was different. And even now the birds
seem to me to sing mors sweetly om Sunday mornings than on other days. We
naver indulged in later naps on that day. Indeed I think we rose a little
esrlier then usual for there were of course maay necessary things to be doue
before church time. But nothing unnecessary was done and all was finished as
quickly as possible.

Then the house was very quiet., Pather went to his study and the vest of us
read or perhaps walked in the garden. PFarther than that we were not allowed to
go and there must be no running, no laughing, no picking flowers. We were
allowed to pick caraway or femnel and to carry some to church to nibble during
sermon time, but for the most part we were supposed to sit still in the house.

No "secular” books could be resd, no letters written, but thare was always
somathing to read, and I was happy. And pratty soon the "first bell” would ring
and £t was time to “go to weeting.” I loved to hear the ringiag of the bell.

I loved to be dressed in my best and to walk along the shaded street with the
rest of the family to the mesting-house. Usually we all went: and it was
pleasant to see the people coming from all directions -~ men, women and children -
on foot or in country wagons, with now and then a more pretentious vehicle. I
liked the awesomeness of the church and I enjoyed watching the people come in
and take their regular seats. I can see them now - many of them ~ and racall
where they used to sit and how they looked.

It sometimes seems strange to me that after so many years I can so vividly
recall that meeting-house and the faces snd general appearance of so many of
those that used to frequent it. There were two old men - brothers, who used to
it near us whose looks made a great impression oo wme. Their names were Exekiel
and Joel Webster. Both usad to wear coats of heavy blue cloth cut by an
autique pattern snd trizmed with big brass buttons. These coats were said to
have besn their wedding garments - worn ever since for best. The men were
bald on top of their heads, but their hair was combad up from the back and
bratded for a little way and then spread over the bald places. With one of
these men came his daughter, vho when you said to her "How do you doi" slways
repliied, "Usually well" in & tone and with an inflection that fmplied that
wsually her health was far from good.

The westing~house was of course small. The pulpit was paiuted white like
the rest of the wood-work, and the choir gallery was opposite the pulpit, over
the vastibule. Waruth was provided ia cold weather by two stoves with stove
pipes rumming the full length of the church. Some people « of whom Grandma
Hull was one ~ needed mors warmth than these stoves supplied and indeed all of
ug found the floor very cold. So foot~stoves ware much used. These were cage-
1ike tin boxes whdushs foot squarg, set in & wooden frame with a bail for
carrying. Jato & little door at side of this box was set a smell coverless
irom box filled with live coals. Thase would keep hot & long time. We always
carried a foot=stove to church for Crandma in cold weather. Othexs of the
family sometimes carvied hot bricks and later hot scap-stones.
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The pew naxt the door on sach side of the church was reserved for colored
people » the “nigger pews" they were ofter cslled ~ but they were not much wsed
in my day. I remember one colored woman and one half-Indian who somstimes sat
there.

, The service was essentially the sams as our pressnt Congregational service,
only there was less singiang and the sermons and prayers wers longer. At the
close of the morning service we had Sunday School. At least we had in susser,
but it was dropped in winter -~ I supposs because ths children could not so well
come ia cold weather.

The Sunday School was for children, and adults, unless they were teschers,
stayed away. Each class had a different lesson. There were no quarterliss nor
%lesson helps”, but we had various “question books”, ~ usually made up of
questions with Seripture references as answers. We were supposed to study our
lessons at home, look up the references, and be prepared to sunswer the questions
in the class. But in fact, the teacher usually asked the questicas to the pupils
in turn, giving the xeference after each quastion, and the pupil would fiad the
reference and read it. The lessons were short and as there was no discuesion
nor explanation they were goon over and we had time for chetting and ° looking
over our library books. I think we did not sing or have any general axercisas
sxcept an opening prager and soswtimes remarks by the Superintendent or possibly
by some visttor. I remsmber one Superintendent, who often wade temarks to the
school in & solemn manner and sometimes using the work "me-thinks" which &{s the
only word of all that he spoke that remains in my memory.

The thres Sunday School teachers that I recall during my Gilead days
wers all good women, but they did not tesch and I geot little from them. Still,
I liked Sunday School and was aiways glad when it was “organised™ in the spring.

The Sunday School could not hold & very long session, because at one
o'tlock there came & second preaching service. Many people brought a littls
leach, but on plesssué days I alvays weat home for a bite. On stormy Sundays
I eomatimes carried something to esat and stayed through the nooning. On such
occasions Mrs. Ford, a pleasant old lady, sometimes gave me a seed-cooky or a
soda~cracker which I thought very nice.

During the noon hour a nusber of men and women who did not go to Sunday
8chool used to go to our house and hold & praysr meeting in the kitchen and I
often attended for & few minutes {f I finished my lunch in time. I remember
distinctly some of those who were in the habit of attending - Mr. Elssaszar Strong,
Mr. Asron Mack and their wives aud others. Mr. Mack was a very good man, &
real saint, my father used to think him, but with very little education and &
herd-working farmesr. I remsmber his telling my father of his trials in
endeavoring to iy aweks in church., He said somsthing like this: "I stand up and
move about, 1 prick myself and pinch myself and do everything I can think of,
and the first I know I s=m weking wp.” Mr. Strong used ofter to start the singing
in the prayer mseting, and ofter sang to tha toon of Bridgewater, the verse,

"How long, dear Saviour, O how long
Shall that bright houy delay?

Ply swifter round ye whaels of tine
And bring the welcoms day."
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As he was an 0ld man with a shaky nasal voice and most of the other singers
wore past middle life and some of them snuff~takers, the singing lacked sweetness.

Sndff taking was not uncommon among the oldsr women, and some men took
suuff « though more of them chewed tobacco. The sauff would be kept in & smmll
sound wooden or metal box which was carried in the pocket. The usar would take
the box and give it two or thres sharp taps ~ then opsn it and taking a pinch
of the anuff with thumb and finger put it first to one nostril and then to the
other and inhale i{t. Then the bex would be passed to other snuff-takers if such
vere sitting near and then returned to the picket. I was always interested in
watching the procesa, but never felt any desire to join in the performancas.

At one o'clock the bell would riag and the people assemble for a second preaching
service. That would be over by half past two, and by three we would ba home.
Then would come our Sunday dinner -~ dinner and suppsr in one = usually some
simple dish like creamed dried beef or codfish, followed probably by pie baked
on Saturday. Our Sunday breakfast was ofter baked beans and brown bread which
had been all night i{n the big brick oven.

After dinner the time passed rather slowly unless my library book was
interesting and by time for the sun to set 1 was quite ready to watch for his
disappesrance. Then we were supposed to still wait a few minutes hefore begimning
to play and even then we were not to be noley. But we might run and jump and
work off some of the surplus energy that had accumulated during the quiet day.

#n the evening mother would take her knitting, neighbors would call and things
would resume their every day aspect.

Ia telling of the old time Sunday, I am reminded of the ministers of
neighboring churches with whom father used occasionally to "exchange™ +« he
preaching in Andover or Hebrom or slsewhere ss the case might be, and the
pastor of that church coming to Gilead and preaching. It weems to me now that
¢lmost every one of them had some peculiarity = certainly more than any group
of ministers that I have known for many years. Thare was Rev. lavios Hyde of
Bolton, a wen along in years, very grave faced and with a solemn manner, who
ussd to "salute" my mother in apostolic fashion "with a holy kiss®, He and his
wife were both hymn writers and many of their hymus wers in the hymn book from
which ve used to sing at prayer meetings. His wife woke one morning to find
him lying dead beside her, and by a strange coincidence, she too was found
dead in the morning exactly seven years later,

In Marlborough was Rev. Mr, Bill, the fathevof several very mischievous
children, cns or more of whom uswally accompa him wvhen he came to Gilead to
preach, It was said that he brought them with him because their mother could
aot manage them. For the same resson he sometimes took ons of his boys into his
own pulpit duriog the sexvice and it used to be told that the boy would "cuteup"
behind his father -drawving tha attention of the congreagation upoun himself. Once
he smused himself be repeatedly putting on his father's silk hat vhile sitting on
the pujpit sofa. Mr. Bell was an inveterate tobacco user and the pulpit must
bs provided with a spitoon on the Sundays that he was to preach.

Rev. Bdgar Doolittle came from Hebron. He was a very slendar delicate looking
man vho had a nervous twitching of the face which was ofter accompsnied by & kind
of hiccough. 1 have tha impression that he was a good preacher but far from well.
He preached the funeral sermom for my brother Julius.
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Thean thers was Rev. Mr. Jewstt from Westchester. That town was some ten
miles from GCilead and thé ride to and from thexe was taken on Saturdsy and
Monday. He used to sway backward and forward during prayer and I used to watch
~ him intersstedly as we knelt for family worship. But in church the interest

. . bacame fascinatfon, for he would grasp the big pulpit Bible with both hands,

.and as he swung back and forth the book would slide on the pulpit cushion till
‘it would segim almost sure that the next time it would fall with a bang. And

- ‘although the expected naver happened, I am sure that for me there was no spirit

of worship or devotion while he prayed.

. There sometimes preached for my father a miaister by the name of Judson,
vhe had great facility for shedding tears in the pulpit. It used to be said
{probably untruly) that on the msrgins of his sermons, opposite certain paragraphs
was written, “Here cry”. He once preached for my father ia Higganum and
“father learning that one of tha most constant church gosrs was not in his pew
in the afternoon, called to see if he was 111. "No." said Mr. Usher,jbut I
was not goimg to sit there and see that man make up faces the second time."”

~ But not all the ministers of the time or of the neighborhood wers “queer"
and those of whom I have written were doubtless good men and true. There were
others more agresable, real Christian gentlemen, whom ]I rembmber with raspect
and love.

"Ministers' meatings” were held seversl times a year, at which times the

' clexgymen of & certain group would gather st the house of one of the numier in
time for a dimner togsther. Thaere would be a ssrmon read or preached during the

afternoon, followed by discussion and criticism. A number of the ministers

would spend the night, dispersing the next forenoon. It was at one such meeting
held at our house, that we used at dinner for the first time a sat of new plain

white crockery, instead of the blue that we had always used, and 1 wrote to my

sisters of the event saying that the table looked very nice.

1 think it was at the same mesting that I distinguished myself - or thought
I did « in & way that made me feel hot every time I thought of it for years.
It was in the evening and the ministers were gathered in the parlor telling
stories of their varied experiences. I supposs I really should not have been
~in the room, but I was there, sitting in the corner and listening sagerly to
the conversation. Presently one of the men said, “Well, after all, I think the
life of a minister is the happiest of any," - and I from my corner, and my vast
experience impulsively exclaimed, "I always thought so." Of coursa everybody
laughed and 1 was greatly mortified. I presume no one alse remembered the
incident long, but I could never forget it.

Besides these neighboring ministers thers were the “agents" vho went from
place to place telling of the work of the various sociesties - the Tract Society,
the Bible Socisty, the Sunday School Society, et¢. - and asking for money for
these different causes. Of course they always stayed with the minister over the
Sundays on which they spoks at his church. And as they travelled about the
country with their own tesms and there were no hotsls nor bwarding houses in
small country places, it ofter happed that an agent, and somstimes his wife and
one or two childrsn would stop at our home in the middle of the week for oow
or two meals snd parhaps & hight's lodging. Pather and mother kept open house
and ware very hospitable, but I know that mother sometimes chafed under the
neceasity of getting dinmer for six people when she had only planned for three,
and I have heard my father say that he was willing to entertain a man and hie
wife, but when it casme to & span of horses also he feit 1mud upon. 1



remumber one agent who did actually come with his wife and child, and two horses
and camp down upon us for two or three days. Aund I remember snother who was
apt to happen along with his wife and cbstreperous boy just at dimner time, «

. or just at bed time. Minister's wives of today miss some of the experiences

_ of their predecessors.

Prom my sarliest recollection I have been very fomd of music. My mother
ofter told me that I sang correctly the air of “Long, Long Ago", when only &
year and”half old, before I could talk. She also used to tell how vhem still
younger 1 would refuss to go to sleep to any othar music than a certain tune
that was sung to the words "Hush my dear, lie still and slumber." My sisters,
upon vhom oftex devolved the task of rocking the cradle and singing me to
sleap (this wes in "the good old days" vhen that was supposed to be the proper
procedure). somatimes weried of the one tume and would try something else. But
1 would show my displeasure and the same old strain would be resumed.

As I grew older I was regarded as something of a musical prodigy = so
ecasy was it for ms to learn a tuns and so fond was I of singing. My brother
aond two sisters were in the choir and I longed to be there also. Of course we
had only s volunteer choir, msde up of both old and young singers and led by
two violins and @ swall bass viel. Still I was so very young and small that 1
vonder my father was rackless enough to say that the nest time a singing achool
was held in Gilead 1 might attend and learn to sing by note and then I might
sit fn the choir. My impression is that he did not anticipate & singing school
fa:n:goad vhile, but it was only a few months before I was able to claim his

. promise,

and The singing school was held in the meeting house one evening each week

was taught Mr. Sylvester

Anna , Alf‘t?he 'zmbers ’or the cfoiigh&ttemmﬁﬁ da’i"&ngtim}? Qfl %utfé‘“
spend part of the ewening in practising "exercises" for the sake of learning to
read music readily, and the rest of the time in learaning new tunes. It was

thought necessary to have & new singing book whenever a singing school was held,
and to learn new tunes for Sunday singing.

The choir did all the singing in the church service, while the congregation
listened, some of them standing and turning around so as to face the singers.
The minister always read the tymn before it was sung. Each singer had both a
hymn book and & tune book or singing book as it was called. Thase singing
books had sometimes fanciful names. The last one that I remember was called
"fhe Harp of Judah"”, It gave one a fesling of importance to stand up helding
the two books and to look from ons to the other fitting the words to the music.
Our hysn books were think and clumsy and our singing books wers broader than
thay wers long. Usually two singers looked over in one book which made the
holding easier. 1 greatly enjoysd the singing school snd was much plessed to
sing in the choir and although I was so small that it vas absurd that I should
be thers, I fancy that I read music mors readily than many of the oider singers.
I could not have been more than eight years old vhen I joined the choir, snd 1
sang in some choir always till I was married. A year or two after me Aans

' Gilbert also came into the choir making it yet more emjoyable.



At singing school the singers occupied the pews in the center of the
church « the men and boys on one side and the women and girls on the other,
Ona evening soae of the men complained that two men who were in the habit of
attending occupled singers' seats but never sang. Theareupon the teachaxr asked
these two men to change their seats, which they refused to do. He then ap~
poianted a committes to wait on them out of the seats, but they still refused to
move., 830 all the rest of the male singers marched to anether part of the
church leaving the two silent ones along in their glory. I remember with vhat
excitemeat I hurried home at the close of the evening to tell my father all
about it. I do not remember any sequel, but I presume that the whole thing
was but part-df~x long standing feud.

Two or three years later a notice was read from the pulpit one Sunday that
this same Mr. Sylvester Gilbert was about to open a Juvenile singing school in
Hebrom. It would be free to all and would be followed by a paid concert and
it was hoped that some of the Gilead children would attend. It sounded most
delightful and on the way home from Sunday School Anna and I discussed pos-
sibilities and probabilities., HNeither of us thought it very probable that our
fathecs would think it wortk while to take us weekly the three long miles to
Hebron - end yet!- 50 we cach promised the other that if either of our fathers
should propose to take his daughter, she would certainly get an invitation for
the other one. _

The days went by and my father remained silent on the great subject, and
though I fancy thet I did some hinting I did not dare ask him outright to take
we, though of course that would have meant nothing worse than a rafusal. When
the day came I found some errand in the morning to take mes to Anna's house.
Greatly to my delight she told me that her grandfather, ~ “Rsquire” Gilbert
as he was called, = had promised to take her to the singing school end of courss
I could go toe. Highly elated I rushed home, but when my father hearé the story
and learned of the promise between Anns and myself, he at once said I could not
go. 1 had hegged an invitation snd Esquire Gilbert felt obliged to invite ms.
It was no way to do, and I could not go.

I verily thought my heart was broken. Upstairs I went into the attic
bedroom and threw myself upon the bed where I cried and sobbed and cried somes
more till my eyes ware rad and swollen and my head ached, At at juncture
Martha cames to the room and told me that I could go after all. It seemed that
I would have been invited anyway, for Esquire Gilbert was intending to go in
his jig wagon and take all the girls in the neighborhood who wished to go.
And some way would be provided to get them thers every week. That put snother
face on the matter and all my tears had been for naught. As soon as 1 could
possibly get ready I joined the other girls - headachy and I think dinnerless,
but intensely happy. The rest of that semson to me spelt singing school. It
was the thing I thought about, talked sabout, lived for. The ride every weak
with five or six other girle was of itself a great pleasure, but the singing
school was happiness.



In reality, what we learnad of music was of but slight value. A little cantata - |

learned wholly by rote, ~ in which a Fairy Queen was crowned, etc., and a number
of taking songs, - but what of that? And then the concert! Uhen our teacher

told ma that he wanted me to crown the quaen, singing as I déd so, I was certainly
proud. But I told him I 4id not think I could be at the concert, for my father
wis not well and very rarely went out in the evening, and I had no idea that he
would think of taking that thres mile drive in the chill of & winter evening,

and I felt very sure that he would not allow me to go without him. But Mr. Gilbert
urged me at least 30 ask him, and great was my surprised joy when father said that
he and mother would both go.

Then came the question of dress. All the girls who had solo parts were to
wear white dresses - but I had no white drass nor did there seam to be sny way of
getting one for me. But my mother thought perhaps she could borrow one, and
succeaded in doing so. It was too large and too long, but taken in seams and
taken up tucks fixed it so that 1 imagine it looked fairly well. Another raguirement
was that we should each wear s wreath of flowers. Hare was another difficulty. No
one in those days would think of wearing natural flowers in the winter. Indeed
thay were not to be had unless by wealthy city dwellers, and our boxes of casa
off millinery yielded no decent flowers. But mother thougth that in Deacon Talcott's
family sowme one might have flowers that I cculd borrow for so graend sn occsasion.
So I gladly tramped the two miles and back, being rewarded with a wreath of pink
roses = which after all I did not wesr as the lady who halped me dress for the
concert did not like them and found something that she preferred in her owm supply.

The concert went off finely and it was wonderful to ms to stand up in fromt
of footlights and to see my own father and mother looking on while I sang my
littls song and placed the crown on the head of the lovely queen.

But oh! the dulness of the days immediately succeeding this whirl of
excitement! 1 remember it seomed as if all good times wers over, and I think
that mother had need of axtra patience for a few days.

About this time Anna was given a melodeon and went to Hebron sach week for

lessons. 1 greatly envied her, but had to be content with the promise that if

ve sver lived vhere I could take lessons at home, 1 too might have a melodeon.
At that time there seemed no probability of our leaving Cilead, but in a few
ysaxs we went to Higganum to live and wmy father fulfilled his promise. While we
vere still in Gilead - probably about the time that I was ten years old, I had
the present of a small accordeon, which I soon learned to play and in thc use of
which I spent many happy hours.

Although we were all singers and fond of music 1 do not remember much
family singing in my childhood. Perhaps it wes too wmuch a matter of course to
wake much impression on me, or more probably we were too busy a family to take
the time for it, And I think that after Julius' death it was some time before
my father felt like singing. In later years we sang at family prayers and even
sfter the children had all left the home my father and mother continued the
custom. And only an hour or two before my father so suddenly fell asleep, he
and my wother had sung their evening hymn.
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1 think my birthday was usually celebrated by some 1ittle gift, and once
I had & real party. This was probably when I was nins years old. 1 imagine that
Marths conceived the idea, and she invited the guests. In order to give no
cause for offence, all the littla girls én the street of suitable age were
invited and I think all came. There were Clars, lde and Maria Way, Alice Brown
Jeme and Jeanstte Hyde, Sarah Strong, Elizabeth and Ellen Ticksor, Ann Eliza
Post, Sarah Matson and of course my special friend Anmna Gilbert. The day was
cloudy end cold but we played out of doors for a time and then Merctha helped us
play games in the house. Then came refreshments of which I only remember the
two loaves of cake, with lovely soft frosting, ornamented with bright red
partridge berries. We had a jolly time and all enjoyed it.

 When iny tenth birthday came my father was recovering from lung fever as it
wvas then called -pneumonia aow. He had been very ill and was finding convalescencs
slow and tedicus. Xf he had bsen a womsn he would bave found plessure im knitting
or patchwork or some other such cccupation, but being a man such things were neot
for him. But in some way he procured some splints and succesded in making some
very preseutsble baskets, one of which he gave Grandma to hold her knigting. Then
he had us hunt up pieces of cardboard and colored paper and turned his atteation
to making boxes. Of course they were rather clumey, for his material was poor
and he was without experiemce. The colored paper was mostly covers of various
pasphlets, and I can't imsgina where the cardboard came from. But boxes of any
kind were scarce in those days, and these were very acceptable. I can testify
that they were strong for I have two of them still after more than seventy years.
One he gave me on this tenth birthday has the following inscription od the bottom
in my father's clear handwriting "Lucy F. Nichols. Made by her father when
recovering from sickness and presented to her on her tenth birthday."

. 1 have always beea choice of this and kept it im & little red wooden trumk
that used to balong to Julius, and that I begged for my own after his death.
Various things of no value to any ons but myself have found their place in this
box, one thing being & timy lock of the finest baby hair that was cut from the
head of John Gilbert, Amna's younger brother. It used to be the fashion to
exchange locks of hair with your friends and I used to have quite a collection
in my box, snd this still remeins because I have a kind of sentiment about it
that never let me destroy it.

One thing that I have kapt in this birthday box since Mother's death is a
much emaller box, once white but now yellowed with age, which was among her
thinge. Evidently it was dropping to pieces but mother had carefully sewed it
together again. It has on the cover in my wother's handwriting these words:
“This box contains & few littls things that were placed there by sweat little
Julia, the last of her childish acts. August 1830." Inside this box are & bit
of calico and & spool with & quill stuck in it, evidently in imitation of a
quill pen in an ink stand.

Father had promised me that when I was ten years old I might go to Hartford,
so vhen he was able to do s0 he took me thers with him, We rode with our horse
and guuy to Andover and from there went by train., This wes my first train ride
and ¥ must confess that I did not enjoy it. I was very much sfraid that some
dreadful thing would happen, especially in going through Bolton Rotch, where the
rocks tower up about the cars, or where there are somstimes rocks on one side
and a deep gorge on the other. I really suffered from fear. Nor did I greatly
enjoy Hartford, Of course father had many erxands amd could not devots much time
to me and & good deal of my time had to be spent just waiting for him. So I vas



very glad when wervere safely hows at night, nothwithstanding the splitting
headache that for many years was the inevitable result of every such excitement
or journey.

Hew England life in the first half of the nineteenth century did not abound
in helidays. Indeed, the older people had as a rule rather of a scorafbor such
foolishness. Vacations? why yes for the schools, but 1 fancy largely becauss
the people did not want to pay for schools for the whole year. 3But vacations
for ministers and business men were unnecessaty and foolish. At least so wany
good people felt - my father amomg them, and 1 think that during the forty
years of his ministry he uever tock a vacation in aay such sense as the clergy
of today think their right and their duty.

Holidays of any kind were rare. Bafore my time I think utnecessary work
was forbidden for FPast Day and Thanksgiving, but as sports were aleo forbidden
and play was frowned upon, the days -~ especially Past Day, could not be called
bolidays. The Pourth of July was often observed by holding patriotic gatherings,
by processions, speeches, picmics, etc., but I pever attended anything of the
kind, if indeed sny such thing was sever held ia Gilead = which 1 doubt.

Some children had fire-crackers, but my father had a wholesome dislike to
gunpowder in avery form and he never allowed us to have any. I remember that
on one Fourth of July, Anna and I were allowed a handful of old fashionaed
brimstone matches, with which we drew fiery pictures on the back of the stove.

Thanksgiving was the great New England day and in many families it was a
joyful day - the day of re~unioms, when all the fawmily, children and grandchildrem,
would gathr at the old howsstesd and have a feast and a delightful time, I used
to snvy my friend Anna for it seemed to me that innumerable aunts and uncles and
cousins used to meat for the Thanksgiving celebration. But thare was no one to
come to our house. Even when my sisters were away at school it did not seem
best for them to be at the expense of coming home for so short a time, and the day
differed from other days mainly because we always went to church for an hour then
had a great dinner - roast turkey or chicken with various vegetables followed -
by several kinds of pie - all very delicious. But it was a rather stupid day
after all.

Christmas mesant very little to me. In soms way, either by my reading ox
by association with those misguided children who weat to "church" instead of
"meeting” - or possibly through Grandma Hull wvho bad a prayer=book and perhaps
a little leaning toward the Episcopal form of service, 1 knew something about
the delightful waye in which some children kept Christmas. We wers allowed to
exchange Christmas greetings and I was permitted to hang up my stocking by the
open fireplace, but I do not remewber any Santa Clause tales - though 1 dare
say 1 had read some. Once I found tied to my stocking a doll's cradie ~ made
for me by Juliua at times when, much to my perplexity I had been kept sway from
his workshop. That was long to be remembered; but usually a bunch of raisins,
a lump of sugar or rarely an orange were all the gifts I received or expected.

But I longed for a Christmas tree. I had naver seen one, but I could imsgine
tts besuty and I pondered much over the possibility of having one., At last I had
an inspiration. In Anns Gilbert's yard were two NHorway spruces. Why could we
not use ose of them and have an out-of-door, growing tres? We could not, expect
presants, but both Aans and I could bring pretty things from our homss and hang
them on the tree and heve the plessure of seeing them theve. Se we talked and
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planned and at last proposed the plan to our parents. Strange to say, they did
not approve. Their reasons wera good - "it would be too cold™ « "it would be
too public" - "the ground would be cold" etc., ete. But my father sesing my
eagerness and my disappointment promised to get me a tres if I would have good
lessons till Chrietmas. It would not be for presents, but just for a show, Has
was my teacher and he would be my judge. When Christmas came his verdict was
favorsble and in due time I saw him bring home a little pine, which he firmly
fastened to a block of wood so that it would stand securely. Then in some
manner ha fastened bits of candle to its branches and it was ready.

Svening came and with it came Anma and her father and mother. Togather wa
had quite an array of pretty things. Little pincushions, nsslde=books, penknives,
1ittle boxes, little books, = things that a child of today would hardly look at,
but some of which had bsen treasured forryears and all of which we thought
beautiful, were hung on the tree, and whan the candles were lighted it had &
very gay and festive appearance. DBeneath it on the table was placed my precious
little tea-set » an hairloom from a2 former generation. After feasting our eyes
on the tree we ate and drank from the gume littls tea«set, and the evening wvas
over. The next day we had the pleasure of picking the fruit from the tree and
restoring the things to their places. I have helped trim many Christmss trees
since that night but perhaps have never enjoyed one more truly.

In looking back to those far away days I do not see events in consecutive
or chronological order. Days and seasons and years merge into one another with
little to distinguish them. Here and there a scens stands out in the light, but
its time and place is in the shadow.

As the suoow dissppeared in the rays of the March sunshine, sand the softening
ground began to send up a little greencss as a foreruanner of spring, Annea and ]
could sometimes sccompany her father to the sheep<barn. In going there we
passed the big barn back of her house and through & wide gate entered a lane
bounded by a rail fence on either side. Here in the corners of the fence would
be patches of moss and little plants showing their first tender leaves - very
delightful to see after the leng frozen winter. From this lane we came out upon
a hillwside which sloped rapidly down to a tiny brook, along the edges of which
peppermint would grow later in the season, and which now so early showed along
its course a margin of green grass. Crossing this brook on a plank we goon came
to a little stile over a rail fence, by the side of which grew a big spice bush
from vhich we would gather twigs of which to smell and taste. Here in & smsll
eaclosure was the sheep-barn, and about it in the sunshine would be huddled the
sheep » all eager for the salt that Mr. Cilbert carried, and for the water ...
with which he would fill their wooden trough by means of a queer, home-made
wooden pump. Later in the spring the sheep would be lst out into the pasture and
little lawbs would be frisking about them ~ a preity sight.

As the epring advanced there were other walks -~ to Muddy Brook Lot, so
called becausa of the brook, which at the upper end of the lot spread itself
over & swvanp that had to be carefully crossed on stepping stones. In this lot
were many things to enjoy. Great trees with low, wideespreading branches om which
we could sit and swing; lovely hummocks of dry white moss, just the thing for
cushions for our play=houses, and running ground pine with which to decorate
them ~ an sabundance of whortleberries in the summer and of chestnuts in the fall.
With all these and other delights Muddy Brook Lot was & veritable treasute
fisld, And juet over the fencs was the Fern Lot, where grew great quantities
of sweet fern, and where I remember a fascinating back of wild roses. Timse two
lots adjoined my father's land and were of course very actessible. :



The spring also brought out door work, plowing, planting, =mtc., amd the
delight of finding the first wild flowers, eyebrights, blue violets and anemones,
that grew in our nowing lot, And the firet we kmew it would be summer, sud the
houss would be thrown open to catch the wendering bresges, and we would be sesking
for cool places and enjoying draughts of the deliciously cold water from the
very bottom of our forty foot well, and the fresh fruit and vegetables from our
own garden. And our garden and froat yard would be gay with meny colored blossoms,
carafully tended by my grandmother, with an ocmim; md pulled or plant
transplanted by we, _

I remsmber sc well the biz washings done by my mother with a very little
help from me « in a little "wash=house"” » a shed arrangesent not far from the barn
and very near & well of beautifully soft, clear, water. Here was & place where
& fire could be made, and water heaved in a large brass kettle.

Haying time was pleasanter to me than to my father I supposs, and meant
more fun than work as I "raked behind” or trod down the hay as it was pitched
upon the wvagon, and then as I rode on the sweetesmelling load to the barm and
climbed from it in at the little door that opened on the mow. And itv was
plessant to carry the wid-afternoon lunch to the busy hayemakers and to see them
throw themselves down under some tree to eat the doughnuts and drink the sweetened
water that ususally composed the lunch. The ringing of the scythes as the mowers
whetted them was a delightful sound and it is suxe that hay-making in these
later days of mowing machines and all the rest, camnot at all compare for
picturesquenass with that of the olden time,

In summer it was usually mu duty to fetch home the cows from the woods
lot where they ware pastured. I think father usually drove them to pasture in the
morning, probably before I was up. But as the sun was getting well into the
west it was expected that I would go for them. The pasture was about & mile
away and it was a rather lonely walk, as after crossing Gilead street there
was but one house on the read, and that was so between the hills as not to be
visible much of the way. But I do not remember that I was at all timid, unless
ag somotimas happed Mr., Hutchinson's oxen were in the same pasture and had to
be driven with our cows. Then I was somewhat afraid, but nothing ever happened
to harm me,

~ Usually the cows would be umiting at the bars, but once in a while one or
both would seem to forget that it was time to go home and would have wandered
off into the woods. That was very trying and would mean a search, sometimes
successful and sometimas I would go home without the cows, for 1 never dared to
venture far into the woods. In that case father would have to go and hunt them

up.

Berrying was one of the summer occupations and pleasures. I was a slower
picker than most of my mates, but I liked to go with them and generally got &
falr supply. We koew nothing of canning, but we dried many berries vhich when
soaked and cooked made good piles.

Summer also brought long walks with Anna to the homes of her various relatives
of whom there were many in Gilead, Farthest away over the hills lived her uncle
Champion Gilbert, whose wife was a lover of childran and used to let us go sll
ovay her imsaculats house, look into her closets and drawvers and examins her
treasurss. Once sha gave us each a few sheets of fancy note paper and ascme
wotto seals which I think I still have,
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On the same road but not so far awvay was the home of another of Anna'a
aunte, whose husband had charge of & grist mill. Near the mill was & wonderful
waterfall caused by & dam in the little brock that gave power to the mill. 1In
this house lived Anna's cousin, Sarah Prentice, just her sge, of wvhom I felt
rathar jealous as she and Anna sometimes had secrets which I was not permitted
to share, However she was too far suay to often come between us.

S8till nearer home was a brook between two hills that we called the Halfway
Brook, because it was about half way between Anna's home and her Uncle Champion's.
It was caly & tiny breok, but the water was clear and rippled over its pebbly bottom
in & charming way. By it grew partridge berries and lovely green moss and I
alwvays imsgined that if I should follow its course a long way I should find
many wonderful things. I woonder as I look back why we did not do mors exploring,
but wa seem to have besn quite content with the familiar places. Porhaps we
were too timid to hunt for anything new.

One summer day stands out in my memory when Anna and her mother invited me
to go with them to visit her Aunt Harriet who lived half a mile away at the
head of the street. Johnaie Gilbert was a sweet little blue-eyed twoeyesr old,
and vhen he was dressed im white and his besutiful yellow curls topped by a
strww hat with straw colored ribbons we put him in his little wooden wagon with
great delight. Om our walk we passed a yard where many cinnamon roses hed
strayed into the street and we stopped and wreathed the little hat with the
spicy blossoms. I well remember our pride in his beauty thus adorned.

Summer brought also thunder storms « the first distant rumble sanding me
scurrying home from wherever I might be, - my one thought being to get near my
mother where I felt safer than anywhere else. When the thunder grew loud and
the lightning sharp she would sit down and let me bury my head in her lap. Or
1f the shower came in the night, she would come and lie beside me, while my
father would dress and sit up with a lighted candle till the shower was over.

But the summer would soon imperceptibly merge into autumn with corn to be

husked and carried upstairs, apples to be picked, and stored in the cellar,

tatoes to be dug, turnips pullediand much other work to be done in preparation
or the long cold winter. In all the out of door work T had a part and in
much of it I delighted. Even pulling turnips and picking up potatoss wers not
wholly unplessant. 1 remesmber once when a very little girl, after an hour or
more of picking up potatoes I ran into the housse with dirty bande and face and
clothing. And not seeing my mother I opened the door of the parlor where 1
found my mother talking with a strange gentleman. I think it was some agent,
but his name and business are quite forgotten. But I well remember his greeting,
"Oh, hare is a little girl who has been dug out of a potato hilll" GCreatly
wortified and abashed I beat & hasty retreat, but after ablutions and & change
of clothing I ventured again into the room. When he saw me he said, "Where is
the little girl that was dug out of the potato bill?" Then he took me on his
knse and taught me & little prayer for each finger.

I remomber alsc one day when father and I worked together cutting the tops
off the turnips. 1 enjoyed it and remember it because I told him about books
that I 1liked and told him the story of Anna Ross = & Sunday School book that at
that time I dearly loved. I think it was then that he promised me a book if
1 would knit him a pair of stockings - a promise which I claimed months later
after many hours of distasteful work. I have forgotten the name of the book,
but it was by Mrs. Phelps and was a book of short stories that I greatly enjoyed.
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In the fall came also the pleasure of nutting, and I remember the delight
of seeing the brown chestnuts rattle down upon the ground as uy brother in the
tree wvhipped and shook the branches. Then in the evening the little kettle
would be hung on the crane over the open fire, and & part of the chestnuts
would be boiled and the family would sit around the fire and feast upon them.

Chestnuts were not very marketable f{n those days, and we were free to
gather them whenever we could, but with walnuts it was different. They had a
money value and we had to get permission to gather them. 1 think they were
generally gotten “on shares”. But we usually had walouts and butternuts for

winter eating.

“Two or three times during the fall we would have evenings of apple paring
vhen the whole family would gather round the table with dishes and knives and
pare and slice apples for drying. 1 never liked dried apple pies, but the
getting ready for them was very pleasant.

So the days with their recurring tasks and pleasures would come and go till
some Sunday in late November, when my father would unfold in the pulpit a
formidable locking document, and read the Thanksgiving Proclamstion, "by his
excellency the Governor of Comnecticut”. Then for a few days there would be
hurrying to and fro, and a deliciocus smell of good things cooking would pervade
the house. Asid then Thanksgiving would be over and it would be winter.

Early in the winter some cold day father would summon the butcher to come
and slaughter the pig which had been carefully fed for wmonths, and for days the
kitchen would be & very busy place. lard to be f£ried, sausages to be made, hams
to be curad, & barrel of park to be salted, - it took us all to attend to ths
meny details. And the home fattened fresh pork tasted better than any that we
got now-a-days.

Grandma was in her element those days. It was she who would prepare the
cases for sausages, and fill them with the meat that others had chopped, but
she had geasonsd, She must stand by my father as he cut up the sides of pork
and arranged the pisces in the barrel first having tested the strength of the
brine. She must attend to the curing of the hams. In all such work she was
an adept, and most happy im the doing.

At about the same time a quarter of beef would be procured and salted
for winter use. Then the beef tallow must be made into candles for our svening
lights. Out would come our biggest kettle for the melting of the tallow, Then
the candle rode would be brought out. These were smooth wooden rods rathar
larger than a good sized lead pencil and perhaps thirty inches long. A doxen
or so piecea of candle wicking cut into lengths twice the length of a candle
were hung double on one of these rods and each twisted on itself. There would
be @mn or a dozen rods each with its quota of wicking. Papers must be spread
upon the floor to catch the drippings and two chairs set on the papers far
enough apart to hold the rods. Then with the big kettle of hot tallow placed
convenieatly the work would begin. Taking one rod at & time Grandma would dip
the suspended wicks into the melted tallow, raise tham, shake off the drops and
place the rod on the chairs so that the greasy wicks would hang clear. Then the
next in ovder would receive the same treatment and so on through the lot. By
the time the last one was dons, the firet would have hardened sufficiently to
 be dipped again., Over and over the process would be repeated - the candles
 growing & little with every dip, till at last they were large enough and would
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be hung awvay in the cold till perfectly hard and then packed in a box and kept
in & cool place to be used as needed. We had a candie mould and sometimes used
it for a few candles, but Crandwa thought the dipped ones far superior. it
through the sarly years of my life we depanded almost axclusively on tallow
candles for our evaning lights. The light was poor, the candles wera always
needing attention and we considered it a wvast improvement when kerosens took
their place., I never loved candles and think I never shall.

The winters werxe hard for country people with no modern coaveniences, but
of course never having known the comfort of electric lights or running water or
furnace-warmed houses, we did not vealize vhat we wers missing. And I liked the
snow=storms and the comsting and when I would come in from my plan crying with
stinging fingers 1 loved to have Grandms pity we and wrap uy aching hands in
her apron warmad by the fire. And it was pleasant at night to snuggle dowm
iate the depths of a feather bed when mother had warmed it with the long handled
warming pan #s she sometimes did after she had first warmed Grandsa'’s bed.

S0 the seasons came aond went with little to distinguish one year from
another till the fall after I was fourteen. Then things happened.

My father went away for a few days in September of that year and on his
return found o letter awaiting him, which changed everything for us all, It
was from a member of his church and said that in the Judgment of the writer
nine~tenths of his parishiemers wished him to resign. It was a bolt from a
clear sky and however intendsd it cerxtainly sesmad unkind. Father was not s
man to hesitate in such circumsetances. He Teceived the letter on Friday, and
the following Sunday he read his resignation, greatly to the surprise and
apparent grief of his congregation.

The succeeding weeks wers unhappy ones in meny ways. Psather was axceedingly
hurt and felt that he had been unkindly treated, and Grandma sympsthized with
him so strongly that their conversation was almost wholly on the one themes.
People coms from all over the parish to cry over us and to express their more
of less sincere indignation over the letter and grief over its affect. PFather's
health suffered and he became a victim of neuralgia and had many sleepless
nights. Then where should we go? What should he try to dot - for atithat time
he thought he should give up preaching.

Then begean trips hare and there in search of a home., Esst Hartford, East
Haven, Agawvan, Norwich Town, « I remembar discussions about all those snd othar
places and the seeming likeliheod that one of them would be chosan. Father
was regularly dismissad in October and the fall was largely spent in homa=
hunting. But wiater settled down upon us still at the old place in Gilead.

It vas & hard winter, cold and bleak with frequent showe-storms. Father was
away searly every Sunday, usually leaving home Saturday and returning Monday.
My sisters were at Mt. Holyoke Seminary = expectiag to graduate in June.
Grandus wvas feeble and depressed, snd motherhad heavy burdens of responsibility
and care, During father's absences not only the usual indoer cares cams upon
her, but the looking out for cow and hens and other out door chores. 1 could
do some of the work, but she had the care.



Probably it was in Fabrusry that father began preaching in Higgenum wvith
some Tegularity and that he agreed to become their "stated supply” as soon as
the waather snd the roads would permit him to bring his family snd take posses~
sion of the parsonage. It was & great relief te us sll that some definite
conclusion had been reached and family life became more cheerful.

It wes in February that wy sisters came home for a fortnight's vacation.
Yhere had baen heavy snowestorms just before their coming so that the road to
Andover was still unbroken, and they were obliged to go by stage to Hebron and
be met there. I think that the stage tipped over emn~routs. But it was good to
_have them home and the house took on & new cheerfulusss. :

One Saturday during their stay, father went to Higganum as usual, driving
his old white horse and I think crossing the river on the ice., It seems to me
that it began snowing that day. At any rate it suoowed hard on Sunday and
Sunday night and on Monday it net only snowed, but the wind blew a gale so that
on our hill drifts vere almost everywhere. It was a regular bliszard - the
worst storm I ever remember except the blizszard. Of course father could not
get home and I donned his rubber boots and struggled through the drifts to the
barn and fed the animals. Probably mother also had to go to milk the cow but
1 am not sure. :

Dsrkness came early with the wind still howling and the air think with
snow., John Rose was sent to bed and the rest of us - Grandma, Mother, lLaura,
Martha and I ~ gathered about the table in our kitchen~liviag-room, which was
warmed by a big wood fire in the cooking stove, for a cozy evening of work and
veading. Mother any my sisters were sewing by the light of & candle or two and
1 was reading aloud about volcances vwhen we were startled by a sudden roar and
looking up we saw flames blowing down over the windows.

It locked as if the xoof was on fire and a very much frightemed group we
vere., It was immediately avident that the accumulation of soot, etc., in the
chimney had taken fire and with the wind made a great blaze. Mother threw
sslt into the stove, - one of my sisters closed the damper, sanding & cloud of
smoke into the room, - I tried to snuff the candle and succeeded in putting it
out, while Grandma forgetful of her feebleness and cough, threw open the fromt
door and called "fire" in a voice that could not have been hsard many rods
avay at any tiwe end vhich of course was utterly useless in such a gale and at
our distance from neighbors or even from the street. But I, = baing the
youngest and strongest ~ caught a& cloak from its hook and wrapping it around
me started For Mr. Cilbert's. I shall never forget that walk. I had not been
to the street that day and did not know at all the location of the drifts and
fn the stoerm and darkness I could not pick my way at all. Up to my waist I
plunged at once, and up to my waist I weded almost the entire distance « now
and then falling as some uneavenness of the road tripped me. The short distance
seemed endless, but at last almost exhausted I reached the friendly shelter and
menaged to tell my story and two able~bodied meniat cuce set out with a ladder.
They found the fire out and the house safa ~ the show having prevented the roof
from catching.

As for me « Mrs. Gilbert kept me till I was & little rested and then Mr.
Gilbert helped me home. During all my difficult wvalk and my many falls I bhad
mconsciously kept on my finger a thimble, which X had been idly putting off
and on as I sat reading and which was a size too large for me.
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There was little slesp fer any of us that night. We had all been too
thoxoughly frightenad and my mother woreover reproached harself for mot having
thawed out our pumps, both of which were froszen.

The next day the sun shone and the wind had goms down and about seven at
aight my father drove into the yard. He had started from Middle Haddan, thirteen
miles away and had struggled with the drifcs all day, = time and again baving
besn obliged to get help to shovel him out. He was so completely tired out
that much to my amazemsnt and awe he burvst into tears and cried like a child
when he was fairly ioside the home walls. However he rssted that night and we
reserved the story of our trials till later.

' In a few days my sieters rveturned to schoel, and we at home gradually
prepsved for the spring woving. Having lived ia one house for thirty-ene years
st @ time when they were in the habit of saving everything that could by any
poessibility be of use in any way, my parents found & vast accumulation of stuff
to be disposed of and we were all busy.

Although the winter had been 20 severe, spring came early and by the niddle
of March the rosds were in such condition that father ~ who wes in haste to be
gone = planned to move about the 25th. Then work went om more rapidly. Csrpets
were taken up, beds taken down, trumks and boxes were packed and everything
that could be spared from the daily routine of liviag was collected in the fromt
TOOm ’

A short time before this, my sisters had writtem of two or three cases of
scarlet fever in the school and .i the death of ome of the young ladies from
the disease. Of course father and mother felt somewhat snxious, but Laura and
Martha had both had scerlet fever in childhood and were thought to ba safe. On
the Friday before we planned to move their regular weekly letter brought the
news that Martha had a sore throat and was feverish, but not very ill.. PFather
want to Rigganum ss usual on Ssturday anéd returned Monday. His first question on
reaching home was whether we had heard again from Martha. But no news had
been received and he resumed his work of prepariang te move.

Just at night he and I were in the front voom at work whea a lady came to
the door. Father recognised her at once as Miss Lyon, one of the ¥t. Holyoke
teachers and grested her with the words "Marths is dead!" B0 it proved and as
we were just then practically without a home, the next day father, mother and
I went to South Hadley for the funeral and Martha's body was laid in the towm
cematery beside two othsrs who at different times had died in the Seminary.
Laura came homs with us and never returned to schoeol.

The next week, a saddened fsmily, we finished ocur packing and made our
flitting. It was the last day of March that we finally moved amd the ground
was settled, the grass was greening and birds were singing merily. It was
doubtless a good thing for us all that so great a change in our lives case just
then, It was very hard for my father and mother to leave their old friends
just when their sympathy meant so much to them, but the necessity for getting
settled and adjusted to nmew conditions and of becoming acquainted with new
friends left little time for broodiag over their serzow and I believe the
change did much for them, We made the journey in carriages, father, mother,
Laura and John Rose together, and Grandms sund I in amother carriage with one
of our neighbore as driver. Grandma and I stopped for am hour or two at a
iittle hotel at Middle Haddam, whers the backyard sloped down to the Commecticut
River and I remsmber my delight at this first scquaintance with the beautiful
styeam,



e

Pages 55 - 112 are asbout life in Bigganum, Wew Britain, East Hartford and Berlinm.
Page 56 "I found my first hepaticas. None grev in Gilead 3o far as I ever koew."

Page 71 "Ona of the industrias of Higganum at shat time ~ indeed the industry was
the sanufacturing of hoas for the use of southern slaves. Maturally that

tended to make men in the business unwilliag that slavery should ceme to
an end. My father was astrong anti-slavery man and sowe of his former
staunch supporters left the church."

Page 82 "My father merried us - not asking if I would gbey, but if 1 would treat
him in all things as the Bible directs.”

Psgs 91 Lsurs was 111, “"Banker-rash' being the oid name for scarlet fever®,

Page 96 "Over the fromt deor humg 'With thy blessing let the house be blast'. In

mr Saith's office the words chosen by Mr. Smith himself, 'For Jesus®' sake.'
Other mottoes elsevhere,

Page 97 W.C.Y.U. and other groups formed - precursors of Y.M.C.A., Boys' Club,
Loyal Legiomn.

Pags 98 "Our home life st this time was a good deal governsd by rule « as indsed

: I think it must be in so laxge a family if there is to be comfort."
Bible verses and poems at breakfast., Bible reading and prayer after
breakfsst. MNr. Nichols died January 1878, Mrs. Nichols January 1890;
Mr. Smith {n 1903

At end of book ~e-

YAnd oow, at eighty-four, I seem to myself an entirely different persen
from the little girl that played with her mates in Gilead, or the sager
active girl in her teens who 8o loved the hills and the river view in
Rigganum. Tes, even from the busy wife and mother of East Rartford and
Nev Britain., Certainly I sam living in a very different world!

I am sometimes asked if I would like to live my life over again, and I

s&y most emphatically KO = not {f I must live it just as before. If I

could take my presemt knowledge and wisdom born of hard experience, and

all the present possibilities, - I don't know. It would certainly be

zn fnteresting experiment, Perhaps something like that may be my task
, 4a the next stage of my existence. Who knows?”

./ From the Press of Parry & Zlliott Compsny
P Lynn, Msssachusetts
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&:‘-y childhood thare were hepsticas on Uncle John Randall's farm asd I have
aderstopd from the Ellls family, who have owned it for many years, that hepaticas
‘seill sr) there.) Annie Hutchinson Foote
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