THE VALLEY ROAD AND SILVER STREET

By

M. Louise Brewer

September 14, 1929


The entrance to the Valley Road, in Pelham City, is at the crossroads near the Orient Springs.  At right, within the entrance, is Community Hall, formerly the City Schoolhouse, the successor and heir of the old Valley Schoolhouse.  When the center of school po9pulation of the district had shifted, the City Schoolhouse was built in 1892 and the Valley Schoolhouse was closed.  Wall maps and charts were brought down from the old schoolhouse to the new and the pupils of the Valley School were transferred to the City.  School was held in this one room schoolhouse more than twenty years and, after the erection of the two room schoolhouse, the former building was converted into a community house.

This strip of the Valley Road passes through Valley Woods and, thence emerging, merges with the old Valley Road, the earliest highway between Amherst and Pelham.  The Valley Road originally crossed Amethyst Brook at a point just above the site of the dam of the Rod Company’s sawmill, climbed the steep hill beyond, a foothill of Mt. Orient, passed Jenkin’s Quarry, crossed the summit of the foothill and descended the slope beyond, passing the spot where the Brock barn now stands.  A few rods farther, this discontinued strip of the road and the traveled one through Valley Woods converge and end, and the still travelled portion of the old Valley Road takes up the trail.

Thirty years more and less ago the way through the Valley Woods was as lovely a road as could anywhere be found.  Magnificent white pines clothed the side of the long, high natural terrace just beyond the schoolhouse.  On the other side of the highway, a wood of lard deciduous trees bordered and shaded the last lap of the Amherst and Pelham electric road.  Opposite the termination of the trolley was entrance to a picturesque foot-path leading to the Orient Springs Woods, then in the prime of their beauty.  At right of this entrance, tall, columnar pines covered the turning of the terrace and the level ground below.  These pines, Mrs. Lummis, Springfield artist, visited some ten years ago and carried away canvasses covered with their painted portraits.  They seemed to her the most beautiful trees that ever grew and even descriptions of the beauties of the Devil’s Dipping Hole failed to lure her from them.


Down the curving slope to the old wooden bridge, perched high above the brook, the planks resounding under hurrying hoofs and wheels.  Hemlock trees up and down beside the brook, as now, but just beyond at left was a lovely demi-dingle, tenanted by hemlocks, the high hill beyond covered with mountain laurel.  Fourteen years ago, Jeremiah Day cleared away many of the hemlock trees and built a cottage and later grubbed from the steep hill the laurel, to plant potatoes.

Driveways at the right lead to Orient Springs Pavilion.  Near the site of this pavilion, in early days, there was a bowling alley.


The road curves ad climbs in moderate ascents along the wooded hillside which at the left slopes to it and at the right slopes from it, descending steeply.  Years ago numbers of chestnut trees were there at left and a rustic watering trough, shaded by sweeping hemlocks.  Chestnuts and trough have vanished and the neglected tank at right offers refreshment to the few weary horses.  The hemlocks on the lower slope seem handsome as of yore and larger.  My father told me in my childhood that many years before, when the lower slope was bare of trees, a man was driving a sled along this strip of road.  Beside him was his daughter and in the back of the sled a sheep.  The conveyance swerved off the dangerous edge of the road, and horse and sled and man and girl and sheep went slipping and sliding together down toward the brook.  The story ended there.

Beyond the upper edge of Valley Woods, facing the bridge and brook and trees odf the near view, is George Blackmer’s pretty cottage built and enlarged in recent years.  Mr. Blackmer’s wife, Flora (Brock) Blackmer is a great granddaughter of Asakel Aldrich.  [Geo. Blackmer built the cottage in 1920, sold it to Edwin D. Wallace in 1923, purchased it of Edwin D. Wallace in 1925, and enlarged it in 1926]

The next three dwellings are on the Asakel Aldrich farm.  The cottage set somewhat back from the highway has been the home of Caleb and Amanda Brock for fifty-four years.  [Children of Caleb & Amanda Brock – Flora b. Oct. 14, 1874 (Mrs. George Blackmer); Charles b. May 22, 1876; Ada b. Mar. 23, 1880 (Mrs. Adolph Page); David b. July 7, 1882; Frederick b. May 29, 1885; Alfred b. July 27, 1888.]  Mr. and Mrs. Brock passed away the present summer of 1929, aged 83 and 77 respectively.  Other families have lived in this cottage, the earliest known, the Nathaniel Aldrich family.  Nathaniel was oldest son of Asakel.  A stone trimmer by trade, his fatal malady was caused by breathing flying stone dust.  He and his wife, Nancy (Myrick) Aldrich, dying, left a young family.  Martin, the only son, went to live with the paternal grandfather.  Orinda, who later marr4ied Joseph Bartlett, was brought up by Aunt Chloe (Myrick) Newell (Mrs. Wm. Newell) at the Wm. Harkness Place.  The other girls were taken by other relatives.


The cottage on the bank by the highway is home of the sister of Mrs. Brock, Mrs. Laura Warner.  Her husband, Irwin Warner, built the cottage in …  The Warner family have since resided there the greater part of the time, but the Herbert Graves family lived here seven years.  Mrs. Herbert Graves, Etta (Aldrich) Graves, is daughter of Martin Aldrich.

The old homestead was purchased by Nathaniel Aldrich and his son Asakel about the year 1814 of Silas Snow (?).  A few years later Asakel received a quit-claim deed.  I have been told that the Aldriches came from Uxbridge, Mass.  While looking for a farm, Nathaniel and Asakel visited Hadley, but because of the river’s yearly overflow, concluding not to buy in “that mudhole,” they sought the hills.  The house they bought in Pelham, still standing, was then two-storied, as at present.  Each story contained two large rooms, with a connecting hall.  The stone chimney was built on the ground surface; hence the cellar is in two compartments, connected by a passage under the halls and of the same size and shape as they.  Possibly, though not certainly, there was a small ell or lean-to at the back of the house.  Asakel Aldrich made the lean-to, still existing, extending at the back the entire length of the building and containing, as now, a kitchen and pantry in the middle and small sleeping room at each end.  Rachel, Asakel’s oldest child, used to say she helped her father build the lean-to.  Asakel Aldrich also built a brick chimney having removed the old stone chimney with exception of the stone foundation.  In the new chimney was a fireplace in each front room, a fireplace and brick oven in the kitchen and a frost proof brick closet opening into the west front room.  The doors of the house had latches, and were made of broad, heavy boards places vertically together and held in place by board cleats.  Description of the west front room in the sixties:  The room was ceiled with broad boards painted red, each board with a beading at the top, the beams of the room uncovered.  There were swinging shelves and the long swinging pole common in early days.  Permelia Aldrich could remember a trap door in the floor of this room leading to the cellar, but this had before 1860 been removed and replaced with an upright door near the chimney.  At the bottom of the latter door was a cats’ door cleverly fitted to an oblong opening and hung at the top with leather hinges and another little door for the cat’s convenience was in the door leading to the west upstairs chamber.  In this period of the sixties a garden of low-growing vegetables was in front of the house and extending to the highway, bounded east and west by stone walls covered with grapevines bearing grapes as large as a small plum and unsurpassed for preserves.  In front of the garden was a bank wall, about three feet in height with stone steps descending to the road, a straight earthen path leading from the front door to these steps.  After Martin and Sarah Aldrich came in 1867 to live at the old place, Sarah made a flower border on each side of the path and sowed patches of ribbon poppies at regular intervals between the other flowers—The Poppy Path.  And old-fashioned gate closed the entrance to the driveway which was bounded at right by the west garden wall, at left by a board fence.  Later the walls having become interlaced with wild bushes, Martin removed them, sloped the front of the lot down to the road and around the garden was converted into a lawn.  Being a carpenter, he changed the old house over, though  the appearance of the front exterior remained always the same.  Two small chimneys giving more room and greater convenience, each second floor room partitioned into two, new clapboards, windows and doors, a west side veranda and lath, plaster and paper for the inside walls were among improvements.

Asakel Aldrich has been described by one who knew him, as a short, thick-set man, his great great grandsons Owen and Herbert Graves, Jr. resembling him in size and figure.  He was a member of the Society of Friends and according to his daughter, Rachel, he sometimes “held the meeting.”  Clerk of the Society, certainly in 1820 (p. 27 History of Pelham) and on the Board of Selectmen of the Town in 1834, 1842, 1843, 1844.  He was greatly respected.  Rachel was wont to say that whenever she was asked:  “Who is your father?” she was proud to answer:  “Asakel Aldrich.”  He was born My 4, 1780 and in May, 1803 married Olive Daniels who was born April 28, 1782.  
Children of Asakel and Olive (Daniels) Aldrich:  
Rachel – 
b. Oct. 15, 1804 – m. Asakel Wilson of Logtown
Adaline - 
b. Oct. 7, 1806 – m. Pratt, a brother of Betsy (Pratt) Bufferon

Amanda – 
b. May 3, 1808 – m. Marcus Goodell of Logtown

Nathaniel – 
b. 1810 – m. Nancy Myrick of Shutesbury

Tyler -

b. Sept. 15, 1813 – m. Sarah Aldrich of Uxbridge (a cousin)


[Tyler Aldrich was sometimes called “Black Hawk.”  He was dark and very tall.]
Olney -
b. Aug. 1, 1815 – m. Permelia Snow of Springfield

Sarah -
b. June 9, 1819 – m. Marcus Pease & lived in Collinsville, Conn.

Polly -
b. Nov. 18, 1822 – died young, unmarried


Olive (Daniels) Aldrich died July 10, 1825 and Asakel later married Margaret, widow of James Rankin, who was born Nov. 17, 1781.


In 1860, the household at the old homestead consisted of Asakel, his wife Margaret, son Tyler and grandson Martin, in the east part of the house, and Asakel’s son Olney, Olney’s wife Permelia, and their daughters Amanda and Laura, in the west part.  [Margaret Aldrich died Nov. 17, 1869.  Asakel  Aldrich died Jan 2, 1864.  Tyler D. Aldrich died Dec. 1, 1867.]  Permelia cooked the food for both families, but they had separate tables.  Olney was a carpenter and had returned to the old place in the spring of 1852 to build the new barn.  He continued to live there until his death, Oct. 4, 1861.

Beyond the top of the next hill, two dwellings stand nearly opposite, the Simard bungalow at right and the Colditz house at left, the former site of the old colonial Rankin house, destroyed by fire.

***


The following sketch was furnished by Charles H. Ball, Vienna (Rankin) Ball and John Rankin.


The earliest history of the Rankin family goes back to Scotland and to Joseph Rankin who was born in 1722 and died June 22, 1795 in the 73rd year of his life, and his wife Elizabeth who was born in 1725 and died in Sept. 1786 in the 61st year of her age.  They died and were buried in Scotland.  We know nothing of their children with the exception of John, who was born Feb. 12, 1749 and came to this country some years previous to the Revolutionary War, and settled in Pelham.  He was married Octo. 6th, 1774 to Mary Torrance of Belchertown who died Aug. 1st, 1830, in the 81st year of his life.  He was honored by the title of Lieutenant, but we find no record of his being a Lieutenant, but he was Sergeant in Capt. John Thompson’s Co., Col. Porter’s Hampshire Co. Regiment and marched to Bennington.  In 1806 he built the Rankin Homestead on what is known as the Valley road and set out the row of Maple Trees that lined the roadside.  Here they raised their family of ten children, of whom John Jr. was in our direct line.  John Sr. held many offices of trust in the town.  He was chosen Constable in Pelham Mar. 3, 1777, and a Selectman in 1780.  At his death, the Farm passed to the possession of John Jr.

John Rankin Jr. was born Feb. 7th, 1779 and Octo. 17, 1802, married Anne Hunter who was born in Pelham May 7th, 1778, the daughter of James and Susanna Hunter.  James Hunter was a private in Capt. David Cowden’s Co. 4th Hampshire Co. Regiment and marched to Bennington.  He died in Pelham July 14th, 1807.

Upon the death of John Sr., John Jr. had possession of the Homestead and here they raised their family of five children:  Cynthia, Ansel, Mary, Austin and Patty.  Hire also his first wife Anne died Feby. 21st, 1829 in the 51st year of her age.  John Rankin, Jr. was again married, to Abigail Harkness Nov. 28, 18323 and soon after moved to Amherst where he died Feby. 29, 1860, in the 81st year of his age, the farm in Pelham passing to the possession of his oldest son, Ansel A. Rankin.
Ansel A. Rankin was born May 9th, 1807, and Jany.1st, 1833 married Vienna Hall, who was born at Cumberland Hill, R.I. Apr. 12th, 1811.  Their home was on the old farm, Pelham Valley for many years, and there they raised their family of five children:  Augustine, Julia, John, Austin and Vienna.  He was prominent in town affairs for many years, being a Selectman and member of the School Committee.  He was an old time stone mason, and many of the foundations of Amherst College buildings were laid by him.  As the years began to tell on his strength, he sold the farm to Mr. Benjamin Page and with Mrs. Rankin moved to Shelburne Falls, Mass. To make their home with their daughter Vienna, and there they both died and were buried.  Mr. Rankin died June 23rd, 1884 in the 77th year of his age and Mrs. Rankin Sep. 18th, 1893 in the 82nd year of her age.

Of the children, Augustine married Louisa Jenks in Nov., 1865, daughter of Lyman Jenks of Pelham Hill.  She died in 1868.  He was married Nov. 6th, 1973 to Abbie M. White of Blackstone, Mass. Who died Dec. 27th, 1922 leaving two childre3n, a son and a daughter.  Augustine died Octo. 20th, 1900, in the sixty-fifth year of his life.
Julia married Marcus D. Cook of Pelham, Dec. 8th 1863 and died Nov. 30th 1920 in the 83rd year of her life.  Mr. Cook died June 8th, 1913, in the 78th year of his life.  They had one child, a daughter.
John married Clara Catchel of Blackstone, Mass., June, 1877, who died Dec. 17th, 1882, having had no children.  John is still alive at the age of 82 years.

Austin married Bertha Miller of Blackstone, Mass., Aug. 2nd, 1888, and died August 9, 1923, aged 72 years, leaving three children, one son and two daughters.

S. Vienna married Charles H. Ball, Apr. 12th, 1876.  Mr. and Mrs. Ball are still living and reside in Greenfield, Mass.


The Rankin Homestead was sold by Ansel A Rankin to Benjamin Page, Sr. an Englishman.  Children of Benjamin and Sophia Page:



Annette

m. Francis H. Morgan



Fanny



1 that died young


Children of Benjamin and Bridge (Doyle) Page:



Ellen


m. Smith Thornton



William

m. 1st – Flo9ra Whitney






m. 2nd – Lura Whitney



John


m. Ada Page



Benjamin, Jr.

m. Edna Kimball



Emma


died in 1884, unmarried



Phillippe

m. Sophia Reed



Mary


m. John Moulton



Adolph

m. Ada Brock



Barbarina

m. Herbert Page



Susannah

m. George Lewis



2 that died young


Benjamin Page built the piazza across the front of the house.  When he left the place in 1899, he deeded it to his youngest three children:  Adolph, Barbarina and Susannah.  The three continued to live in the home until Adolph’s marriage in 1901.  In succession, the Herbert Graves family, Carter family and Charles and Jennie Gilmore rented the pace.  Mrs. Gilmore kept there a summer boarding house.  Barbarina’s husband, Herbert Page, having bought the shares of Adolph and Susannah, Herbert and Barbarina sold the place, cir. 1911, to Lilla Simard and Clarence Slayton.  The Rankin house was burned in Jan. 1913 and a bungalow was built on its site.  There are four smaller bungalows on the farm, summer residences.
The Colditz Place (Jonathan Pratt Place)


The date of building this two-storied structure is unknown, though presumably in the latter half of the eighteenth century.  The first known residents were Jonathan and Betsey (Bishop) Pratt.  Mr. Pratt was both farmer and blacksmith.  His shop stood beside the highway and on the west side of the narrow road which runs north from the main road and between the Colditz and Eugene Ward houses.  Mr. Pratt’s account book dated back to 1803.  Jonathan and Betsey Pratt had eleven or twelve children, of whom one was the patient, faithful, brave Betsey, wife of Thomas Buffam, Sr.

William Albert Fales who was born at The Castle, July 5, 1828, a son of Abijah and Mary (Woods) Fales, bought the  place of ____ Pratt, a brother of Betsey Buffam and moved with his family to the house, Apr. 1, 1864.  William Albert Fales’ wife, Emma (Ballou) Fales, daughter of Silas and Sally (Harlow) Ballou, was born at Cumberland, R.I. Apr. 15, 1829.


Children of Wm. Albert and Emma (Ballou) Fales:



Mary



Charles



Clara



Annie



Jane



Amy



Kate



Sadie


Mr. Fales was a stone cutter and farmer.  While he owned the place, the Valley School was held one year in the mid-sixties in a back room of his house.  He died June5, 1906.  After his death, his widow and daughter Clara remained a while at the place, then it was sold to the Colditz family and they removed to Northampton, Mass. Where Mrs. Fales died Aug. 26, 1921.

***

Sketch of the Colditz Family:


Near the Colditz House and easterly on the same side of the road, is Eugene E. Ward’s cottage, built about seven years ago, on a part of the old Buffam farm.


Children of Eugene E. and Dorothy N. (Page) Ward:



Donald



Jean



Alice


On the site of the next house, at the corner of Valley and Shutesbury Roads, was the Buffum home.  The earliest history of the place has been forgotten, but Thomas Buffum, Sr. and his wife Betsey (Pratt) Buffum lived there many years.  [The Buffum and Aldrich families were related through the Daniels family.]  They had eleven children:



Amanda



David



William Foster – died young



Mary Jane – died young



Joseph – died young



Eliza



Henry



John




Myron



Thomas Jr.



William


After the house was destroyed by fire, William Buffum, who then owned the place, built a substantial two-story house.  Rand Warner, head carpenter, said to his employer:  “I’m not saving you money, Bill, but you will have a staunch, well-built house which will stand after you and I have passed away”—a prophesy which has been well fulfilled.

John and Ada Page have made this house their home for the past thirty-nine years.  [They moved here May 19, 1890.]


Children of John and Ada (Page) Page:



George Alfred

b. Feb. 18, 1886
m. Sylvia Sylvester



Leonora Emma
b. Aug. 17, 1887
m. Ernest Graves



Olive Julia

b. Dec. 16, 1888
died 1901



Iva Maude

b. Mar. 28, 1890
m. Edward Boyden



Herman Frederick
b. Oct. 23, 1891
m. Florence Locke



Dorothy Neata

b. May 13, 1893
m. Eugene Ward



Violet Reola

b. Sept. 13, 1895
m. George Smith



Bertram Claude
b. May 4, 1897
m. Mary Bell Ward

Still up the Valley Road.  The bridge beyond the Buffum house, a mile above Valley Bridge.  Just beyond the Buffum bridge, a road diverges to the right to connect the Valley and West Pelham and, within the entrance of this road, on a natural terrace and facing the Valley, is the residence of Rock Walls Farm.

Rock Walls Farm (Barrows Gates Place)

By Walter A. Dyer


It is not known when the house was built or by whom, but it probably dates back to about the time of the Revolutionary War.  Asakel Gates added the kitchen wing after 1869.

The house was occupied by the Barrows family during the first half of the nineteenth century.  Joseph Barrows (2), son of Joseph Barrows (1), was born in 1787 and died in 1862.  He came to Pelham from Attleboro about the time of his marriage in 1810 to Patience Burr.  He was called out in the War of 1812.  He became a prominent citizen of Pelham, was a Selectman in 1837 and Representative to the Massachusetts General Court in 1839.  Patience, his wife, was born 1792 and died 1858.


She had five children:  Isaac B (1811-1859); Joseph (3) (1813-?); William (1819-1869); Laura (1827-1889); and Mary Caroline (1829-1852).


Laura married Asakel Gates, date unknown , but about 1855 Mary Caroline married Seth B. Hall, son of Lemuel Hall of Pelham.

Isaac Barrow became Selectman in 1857.  He married Polly—about 1838.  In 1859 he was found drowned in the well in the place recently occupied by Dr. Perry and is supposed to have committed suicide.
Isaac and Polly had three children.  Henry, the oldest, was born in 1849.  He was a strange fellow and is said to have had double rows of front teeth.  At the age of 22, on Aug. 9, 1862, he enlisted as a private in the 27th mass. Regiment.  He did not go to the front, however, but was mustered out twenty days later.  In 1877, at the age of 37, Henry hanged himself in the barn on this place.  Of the other two children, Thatcher was born in 1843 and died in 1844 at the age of seven months.  Mary was born in 1844 and died in 1863 at the age of 19.


William Barrows was a member of the School Committee in 1845 and 1846.  He opened a store in Pelham about 1847, but was not successful.  In 1855 he left Pelham and for a number of years ran the store at East Street in Amherst.
Joseph Barrows (3) remained on the farm, but no record of his marriage has been found.  After Isaac’s death in 1859, his widow, Polly, married Daniel Leonard and went away, returning again after his death.

After William went away, or perhaps before, the farm came into the possession of Isaac and Joseph.  They did not agree very well and so they divided the farm in two—Isaac taking the part east of the road and Joseph the western half.  The original barn was on the same side of the road as the house.  It was torn down after 1860 or probably after 1870.  Isaac, it is said, would not let Joseph use this barn, so he built a new one—the present one—across the road.  It bears the date 1849.  Asakel Gates enlarged this barn later.

Asakel Gates, who married Laura Barrows, was born on the farm just east of the Barrows place.  He was a prominent citizen, highly respected, and became a successful dairy farmer.  He was Selectman in 1861 and again from 1881 to 1884, and Representative to the General Court in 1874.

After their marriage, Mr. and Mrs. Gates went to live for a time in Chicopee, and there their only son George was born in 1856.  He is still living in Cushman.

After Isaac’s death in 1859, Mr. Gates bought out Joseph and they returned to Pelham, Asakel to run the farm and Laura to keep house for him and her father.  Daniel Leonard having died, his widow Polly came back to Pelham with Henry and had rooms of her own in the original kitchen wing of the house.  She was known as Aunt Polly Barrows until her feath in 1884.  Laura (Barrows) Gates died in 1889 and Asakel married Rose (Cook) Ober, a widow, in 1894.l

Mr. Gates died in 1906 and his widow inherited the property, but it passed immediately into the hands of her brother, Theodore F. Cook.

I have title deeds as follows:



Theodore F. Cook to John B. St. John, 1906



John B., St. John to R. Henry Scadin, 1908



R. Henry Scadin to Muriel W. Dyer, 1911


I can add but little to Mr. Dyer’s comprehensive history.  Mrs. Jane (Ward) Bartlett remembers when Joseph (2) and Patience (Burr) Barrows lived in the old kitchen wing of the house and she recalls Mrs. Barrows death; also that Isaac Barrows, his wife Polly and their children lived in the main part.  I remember the Gates family occupying the main part and new kitchen ell—Asakel Gates, with a certain poise and dignity, Laura (Barrows) Gates, immaculate housekeeper, and their son George, pupil at Valley School, a good boy and conscientious student.  Henry Barrows and his mother live3d in the old wing—Aunt Polly, lovely in person and in character!

R. Henry and Kate Scadin were artists, peerless in their department, that or color photography.  They preserved pictures their memory of some of the fleeting beauty spots of Pelham.  The Scadins removed from here to No. Carolina and thence to Chelsea, Vt. Where Mr. Scadin died.  Mrs. Scadin and the son Dewey still reside in Chelsea.


Walter A. and Muriel Dyer have remodeled in improved the house interior.  They are summer residents, but citizens of Pelham and interested in all that pertains to the welfare of the town and the preservation of its history.  Mrs. Dyer is a Library Trustee and Mr. Dyer on the School Board and V. and Acting President and Historian of the Pelham Old Home Day Association.
Everyone who reads is acquainted with Walter A. Dyer.


The Windmill House on the hill was built by Levi Moulton, Sr.  It was almost new as I first remember it.  Mr. Moulton and family lived there a short time.  Later dwellers were Wm. Myrick, Sr., Wm Myrick, Jr., Harmon Morse, Wm. Royce and the present residents, George F. and Theresa B. West.  There may have been others.  If so, I have forgotten.  Wm. Myrick, Jr. built the windmill to pump water to the house.,  Harmon Morse realized the possibilities of the place and built a long row of poultry houses on the sheltered side of the warm hill.  Somewhat back of the site of the Windmill House was, many ears ago, the old Gates Cottage where Asakel Gates was born.  [Evidently the Windmill Farm was the old Gates Farm.]  He had a brother Lansford, father of Anna Gates and the late Dr. Chas. Gates, Amherst dentist, and sisters Wealthy and Sarah.

The highway between the windmill and Valley Cemetery used to be a sandy stretch where wheels dragged heavily, but by the roadside, I May and June, bloomed lupines blue, some pink, some white.  Beyond the cemetery is the Tanner John Gray Place.  The original house was a two-story colonial with great airy rooms.  Parallel with the front of the house, but some distance from it and near the board fence, was a row of Lombardy poplars.  Adam Johnson, early benefactor of Amherst College, lived in this house, probably in the family of Tanner Gray, after selling his own house in 1800.  Mrs. Bartlett remembers three Aldrich families occupying this house at one time—that of Mr. Aldrich, Sr. and those of his sons, Nehemiah and Aretas.  Nehemiah was a town officer and was Representative to General Court in 1857 (see Town History).  The John Moulton family lived there in my early memory.  Later, John’s brother Levi (before mentioned) bought of him the place and moved there with his family.  He remained there until his death.  The Moultons came from Monson, Mass.  Levi’s wife, Abigail, and John’s wife, Lizzie, were sisters, and sisters of John Pitman.  Their early home was at the old Pitman place, north of Pelham Center.  Children of Levi Sr. and Abigail (Pitman) Moulton:



Abigail



George



Martha



John



Levi Jr.



Walter


Levi Moulton Sr. was, in his prime, an exceedingly strong man.  He had a quiet and even temperament.  Nothing worried him.  A wood dealer as well as farmer—in the illustration, “On the Sandy Road to Amherst Market,” History of Pelham, p. 205, it is Levi Moulton depicted on the load of wood.


The Tanner Gray House was destroyed by fire and George Moulton built on its site the two-story though smaller house, now standing.  Since the deaths of Levi Sr. and his son George, Frank Harrington and Arthur Hatt and families have successively lived on the place.


Down on the Quarry Road at the left and nearly opposite the Tanner Gray House is the Cooper Gray House.  The two neighbors, each John Gray, were given to distinguish them, each the name of his special trade.  Beside following their special occupations, they cared for their farms.  An account of Cooper Gray and his family is in Parmenter’s History of Pelham.  Levi Hall was the next owner and resident of the Cooper Gray farm.  The Hall family was large.  I have not a complete list of the children.


Joseph G. Ward bought the place of Levi Hall and moved there Oct. 1849.  For many years he successfully operated the gneiss quarry on the place and carried on the farm.  With failing health, he bought the Fitch Place in Pelham City and resided there until his death, July 2, 1890.


Children of Joseph G. and Amanda (Buffum) Ward:



Joseph



Jane
b. June 16, 1849
m. Eugene Bartlett



John



m. Alice Powers


Joseph G. and Amanda War were many years loyal members of the West Pelham M.E Church and faithful attendants on its services.  Their daughter Jane (Ward) Bartlett is now, at the age of eighty, the oldest living member of that church.


After Joseph Ward’s removal from the place, his son John and family lived there.  Herman Page, of Norfolk Virginia, bought the place for a summer residence.  For the past many years, Benjamin Page and family have mad their place their home.

Children of Benjamin Jr. and Edna (Kimball) Page:



Ethel



Robert



Edith



Esther



Benjamin 3rd


Emma


At left beyond the Tanner Gray Place, is a ravine, and west of the ravine a long, low hill.  Near the lower end of this hill, the Valley Schoolhouse once stood.  Dwight Presh told my brother John that his sisters who were all older than he, attended school there, reaching the schoolhouse by a road which ran over from the Pesho Place.  By the time he began to attend school, the schoolhouse had been moved to its last situation, at the head of the Valley.  [Dwight Z. Pesho was born in Jan., 1836.]


At the top of the hills above the Tanner Gray Place, the road goes level for a little way and, at the left, the Robinson Road turns up the hill.  [The Robinson Road originally ran straight up the steep hill west of the schoolhouse.  Nearly sixty years ago, the entrance was shifted southward whence the road climbs in longer and more gradual ascent up the same hill.]   Beside the divergence of this branch from the Valley Road, was, years ago, an ancient cellar hole, but whose house stood on it and when it disappeared had long been forgotten..  A little further on, the road turns eastward and, at the curve and facing southward, was the old red Valley Schoolhouse.  The outside door opened on the entry extending along the west side of the building.  In the entry was the school room door and hooks for coats and head coverings.  The children never went to school bare-headed.  At the north end of the entry, the firewood was piled.  The teacher’s desk was in the west end of the school room, facing east, with a low board seal along the front for little pupils.  Around the north, east, and south sides of the room was a long board bench, desks all along in front of it and, in front of these, rows of seats and desks with aisles between, all sloping to the central floor.  After a time these heavy unpainted desks and seats were removed and new ones lighter and painted were put it, all facing the teacher’s desk.  There was of course a big, oblong stove with a long pipe.  The boys took turns building the morning fire and the girls took turns sweeping the floor at noontime, the small girls in pairs, each sweeping half the floor.  In front of the schoolhouse was an old well covered with a flat stone.  The well received the drainage from the western hill and the water was unfit for drinking.  Whether intended for the school or dug for the pre-historic dwelling is uncertain.  The pupils drank from the near-by brook.  A pail full was brought into the schoolroom and the water was passed in school time, each drinking in turn from the same tin cup.  We had never heard of germs.  Mrs. Amanda Ward remembered one winter when eighty pupils attended Valley School and Sewel Fales, older, remembered, I think, ninety.  Silver Street alone at one time furnished twenty pupils.  In my time, there were in the whole school, at most, no more than forty-five.

The brook crossed the road just beyond the schoolhouse under a stone culvert, the bed of the brook widened below the culvert for a horse’s drinking place which was shaded by trees and alders.


The nearest dwelling to the school building was a story and half house, with stone chimney, perched on the low hill at corner of the Valley Road and Silver Street, now called the Brewer Road.  The house faced the Valley Road and was undoubtedly built prior to the time when Lewis Cook constructed that portion of Silver Street connecting his new house (built in 1823) with the Valley Road.  Who built this house on the hill and date of building is unknown, but Noah and Mary (Parker) Humphrey moved there when their oldest child, Nahum, wads three years old.  [I have not been ale to obtain any dates concerning the Humphrey family.]  The other children, probably all born in Pelham, were Frank, Sarah, Lucy, Mary, Silence and Benjamin Franklin, usually called Frank.  Frank was father of Charles Edward Humphrey who was for a number of years a town officer in Pelham.  Noah Humphrey, Sr. was a spry man, called by the neighbors for his agility, “Skipper.”  Some of the school girls went over to the Humphrey house one day to crave of Mrs. Humphrey some well water, and they thought it would be funny to ask in rhyme, “Mrs. Skipper, will you lend us your dipper?”  A granddaughter of the Humphreys who told the story, said the girls got the dipper—thrown at them.  The well with curb and sweep was in the north yard.  Noah Humphrey sold the place to Sewel Fales and the Humphreys moved to Oakham, Mass.  Noah and his wife, Mary (Parker) Humphrey, died in Oakham and were buried there.

Sewel Fales was a son of Sewel or Sewall Fales,, and grandson of Joseph Fales who came to Pelham from Walpole, Mass.  Sewel and Jane (Farmer) Fales were known for miles around as Uncle Sewel and Aunt Jane.  They both loved children, though they had none of their own.  In their quaint history, contentment an comedy and patient courage under cruel calamity have place.


After Uncle Sewel’s death, Aunt Jane sold to Wm. Stetsdon, who put a steam sawmill on the pace.  [Sewel Fales died Oct. 30, 1873 at 68.  Jane Fales died Sept. 23, 1889, at 86.]  There were tenants there for a while, then Mr. Stetson sold to Aaron Horton of Leverett.  Mr. Horton moved there with his wife, who had been a widow Briggs, and three of her grown children were with them a great deal.  After Mrs. Horton’s death, Mr. H. lived alone for a number of years.  With increasing age and infirmities he went to live with his brother’s family and the place was sold to The Diamond Match Company, which owns it still.  Aaron was a quiet, unobtrusive, patient man who loved the old-time ways, old-time provisions.  Molasses, he said, was his kind of sweetening—that and brown sugar.  He had no liking for the new “granulated sugar.”


We continue on the Valley Road and go down the short hill to the bridge.  To the left, is a view of the brook, sixty years ago bordered with magnificent hemlock trees.  To the right, was the mill pong and the dam built on a natural ledge.  Cook’s sawmill was on the west bank.  Sixty years ago it was in full operation and Asa Ober, who married Rose, daughter of Nathaniel Cook, had put in a turbine wheel.  I do not know how long the mill had been there, but it undoubtedly sawed the umber for Lewis Cook’s house built in 1823.


Sawmill Hill, beyond the bridge, wooded on both sides and mountain laurel blossoming among the trees in June, and on the hillside at the left of the road a perennial spring of delicious water.  At the top of the hill, the road divided years ago, the branch at the left a short-cut and that at the right leading around near the Cook Cemetery.  About nearly sixty years ago, the short-cut was discontinued, except as a foot path, and the right curved road only was kept open.  Beside this part of the road, at the right, was a cellar hole, sole relic of a colored family.  All known concerning this family is contained in a simple tale related by Benjamin Franklin Humphrey, a recollection of his infancy.  The colored mother brought her piccaninny over to the Humphreys and placed it vis-à-vis to littler Frank who sat upon the floor.  The black baby and the blond gazed at each other wonderingly.  Then Frank put forth a tentative forefinger and laid it on the wooly head, and then, withdrawing it, held it beneath his nose and smelled it audibly.  Before the great conflagration swept from the Cook place, through the cemetery and part of Sawmill Hill and scorched the young pines lining this curving road, it, with Sawmill Hill, constituted a lovely drive.  Beyond the place where it passes the termination of the short-cut, there is aaa sandy gully.  The great freshet, in the fall of 1869, washed away the highway which passed where the upper end of the gully now is, and since then, the road has made a detour.  A little farther, we pass the back of an ancient house.  Many a traveler has asked the question:  “Why was that house built with it’s back to the road?”  Apparently it was built facing the highway and an unrecorded freshet destroyed that portion of the road which passed where the lower part of the gully now is.  Then the road was laid out farther north and so passed the back of the house.  The earliest known residents of this dwelling were a woman named Molly and her husband, their surname lost in antiquity.  Molly was a very fat and heavy woman, and one day she broke through the cellar stairs and fell to the cellar bottom and laid there screaming:  “I’m killed.  I’m killed.”  Her husband, a waggish fellow, stood looking down at her, and then, without a word, started on a run toward Reuben Westcott’s house.  Reuben Westcott was grandfather of Reuben J.D. Westcott, many years Cashier of the Amherst National Bank.  Sixty years ago the old Westcott house still stood, though untenanted, a tiny one-story cottage opposite the house which Hiram Bryant built (since called the Berryman house).  The runner reaching neighbor Westcott’s rushed in, crying out, “Molly has fallen into the cellar, and she’s killed.”  “O, no,” said Mr. Westcott.  “I don’t believe she’s killed.  She may be hurt, but I don’t believe she’s killed.”  “Yes,” said the husband, “she’s killed.  I had it from her own mouth.”

Russell Hildreth and his wife, who, before her marriage to him,, was the Widow Wheeler, lived in the house of Molly some sixty years ago.  Mr. Hildreth was killed, thrown from his buggy, through bolting of the young horse he was training.  [Russell Hildreth died June 3, 1869, aged 63.  He was born in Chesterfield, N.H., the son of Abraham Hildreth.]  The widow continued to live in the home and she had a boarder, an elderly man, named George Thompson.  Despite her handicap—like the woman of the Scripture, she “was bowed together, and could in no wise lift up herself”—she cared for her house and tended her garden.  He was a fluent and entertaining talker, and in her speck showed considerable dramatic talent.  She would have enthralled an audience by her relation of the simplest incident.


After Mrs. Hildreth went away to live with her sister, Otis Kimball was, I believe, the next owner and occupant of the house.  Then, in succession, were two tenant families of Peesos.  Wm. Peeso had a young family.  The elder Mrs. Peeso died there.  [Mary Peeso died Feb. 12, 1903, aged 58.]  She loved pet birds and animals and had conscientious scruples against taking the life of any sentient being. “It isn’t right to kill anything, is it? She said.


Quartus Southern Warner came to the place for benefit of Mrs. Warner’s health, but she died there a few years later.  She was a granddaughter of Asakel Aldrich—a very companionable woman.  She loved flowers, and by the place where the highway had formerly passed the front of the house were her flower beds and tubs of hydrangeas and of white and pink oleaners.  After his wife’s death, Q. S. Warner bought the old Asakel Aldrich home with the land which had been apportioned to it, and sold the House of Molly to the Elys of Northampton for a summer home.

We turn back to the entrance of Silver Street near the Humphrey house.  This road passed the front of the house and curved around to the east side, a bank wall preventing erosion of the front yard.  At the very top of the hill at right and some distance from the house was the barn.  A little farther on is the boundary between the Humphrey and Lewis Cook farms.  Another hill—there’s a hill for each house on Silver Street—and on the level at the right was Lewis Cook’s house.  [Amanda (Buffum) Ward once told me that the early name of this road was Silver Street.  Clara W. Fales recently told me that her father, William Albert Fales, used to say that it was called Silver Street.  I think that in the history the real name should be restored.]  Before the Pine Crest Grove grew up, in the early seventies, there was an exquisite view from the west windows of the Connecticut Valley with silver thread of the river, in the springtime, west Hampshire Hills and lower Berkshires, a blue bank along the horizon, and nearer Mt. Orient.  The head of Mt. Tom peeped over the Holyoke Range, ensemble perfect in tints and contour—the point of view neither too far east nor west, neither too far away nor too near.  A few rods north of the site Lewis Cook chose for his new house, was a log cabin with brick chimney and stone foundation.  Probably he lived in the cabin while building.  It is thought the road from what is now called the Draper lot came over to the cabin. And then continued up the way, as now, and Lewis Cook constructed the new strip of road between the Valley Road and his house.  There was an unfailing well back of the house.  The water seeped through a crevice in a flat rock sixteen feet below the ground surface.  Later the house ell was built and a part of it, called the well-room, covered the well.  To this well-room, all the neighbors came with their washings in times of drouth.  There were two brick chimneys, a small one in the ell and large one in the main part of the house.  The latter had a peculiar foundation.  [In the cellar of the old Carter House, 23 amity Street, Amherst, is a similar chimney foundation.]  In the middle of the cellar two parallel stone walls were made, and across the top of these, at right angles to their length, large beams were laid.  On these beams, at the first-floor level, the chimney was built.  This chimney had three open fireplaces, a brick oven, and a large brick vault for storing ashes, called the ash-hole which had a flue for escape of smoke.  It was my intention to further describe the house and the changes made in it during the ninety-two years of its existence, but time fails.  

Lewis Cook was a son of Elder Esek Cook.  He has been described by his daughter, Martha, as rather short and, in contrast with his brother Nathaniel, neither fat nor red-haired.  Swift of motion, a dynamo of energy, she never saw him idle.  He was lame, having broken his right leg, and, to equalize the length of his limbs, he walked on the ball of his foot.  Nevertheless he had great exuberance of spirits.  Many a time she had seen him vault into the air, and strike his ankles twice together before alighting.  The irrigating ditches he made, leading from both the brooks on his farm, can still be traced.  He dug out stones and built them into walls along the roadside and between his fields.  Mar. 1, 1821, he married Nancy Fales, a sister of Sewel Fales.  She was a very tall woman.  Sometimes a neighbor would say:  “I went by Lewis Cook’s this morning and Mrs. Cook was looking through the top panes of the window.”  As the first windows were small-paned, she must have been tall indeed!


Recently their daughter Martha gave me orally the following list of Lewis and Nancy Cook’s children:



Nancy

married a Miller of So. Hadley



Thankful
married a Cushman of No. Amherst City, now called 

Cushman



Amasa

married 1st a Lovett.  After his 1st wife’s death, he went





“west”—New York State, and married a minister’s widow



Adaline
married a cook, no relative



Daniel

unmarried



Jane

married twice



Lois



Martha

married 1st Nelson Witt, soldier in the Civil War





married 2nd Daniel Wilson of Logtown



Betsey

died when about thirteen



One who lived only a few days


Martha, who was born No9v. 24, 1836, is the only member of the family now living.  She says her family moved away from Silver Street when she was three or four years old.  Her father and Amasa together built the story and a half house which stood the site of the present Arthur H. Bray house.  Their families both lived there for a while, then Amasa’s wife, considering the house too small for two families, the father’s family moved to a house which then stood at the West Pelham Cross Roads, on the corner opposite Wm. Robinson’s present residence.  Later, Lewis Cook bought and occupied the Chester Gaskill Place on Butter Hill, where he died April 5, 1871, aged 80.


A family named Carter has been mentioned as living in Lewis Cook’s Silver Street house.  It could have been there but for a short period and intermediate between the cook and Thompson families.


I have but fragmentary information concerning the Thompson family.  Mrs. Thompson was probably the Mrs. Sarah H. Thompson mentioned in Parmenter’s History as one of the daughter of Cooper John Gray.  There were apparently six children:  George, Philo, Estis (?), Elizabeth, who married Scott Latham, one who married Frank Latham and Maria, who married ___ Scott.  The women of the family were very neat housekeepers.  The house had been adapted for the residence of two congenial families.  Mr. and Mrs. Scott Latham lived there for a time with the Thompsons and I think the Scotts also lived there at one time.  Mr. and Mrs., Thompson were called Grandpa and Grandma Thompson.  Grandpa Thompson was wont, in pleasant weather, to sit in his arm chair under a baldwin apple tree which grew near the house within the roadside wall.


The place was sold to Cyrus Wade and Isaac Plumley, wood and lumber dealers.  Cyrus Wade and family occupied the house for a short time.  H. Bridgman Brewer bought the place of Wade and Plumley in 1863, and moved there with his family Apr. 2.


Henry Bridgman Brewer was of Puritan ancestry.  His forefather, Daniel Bruer, came from London, Eng. In 1632, and settled in Roxbury, Mass.  Henry Bridgman was born July 7, 1813 at the Old Brewer Homestead, in Wilbraham, Mass.  He was educated in the public schools and at Wilbraham Academy.  In 1839, he was sent by the M. E. Board of Missions as a lay missionary-teacher and farmer to the Indians of the old Oregon Country.  At the Dallas, Ore., he founded the first agricultural mission ever established.  His missionary wife, Laura Lucretia Giddings, wad born at Franklin, Conn., Dec. 29, 1817.  Educated in Franklin and at Wilbraham Academy.

Children of H. Bridgman and Laura L. Brewer:



Susan Jemima

b. at The Dulles, Ore., May 8, 1842



Walter Giddings
b. at The Dulles, Ore., Aug. 4, 1843



George Gary

b. at Salem, Ore., Nov. 28, 1847



Herbert Wesley
b. at Wilbraham, Mass.. Mar. 25, 1853


Laura L. Brewer died in Wilbraham, Dec. 25, 1853.  H. Bridgman Brewer’s second wife, Mary Ann Butchers, was born in Buckfastleigh, So. Devon, Eng., Aug. 31, 1827.  Educated in England and at Wilbraham Academy.


Children of H. Bridgman and Mary A. Brewer:



Charles Bridgman
b. in Wilbraham, Mass., Mar. 8, 1856



Laura Lucretia

b. in Wilbraham, Mass., Nov. 4, 1857



Marie Louise

b. in Wilbraham, Mass., Apr. 7, 1861



John Lincoln

b. in Pelham, Mass., Feb. 3, 1864


Henry Bridgman Brewer died at The Lewis Cook house, Jan. 24, 1886.  Mary A. Brewer died there Apr. 21, 1912.


Nature had again clothed much of the farm with forest.  In 1903 there were several pine groves, besides many deciduous trees.  Wherever the eye looked, it saw a picture.  The white pine is a tree of rapid growth and swift decline.  All too soon, it is ready to be offer4d.  In 1912, still most of the wood was standing and the place was sold to Cadwell and Cowls, wood and lumber dealers.  The Pine Crest Grove, which had given the name Pine Crest to the farm, in later years, went in 1913.  From the highway through Lewis Cook’s West Pelham farm, the Pine Crest Grove could be seen, high up against the northern horizon, cresting the hill.  It might perhaps also have been seen from his Butter Hill farm.  But Lewis Cook never saw it.  It grew up after he had passed away.


In the spring of 1912, Henri Angér, usually called Henry Anger, with his wife, Helen (Foster) Anger, a very attractive woman, native of Canada, bought the place, barring most of the timber.  Mr. Anger, a native of France, was a lecturer in the French language on French literature, also he had been a cattle dealer.  On the farm, he went extensively into poultry raising.  In the summer of 1913, the barn was struck by lightning and, with the adjoining shed, was burned.  [By coincidence, this same barn was struck by lightning just forty years before, in the summer of 1873.  Though slightly injured, it was not ignited.]  Mr. Anger built another barn on another site.  In the early morning of Jan. 22, 1915, the house and the new barn were burned.  Mr. Anger bought the old Merrick Place in South Amherst.  After living there awhile, he disappeared.  A spectacular person, his entrance into and exit from this region was shrouded in mystery.


A little way beyond the Cook house, is “The Turn” in the road and beyond, at left, the ruins of the storage reservoir of the old Cook Sawmill.  As early as sixty years ago, a young pine grove was growing in the bed of the old pond and, in the foreground, white azaleas grew on the embankment.  Pink calopogons fringed the roadside and, in the opposite meadow, were arethusas and pogonias and leather leaf and rhodoras, a small cranberry bog and stone slabs lying carelessly, the refuse of slabs split out for Valley Cemetery Tomb.  The brook which ran through the old reservoir crossed the road under a low stone culvert, south of the culvert, the horse’s drinking pool, shaded with young red maples.  The horse would walk down a side track, with loosened check, he slaked his thirst, then walked straight through the water and wet his feet and the wheel rims, then up the farther side track to the road again.  This smaller brook ran through the meadow to join the larger one, called, lower down, Amethyst Brook.  All along to Thurber Hill, there was a perfect ribbon road, shaded at left by forest.

At the top of Thurber Hill, was Whitaker Thurber’s house of three parts in a row.  The oldest part was farthest west, a small, low, wood-colored cottage, and joining it, the part next built, square and rather tall and red, joining that the newest built, early forties, a story and half ell, also painted red.  Artemas Nichols, an old man, lived in the western part with his wife and daughter Harriet.  His son John had married Elizabeth Thurber.  Mrs. Nichols was second wife, step-mother of the children.  She was a good soul, and always working.  William Whitaker Thurber, usually called Whitaker Thurber, and family occupied the middle and east parts of the house.  Whittaker’s father was Ozias Thurber, then deceased, but his mother, “Grandma Thurber,” was a member of the family.  Whittaker Thurber died -------.  I just remember him, his white hair combed back from his forehead straight over the top of his head.  Mrs. Thurber, a very old lady-like woman, outlived her husband.

The children of Whittaker and Parmelia Thurber were all grown up when we came to Pelham, but Elizabeth, usually called Libbie or Lib, lived with the parents and others were there at times.  Their names as given me orally were:  Parmelia (Mrs. Spear), Susan (Mrs. Briggs), Mary (Mrs. Lamb & Mrs. Powell), Elizabeth (Mrs. Nichols & Mrs. Chapin), William, James, Jimri, Edwin.  This list may not be complete or in correct order, but Parmelia was the oldest and Edwin, I think, the youngest.  All have long since gone the way of all the earth.  Mary some of us remember, the capable worker and solicitor in the West Pelham M. E. Church.  Susan had the gift of speech.  Her sister Elizabeth used to say that Susan could talk in meeting as well as a minister.  Elizabeth herself was a fluent talker.  She used to walk down to call on us, carrying her work, a palm leaf hat, and braiding all the way.  She could tell everything about everybody.  Would she could be here today!

Beyond the next hill and on the level ground at the right, well set back from the road was a cottage, smaller and differently constructed from the other dwellings.  It has been suggested that it was originally a carpenter’s shop.  The siding was of broad, thick boards put edge to edge.  The entrance door was reached through a small vestibule and opened into an entry somewhat like that of the Valley Schoolhouse.  First at the right was the kitchen door, then the stairs landing to the loft, then space for the fuel wood, and I think from the farthest end the pantry was partitioned off, the pantry door opening into the kitchen.  The kitchen, which was also the living room, extended across the width of the house, a window at each end.  In the floor was a trap door opening on the cellar stairs.  The hatchway was on the south side of the building.  Beyond the kitchen, were two sleeping rooms of equal size.  Farter along and on the same side of the highway as the house was the barn,, surprisingly near the road..  It is told that long before the memory of any now living, the highway from the Thurber house to past this farm, usually called the Dodge place, had a somewhat different course from that now followed and that a part of the way it coincided with the old range road.  However that might have been, a road couold have passed between the Dodge house and barn with ample margins.  It is not known who first owned the farm or who built the buildings.  Sewel and Jane Fales rented the place of Ziba Cook the first few years of their married life; but Ziba sold it with all improvements to Mr. Dodge, and Sewel bought the Humphrey place.  In this small nest, the Dodges well brought up ten children.  When we came to the neighborhood, all of the fledglings had flown save one, the youngest, Frank, who still stayed with the mother.

In the mid sixties, Sara Bliss bought the place to make a home for her aging father, Dr. Silas Bliss.  My memory of it is mostly in the years the Blisses lived there.  The simple rooms and furnishings possessed the charm of perfect order.  The large expanse of grass outside seemed very green.  Near the cottage were two neatly kept plots of blossoming annuals and nearer, softening the outlines of the building were fragrant flowering currants and purple lilacs probably planted by the Dodges.


Silas Bliss was born in Newtonville, Mass., in 1800.  He gained his M.D. at the old Berkshire Medical Institute, Pittsfield, and his D.D.S. at the Troy Polytechnic.  He was the first President of the American Dental Association and practiced the profession in early days when dentists went to slaughter houses for calves teeth, and calves’ teeth and horses’ teeth were fastened with pegs into gold plates fitted to human mouths.  The doctor was a skillful and careful dentist, his only lack, stability.  Always he warmed the forceps before applying them and often, after drawing a tooth, would look at it regretfully, exclaiming:  “That tooth was never made to be pulled out.”  He had much and various knowledge, and could talk interestingly and instructively on a wide range of subjects.  A learned and enthusiastic mineralogist, he made many collections of minerals.  When he went away to Kansas, he left the big boulder under the August Sweet apple tree, near the cottage, covered with specimens, and some Amherst College students came up and carried off the whole collection.  As we remember Dr. Bliss, he had a full, white beard, a very bald head fringed with white hair and large expressive eyes of a rare and beautiful shade of blue.  A very clean man, log-limbed and a great walker.  In 1872, he joined his son, William, who had long lived in Topeka, and they became pioneers in the settlement of Wichita.  He constructed his cabin of buffalo skulls collected on the prairie.  A large hotel was later built on his claim, and he was taken into the hotel, as a life resident.  He lived to see Wichita a city and attained the ripe age of ninety years or more.

Sarah Bliss was the embodiment of efficiency, the keynote of her life, helpfulness.  When in Pelham, she organized a Sunday School class of Shutesbury boys and held the class Sunday afternoons at her home.  After selling the place to Dr. Perry Irish of Northampton Road, Amherst, she made her home in Amherst and put her scant leisure to much account as an efficient and valued church worker in the Grace Episcopal parish.  She died in Jan. 1975, in her prime.  Of her it was truly said, as of one of old:  “She hath done what she could.”


After Dr. Irish’s death, the pace (The Irish lot) was sold to F. A. Cadwell, by him to J. L. Brewer, by J. L Brewer’s estate to C. L. Ward.


One family at least of tenants lived in the little house before it was torn down, a colored family, Theodore (?) Thompson, his wife Emma, afterward Em. Hopkins, and two children, Mary Elizabeth and baby Theodore—bright children.  We considerably more of Mary Elizabeth than of the rest of the family, because she came frequently to borrow.  She made nothing of the half mile between her home and ours.  One day she came so many times, we counted—eight times—8 m.  Mary Elizabeth taught my sister and me two bits of nature lore, that shad berried are also June berries and that June berries are good to eat.


The Taylor place was not far from the Dodge place, but on the other side of the road, its short hill beyond it and sloping to the brook.  The house was comparatively new, a story and half, two front rooms with connecting hall, other rooms in rear and finished rooms upstairs.  On line with the main part, an ell with veranda and tiers of long stone steps.  It is supposed that Henry Taylor built the house.  [Mrs. Bartlett thinks Mrs. Taylor was a Boynton.  Have not hear that there were children.]  The Taylors lived there in 1863, but soon moved away and Lemuel and Eliza Redding came.  Mr. Redding was a grave, industrious man, bowed even more with toil than age.  Mrs. Redding was a bright-eyed, vivacious little old lady, who could crack a joke and tell a story with the best.  We called them Grandpa and Grandma Redding.  They had been frequent movers in Vermont and New Hampshire.  If I should say they moved twenty-nine times during their wedded life, it would be because I thought they had.  Their kind son-in-law, Elbridge Coffin, bought the place on Silver Street and gave them privilege of staying there as long as they would.  They were well contented and remained until Grandpa died Feb. 15, 1977 in his 82nd year.  Grandma went to their capable daughter Jeanet who cared for her until her death a number of years later.  We have her photograph taken on her 84th birthday, May 8, 1888.  When Mr. and Mrs. Redding came to Pelham, all of their children were grown and gone except the youngest, Lemuel Jr. who was in his teens, but the others came to visit and we became acquainted with them all.

Children of Lemuel and Eliza Redding:



Moses

married Samantha Ballarf



Eunice

(Mrs. Stone of Lowell)



Abigail

(Mrs. Cleveland)



Aloia

(Mrs. Shirley Libby of Logtown)



Josephine
(Mrs. Elbridge Coffin)



Jeanet

(Mrs. Strong)



Lemuel, Jr.
married Laura Marshall



Little Jane



  & one other
died young


After the Reddings went, Henry Wilson tenanted the house with wife, mother-in-law (Mrs.. Ramsdell), child Ruby and a tiny boy (no relation) named Johnny Burke.  Johnny was a frail little fellow, but he had a clear head; and when the house burned one day in the fall of 1885, he saved every one of the chairs.  Twenty-four years later, I took a picture of the cellar hole and the family of white birches that occupied it, some of them, even then, broken with age.

The hill ascending from the brook is longer than that descending from the Taylor place, for the road must continually climb.  At some distance beyond the top of the hill, Horace Stacy’s house was at the left, set far back from the street.  The house was of the story and half style common a century ago.  Horace Stacy was born in Belchertown, son of Moses Stacy.  He died in Pelham, July 23, 1864, aged 66.  His wife, Roxana (Willey) Stacy, was born in Springfield, Mass. Apr. 22, 1813.  She was a strong, buxom woman, Mr. Stacy’s second wife.  His first wife’s children were Margaret, George, and Sarah stacy.  Roxana’s children were Mary and Olive Stacy, pupils in the Valley School.  They were fine, vigorous girls, who walked the roads together like a span of horses.  Mary married George Willson, Olive married J. William Gray.  J. William live successively in Pelham, Prescott, Shutesbury and Orange.  Both Mary and Olive have passed away.  After Horace Stacy’s death, his widow married John Baker of Shutesbury and, after some years, Mrs. Baker died in Shutesbury.


Following the Stacys, tenants, transients occupied the house until it became uninhabitable.  I recollect two families:  the Joel Cutting family consisting of Joel, his wife and little Susie; and the Solomon Kenfield family, consisting of Solomon, his wife and little Georgie.;  Mr. Kenfield was dark, black-eyed, and Mrs. Kenfield was blue-eyed rousse.  George was the picture of his mother; but she averred that “Georgie acts just like Solomon did when he was a boy.”  She was a wonderful walker, but afflicted with salt-rheum of the hands.  “I can’t work with my hands,” she would say, “but I kin travail.”


A long hill between Horace Stacy and Joel Grout houses, years ago darkly wooded on both sides of the road.  Looking backward, a vista, the bright opening through the trees at the foot of the hill where the wood began.  The Joel Grout house, a well constructed two-story building, was undoubtedly erected in the latter half of the eighteenth century.  Joel Grout was a prominent citizen and town officer.  His pubic and family records and biographical sketch of his missionary son, Aldin,, are in Parmenter’s History.

Succeeding the Grout family, was the Leprelate Dean family.  There were a number of children, but we have not yet the complete list.  One of the daughters married Lansford Gates, another Olney Gaylord.  One daughter, Angenette, is still living.


Next, Fred Dane and his wife who, before her marriage, was  Miss Shaw of King Street.


Next, the Nickerson family—the children, Sylvester, Sarah, Edwin, and William.  Sarah and Edwin, in my early memory, attended the Valley School.  I have only one recollection of Edwin, as a school boy, walking home from school one winter afternoon, a red woolen scar about his neck.

Then Henry Cook, a son of Nathaniel, bought the place and, with his wife Louisa (Ray) Cook, lived there many years.  They had no children of their own, but brought up those of others—Richard Ward, a relative of both, and, later, Mary Ries and Nellie Patrel.  Mrs. Cook, before her marriage, was a teacher.  One of her schools was in the old building which formerly stood on Pleasant Street, a little north of the present site of the Amherst National Bank.  George Cutler, Jr. was one of her small pupils there.  After Mrs. Cook’s death, Mr. Cook remained in the home awhile, but in his  last days was cared for by his sister, Mrs. Mary Staples, in Amherst.

When the Deans lived on the place, there were cherry trees in the front yard.  The maples now growing there were probably planted by the Danes.  Henry Cook built the wide, handsome wall south of and not far from the house and along the east side of the Pelham and Shutesbury Road.  He also dug the present well.  The Rocking Stone, remote, but familiar to many, is on the Joel Grout farm.

Our journey’s end is at the Joel Grout place.  Silver Street formerly ran entirely in front of the Grout house, which faces southy, and continued till it sloped down the hill to Pelham Hollow.  But that portion of the road through the eastern part of the Grout farm has long been discontinued and is well nigh forgotten.  The newer road from Pelham Hill to Shutesbury—Sewel Fales remembered when it was built—passes the gable end of the dwelling.  The barn is south-west of the house, in a corner at the intersection of Silver Street and the Pelham-Shutesbury Road.

Charles L. Ward, wood and lumber dealer, bought the place of the Cook estate for its fine timber growth, but has renovated and improved the house, retaining only the main part and it has furnished a comfortable home for more than one family of tenants.

Thus we have traveled up the Valley Road and Silver Street.  Many have traveled up these ways to reach their homes.  But whether dwellers in the Valley or on Silver Street, all went up the Valley Road.  So they passed up the Valley Road, the road toward Home.






For Old Home Day







Sept. 14, 1929







M. Louise Brewer
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