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... · -~·C)u,·· oo:SOOBD■-<fr~ 
~ - . ~-. we Jaave ~ nfene41i0 '1118 cberml"« voi.:· 
'ume, wldch only llll9ds 1i0 be aeen 1iO be l800gDfncf 
~- one of the malt beautiful of '1lle Naaoil's pres-· 
ea1iatlc>D boo1m. , ltiB Gbana II IIOt, llU 1118' of 
llbmy gorgeous'_ giftboob-, ephemeral. II is per­
manen1;i flnt -from 11iB apecla1 81lbjeot, and sec,. 
Gidly ·rrom '118 4ellgh1iful way m wldch lbat aub­
;tect II tnatetL ne book camt11 with lt a aroms 
of peculiar deltgbfi. Concord 18 lib ~e other place 
ID Bew BDglaDd. There ID&J' be QtllU places as 
beautiful in their way i there are others, parJlaps, _ 
of more lmportanee la.,._ Comrncmwealtlli and . 
we lmowthere are hu.ndredll ~ plaoea where th!f8 
11 more aotne Dfe 1iO t1le squm footi but with an 
these acJm18110DB, Concor4 8'01 "81DafD8 a place ot 
'8peCial charm, 1ihe result and ccmaequenoe or more 
·eaaaea tban we care to ana1pe. Its pi~qui-­
aeu and a oertalD q~taeaaot~Tlllage ___ 
alwaJS been DOtlceCl b)' vianors, D.O ma-~­
what part or t'lle •be . they may Jlave 
~me. Added to thta is the 11avor o.f 
"BnolutiOD&l'J' history, 'and the ata;IOBphare ere-. 
ated ~ tbe dall1 lives and pnaenoe for yeam · 
of three or f~ o.r Ille giants in Ameri0&1' . 
Uliel'atllr'9 ~ 11-pd Hawthorne, uul E~ 
and nioreau, and 1ihe Alcolti8, father and daue:Ja:.: · 
ter, and the work tha~ t11eJ did here ha8 made U; ~ 
literary llecca for all time. ~ sketcflea haft. 
au tile accmacy of pho1iographa, together 11'1111 . 
tbat charm of color aad-life which a photograph 
neve:r poaeesses. n~ ~thor is a restdent of Con.­
eo-rd, and a dweller ill one of lts hist.orlc man;; 
&ions, ~ 1a 'thoroUghly acquamted :nth every 
nook and. corner of ihe town, u wen· as ever.r· 
legend tba'° belongs_. to lhem. ne task wh18h 

. · she assumes of guldlng readers to tbe plaoea-made 
famous bJ pen 1111d sword is a labor of love. She 
tells us b.ow·the pilgrimage ab.ould be 111ldertaken, 
and what sboUld be seen. We visit wltll,: her the 
ancient laddmarks which belong t.o'the past gen­
erations, and the more modem onee, wblch h&Te 
even more interest; t;o the multl111.de. ~ t.ext; Is 
accompanied by a series of u'q1lfsitlp illustzatiou, 
nearly all of them newa abous tb.e t.own, and is 
eleganfily printed on choice paper, and beautiflll-
ly bound. . · 
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OLD CONCORD 

HER HIGH\V.i\YS ~~ND BY\VAYS 

.~A. SPRIXG day ,Yith free range through Old 
Concord; then, if ever, con1es that peace of body 
and n1ind that selclon1 blesses n1ortals. It n1ay be 

that the legendary aro111a of the an1icab1e settle­
n1ent bet,Yeen our enterprising fathers and the 
original o,Yners, has pern1eated the old to,Yn. 
Certain it is that over the hon1esteads and fields 
broods a deep and abiding content. \\~hen all 
things shall con1e up for a final adjusttnent in the 
last great l)ay of days, it seen1s that Concord 111ight 
be gently passed by, and allo,ved an1id general 
dissolution, to hold herself together untouched. 

Other places suggest the hand of the inriovator, 
and the in-letting of a little vitalized blood; Con­
cord never. To,vns, villages and cities gro,v up 
and flourish around her borders, a,vakening no 

9 



IO Old Concord. 

enYy, not e,·en surprise. She kno,Ys it all, being 

keenly aliYe to ,Yhat is going on in Church or 

State. \\.ith a not unpleasing indifference to 

n1aterial progress, she adjusts her opinions on 

every subject, considers this adjust111ent final, and 

rests by her riYer, gentle, sluggish and persistent 

as herself. 

To accon1111odate the restless ones \Yithin her, it 

is said the neigh boring city of B1
-- ,Yas founded. 

Hither go at early da,Yn, to seek a n1ore stirring 

life an1ong n1en, such as find their craYing strong 

upon thcn1, but they return at night, ,Yith a glad 

~lea111 in the eye, breathe " Concord " o-ratcfully 
...., - b J' 

and are satisfied. 

The best \\·a,· to sec Old Concord is to take a 
J 

lo\\· phaeton and an easy-going horse; ,Yith a 

superb indifference to ti1nc, to start ,Yithout the 

\Yorry of choosing your road. In any direction 

you \Yill find rich fields. ..--\.rrangc that the expedi­

tion be 11.1ade in a clay ,Yith a sn1art turn-out, and 
J 

YOU \Yill return at nig-ht, v-our n1ind filled "·ith a 
J ...., J 

surprising array of tablets, inscriptions, a :\Iinute 

l\Ian, a battlefield, a glin1pse it n1ay be of the ri,·er, 

a curiosity shop, an alarn1ing n 11111 ber of grave­

yards, a sculptor's studio, homes of fan1ous \\Titers, 
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Her Highways aud Bywa;,s. I .., .:, 

as badly mixed up as the children in '' Pinafore; " 
and you call all this Concord, and · \Yonder that 

people n1ake such a fuss oYer it, and \Yhy you took 
the trouble to con1e OYer to see it, and ,Yish ·you 

had struck off son1ething from the list your ,Yell-
1neaning friend in to,Yn had given you of things 
you n1ust not fail to see, so that you n1ight have 
reserved tin1e '" to do " Lexington also. 

No; the carriage n1ust be easy to ride in, and 
easy to get out of, for frequent studies; it n1ust 
only hold t,Yo persons, you and your appreciative 
friend, ,Yho beside a little kno,Yledge of the to,Yn 
must also possess the rare gift of occasional silence. 
T'he horse n1ust not be an1bitious to get on. He 
n1ust be reasonable, and not take it ill if occasionallv 

J 

you forget his existence and leave hin1 tethered 
beyond the time, ,vhile you gather the secrets of 
the to,vn. It ,vill take several days to h do" 

J 

Concord in this 1nanner; lazy dri,·ing about 
here and there, as your spirit \Yills, intervie,Ying 
the old residents, \Yho, in the seclusion of their 
ancient homesteads, are delightful indeed, and 
1nost valuable to you in your search for authentic 

records. 
There are no hazy "n1ay-bes" about the to,vn 
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and its history; no elaborate dressing up of tradi­
tion. Everything is as open as the clay for your 
inspection, and the bright sunlight of truth ~hincs 
through it all. \'" ou arc left free to study, search. 
and explore to your heart's content. Xo one i~ 

surprised that you haYe con1e; no one urge~ you 
to stay. Here, if in any spot on earth, each is n1as­
ter of his O\Yn n1OYen1ents, and lord of hi~ tin1c. 

The indulgent reader \Yill kindly understand that 
these sketches "·ill not atten1pt to rc-,,-rite Concord·~ 
history, nor estin1ate anc,Y her literary life. They 

J J ., 

,Yill treat of so1ne of the old to,Yn ·s un,Yrittcn spots, 

and n1uch that n1ight escape the general sight-seer. 
But any study of Concord, ho,YcYer slight and 
methodless, n1ust contain 111uch of the past cent­
urv's life so closely intert,Yined ,Yith that no,v 

J ., 

going on in these quiet streets, and recognize 
the subtle influence of the in1n1ortal three ,Yho 
\\Tote, lived and are sheltered here in death. 

No sound greets us other than the crooning and 
clucking of the fo,Yls, picking their ,Yay across the 
road, one eye on the carriage and its occupants, 
and the occasional "cav,"" of the adventurous cro,Y 
hungrily threatening the adjacent n1eado,v. The 
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Her Highways and B;11t/aJ1S. Ij 

old gnarled apple-trees cast picture~quc shado\\·s 

on the grass of the door yard, ,Yhich ·is guiltless 

of fencing, and O\"cr the old hon1esteacl as guilt­

less of paint. \\·e dra\\· rein; quick footsteps are 

heard in the little entry; the door is thro\vn back, 

and our hospitab1e hostess ~n1ilingly bids us 

enter. 

·· I)o let us see the · ~luster R.00111,' * ,. ,,·e cry, 

"and tell us the story there.'' for this is the Colonel ., . 

J an1es Barrett hou~e, and \\"C ha Ye con1e for the 

record of the o1d ho111estcad during the acti\·ities 

of the eYentful nineteenth of .-\priL I ii5· 
\\.ith the directness of a child, and the quick 

utterance of one ,,·ho kno,,·s her story \\·ell. and ., 

enjoys telling it, :\Iiss ..:\. u~hers us in, and offers 

for our acceptance high-backed rockers. but \\·e 

hasten to the delightful "·indo,Y-niche~, and \"cry 

soon \\·e are no longer li,·ing in to-clay, but a past 

century clain1:-; us . ., 

Colonel J a1nes 

(\\·hose father liYcd 

\\"as born in IjIO. 

Barrett. her great-grandfather 

before hin1 in this old house), 

l·le ,Yent throuo-h the I~""'rench 
b 

,.._ The.: " '.\1 u~tc.:r Room·· is the !ower front room a~ ~ccn in tb· accomp:myin~ ,·iew of th.: 
house. It has two front windows and 11nc on the sic!e. The age.: of the hou:.t: is no: known 
i.t has a:ways bet:n in tht: posscs:-iun of the.: Barrett fami:y. 



18 Old Concord. 

\\:" ar, to co1ne out "·ith in1paired health. In the 

threatening tin1es pr~ceding the historic nineteenth, 

the in1portant duty of buying the proYincial ~tores 

,,·as entrusted to hin1; he kept a portion of thcn1 

carefully under his personal superYision. He held 

also the responsibility of exan1ining the soldiers 

and of enlisting then1. Thi~ \York \\·as ahYays 

done in the roon1 in \Yhich ,,·e \Yere sitting. 

Hence its nan1e -the " :\I ustcr 1{00111:· (I'here 

is a curious hole:, shaped like a thrce-leaY1.xl clo,·er, 

oyer the door; ~Iiss ..:-\. paus:~s in her de~cription, 

to tell us that her father said it \Yas cut there ,Yhen 

the house \Yas built-for \\·hat purpose, other than 

Ycnti1ation, the Yisitor cannot in1agine.) 

\Yhcn the 13ritish soldiers (a detachn1ent under 

Captain Parsons being sent to the Barrett hou:-:e: 

for the stores, and to take Colonel J an1es) \Ycre 

heard coining, the old 1nother of the Colonel \Yas 

alone in the house. The fan1ily had urged her to 

flee to a place of safety, but the plucky old lady 

·said, "Ko, I can't liYe yery long any,yay, and I 

rather stay and see that they don't burn do\\·n the 

house and barn." 

One of the descendants of the Colonel giYes it 

.as his opinion that probably t,Yo con1panies \Yere 



sent to the house - about one hundred and fifty 
J 

n1cn. (Shattuck's History states three c~n1panics.) 

Captain Parsons stepped up, " :\ladan1, I ha\·e 

orders lo search your house.'' 

" You \Yon ·t destroy private property? " asked 

the old lady, not flinching. 

~ITE <>F THI•: <>l.Il HI >l"SE, \\"HERE THE J:t,:.ITI:-11 SIii.i >I ERS I1R:\:\' K 

FRU'.\l THE \\"EI.L~ .:\XU '• TOR\" J:I.ISS" \\".\:-:. !-El·'.X. 

" ~ o ; ,ve ,Yill not destroy priYate property, but 

,ve shall take anything and eYerything \Ye find that 

can be n1adc into an1n1unition, or any stores. and -
our orders are to take Colonel J an1cs l~arrctt:' 

Early in the morning, "·hen the first ne\YS 0f 
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trouble to con1e, ,vas heard, the n1en in the Barrett 

fan1ily ploughed up the land south of the old barn, 

in ,Yhat is no,Y the kitchen garden~ a space of about 

thirty feet ~quare, and "·hile one led the oxen. the 

others follo,vcd and dropped into the fuITO\Y the 

n1uskets that \Yere stored in the house- then \Ycnt 

back and turned the earth over thcn1, thus conceal­

ing then,. They carried the n1u~ket ball:,; into the 

attic and thrc,v then1 into an en1pty barrel: near 

by \Yas another barrel about three quarters full of 

feathers; these they turned over the balls. ,,·hen 

searching the house, a soldier, spying the barrel, 

thought he had a prize, and thrust his hand 

into the feathers, stirring then1 up. ...-\n officer 
exclaimed crosslv, H You fool You! \\ ... hat do vou 

.I .., ., 

expect to find there!" Jeers instead of con1-

1nendation being the soldier's lot, he stopped short 

in his investigations, and our forefathers had cause 

to bless that laugh of the Briton. 
c... 

There· ,yas a little trunk holding son1e pe\\·ter 

plates, very near the barrel. ..-\ soldier seized one 

end of this, lifted it and cried out, "This is heavy," 

preparing to break it in. The Co1onel~s old mother 

said i1nmediately, "'[his is priYate property; it 

belongs to a maiden lady in the family " - so. 
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h11il,li1w with a c11p11la, "" th;~ 1•xtr,i11w ri~ht, j._ tilt' 11111 T11w11-ho11sl', The :mlclic1·s in the fon•g;rc>111111 arc thu Jlritish marchin~ to \'ictory I 





Her Highwa;1s and BJ''ii:,,ays. 

according to the pron1ise fortunately secured fron, 

the com1nancler, it ren1ained undisturbed.· 

On the first alarn1, the Colonel ·s son Stephen 

(,vho, the fan1ily record in the old Bible tells u~. 

"·as born in 1750) ,vas sent to Price Place (the 

cross roads ,vhere four roads n1eet, no,Y ca1led 

Prison Station) to tell the n1inute n1en ''"ho ,yere 

hurrying fron1 Sto,Y and Haryard, and the Yicinity, 

not to go do,Yn the road by the Barrett Hou~e. 

but to take the great road i!1to to,Yn to the North 

Bridge. Hen\" long he \Yaitcd at his post, tradition 

saith not. but "·hen he can1c back he passed around 

the house and entered the kitchen door. ..-\ Briti~h 

officer n1et hi1n a~ his foot crossed the thrcsholcL 

laid hi:-; hand on the young 111an 's shoulder, ancl 

~aid. '" I haYe order::; to take YOU in iron~ to 

I .......... ' ,-1 ~ 11 ci ~ · 
.-1 .. ~' '"' •• 

His quick-,Yitted granc.ln1othcr started up and 

cried: " ~ o, this is 1ny grandson. This is not 

Colonel J an1es Barrett; you 111ay take him if you 

can find hin1.'' 

1 ... he soldiers, hungry and ch.!fiant, a~ked the old 

lady for something to eat. She, ,Yith 111anncr as 

kindly as if n1ini~tering to the necessities of friends. 

brought out pans of n1ilk and set before then1, ac-
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con1panied by s\\·eet loayes of bro,yn bread, saying, 

" \\. e are con1n1anded in the Bible to feed our ene­

n1ies." ... --\fter the,· had eaten the bread and n1ilk. 
J 

one soldier offered her n1oney. She refused ,yith 

dignity, saying, "It is the price of blood.'" He 
then thre,Y it into her lap. 

The old barn that ,vas then standing, ,yas about 

forty feet distant fron1 the hou~e. 1'he lane "·as 
J 

the san1e as the pre~ent driYC\Yay~ "·hich is quite 

close to the hon1estcacl. The ~olcliers ,yere going 

to burn the gun carriages there (the best ones had 

been saved by carrying them to Spruce gutter_). but 
the old lady begged them not to do so, for she 

feared they ,vould set fire to the barn. Her pluck 

had conquered their respect, and her kindness had 

made then1 gentle; and they dre"· them to the 

side of the corn barn. a small building about ten 

feet square, nearer to the road, and close to the 

lane. Here they had their conflagration to suit 

then1sel yes. 

The tradition is that one of the soldiers "·ho 
searched the house can1e back and stayed several 

J 

"·eeks ,Yith Colonel James. l-Iis na1ne is believed 

to be Trott. 

.And no,Y l\Iiss .i\.'s Yoice held a tremor of tender 



?-
-.) 

scntin1ent as she related the story of the pretty 

daughter of the house of Barrett. :\Iilicent "·as 

the granddaughter of Coionc] J an1c~. the daughter 

of his ~on J an1es \Yho n1arriecl and settled in the 

,___ ____ ---------------···. 
I 

_J 

next house to,Yard Price Place. ::\Iil1y, being 

young and pretty, it n1ust be ackno,vledgecl, had 

learned ho,\" to coquette, and, so the story goes, 

had captivated~ \Yhile on a Yisit to relatiYes in 

Carnbridge, the hearts of son1e Briti~h soldiers 
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,vhom she met in the cotillion and minuet, the 

dances of the day, especially fascinating one of 

the officers. 

She used to tease hin1, ,Yon1an-like, to tell her 

ho,v they managed their 111ilitary affairs, and ho,v 

they n1ade thci r cartridges. 

He, n1an-like, told her the n1anner in ,Yhich they -
1nade cartridges, adding if they should find out in 

England that he had given her the secret, he \Yould. 

on his return, lose his head. (But it seems he had 

already lost that ! ) 

"-\fter the eventful nineteenth of .. --\ pril, she can1e 

hon1e to her father"s hou~;e ar~d. \Yon1an-like again, 

at once proceeded to put her kno,Yleclge into 

good results. She gathered all her n1ates about 

her, and told then1 the secret ; and busily the -
v-oun o- fin o·ers fle,Y, forn1i no- after the directions 
J b b b 

given by her 13ritish S\vain, the cartridges that ,\·ere 

to saye her braYc country111en. '"fhe scissors that 
J 

she used \Yere in the ()Id South l\Ieeting House, 

but have been given to the Concord Library by ~ 

cousin of the heroine. 

'"fhe shado,vs on the grass are lengthening fast; 

the fo,vls that have been so noisily busy, begin to 

trail back across the road, thinking of t,Yilight and 
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rest, ,vhen ,ye come into the present century once 

111ore, and realize that \\·e n1ust lcaye th~ charn1ing 

old house. 

" But first \"Oll 111ust hear the story of that knoll - -
yonder,'· cries ~Iiss .-\., pointing out the ~ide ,,·in­

clo,Y. \\·e can sec nuthing but sun1e tree~ in the 

di~tancc. and \\"e ~a\" ~o . .. 
·· It i~ the ~itl: of another stopping-i:1ace of thl: 

British solclier~:· ~he :--aid i:1 her quick. earnest \\·ay. 

dett!rn1ined to lea\"e noth~ng untold that ,,·e n1ight 

need to kno,,·. ·· .-\t that tin1e there ,Yas on the 

ri$e of ground next to thi~ hon1e::--teacl a hou~e 

occupied by San1uel Barrett and fan1i1y. Ht.! \\·a~ 

the only gun~n1ith liYing in thi~ Yicinity. and n1adl: 

the flint-lock gun~ for the n1inute n1en. It is :--aid 

that at early cla,Yn of the nineteenth of .-\pril a 

1nan on horse back, supposed to be · 'Tory B1i~~: 

stopped by this old house, and pointed significantly 

to Colonel J a111cs Barretf s house. 
"There \Yas a \Yell near the chYc11ing at the foot 

of the tree. Herc the British soldiers stopped and 

took long refreshing draughts; as they drank, a 
,Yon1an in the house held up one of the children to 

let hin1 see the troops. 
" Tradition says," continued :\Iiss A., '• an aid 

J 
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n1an in the fan1ily ,Yho "·as clo\\·n in the village 

that n1orning, in the n1id~t of the sudden tun1ul t 

,Yhen those quiet farn1crs beca111e detern1inecl fight­

ers, expressed hin1self very plainly about the British ; 

instantly a rough soldier threatened to kill hi111-

to be 111et ,Yith the reply, ~ There is no need of 

your doing that, for the Lord ,Yill saYe you the 

trouble in a very short tin1e, for I a1n too old to 

Ii \·e long."' 

\\. e seen1 to be hearing the fearless "·ords of the 

old patriot as ,re driYe by the quiet n1caclo"·s, so 

eloquent of deeds. We haYe dropped helples~ly 

into the past. EYery inch of ground traversed 

brings us nearer to a n1ine of history and tradition 

- the to,yn's centre. 

I'hc sites of the n1il1-pond, the n1ilL the old 

block-house and to,Yn-house. are now· coYcrecl bY ., 

the business of the to,Yn. Trade has taken pos-

session of historic ground. To this centre, "·here 

the throbbing secrets of those perilous tin1cs ,ren.: 

,vhispered ,vith bated breath, the farn1er of to-day 

comes to talk oYer, at the post-office and the store, 

the affairs of the "·hole ,Yorlcl, discussed in the last 

ne,Yspaper. 

The "Ebby Hubbard house," as it \Yas called, 
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,vas beyond the corner on \\'P alden street. Here 

\\~as a large quantity of grain and an1111unition 

stored on the nineteenth of "'~pril, · ,Yhich the 

British destroyed by thro,Ying into the 111ill-pond. 

Malt ,Yas n1adc on the Hubbard place; the o1d 

malt-house at the encl of the house proper, bcir1g 

blo,Yn clo,Yn in the Scpten1ber gale ; the house 

\\·as pul1ecl do,Yn in I Si-+· The old hon1cstcad 

fro1n the first sheltered a patriotis111 beyond ques­

tion: for Years after \Yhen Ebenezer. or h Ebby:· 
J . J 

the nan1e he carried an1ong the to,,·nspcoplc, inher­

ited the old place, he ~a\·cd eYery cent that ,Yas 

pos~iblc fron1 hi~ hard earning~~ to accon1plish his 

cherished desire that a :-;uitablc n1en1orial should 

n1ark the spot \\·here the ProYincials stood on the 

day of the fight, and that the old X orth Bridge 

should be replaced by a fitting structure. He died 

as he liYed, alone; the neighbors found hin1 sitting 

in his chair one n1orning, but the o1d patriot had 

passed on. l'his \Yas in r 8jo. Carrying out the 

provisions of his ,Yi 11, the year r 87 5 sa,y the :\Iin ~1te 

l\-lan "telling the story in granite and bronze " to 

an eager n1ultitude ,Yho thronged the ne\,. Korth 

Bridge to honor the nation's birthplace. 

\\.hile one detachn1ent of the British soldi<:rs 
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\Yas thus destroying the stores taken from the 

"Ebby H ubbarcl" house, a second \Yas sent to 

Colonel J an1es Barretf s house, a third \Yas guard­

ing the Old South 13ridge (the site of the present 

Fitchburg J{.. I{. bridge on l\Iain street), and the 

fourth ,Yas at the X orth Bridge. 

'fhc :.\Iill-poncl occupied the n1eaclo,,· bl't\,·een 

Hey,Yoocl ~treet (then "Potter's L.anc ··) and the 

:\Ii1l-d~n1 and Lexington and \\. aldcn streets; the 

site of the old 111ill bein()" no,.,. coycred bY the <>-ro-
~ J ~ 

cery store. 'f raclitions linger around the old tnill. 

One is· the foll O\Yi ng : -

\\.hen the soldiers entered to search for stores. 

the n1illcr put each hand on a barrel of n1eal. ~ay­

ing, "T'his is rny property, and you ha\·e no orders 

to cli~turb priYate property," thereby saying by his 

self-possession n1uch that ,Yas intrusted to his 

care. It appears. in reYie,Ying the history of Old 

Concord, that all the people \\·ere quick-,Yittecl on 

that eyentful n inetcenth of .. -\ pril. ... -\11 honor to 

the n1inute n1cn, and braYe en1battled farn1ers, but 

\Ye n1ust also ackno,Yledge that the ready tact and 

sturdy fl~arlessness of those ,Yho \Yent not up to 

battle helped "t0 hold the to,Yn that day." 
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in by the Bedford thoroughfare and the 

turnpike rL!n:1ing fron1 Concord to IJt:xingt< ,n. i:-i a 

thread of a road. _-\s it runs a\\·ay f P.>n1 either of ., 

the high\\·ays \\·hich it connect~, it secn1s to cll.'1ight 

in nothing so n1uch as executing a ~c-ries of cur\·e~, 

\\·indin6 in and out a1nong the ficld:-i, and around 

an occa~ional rocky ledge, \\·ith inclifferenct: to the 

order a \\·e11-behaYi.Xl ru:id \\·utdd be :-iupposed to 

o b:-ier\·e. It is a ro~:cl run riot. _-\ ncl ". hoeYer 

dri\·e."' clo\\·n its alder and birch-bordered length, 

or kno\,·s it:-i beaut\" enou 0 ·h to JJrefer a \Yalk ., ~ 

through it, feels at once a:-; frulic~un1e and care-

free a:-; the ,,.J.yfaring it~clf. 

It sugge:-its the antic:; of a ]an1b, or the fre~h 

j oyou:-iih.:~s uf a chi}cl, \Yi th his hands full of daisie:-i, 

in a S\\"cet 1~nglish Jane. 

The ideal of quiet; up-springing life healthful 

and 1 uxuriant. yet abounds on all sides._ 'fherc i:-; . ., 

plenty of enterprise in the farn1s stretching off on 

33 
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either hand; all things blosso1ning and giving 

fruit ,Yith evidence of being \Yell cared for. 

Young trees assert then1selves n1ost pictur­

esquely in that old gnarled orchard back of yon­

der stone \Yall. 'fhe very bushes by the roadside, 

based by the clun1ps of ferns, gro,Y greener, s,Yectcr 

and n1ore \Yholeson1l! than in any other road of our 
J 

acquaintance. Ho,y inexpressibly fresh the air! 

Long ago, so one is told by the "oldest inhabi­

tant,, (that conYenient incliYiclual "·ho shoulders all 

our slips in accuracy), a negro slaYc, freed and sent 

to Boston bv his n1astcr, built a little cabin on the 
~ 

plains, as the open fields \YCrc then called. He 

\Yas kno,Yn to hi:-; to,Ynsfolk as " Old \""irginia:· 

... ..\t this tin1e it \\"as a n1ere footpath that ran by 
the door of the little cabin, and it soon bccan1e, in 

Yi11age parlance, the " Old \ ~irginia I.Jane," ,Yhich 

nan1e it retained for n1any years after the to,yn had 

,Yiclencd it. 

It i::; at tin1cs ~o narro,Y, and it has acquired 

such a trick of doubling and t,Yisting, that the 

traYclcr c:roincr fron1 the Bedford road is not sur-o b 

prised to conic suddenly 1.1pon a sn1all house ,Yith 

its adjacent barn that appears to block his progress, 

suggesting the unpleasant thought that he has 
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n1istaken his ,Yay, and is after '1.11 n1aking straight 

into son1ebody's door-yard. ~-\. fe\\· st~ps, ho\\·eyer~ 

and the road opens again to his encouraged Yie"· 
around the house, into apparently endless ,Yinding~ . 

... -\. tidy little hon1estcad of the pattern so con1n~on 
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in Ne,v England as to be describable by the hun­

dred, 1neets us at the gentle slope; and presently 
,ve co1ne upon t,Yo poplars gaunt and grin,. seen1-
ing to say, ",ye guarded the hon1estead that you 

seek." 
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"\\"' e n1ust belieYc thcn-1," ,Ye exclain1, and dra\\' 

rein, to pay tribute of re~pcct to their undoubted 

connection "·ith 'I'horcau. \\"'c are clciightecl to 

find it all true; that the house in ,Yhich Thoreau 

,Yas born, ,Yas n1oycd son1e tin1c after\,·arcl fro111 

the shelter of the poplars. to its present po~ition of 

tree le~:-; \,·astc . 

.. -\ little n1orc of doubling and ,Yinding, and ,Ye 

~cc the house, an ugly, square flat-faced clon1icile. 

giYen np to a foreign clen1ent that s,Yarn1s in and 

out its old door. But nothing can undo the fact 

that ,Yithin its ,Yalls the nature-poet first sa\\· the 

light of clay. So ,Ye gaze rcYerently at the unpict­

ure~que shell of a habitation, and detcrn1ine to see 

if po~~ible it:; interior . 

. -\ surly dog responds to our in~inua~ing rap on 

the door, by running around the house~ piercing 

the air ,Yith short, ncr,·ous bark~, thus ha~tening 

the approach of the good ,yon1an of the fan1ily ,,·ho 

· cuffs hin1 for his pains and turns a pleasant face 

to us. 

She \Yillingly assents to our request to see the 

old house, and ,Ye step OYer the threshold, the dog, 
not,Yithstanding his rebuff, carefully at our heels, 

and "·e are soon \Yithin the front room at our left, 
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,Yhich \Ye half belieYe is the apartn1ent \Yhcrc 

T'horcau \Yas born. .-\s authori tics diff cr, ho\\·ever, 

\YC n1ust sec the other roon1 that clain1s the honor. 

and \YC beg the privilege. T'he good ,,·on1an hL:~i­

tates, then bursts out, '· 'Tain't decent to look at, 

\\·e keep our oats and apple:-; and odds and encl~ 

there. rn1 a-going to fix it up and paper and paint 

it ,,·hen n1y son gets tin1c, but., -

'· If ,,·e only n1ay," \YC interrupt the strean1. She 

s111ilcs and relents, and pre~ently \Ye arc over the 

stairs and \Yithin the roon1. Xeithcr of the apart­

n1ents is in the least interesting. 1'hc house is 

nut o1d enough to be quaint, and nuthing of its 

interior call:-; for a description. It i:--i 'Thorc~u\; 

birthplace; thi:s i:--; it:-- on'.y ciai1n for attention. '.\-~ 

pa:--s out silently, and rc:-,;~1n1c our journey. 

_·\t cYery cur,·c of the old road. ,re :-,;l'.cn1 to drop 

son1c pcstL:n ng care : \,:c arc so sh n t off fron1 the 

,,·orlcl'::; hip:}1,yay, that \\·c ha,·c ab::,;o1utcly forgotten 

the gnat-like clcn1ancls upon our li\·cs. It is as if 

"·e \Ycre free once n1ore ,Yith that sccurit,· that \Ye ., 

do not ren1cn1ber since childhood. .-\ncl no one 

shall sar us '"nay·· if \Ye loiter blissfully '\\·1v~re \Ye 
j ., J 

,,-ill. The next n1on1cnt - and \\·c turn :--:harpiy 

into the broad high\\·ay ch~,-erly concealed by one 
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of the usual curves. I...ife once more takes us up 
,vith a " \\'"hy haYe you tarried so long? '' and \\·e 

are on the turnpike leading to Lexington . 

THE TA BI.ET U~ THE. HLt.: 1-'F. 

. . ... .... 
. . .... . : 

•·::. .. ·.· 

Once on the broad thoroughfare and ,ve are in 
the clutches of the spirit of unrest again. \\" e can 
no more resist her, than deny adn1ittance to the air 
that enters our lungs. 
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"Only a bit further to the tablet on the bluff. 

\\"'hat a pity to come so far and leaye it unseen," 

says our con11)anion ,Yheedlin~lY- so \\"C are crra-
J ....., J t, 

cious; particularly as .our inclination points that 

\\"aY also. 
J 

Before "·e reach the bluff, "·e can ~ee the guide 

board beyond, at the junction of t,Yo road~. It 

tell~ u~ that '· both road:-; lead to L.exington." On 

the green ~,Yard unck:rneath~ lies stretched a lazy 

pilgrin1, fan1ili2.r1y called "a tran1p.~· \Yho cloubtle~s 

oppn..:~:-::cd by the actiYity calling for a choice of 

roads, conclude~ to sleep oYer it. \\·e can ahno~t 

feei his sullen eyes upon us. querying the l;atc that 

\Youlcl gh·e us a carriage ancl deny hin1 one: bt!t 

in the shaclo,Y of the tablet telling of our ance:-;tor~· 

courage, shall \\"C be afraid? .-\s long as our tra111p 

nioYes not, \\"C ,,·ill stay and get our record: -

TH IS BLt"FF 

WAS t"SED AS A RALLYIXG PUIXT 

BY THE BRITISH 

APRIL 19, 1775. 
AFTER A SH.-\RP FIGHT 

THEY RETREATED TO FISKE HILL 

FRO:\I WHICH THE\" WERE DRl\"EX 

IX GREAT COXFt:SIOX. 
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Ho,Y difficult to belieYe that this same stonv, ., 

dusty thoroughfare once echoed terror to the quiet 

d,Yellers ,Yhose hon1es lay in the path of the de­

stroyer. Fancy ho,y gay they ,Yere, those conquer­

ing eight hundred soldiers fresh from the n1assacre 

at Lexington, and jubilant over the easy Yictory 

before then1. But the re:reat - ,Yas there eyer 

such another! Sore, defeated, confused, they hurry 

fron1 the concealed fires of eYcry bush, till they are ., ., 

routed on this bluff, to scatter in a panic-stricken 

rush for their Ii \·es. 

'I'he blood in us stirs this n1ild spring day as ,Ye 
go OYer the story iearned so long ago in the ,Yel1-

th un1 bed books of our childhood. X ot eYen a 

gentle bird giYing son1e deprecatory aclYice to her 

rnate as to the location of their first housekeeping 

Ycnture. nor the soft spring air playing through 

the thicket cro,Yning the slope, can soothe u~ into 

our usual habit of n1incl. 

· \\. c ,Yonder if it is the best thing, after all, to 

record our Yictorics on the face of X aturc, chang­

ing the peaceful hun1 of the cricket and the sono­

rous call of the rustic to his laz,· oxen. into the ., 

clash of the ba Yonet and the rattle of 111 usketrY, 
., .I 

and n1aking it delightful to feel biood-thirsty. 
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\\Te remark as n1uch to our con1panion "·hose 

eye glea1ns, as "·e feel that our o"·n is_ glean1ing. 

She sits straight in our ancient Yehicle, and says it 
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all ,Yith stiffened Yertebr~. \Yithout uttering a ,yorcl. 

"\\. e cannot quench History:' 

But our tran1p is stirring. and "·c n1ay be 

quenched~ so \\"e turn ingloriously, and rattle back 
, "k ., over tne stony ·· p1 ·e. 
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.r\fte1 a day ir~ Old Concord, no one is justified 

in surpri:;c at con1ing upon a tablet. ..: \nd no 

n1atter ho\,. n1any tin1cs one reads the in~cription 

on one of these constantly recurring granite blocks, 

there i:-; ah,·ays an inYolunt~ry pause (un1e:--s hurry­

ing to catch a train) in their Yicinity. It is ~ornc­

tin1es a trifle unco1nfortab1e to bl! so historically· 
J 

surrou ndcd. ..-\ t present ,Ye ar:.! in q ucst of a11 
such lancln1arks. So ll:aYin.~ thl! tablet on the 

bluff and ~de::;un1i1~g our course to\Yarcl Concord 

Centre. ,,·c \Ye1co1ne another at the junction of the 

Lexington and Bedford road:-; : 

\IL'I> I \'I~. ('(")!),---r•1.> . r .. '- ~ ., ::; . J'-·-" r .. 1"\.. 

RETRE.-\TIX<~ FR~:\I TIIE 

< 1: .I> ~t >RTH J:RI I)( a; 

i:\" THE :\I EX t>F Ct >XCt>R ! > 

.A~1> J>Rl\"EX l"XI>ER .-\ HIIT FIRE 

TO CI L\ RLI•::--Tt l\\"X. 

Set back fron1 the road, its side close upon the 

Bedford thoroughfare, is a square, dingy yello,,· 

house \Yith a lean-to and venerable doors. It is 
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picturesque from the road, its door-yard guarded 

by t,Yo flourishing trees of a later date; . and fron1 

this point appears ,Yell-built and able to easily stand 

the strain of another century. But turning into the 

Bedford road, the house suddenly belies its braye 

front. and seen1s to be on the Yerge of decrepitude. 

.-\. second glance, ho,YcYer, sho,Ys us that it is only 

a se:ries of out-buildings clinging to each other till 
the ,Yorcl to drop con1es, ~shen they ,Yill probably 

all go loyally as one. 

Here \Ye catch a glimpse of a round, good-nat­
ured face at the ,Yindo,Y, and ,Ye approach the 

house, and beg for the local traditions. Th\.! 

n1atron, ,Ye find, is pleased to tell us, and the good 

n1an of the hou~e corroborates it all, the informa­

tion being dra\\·n from the descendants of the old 

fan1ily, the original o,vners of the house. Con­
densed it reads like this: \\.hen the good ,,·ife of 

the :\Ierian1 household heard the drun1s of the 

approaching foe, she ran and barricaded the front 

door \Yith chairs, but the soldier~. hungry and crns~. 
pushed it open and found their ,vay to the kitchen, 

\\·here, sniffing the hot johnny cake in the brick 
oyen, they dre\\" it out in a trice, \\·hile t,Yo of 
their nun1hcr hurried to the barn to n1ilk the co,Ys. 
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::\Iean,vhile "the girls" of the fan1ily, rushed across 

the road (\Yhich then ran oYcr the present corn-fic1cl) 

and hid in the clun1p of quince bushes gro\Ying 
near the site of the barn put up by the present pro­

prietor, \Yhi1e other n1cn1ber·s of the household dug 
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up fron1 the a~h-pit in the C(;llar the store of silYcr 

1noney (thirty dollars) there concealed and carried 

it to a place of ~afcty. 

The n1ilkcrs at the barn \Yere prcscn tl y alarn1ed 

by the sound of the approaching Billerica n1inute 
n1en, and they retreated in haste, \\·ithout the com-

J . 
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fortable breakfast they anticipated. ..-\s they strag­

gled off precipitately H Slo,Y :\Ierian1:· as he \\·as 

called, one of the sons (" neYer ,,·as kno,,·n to be 

fir~t in anything/' in the \\"Ords of our narrator), 

took do,Yn his old gun and deliberately ain1ed_ at 

an officer. " He has n1ore stripes on than any of 

the others,'' he said, eYiclently intending to n1ake a 

brilliant anzcntic for his slo,Yness. 'The British sol­

diers hurrying off oYer the Lexington pike turned 

and ga ,·e the old house n1any randon1 shots. One 

bullet pierced the east door. The hole has been 

fiilecl up, but the n1ark 1nacle by the builct is easily 

seen bY the visitor. The old brick o,·en that 
J 

baked the :\Ierian1 's br(:ad a century ago, is still 

baking a fan1ily loaf on certain occasions, and the 

quaint closets o\·er the shelf ,,·hose doors open in 

the centre. and the -~ corner closet.'' shelter as thev , . .; 

did then, household articles of yarious kind~. It 

is like 111an y another old Concord chYelling, just as 

fit to liYe in n0\Y, as it \\"as in the old clays, and 
. ~ 

holding t,Yicc as 111 uch con1f ort as any of our 

"Queen .. -\nnes," or nondescript ~, Yillas." 

\\7' e are sorry to go, but the originator of the 

Concord grape, Ephrai1n \\·. Bull, has expres:-:ed 

himself \Yilling to recciYe U!".-, and \\·e repair to his 
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chYelling, ,vhich, to use a 1oca1isn1, "is just 
. 

a piece 

up the road." "He is in his greenhou~e! of course.·~ 

says n1y companion, ,Yho kne,Y of hin1 by hearsay. 

"Oh! I hope an1ong his grape~, .. \Ye cry. ...-\nd 

,,·e are right. 'rhere ~tancls the old 111an, kindly, and 

keen-eyed, of n1iddle height, and tough, sine,yy build. 

He has the face of a ~cholar, a ~hrc:\';cl 111an of the 

\Yorld, and a loYer of ~ ature. He i:; self-pos~e~~ecl 

as a ruler OYer a large don1ain, yet !;ate has de­

creed hin1 a s1nall pittance of thi~ \Yorld·s good~. 

He is royally happy. and not a cloud din1s his out­

look on n1en and things. \Yhon1 he ,Yatches ,Yith an 

observant eye, prepared as fe,Y are to keep abreast 

,Yith the tin1es. \\.ith a sin1plicity that is charn1-

ing. the old 111an receiYcs us, and going on ,Yith his 

,York of rrcntlv JJrunincr his bcloYccl Yines he o-iycs b ., .:, 1 b 

us quiet deference, and listens patiently to eyery 

,Yord. ,,-e speak of the Concord grape, and find 

th~t ill health proved to hin1 a blessing, for it droye 

hin1 fifty years ago to this hon1e and occupation, 

and n1adc it possible for hin1 to slo,Yly eYolYe the 

precious fruit fron1 the "·ild cun1berer of the ground. 

The story is fan1iliar to all - ,yould that eyery 

one n1ight hear it fron1 the old 111an·s lips. \\. e 

are glad to ren1en1ber as ,Ye listen, that public 
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ackno,vledgmen t has been n1adc of the value of 
the Concord grape, and, at the san1e · tin1e, due 
honor ,yas given to its originator. It is pleasant to 
think of one instance, at least, ,vhere appreciation 
is pai~ to the liYing, and Fan1e has a chance to be 
en joyed by the one "·ho has earned her fayor. 

The queer little house ,Yith its lean-to that looks 
as if it ,verc built to encourage the greenhouse. is 
really s01ne,vhat con1n1oclious, as a fan1ilv of ten 

- J 

children ""as brought up ,Yithin its ,valls. That 
the sons and daughters tarried no longer in the 
hon1e than early youth. n1ust be supposed, in order 
to belieYe the story. 

J 

\\·c have, by dropping in an1ong the Concord 

grape-Yines this pleasant n1orning, happened upon 
rich findings, indeed. \\''" e are delighted to learn 
that so n1uch of the vicinity of the old garden \\·here 
,ye stand is teen1ing \Yith traditions for us. Concord 
being the shire to,Yn, and the stages running up 
and do,vn over this old road. quite a lccal business 
in the n1emory of our friend, naturally sprang up 
here. One must al,yays ren1en1ber that in the orig­
inal settlement of the to,vn, the first houses \Yere 
built bet,veen the n1ill-cla1n and l\Ierian1's Corner, 
on the north side of the road, up against the sand-
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hill, ,vhich afforded protection fron1 the ,Yinds and 

storn1s of ,Yinter, and allo,vecl then1 to be n1ore easily 
J 

constructed. If onh· this old road, as it ,vas then, -
could be reproduced for us ! 13ut the 1nost slender 

accounts of the original appearance of the settlc­

n1ent, arc al1 that n:n1ain for u~. \\. c can reach 

back quite far, ho\\"CYcr, to credible tales. The 

n1cn1ory of our friend, of tracli tions told to hi 111, 

supplies n1uch that is interes~ing. 

Old :\Iontifucro, an Italian, lived on the espla­

nade 111id \Ya v bet\\"een :\Ierian1 ·s Corner and :\Ir. 
J 

Bull"s house. He n1adc confections and a certain 

kind of cakes, quite as popular as the " Election 

cake '' of training-clay reno,Yn. :\Ir. Bull relates 

that on a sad recital in :\Iontifuero·s ears, of the ill 

health of good l)r. Ripley, he looked at first syn1-

pathetic, then brightened up. " If he die, ,Yhat a 
lot of cakes I \\·ill sell," anticipating the big cro,vd 

dra,yn to the to,vn. 

One French, ,Yho ser,·ed in- the Reyo]ution, lived 

at one tin1e in l\Ir. Bull"s house. He ,vas a black­

sn1ith, and his shop "·as in the corner of the grounds 

next to The \\:--ayside \Yhich it adjoins. He 1iYed 

there till t,Yo years before :\Ir. Bull can1e, \Yhich 

,vas in 1837. 
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In the corner of Love Lane, ,Yhich strikes off 

from the Lexington road opposite The \\ .. ayside, 

stood a large Headquarters for the stage dcpart­

n1ent ; the letters \Yere distributed by the stages and 

taken up fron1 the deputy post-office for this quarter. 

"·hich "·as kept in the little square house. fnrn1ing 
the n1ain part of The \ , .. ayside, ,vhose tin1e of build­

ing antedates all traditions. In this little hou~e 

liYed one San1ucl Hoar, a tnan ,vho can1e fron1 

Lincoln, a ,vheehYright by profession. The story 

goes that he liYed and died in the belief that ,Yhen 

he died~ his spirit ,vould pass into a ,vhite horse. 

(He ,vas evidently trying to eclipse the forn1er occu­

pant of the chYelling ,Yhon1 Ha,vthorne has n1ade 

in1n1ortal by recounting his fixed belief that he had 

found the secret of perpetual life.) Hi~ shop stood 

in the angle of the old stone ,Yall adjoining the 

grounds of our friend :\Ir. Bull. I...ong years after, 

it ,va~ cut in t\\·o. one half being attached to either 
end of 'fhe \\Tayside. 

J 

... -\fter,vard a Col. Cogs,vell, of Grafton. \Yho ,yas 

born in i\Ir. Bull\; house and ,vhose fath{!r ,,·as an 

officer in the R .. e,·o1 utionary \ , .. ar, bought 'fhe \ \ .. ay­

sicle. He n1oved \\ .. est, and subsequently sold the 

place to l\Ir ... -\1cott. 
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Here lived the "Little \Vomen " - Jo, l\Ieg, 

Beth and An1v - and n1adc the little old house 
.,/ 

a cheery hon1e indeed ! Here Joe scribbled, and 
.. A.1ny ,Yrestled ,Yith her fine ,vords; here ,Yas Beth's 

little cottage piano, and here l\:Ieg n1othered then1 
all ,vhen dear l\Irs. ~larch "~as a,vay. In 1852 

Nathaniel Ha,vthorne bought the place, nan1ing 

it "\\·ayside," the ... --\lcott fa1nily ren1oving to 

Boston. 
\\. e recall the prefatory letter to a friend accon1-

panying the "Sno,v l111age" in ,vhich Ha,vthorne 
,Yrote, "\\.,. as there ever such a \\"Cary delay in 

obtaining the slightest recognition fron1 the public 

as in my case? I sat do,Yn by the -zoaJ1side of life, 

like a n1an under enchantn1ent, and a shrubbery 
sprang up around n1e and the bushes gre,Y to be 

saplings, and the saplings became trees, until no 

exit appeared possible through the entangling 
depths of n1y obscurity.'' HI.s son-in-la,Y, George 

P. Lathrop, quoting this in a published article. 
adds, " ... --\lthough the nan1e ' I'he \\.,. ayside; applie:-; 

to the physical situation. Ha,Ythorne probably al~o 
connected ,vith it a fanciful syn1bolism. I think it 

pleased him to conceive of himself, even after he 
became famous, as sitting by the ,vayside and 
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observincr the sho,v of human life ,vhile it flo\\·ed .:, 

b l . ,, 
Y 11 m . ., 

The last ron1ance \\'ritten by Nathaniel Ha\\·­

thorne. \Yas "Septimius Felton," the scene of \Yhich 

is laid at "\Vayside." 

The great Lexington road has little changed 

since the days "·hen the \\·onderful ron1ancer de-., 

scribed it in the opening pages of this last book of 

his. There is the same " ridgy hill/' along \\·hose 
foot-line the early settlers planted their hun1ble 

d,Yellings, substantially built for the n1ost part, as 

those houses n1ust be that are to shelter one's chil­

dren's children; yet primitive enough "·ith an1ple 

opportunity left to those ,Yho con1e after, to extend 

or to alter as prosperity and civilization n1c;iy de­
n1and. 'fhis turnpike - "pike " in the vernacular 

of the oldest inhabitant -connected the centre of 
Concord, the county to,Yn. or "shire,'~ ,Yith Lexing­

ton, its near neighbor, after\\·ard to be dra,Yn into a 

closer relationship by reason of the bloody baptisn1 

of ~--\pril 19, Iii5· 
Rose Garfield lived in a small house, says Ha,\"-., 

thorne, ·• the site of "·hich is still indicated bv the -
caYitv of a cellar,* in ,Yhich I this very JJast sun,-

~ ., 

;. Thi$ i:; the cleprc:-sion at the end of thi.: Larch path on \\"ay,.;id~ ;::rounds. 
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n1er planted son1e ~unflo,Ycrs to thrust their great 

disks out fro1n the hollo,Y, and all urc the bee and 

the hun1n1ing-bird.'' l{obert l-Iagburn 1iYccl, so the 

ron1ancer tel ls us, in a house " a h undrecl yards or 

so nearer to the Yillage... This ,Yas the Orchard 

House; the hill. n1aking a little detour, as it ,Yere. 

fron1 the road, the d,Yelling being set in this curYe, 

and thus dra\vn back fron1 the ,yayfaring. 

Septin1ius Felton d,yelt in a "t,Yo-story house." 

Ha,Ythorne tells us, "gabled before, but ,vith only 

t\\·o roon1s on a floor, cro,vded upon by the hill be­

hind." ( The \\ .. aysicle.) '' ... -\ l"!ouse of thick "·alls, 

as if the projector had that sturdy feeling of per­

manence in life ,vhich incites people to n1ake 

strong their earthly habitations." Perhaps this 

•· projector,'' by son1e occult la,y of heredity, handed 

do\\·n through the years his belief in the perma­

nence of life, as a bequeathn1ent to Septimius. It 

,yas, he tells us," an ordinary d"·elling of a ,Yell-to-do 

Ne,,· England fanner, such as his race had been for 

t\\·o or three generations past, although there ,verc 

traditions of ancestors ,Yho had led lives of thought 

and study, and possessed a11 the erudition that the 
universities of England could bcsto,,-:· 

1"he Larch path Ha,Ythorne laid out at the top 
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of the gentle slope that rises from the ,vayfaring; 

fo1lo,ving that ,Yinding curve n,ade by the road as 

it breaks a,yay from the straighter line and the 

turnpike. ""~long its outer edge, the ron1ancer and 

his ,Yife planted the slips of trees brought from 0.ld 

England, scarcely able to realize, e,·en in a Yision, 

the ,vealth of foliage, and the graceful, tren1ulous 

pendants that no"·, on a sun1n1er day, conceal the 

path fron1 the curious gaze of the passer-by. In­

deed could Ha,Ythorne see no\\· his old hon1e, "·hat 

surprise ,Yould oYertake hin1 ! X o bare hillside 

,,·ith a scanty gro,vth of infant trees and shrubs to 

n1ark its su1nn1it ,vhile bending in discouraged 

fashion to the storn1v north ,Yind, but a bra\"e, 
J 

I uxuriant forest, cro,Yning \\·ith layish beneficence 

eYery undulation, till at last on the upper height 

it raises triun1phant arn1s to the sky abo\'e. 

Dra"·n back fron1 the Larch path, and ,Yithin a 

stone's thro,v of the old apple-tree on the la,vn that 

furnished a ,yealth of bloom (his favorite flo,ver) for 

his friends to stre,,· over hin, on that :\lay day "·he1! 

the great ron1ancer ,vas laid to rest, is the Ha,v­

thorne path, on \\"hose crest one comes suddenly 

upon the supposed site that Ha,vthorne in1aged as 

the burial-place of the young British officer. 
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1"he dying youth, his brilliant uniforn1 stained 

,,·ith the life-blood that ,Ya~ quickly t~bbing a,Yay 

his young life. \\·c ren1en1bcr, begged Septin1ius to 

bury hi1n here. \\"here he fell ; Yoicing his longing 

for quiet rest in the "little old church at \\'"hitnash, 

\Yith its lo,Y gray to\\·cr, ancl the old ye,\·-tree in 

front, hollo"· ,yith age.'' 13ut as that could not be, 

he begs again. '" Bury n1e here, on this very spot . 

.L.\ soldier lies best \\·here he falls:' And so 

Scptin1ius obe)·s. 

Still further on oYer the ridgy crest one follo,Ys 

the ribbon-like Indian trail, as " Ha,vthorne's path" 

,vinds along its narro\,. ,vay. George Parsons 

Lathrop speaks of it: " It is as if Nature refused 

to obliterate the trace of his footsteps," and follo,v­

ing it, one con1es at last to the shado,v of the "Big 
Pine,. and the " I-la,Ythorne Seat" at a little remove 

in a crro\"e of youn<rer trees. 
~ - ~ 

l1~ro1n the top of this hill, a good vie,v in Ha,v-

thorne·s day, cou1d be enjoyed, of the neighboring 

country sid~. NO\\' tl1e tree~ are ~o tall and thick, .,, 

and the intcrYening shrubbery so intrusi,·e~ that 

the out1ying landscape is shut uut. 

Ha\Ythorne ahYays expres~(:d a great fondness 

for the scene that lay before hi1n as he dai1y paced 
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back and forth across th is h il 1 top. h l''here is," 

he says, "a peculiar, quiet charn1 in these broad 

n1eado,vs and gentle en1inences. l''hey are better 

than mountains. . . . .-\. fe\v sumn1er \Yeeks 

an1ong mountains; a lifetime among green n1eadon·s 

and placid slopes, ,vith outlines forever ne\\·, because 

continually fading out of the n1en1ory; such ,Yould 

be n1y sober choice." 

The Orchard House, :\Ir ... -\lcott's hon1e after he 

sold The \\'.'"ayside to :\Ir. Ha\\·thorne, is sepa1·atcd 

fron1 it by a rustic fence ,vhose present state is 

more a shado,v of the past than a reality. Here 

the father gardened, held conversations. "·rote his 

poems, and originated the School of Philosophy. 

'fhe daughter opened the golden \Yay to Fan1e and 

Fortune bY the realistic dran1a of " I...ittle \\.T on1en."' ., 

that ,\·as in1111cdiately set up on the stage of eyery 

quiet hon1e-centre. 

The old house no\v holds, in the presence of 

Dr. \\ ... T. Harris, a delightful influence strong and 

far-reaching to,vard the solution of the educational 

problen1s of the day. 

·· The Chapel" hanging to the side of the hill 

\\'ith philosophic calmness, annually re-filled the 

scholars ,vho gathered there "·ith the year's supply 
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of analytic \Yisclotn. 1\-Iany and deep \Yere the re­

grets \Yhcn the Concord School of Philosophy 

closed its door~. 

\ \" e pause beneath the knot of pines by the road­
side guarding the hon1e of Emerson, and this f rorn 
~- 'rhe Poet " springs inYoluntarily to our con1-

panion's lips: -

"The god:- talk in the breath of the woods, 
ThF-y talk in tht! shakc:1 pine, 

A ncl fill tht: long reach of tht:: ol<l ~c a:--hore 
\Yith dialogue di\"ine: 

'· And tht! poet who O\'erhcars 
Sornt: random word they ~ay, 

Is the fated man of men 
\Yhom the ages must ohey .• , 

And ,ve return for ans\Yer, "Neyer did the 'fated 

n1an of n1en ,Yho1n the ages must obey,' utter a 

truer note than this: -

"' He of g,Hlcl chl:!er. hr~n-e spirit; sttadfast1y 
Scn·e that low whisp1::r thou hast ~ervccl: for know 
G•Hl hath a se1ect family of ~ons 
".\" 11w scattered wide through e:irth, and t:ach alone 
\\"ho arc thy :-piritual kinclrt::lt. and each <>111.! 

Hy con:-tant sen·icc to that inward law, 
I~ wc:n·ing the cli\"inc proportions 
< lf a true m,march'~ ~ou1. lkaut\· and ::.trcngth, . -
The riches. of a ~potlcs:-- ilH::mnry. 
The eloquence of truth. the '.Yi~clom got 
Hy :-e:trching of a clear and lm·inp; eye 
Tlnt sct:th as Cm.l :--ceth. The:--e are their gifts, 
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And Time, who keeps God"s word, brings on the day 
To seal the marriage of those minds with thin~, . 
Thine e,·erlasting lon::rs. Ye shall be 
The salt of all the elements, world of the world.'~, 

75 

Half-,vay up the opposite gentle slope and dra,vn 
,vell back fron1 the road, is the old " ::.\Iinott House .. , 

'J'his d,Yelling \Yas on the corner of The \\. ayside 

grounds a century or n1ore ago. :\loved to its 

present position some eighty years since, and al­

tered to the chYelling no,v kno,vn to the to\\·n-folk, 

it is a place that \Yooes artists 111ost seducti,·ely; 

possessing the right pose on the hill-side, the proper 

drapery of eln1-boughs around its \\"Cather-stained 

,Yalls, and exactly the proportion of gentle dilapi­

dation, to n1ake a pleasing picture. 

The little street (I-Iey\\·ood) fronting the fine old 

fan1ily n1ansion t,Yo centuries old of the same 

nan1e, is identical ,vith " Potter's Lane." 

Continuing to,Yard the mil1-dan1 on the right 

hand side of I.Jexington Street, ,ve find an inter­

esting group of houses, one needing special men­

tion, the '' old Bro,Yn House: " built by Reuben 
J 

Bro,Yn, a harness-maker ,vhose shop ,Yas next 

to,vard the centre, and in ,vhose house cartridges 

,1/ere n,ade a century ago. ...\ fe,v curious bits of 
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this interior giYc a hint of the o1cl-tin1c quaintness 

of the house to those \\·ho care for the study of 
J 

such things. Passing clo,Yn the cellar stairs, one 

sees a sn1all square door in the \Yall, opening into 

a roon1 by the side of the chin1ney ten feet high 

Tl! E THOREAU CORNER. 

and about six feet broad, \vhere the bacon \Yas 

sn1oked, the fire being made ,vith corncobs. 
~-\ t the foot of the ceilar stairs. a bit to the right, 

there is the same s,Yinging oaken shelf supported 

by heavy iron chains that he1d the ThanksgiYing 

pies and " E1ection cake" so many generations 
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ago. Underneath it are the tw·o beams of oak, 

,vhere the cider barrels reposed. I'he " liYing 

roon1" \Yith its big fireplace is the fan1ily room of 

a century and a quarter ago. 'The old house \\·as 

inheritL:d bY the son. Deacon Bro,Yn; and thirt,·-
J • J 

t,Yo years ago it pas~L:cl into the hands of the fan1iiy 

,,·ho recently :-;old it to the .. ·\.ntiquarian Society. 

~Irs. C. tell~ us that :\Ir. E111crson used at one ti111e 

the uppL·r front cast roon1 ,,·ith it:; open fireplace, as 

a ~tud,·. Herc he ,,-rote n1an,· iecturcs and e:--sa,·s. -· ., 

'f'hc old house is no,,· occupied by :\Ir. C. I:. 

IJa,·is. \Yho ha~ 1110,·ed thither. b,· ir!,·itation of the . ., 

1\ntiquarian Society. a large, odd] .r-~s~orted. 111o~t 

interesting collectioii of colonial furniture. curi­

osities and relics, hitherto kept in scYcrai roon1s 

in the Court House. 

Here is the" 1"'horeau Corner.'' ,,·here are grouped 

the beds, the desk, the chair and table used bY the 
' ., 

Xature-1oYer in his hut at \\~ a1dcn and his other 

hon1cs. On the desk lie the paper-folder and the 

quill pen picked up ,vhere it lay after recording the 

last ,vords of Thoreau. 

No one should visit old Concord \Vithout paying 

tribute to the ~-\ntiquarian House, ,Yhose quaint 

sign in all the glory of fresh paint, s,vings allur-
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ingly from a cross-bean1 bet\Yeen the t\YO old trees 

fronting the d,yelling. 

~-\nd no,v "·e con1e a bit further up the road to 

the C' nitarian Church on our left, and next to it 
the fan1ous old \\.right 'TaYern once kept, one n1ust 

Sll.\T'lTCK'S STORE AND THE l'UBl.lC STURJ-:HuUSE. 

remen1 ber, by Oliver Bro,vn \Yho ,vas in the Boston 

Tea Party. Fronting the little park ,vhere stands 

the monument to the me1norv of the Concord n1en .. 
,Yho fell in the Civil \Var, is a long old building . 

.. A. century ago, the inh,~bitants of Concord sa,v 

over the door of the centre of this building the 

sign, D. Shattuck and Co., paints, oils and drugs; 
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one 1ong encl being occupied by :\Ir .. Shattuck as 

his residence; the other \\·as used as a pub]ic 

storehouse. T'his last acldi tion after\Yard becan1e 

Thoreau ·s home for a tin1e. 

" I do not dare to look at the clock on the 

church,'' says our con1panion. " I ... et u:-; ignore it:· 

But it is striking ~ix~ and \Ye ren1en1ber that no 

Yoicc of the church should fall upon the un\\·i11ing 

ears of the pilgrims, even though sorc1y ten1 ;Jtccl 

by the rich Yield of a" Concord clav." \\·e turn 
., ., J 

subn1issively to\\·ard ho111e. 



III. 

LET u~ first Yisit the I ... ibrary:' so proposes our 

con1panion at the breakfast table. On the part of 

the hun1blc chronicler of thc:-;c clays in Old Con-.., 

cord. there is supren1c delight. haYing, since our 

entrance into her riYer-girt borders, desired ju:;t 

this hour in her Library. The order is giYcn for 

the easy-going beast \Yho by thi::£ tin1e quite uncler­

~tands our erratic 1110Ycn1ents, and take~ no little 

pride in n1ceting all den1ands upon hin1 ,Yith gentle 

re~ignation, to be n1acle ready and \\·aiting at the 

door. 

::\Iany of our readers kno,Y \\·ell the hi~torY of 
.., J 

this great gift to the to,Yn. Through the ,Yisc 

forethought of a public-spirited citizen, esteen1ed 

for that sterling Yirtuc and keen intellect that 

n1arks NC\\" England character, it planted itself in 

the Ycry heart of the daily life of the people, ,Yhere. 

going or coming, to toil or to pleasure, they n1ust 

see its presence and hear the Yoicc fro1n its elo-



quent halls: "Come up hither; freely take, anJ 
learn ho,Y best to live." 

It is in1possible for the youngest citizen of Con-

IN THE COXCORI> UJ:R.-\RY. 

cord to forget the existence of the Library. Beau­
tifully placed, on the point running do,,·n betn:-een 
t,vo prominent streets, \Yith a little park in front. 
that the generosity of the donor has provided shall 
al,vays be kept open. the la"·n like a bit of English 
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grass for greenery and luxuriant smoothness, it 

appeals to the eye, and "·oos the senses. It is 

n1ost attractiYc of exterior . 

. ..\ n1ural tablet in the Yestibule tells the Yisitor 

that-

\YILL1_.-\:\I .:\IrXROE 

BORN' rx CoxcuRn. JcxE .2-1-. 1806 

Bl·n:r THJ:-; L1nRARY 

\VITH rrxn::; FOR ITS '.\L\IXTEX.-\XCE :\~I) EXTEXSIO~ 

FOR THE t·:--E OF THE IXH .-\ IHT:\ XTS 

l)F HJ:; XATI\"E Tn\•;~. 

On entcrino- the :\Iain Hall one naturally turns n 

to the left into the Reading R.00111 acln1irabh· 

adapted to its purpose. and \Yell supplied ,Yith the 

current n1agazincs and periodical~. 

Hen.! are scYeral hi~toric ren1inclcrs of Concord\; 

Qreat l)ay; a curious sketch of Concord Jail hang~ 

on the \Ya11. ...--\n explanatory note under it ~ay~: 

·· T'h\! jail in ,Yhich c;eneral Sir .-\ rchibalcl Can1 p­

bell and -- \\"ilson ,,·ere confined \\·hen takl:n 

off Boston by a F'rench Pri\·atecr. 'I'his sketch 

,vas n1adc either by Can1pbell or his fello\\· pris­

oner during their confinen1ent in I ii7•" 
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Here also hang the scissors used by ::\Iilicent 
Barrett in making cartridges during these n1e1nora­
ble days; and on the opposite "·all is a quaint hand­
bill eYidently circulated ,vith its fello,Ys to stir up 

patriotis1n in the young American blood, entitled, 
under a ro\\· of black coffins, " l3lood Y Butchery bv-., ., ., 

the I3ritish Troops, or, Runa,yay Fight of the Reg­
ulars,H and haYing so1ne n1cn1orial Yerses appended 
to those '" \Yorthics \Yho fell in the Concord Fight.', 

There is a fine, half-length portrait in oil O\"Cr 

the 111antel of Ralph\\' .. aldo En1crson, ,Yhose serene 

spirit broods oYer this reahn of thought, lending 
inspiration to the students and casual readers gath­
ered around the tables and in little groups through 
the roon1. 

The vie,Y of the :\Iain Ha11 giYen in the accon1~ 
panying illustration, sho"·s the alcoYe devoted to 
the Concord • ..\uthors. In its centre is the bust 
of the donor of the Library; on either hand the 
busts of Ha,vthorne and Emerson. In the fore­
ground, stands the statue of the :\iin utc :\Ian, one 
of Concord's greatest \\·orks, and ,Yhich she is 
never tired of honoring. Busts of Plato, .:\gassiz 
and Horace l\Iann, voiceless yet e1oq uent, are on 
the other sides of the Hall. 
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Here too the Yery children kno,Y there is a pres­

ence other than the silent books, the Yoiceless 

statues, and the subtle influence of the place. to 

help the111 up,vard; a \Yisc, kindly presence that 

shall enter into the needs o:f each, and intuitiYelY 
J 

supply thcn1. 

T'here is probably a larger nun1ber of books 

dra,Yn fron1 this Library than fron1 that of any 
J -

other to,Yn of its size in the C nited States. r:,·en 

the infants appear to be on1niYerous readers, judg­

ing by the returns of the librarian. To be born in 

Concord, presuppo~cs a loYe of hook~~ and the 

first inhalations of the air, it i~ said, introduce a 

yearning for the infinite; t,,·o or three Years n1ore . ., ~ ~ . 

and the urchin in knickerbockers, or the little 

n1aicl in a pinafore, trudges serenely clo,Yn the sn1all 

,Yalk fron1 the street, clan1 bcrs oYcr the steps. and 

de111ands ,Yith a tiny but \\"holly self-possessed 

Yoicc. the chosen book at the librarian's dc~k ! 

. " It stands like a beacon on son1e slender pron1-
'. 1 . ontorY. o )~er,·c~ our con1nan1on. 

- . L 

"\\.ith the life of both road~ surging up against 

it," \Ye add as \\"C con1e out and pause a n10111cnt 

in the little park to look up at the building. 

"\:7 es; and · then each tide goes its \Yay ,Yith its 
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hun1an interests purified and strengthened because 

of this ,Yatch-to,Ycr. ' ... 1ftcr life ·s fitful fc\·er · the 

n1an ,Yho thought enough of his fello,Ys to erect it 

must sleep "·ell, their benisons in his cars:' 

Do,Yn shado"·y Sudbury Street ,Ye pass quietly, 

cro:-;s the rJilroacl track. bet\\·ccn s,,·cct-scented. 

~111iling 111eaclo\\·s. follo,,· the cur,·c for a ~hort di~­

tance till \YC reach a Io,,· gray cottage \\·i th lat­

tice \,·i!1do,,· and broad porch. half concealed under 

spreading apple boughs. Off to the right stretch 

fertile fields; in front is the ancestral hon1e. I-l ere 



90 Old Co11cord. 

the young artist ,vise1y built his studio in the midst 
of influences best calculated to 1nake the divine 
art ,vithin him gro,v to its highest achieven1ent. 
Here his fello,v to,vns1nen recognized the 1ness~1.ge 

that the young "·orker had for then1. and proudly 
they intrusted to hin1 their greatest con1111ission. 
Herc ,Yas the i\Iinute l\Ian breathed into the claY. 

J· 

till the rough block spoke and told the story of our 
fathers· struggle for a hon1e and a country. 

Continuing on the road to,yard \\.,. alden Pond 

,ve are present} y entangled in a thick gro,Yth of 
shrubbery, through ,Yhich the faintest trace of a 

path is visible. Here the aboriginal settlers n1ust 
have d,Yelt in con1paratiYe safety fron1 their ,Yhite 
brethren\; cnYious eyes, so shut in is it, so thor­
oughly secluded frorn all haunts of men. i\fter 
assuring ourselYes oYcr and over in needlessly loud 
tones that \Ye are not afraid, \Ye plunge in, besto\Y 
a gentle ren1inder on the unresisting horse, and 
give ourselves up to our determination to find the 
site of 'fhoreau·s hut, the Cove, and as n1uch else 
as is possible, of Lake \\.,. alden. 

A ,vhirring in the bushes starts our resolution, 
and 111akes it pale a bit, but as \Ye cannot turn 
back because of the narro,vness of the path, \Ye 
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n1ake a sho"· of courage and dri\·e on ,vith tight­

ened rein. 

, .... -\ ,yoodchuck," suggests our con1panion, con1-

f orti n g:I ,· . 
.. .., J 

\\ .. e never kne"· \\·hat it "·as that di~turhed our 

peace; and presently after n1uch tearing of the 

carriage ,Yhc~ls through the undergro\\·th, and a 

corresponding an1ount of head-ducking to aYoicl 

the drooping untri1n1ned branches that insi~t in 

recklessly striking our faces, ,Ye con1c suddenly 

upon, not \vhat \YC foncll y hoped to see, but the 

railroad track! 

\\ .. e look into each other's faces in despair. 

·• \ ,. oulcl you attc111pt it? ·· asks one; "·hich one, 

shall ren1ain in obli\·ion. 

·· 'fhcre is no place to turn off; \Ye n1ust retrace 

our \\·ay if ,,·e gi,·e up, .. says the other. 

,. \\ .. e have con1e to see Lake \\ .. al den. and the 

site of Thoreau·s hut, and 'give up· as you put it, 

ha~n ·t a nice ~ound:' 

BY this tin1e ,ye are o,·er the track, and a sn1oth-
J 

ercd "toot., son1c,Yhere do,Yn the shining rails 

sends us at a brisk pace tearing a trail for our-­

selves through the forest. 

\\·al den Pond, 1 ying in a deep "·ood bet,Yeen 
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Lincoln and Concord, about a mile and a half 

south of the latter to,Yn, is nearly a half-n1ile long. 

:t.nd one and three quarter n1ilcs in circurnfcrence. 

It is beautifully located, fron1 ail points asserting 

itself n1ost picturesquely. £yen fron1 the railroad 1 

seen fron1 the S\Yift-speeding car, e\·ery glance 

reYeals a Yision of bcaut\y, an.cl a flash 0£ a bl tH 
J 

lake cn1bo,Ycred in an cn1erald thicket of pine and 

oak haunts one all the re~t of that claY. 
J 

But a nearer and 111ore prolonged Yie,Y, such c1s 

one gets oyer a boafs side in the centre of the 

pond, conYinces one that an en1cralcl tint also 

bciongs to the ,Yater as ,Yell as to the tree~; not 

so n1uch, as son1c \Yould tell us, fron1 the reflection 

nf the foliage in the boson1 of the pond, as to the 

peculiarity of the ,Yater coloring itself. 

One part of the shore rise::, quite abruptly fron1 

the ,Yater edge to son1e fifty feet, \Yhile on the 

o_pposite side the height is still greater, though less 

abrupt of ascent. 

\\. alden has not the grandeur of a lake in the 

n1idst of n1ountainous scenery •-that the fe,\' n1ay 

visit and picture to their ]e5s fortunate fello\\·s; 

it is a thought of God for the n1any, set on a 

thoroughfare, for the poor an j needy, for the little 
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children, for ,vhoeyer \Yill, to con1e and be refreshed 
by its beauty. It is a s,,·eet drean1 of Life"s possi­
bilities in the n1idst of dull leaden actualities; and 
that God did give it so freely, and keep it unspoiled 
fron1 man's i1npr0Ying :fingers, is a cause for the 
deepest gratitude in any one ,Yho looks do\\·n into 

its blue depths. 
N aturallv a tradition hovers 0Yer its silent bor-

~ 

ders. Before the "·bite men can1e, the Indians in 
holding a po\Y\YO\Y upon a neighboring hill, as high 
as the depth of the pond, employed much profanity 
to express themselves. In the midst of it, the hill 
quaked and ,vavered, and suddenly collapsed. 
Only one ancient squa,v nan1ed \Valden escaped 

the general ruin. 
The stones of ,Yhich the hill \Yas con1posed, 

rolled do,vn to become the shores of the pond 
that no,v opened to let the Indians and their 

naughty tongues dovvn to a bottomless pit. 
As the Indians ,vere rarely kno,Yn to be profane, 

or indeed to give their tongues n1uch license. this 
ancient tradition lacks credibility in one particular 
at least. 

People there are ,Yho aver that the lake is bot­
tomless. Thoreau, its best student and its ardent 
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loYer, says, " The ,Yater is so transparent that the 

botton1 can easily be discerned at a depth of 
t,yenty-fiyc or thirty feet.'' He also saYs. -

• J ~ 

" 'The pond rises and falls, but \Yhether regularly 

or not, and ,Yithin \Yhat period, nobody kno\YS. 

though, as usual. n,any pr~tend to kno,Y. It is 

con1111only higher in the ,Yinter and lo,Yer in the 

sun1111er, though not corresponding to the general 

\Yet and dryness." 
.J 

l'here is no discoverable inlet or outlet to \\. al-

den but, using again the ,Yords of Thoreau, ,. rain 

l d . '' anc sno,v an eYaporation. 

A beautiful curYe, as seen fro1n the Lake, in 

shape like a crescent, its \Yoocled slope gentle of 

ascent, shielding hin1 ,Yho ,Yould pace up and do,Yn 

by the ,Yater edge, fitly fran1es "Thoreau's CoYe.'' 

J t.!st far enough remoYed fron1 the transient Yisitor 

to \\. alden Pond, quite difficult of access through 

~he ,Yood~, it ,Yas yet easy for the hern1it poet to 

permit hin1sclf a Yie,Y of his fello,vs, \Yhon1 he ,Yas 

fond of studying \Yith a grin1 kind of pleasure. 

X o reel use of the friar·~ frock and sackcloth girdle 

,,·a~ he; nor \Yas he sent to ~olitude by the pangs 

of a nature preying upon itself, and crying out 

that all the ,vorld 111isunderstood hin1. Cheek by 



9i 

jo\Yl ,vith Nature eYcn in her 111erriest n1oods, he 

found hin1self, and neYer a little bird tripped acro~s 

his path but lingered to tell hi1n her happiest 

secret. .--\11 things breathed for hin1 their best life, 

giYing just as the sun~hine did, ,yarn1th and beauty 

to his soul, because he too ,~;as a child of the sun. 

------- ----- -------

-- --------------- ------- . - --- -·· ... , 

' -- ----- ------ ----- -----. 
TIIIJREAI:'s cun-: AT \\".\LIJEX l'CJXI>. 

brief period as n1en count tin1e -t,Yo years and 

t,Yo n1onths : but in the t\\·enty-four hour~ of each 
. -

day he passed a long uninterrupted life of thought: 

in \Yhich God alone ,yas his teacher: he in tura 

beco111ing teacher to other n1en ,Yho necessarily 
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must live in cro,ydecl n1arts, and toil in the heat of 

the day. " Like a voice crying in the ,Yilderness" 

\Yas his stern invective against all the in1moralities 

of 111oney-getting, and the deceptions of social life, 

suggesting a brighter day of cleanness of living, 

through the soul's recognizance of its o,Yn divinity. 

Thoreau neyer sent one into the \Yilderness to find 

this out; he \Yent hin1self, as thus to go \Yas the 

only thing that fitted his necessities, but he allo,Yed 

each one to discoyer the roy,tl road to happiness. 

Scorning to assume a teacher's seat, he ,vas essen­

tially a Doctor of the La,Ys of life. and the chair 

in \Yhich he \Yas placed by "·illing scholars, \Yas 

endo,Yed by the Alma l\later of us all - l\Iother 

Nature herself. 

A curious pile of stones no,v- n1arks the spot 

,vhere Thoreau's hut \Yas built bv hin1self. It is 
.; 

interesting to note that these stones have been 

brought here singly fro1n the edge of the Lake by 
the syn1pathetic hand of each visitor. Sometime, 

let us hope in the near future \Yhen those yet re­

n1aining ,Yho kne,v and loved hin1 can voice their 

syn1pathy ,Yith the 111overr1ent, there is to be a more 

enduring expression than this pile, that shall tell 

the passing stranger s01nething like this : -
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Here ,vas Thoreau; here he liYed apart fron1 
n1en those days and nights, developing ~n the light 
of Nature, and taught of God, \Yhen his soul gre,v 

apace. 
\\.hy did Thoreau turn fro1n the haunts of men, 

J 

to a life in the ,Yoods ? His O\Yn ,Yords tell us: 

" I ,Yent to the "·oods because I ,Yi~hecl to li\·e 
de1ibcrate1y, to front only the essential facts of life, 
and sec if I could net learn ,vhat it had to teach, 
and not, \Yhen I ca1ne to die, discoyer that I had 

not lived. . . . I ,vanted to live deep, and suck 
out all the n1arro,v of life. to live so sturdily and . ., 

Spartan-like as to put to rout all that ,yas not life, 
to cut a broad s,Yath and shave close, to dri\·e life 
into a corner and reduce it to its lo,Yest tern1s, 

and, if it proved to be n1ean, ,Yhy, then to get the 
"·hole and genuine n1eanness of it, and publi~h its 
n1eanness to the \Yorld; or if it \\'ere sublin1e, to 
kno\,. it by experience, and be able to gi_ve a true 

account of it in n1y next excursion." 
\ \·hv did he choose \\'" al den for the scene of his ., 

Yoluntarv isolation? Hear hi1n: "vVh\·, here i~ 
J ., 

\\:-alden. the san1e ,voodlancl lake that I discoyercd 
so n1any years ago; \\·here a forest ,,·as cut do\,·n 
last ,,·inter another is springing up by its shore as 
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lustily as ever; the sa1ne thought is ,Yelling up to 

its surface that ,vas then; it is the sa1ne liquid joy 

and happiness to itself and its l\Iaker, ay, and it 

111a Y be to n1e.'' 
J 

.. -\fter a yariety of amusing and original expe-

riences in \Yhich he becon1es the possessor of 

boards and nails, this n1an of the \Yilderness, he\\·­

ing the tall and stately pines, consenting that none 

other shall supply the rafters for his chvelling, at 

last has a S(!n1i-public raising, and beco1nes, to use 

his o,Yn \Yords, '"a squatter" by the Pond. 

" :\I y house \\·as on the side of a hill, i1nn1ecliately 

on the edge of the larger \Yood, in the n1idst of a 

young forest of pitch pines and hickories, and half 

a dozen rods f ron1 the pond, to \Yhich a narro,v 

foot-path led do,Yn the hill." 

E,·ery littie iten1 of expense attendant upon this 

ne,Y Yenture in housekeeping, is put do,Yn 1nost 

carefully, and giYen ingenuously to the public. To 

meet a part of this outlay, he plants t,Yo and a half 

acres of beans, a con1n1odity th2t his association 

and training taught hi1n could not fail to be 

salable. 

The cabin \Yas furnished \Yitl~ a simplicity that 

n1atched its exterior. Part of it \Yas Thoreau's 
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o,Yn handi\\·ork; the "bed, table, chairs, desk and 

,Yriting utensils" being gi,·en as an illustration 

in the description of the " 1"horeau corner" in 

the ... -\ntiquarian House. " In short," he says, " I 
an1 conYinced, both by faith and experience, that 

to 111aintain one~s self on this earth is not a hard­

ship but a pastin1e, if \Ye liYe sin1pl y and ,Yisely.~' 

He is Yery careful to add, "I '\Yotllcl not ha\·e any 

one adopt n1y 111odc of Jiying on any account, for 

beside that before he has fairly learned it I n1av 
J J 

haYe found out another for 111,·sclf. I desire that 
--

there n1ay be as n1any different persons in the 

,Yorld as possible; but I ,Youlcl haye each one be 

Yerv careful to find out and pursue hi.; O\\·n ,YaY." 
J J 

To interpret the n1essage of \\ .. alden Pond to 

the hun1an heart. one should stud,· her often, dur-
. J 

ing n1any seasons, and through n1oods as changeful 

as the shifting lights that play upon her surface. It 

is rarelv that one can abide by her as did Thoreau 
J J 

- the message is sent to most of us in another 

\Yay. \\-e, looking do,Yn into the 1nirror of her 

clear innocence, take it thankfully, and go our \Yay 

into the thick of the \Yorld again, helped ,Yhere \Ye 

needed he 1 p. 



IV. 

FoR a little tin1e pilgrims n1ay put aside the 

clain1s of the Concord River; but the days are 
J 

nun1bered. Go \Yhither one ,Yil1, threading the 

rose-brier and alder-bordered lane, or tra\"ersing 

the broad public thoroughfare; plunging into the 

sequestered spots in search of the ren1otely his­

toric, or sitting at the feet of son1c n1odern sage or 

brilliant literary light - one is kept in and through 

it all distinctly conscious of the presence of the 

liquid high,Yay, do,Yn "·hose silent surface he niay 

glide, and find in the gc:.1tlc flo,Y of the strea111, and 

the shifting beauty of the shore, that repose and 

inspiration that eYcry \Yell-n1eaning I ifc den1ands 

for itself . 

• ..\n idyllic day in Concord presupposes some 

touch of the RiYcr. It is possible in launching 

one's canoe fron1 the little landing-place by the 

l\Iinute l\Ian, to lose the thread of existence that 

connects one ,Yith the ren1ainder of humanitv, bid-
"' 
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ding thcn1 a serene good-by as your bark leaves 
the shore, and floats off through the lily pads to 
revel in solitude. It is by no n1eans a selfish 
enjoyn1ent. You becon1e acquainted ,Yith your 
O\vn nature as you are shut in by the bank on 
either side, to the mirror of this shining strean1 
that seen1s to be scanning you ,Yith the clear eyes 
of truth, and luring the best possibilities ,vithin you, 

to becon1e sturdy realities. 
It is the gentlest of teachers, and leaves the 

pupil unconscious of being led, ,vhich is the most 
exquisite of all influences. You only kno,v that 
uncharitableness and kindred sins seem to drop off 
and float a,vay fron1 you do,vn the stream to dis­

appear in yonder shallo,v curve ; you are even 

sorry that you "·ere cross to the book agent "·ho 
called at your door in the early morning to be sure 

of finding you at home, and you have a vague idea 
that you ,vere responsible for that flu1.:ry ,Yith the 
cook that arose on your daily round through her 
departinent, that day. Before starting on this 
expedition, you ,Yere quite sure that she alone of 
all the \\·on1en created, ,vas the n1ost trying and 
persistently eYil creature; but no,Y, the \Yild beat­
ing of your righteous indignation dies do\Yn to a 
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sluggish rhythn1, in tune ,Yith the riYer, and you 

are gently sorry that you gaye her tcn1ptation to 

air her tongue. 

But your ren1orse, ho,YeYer salutary, 111ust be 
J J 

gentle. X one of the stiff breezes that stir up a 

harro\\·ed conscience to a bitter rcsun1c, b1o"· upon 

your soul here. The liquid n1elody as your canoe 

glides on through the ,Yater, 111ingling ,vith the 

note of the ,vood-bird shaping his course by the 

river, suggest~ hope and peace together "·ith your 

s,Yect contrition; and you s1o,Yly prepare, ,Yhile 

lazily manipulating your oar~, for n1eeting life on 

the n1orro,Y, in the proper attitude to,Yard all n1en. 

For the n10111ent you do not eYen care \Yhere 

you arc going. The fierce spirit of unrest that 

takes possession of the sight-seer, has no hold 

upon you. In due tiine, you arc confident, you 

"·ill con1e upon the n1eeting-placc of the rivers, 
into t_he sacred precincts of the lh.·111 lock:-;, over by 

the Island, and into stately FairhaYen l3ay. You 
J J . 

are content to float on and bide Your tin1e, and 
J . 

absorb all that is a part of your liYing present. 

There are \Yild, aclYcnturous pilgri1ns ,Yho rush 

up and do,Yn this liquid thoroughfare. You n1cet 

thcn1; they arc distressed at its placidity, and 
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because there is nothing "going on," but them­

selves. The shado,v of the hen1locks to the1n is 

an insipid ,vashcd-out darkness, ,vith not a hint 

of a ruin or buried ca\·c to relicYe its dullness. 

Nasha,vtuck tablet on Egg l{ock is so111ethii1g 

like "·hat they ha,·c con1e to see, and they pu11 up 

beside it. "·ishing there ,yas 111ore of it. But their 

restles:--ness is ~oon o\·cr. like an unca~y drcan1; 
. J 

and only the ripples caused by their departing boat. 

rt:n1ain to tell that the,· h:1.,·c cli~turb<:cl Xaturc in 
J 

f .. 1 ,. 1 f ... ·1· . one o .. lh.'r n1o~t c t:11g 1t u! l1ic 1n~ nlace:--. 
~- ~ L 

1<.i,·c.T. ,,·hose "·atcrs borck:rcd the happy hunting 

grounds of the fir~t O\\·ner~, has its rise. through 

one of its branches, in Southern Hopkinton, and 

the other in a pone.I and a cedar S\\·an1p in \\''" cst­

borough~ and after traversing n1any to\\·ns, for 

son1e of \Yhich it forn1s the boundar,· line, it 
~ 

empties itself, s,velled by the North or · ... ;\ssabeth 

River, into the l\Ierrin1ack at Lo,vell. It has a 

sluggish, scarcely perceptible current; at Jo,v-,yater 

mark the stream is from four to fifteen feet deep, 

being t,vo hundred feet ,vide as it enters Concord, 

and three hundred ,vhere it leaves the to,Yn. So 

the historian tells us. 
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Bet\\?een these figures and topographical facts, 

lies a ,vorld of beaut\'·, history and ron1ance. \\.hat ., ., 

food for legend-hunters; ,vhat rich 111aterial ,Yait-

ing by this gently flo,ving high\Yay, for the his­

torically inclined; ,vhat echoes of conYerse held ., 

by the in1n1ortal 'fhree in the ten1p1c not n1ade by 

hands, and arched ,Yith the son1ber hen1locks ! \\.ho 

sails the Concord, finds these ,Yaiting for him, if his 

ears are but attuned to catch the sounds. 

Thoreau interpreted the \Yoods and lakes around 

Concord, ,vith her river, to his to,Ynsn1en and the 

stranger alike; opening up ne,Y beauties \\·here 

there ,vere eyes to see . Another, l\Ir. George Brad­

ford Bartlett, ,vith the love of one born and bred 

,vi thin her borders, the son of the revered physician, 

is fitted, as fe,v are, to follo,v the Nature-poet as 

interpreter. Equally at home in the forest, on the 

lake, or the river, he is the best of guides, and fur­

nish~d by Nature and training, ,vith in1perturbable 

kindness and good spirits, he gains appreciation for 

his O\Vn qualities of heart and n1ind, from those ,vho 

are supposed to be only admiring the scenery, and ac­

cun1ulating the legends from his never-ceasing store. 

Ha,vthorne, the best of companions to his friends, 

Emerson and Thoreau, on their excursions on the 
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river, n1ade also 111any silent YOYa~cs • of discovery 
J .; ..., "' 

alono- the .--\ssabeth and Sudbur\T, ,vhen his boat 
b J 

drifted idly ,Yith the current, or his facile fingers set 
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OX THE ASSAllETH. 

themselves to their task of managing the oars, as his 

1nood might be. The gentle current~ son1etin1es 

scarcely perceptible to hin1 ,vho in softly-gliding 

canoe tra\'Crscs this liquid high\\·ay, yielded to the 

ron1ancer, ,veavin~ his \Yeird creations, an under-
c. , 

tone that never interfered ,Yith the play of his 

fancy. He ,vas fond of it alt and expressed his 

delight in this ,\·inding river, particularly the North 

Branch. 
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The hemlocks \Yooed hin1 n1any tin1cs ,Yith their 

deep dark stilli1 ess · the overhancrincr trees, flin<Yino-' . ' o o t> t> 

their tips in the \\·ater, \\·hile their roots tenaciously 

cling to the high receding bank aboYe, "the Indian 
nan1e of \Yhich;, says Hawthorne,·· l haye forgotten, 

THI-: llE:\I LUCKS, 

thouo-h :\Ir. Thoreau told it to me; and here in 
~ 

son1e instanc~s the trees stand leaning over the 

ri\·er ~tretching out their anns as if about to plunge 

in headlong." 
\\"' e debark, and leave our sn1all canoe fast to 

the sloping shore that runs do,vn fron1 the grounds 
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belon<Yin<Y to the Old :\Ianse .. to resun1e the IJhae-b b 

ton once n1ore. The ,Yeather-beate11 house, honH! 

of the Puritan pastor, and, for a brief space, the 

shelter of the great ron,ancer "·ho lingered ,Yi thin 

its then Yenerablc "·alls, ,Yhile he recorded their 

old-ti1ne quaintne~s and "-rote then1 into fan1c, 

looks as if Tin1e had ahYaYs clain1ecl it for his 
~ 

o,Yn, holding the refusal before all other tenants. 

" Bct,Ycen t\\·o tall gateposts of unhc"·n stone/' 

so opens the :\losses fron1 an old )Ianse ~, (the gate 

it!"-elf haying long fallen fron1 its hinges at son1e 

unkno\\·n epoch) ,Ye beheld the gray front of the 

old parsonage, tern1inating the vista of an a,·enue 

of black ash trees.'' '" 1"'he ,Yhceltrack 

leading to the door, as ,Yell as the \\·hole breadth 

of the avenue, \\·as aln1ost oYergro,yn "·ith grass:­

affording dainty n1outhfuls to t,Yo or three ,·agrant 

co\\·s and an old ,Yhite horse "·ho had hi; o,,·n liY­

ing to pick up along the roadside .. , 

... ~s the ayenue looked then. ~o no\\· it presents 

the same aspect, forty odd years later. 

The old homestead of dull red color and ran1-

bling outline. ,Yith its substantial outbuilding~. on 

the other side of the high,Yay, presents to the 

pas::-:cr-by the ,·ie\\· of one of Concord's oldest 
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houses. On the face of the L, is a diamond­

shaped bit of ,vhite 1narble, to n1ark the place 

""here the British bullet \Yent through on the day 

of the Fight; a piece of the Old Korth Bridge is 

nailed to a neighboring bean1; under this is kept 

- ... -:-..... _ 

. · .• ---:~---~, 
: .... , . . ·,., 

.· . ......... 

THE El.l!'ill.\ Ju:XE.S llUl"SE. 

the stone (one of several used as stepping stones 

\\·hen the \Yater ,yas high on the cause""ay) "~here 

Isaac DaYi~, a n1inute 1nan, fell~ n1ortal1y \Younded. 

i\n old resident \\·ho lived in this house ,vhich ,vas 

o,vned by Elisha Jones at that tin1e, used to relate 

that she stood on a pile of salt fish (part of the 
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:-;tores \Yhich \\·ere concealed there l to see the " red 

coJ.ts 1narch bY." 
. J 

'I'he Lo\Yell Railroad track just beyond, brings 

us back to the enterprising present, of stean1, and 

electricit,·. \\'·e cross it, and an1ble on, to turn 
J • 

presently at our left into a sn1all lane, that takes 

us out on the Bedford road. Only a fe,\" steps on 

this, and \\'C are brought face to face \Yith one of 

the ·• God\.; acres,. of \Yhich this old to,,·n i~ so 

prolific. 'I' urning "·ithin the inclosure, ,Ye follo,\· 

the ,Yinding road that soon leayes the cen1etery in 

the cli~tance. 'fhe \Yay is bordered on the right 

by gn.>YCS of thrifty young pines and spruce, \Yith 

their eternal green suggc~ting the freshness of the 

HeaYcnly fields; the left is open and undulatiag, 

till \\"C reach the bro,,· of the hill to con1c sucldenlY 
J 

upon a rustic sun1111cr huu~e O\'erlooking the basin 

or hollo,Y. Here s1eep they \Yho haYe toiled "·ith 

brain and hand an1ong their liYing f~llo,Y~, \\"ho 

"·ill one dav follo\\· then1. 
J 

K othing but inspiration can result fron1 a fe \\" 

hours· stay in Sleepy Hollen,·. '" '!"'heir \York is 

done '' - the quiet sleepers· - but ours is not. 

Passed on to us is the fearful heritage of "~oe and 

sin and ignorance in the \\·or1d; for u~, "·ith Yoice. 
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,vith pen, and ,Yith hand-labor, to do "·hat ,Ye n1ay, 

to lessen it, and to help the Christ to be un\'eilecl 

in each heart. 

I'hc Sleepy Hollo"· scen1s not alone to point to 

the life beyond, "·here acti\·itie~. n1ain1ecl and held 

I •~ 
I ., .••. ~· ' . ·',,. .. JI 

. . .. '=•\;·:'-,. 
I I I ,I,• 

~ . 
-.. 

11?..WTIIORXI-:°S liR.-\\"E IX SI.EEl'Y HOI.I.11\\". 

do,vn here, are unchained and syn1n1etrical: but to -
be full of the life that is of to-day, cro,Yded "·ith -
richest possibilities. 

\\
7ho reads their ,Yritten · ,Yords, should stand 

beside the silent graves of Ha,.Ythorne, Emerson 

and Thoreau. The n1atchless eloquence of silence 
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is here, unbroken by sound of a Yoice. Only the 

\Yincls play through the pines, n1ost fitting] y, for 

to each of the in1morta1 'Three, the pine had a 

n1essage in life. 

'"fhoreau·s grave, \\·hose du11 red stone has been 

replaced by a hancl~on1e granite block, is on the 

l{idge, just across a narro\\. foot-path separating it 

f ron1 that of Ha,Ythorne, and a little bclO\\? l{idge 

Path. 'fhe great ron1ancer·s resting-place is in­

closed in a hedge of arbor Yitc:e, and is n1arked on 

its n1arble foot and head-stones bY the one nan1e ., 

·' Ha,Ythorne." .. .-\t the side sleeps little Gladys. 

aged t,Yo years, Julian Ha,Ythorne ·s little daughter. 

\\·hilc the beautiful bo\· that blessed the heart of ., 

his n1other, Rose Ha\,·thorne Lathrop, for four 

brief sun1n1ers, rests at the feet of that grand­

parent \Yhon1 he ,vas to kno,v only in the life 

beyond . ., 

Follo,v-ing the path to the t,Yo tall pines that 

guard the grave of En1erson, \Yhose request it \Yas 

to be laid beside them, ,ve see the beautiful bo,Ylder 

of pink quartz - n1ost suggestive of n1en1orials ! 

No modeler·s chisei has touched it to prune its 

rough beauty. Just as it came fron1 its native 

quarry, it ,vas placed above the heart that re1nained 
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through a long life, fresh as fron1 its l\Iaker·s hands. 

No \vords are needed to tell the stranger, " This is 
the grave of Ralph \\:--aldo En1erson.'' 

THE TABLET ON KEYES' HILL. 

And just across the narro,v dri,?ew'ay is the ne,v­
made grave of one ,vho, called in the n1idst of his 
,vork, found here appropriate resting-place. Just 
as unique in his ,vay - just as striking a figure in 
his individuality, his ,vas the part in life's great 
work to break a path for the tender feet of the little 
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ones ,vho clan1ored for kno,vledge. ~he H children's 

friend" brought to them their printed page -their 

O\Vn literature; he ,Yent into ne\v and untried \Yays 

to do it; he n1ade himself their ch~u11pion; he 

struggled on n1id difficulties and ob::;tacles that 

,vould have defeated one not sent by God to do 
J 

that ,,·ork. ...-\nd suddenly he ,Yas not, for God 

took hin1 - the n1an ,\·ith the heart of a little child, 

and the "·ill and the fibre of a hero. 

l\Iidday finds us after a visit to the Tablet on 
J 

Keyes' Hi11. lunching in our phaeton, in a shady 

~pot on" College Road."' O\·er a ,yinding thorough-­

fare, striking_ off near the old Barrett House, \Ye 

have come; not only ,Yincling is the road, but ,vith 

constantly narro,Ying sides~ it is gro\\·ing n1ore and 

n1ore stony and uncon1fortable for horse, and car­

riage occupants, until at last it reso1Yes itself into 

a respectable cart path, \\·here there is ~n1all danger 

of meeting a fel1o,v traYeler. This is the tin1e \Ye 

~eize to become a disciple of \Villian1 Black; and 

never did food or a bottle of milk taste better to a 

pilgrin1. 

After the lunch is disposed of, ,Ye clamber 

through the thicket, ,vondering ho,v the college 

boys liked it, the turning out in "·inter, by the 
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order of the ProYincial Congress, fron1 their espe­

cial quarters in Can1bridge. to gi\·c place to the 

soldier~. 6--\s the Prufl'~::--or:--: \\"ere accon1111oda ted 

do,Yn in the Yillage, the Pre~ident being hou~ecl at 

good l)r. ~linott'~, th<.: young fello\\"S in the \\·oods 

probably had a~ fine a chance for their pranksi 

un::--een. a~ could be desired. Sc,·eral of the ::--tu­

dents bearded at an old house at the foot of Lee\~ 

Hill: thi~ ,Yas burned about t,Yenty.five years ., ., 

:--ince. Lee \\"as the notoriou~ "f'or\" it \Yi11 be ., , 

ren1en1berccl, \Yho \\·as for a ti1ne a prisoner ,vithin 

his o\\·n farn1 lin1its, as punishn1ent for his treason­

able sentin1ents. 

The sun is nearly do,Yn. the 111ost becon1ing 

light ,Ye had aln10:;t said, in ,,·hich to Yie\\· the 

quaint olcl hou::;e to \Yhich ,Ye no,v dri,·e up, after 

a 1eisurc1\" circuit. But \Ye rcn1en1ber that in earh· ., ., 

111orning \Ye haYe \Yanclered by thi~ fascinating bit 
of aritiquity, and again at noon, and each tin1e 

haYe found the o1d I-Iosn1cr l1ouse \Yith its sur­

roundings. irresistib1e in it~ appeal to our ~ense of 

picturesqueness. 

Set back fron1 the road. and guarded by its 

ran1bling stone ,Ya11, 0Ye1·arched by a drooping eln1 

in the dooryard, the other trees at a slight ren1ove, 
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the old house looks at one ,Yi th a gentle dignity 

as if it held itself aloof fron1 all other d,velling­

places that n1ust yield to the inroads of Tin1e. "-\s 

\Yas obser\"ed of the l\Iinott House, it is rnost 

THE 01.n \\"I~THRI.IP nor·~r:. 

favorably placed for an artistic effect : all its group­

ings adding to the quaintness of outline, and its 

,veather-stained front. \ \l'ithin. is one of the old­

ti1ne gentle,vomen ,vho, carrying her ninety years 

lightly, 1neets one graciously as if on the threshold 

of life; glad to open for a ne,v-con1er her store of 

ren1iniscenccs of noted people and places in the 
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old to\\·n. This is the hon1e of friends of 'Thoreau, 

\Yho gre,Y up \\·ith bin,, into syn1pathy \\·ith Nature 

and truth. 

In front, and quite near to the stone ,Ya 11. stood 

the quaint, old \ rinthrop Hou.:;e. Beautiful oak 

panelings n1odeled fron1 the homesteads in Old 

England, adorned this interior. \\.hen the d\Yel­

ling \Yas taken clo\Yn, son,e thirty years since, a 

sheathing to a bean1, being torn off, disclosed an 

account \\Titten in chalk, of a sale of lun1ber. over 

a century and a half ago recorded there, covered 

and left, a silent ,Yitness of the past. 

\\'" e drive hon1e, crossing the river at the " Red 

I3ridge.:' T'he ,Yestern glo,v drops do,Yn upon the 

~hining stillness that ~carcc tells of a current. 

But inevitably, it is running to its end, surely. 

steadily underneath. So do our t\\·o liYes, conz-
J 

paJ:ll01lS de VOJ'Gc~e, as \\"C arc, 1110\"C clo,,·n the 

~trcan1 of tin1c. Peaceful sif.;ht~ceing and rcn,inis­

cencc-cratherinrr n1ust soon cri\·e })lace to busv \York b ~ ~ ~ 

and a ne\\· hold on sterner duties. L.ifc bears u::; 

on ,Yith in1perccptible CL1rrcnt, yet ju~t as relent­

lessly as docs that of the rh·er, to its encl. 



.t-\xo a day con1es at last. \\·hen the easy.o-oino-
J ., ~ ~ 

horse, hitherto of the n1ost courteous and oblig-

ing de1neanor, flat] y persists in his refusal to do 

any n1orc "pi]gri1ning.'" In other ,Yorcls, he can­

not be found \Yhen "·anted - and at last traced 

,,·ith great difficulty, by one of his t\\To con1panions 

in the trips recorded in this sin1ple history, he is 
clisco\·ercd peering fron1 a thick co,·crt in one cor­

ner of the pasture, his equine n1ind flatly 1nade up 

to assert his equine ,Yi11. ... ;\ncl he sho\\·s such de­

cided skill in di~playing the teeth stili ]eft hin1, 

,vhenever her hand essays to pat his aged nose, 

that she concludes it "·ould be unkind to in~ist 

that he be led forth and go on a totir this clay. 
Particular],· as all her blandishn1ents in the ,,·a,· 

J ., 

of sugar and cake-bits, and e,·cn a juicy apple, ~till 

create in hi1n only a deep displeasure. So she de­

sists ,Yith a sigh, and says, approaching the ,Yindo,,· 

,vhere her ,viser con1rade has had an eye to the 
J 
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,vhole proceeding, " I really prefer not to use the 

phaeton to-day; let us ,valk." 

Thus it is that Fairyland is entered and 
.; 

possessed. 
" Ho,Y foolish those persons are \Yho have never 

learned the art of \Yalking." obserYes the pilgrin1 

,Yho has just parted fron1 the old horse. " Half 

the pleasure in life consists in this sin1ple exercise; 

there is positive exhilaration in each step." 

"Yes." asserts the other pedestrian, as they 

tran1p do\vn \\"'" alden Street, past the large, dun-col­
ored don1icile before ,vhose door the t,vo had 

appeared on their first day in Concord. 

•· Ho\v ,Yere \Ye to kno,v it ,vas not a boarding­
house ~ ~, they had exclaimed to each other, as they 

gained the street, after being told that it ,Yas the 

aln1shouse, by the pleasant-faced \Yon1an ,vho heard 

their request to be "taken in and lodged and kept.'" 
"\\.,. as ever anything so delusiYe? \\.hy I looked 

through the ,vindo\Y as I stood on the piazza - I 

couldn"t help seeing, you kno,y - and there "·as an 
old n1an fondling a little child in his lap, and the 

t,vo \Yere laughing, and it ,Yas 2.11 as neat and cosy 

and ho1ne-y as you please." 
And then do,vn a little farther, on this sa1ne 
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vValden Street, the t\\'O had inquired at another 

house standing " back f ron1 the village street," a 

pillared aristocrat an1ong its fello\VS, for the pri,·i­

lege, for any consideration \Yithin reasonable bounds 

that the O\Yner should stipulate, of calling the place 

" home~, \Yhile they sojourned in Concord. 

"\\Te \Yill n1ake no n1istakes this tin1e,'' said the 

other pilgrin1. ""\t ou \\·ould do better to let n1e in­

quire, for I an1 quite certain here," and she ,valked 

up the steps and in bet\\·een the pillars ,Yith an 

erectness of spine that precedes victory. 

" T'his is the hon1e for the aged, n1a'n1,'' observed 

the do1nestic in ans,Yer to the question, and peering 

through the screen door that shut the t,Yo out fron1 

the elysiun1 they sought. 

"What; a charitable place? " cried the pilgrin1, 

fixed as a statue and \Yith about as n1uch chano-e-
~ 

f ul ness of expression. 

'' Yes, n1'an1, for th' old ladies and gentlen1en -

,ve're goin' to have a la,Yn party for 'en1 to-n1orro\\·, 

,von't you con1e? " 

The t"·o turn, after thev are ,Yell on the thor-
J 

oughfare once more, and gaze long and steadfastly 

at the fine old 1nansion and its ,vell-kept grounds. 

"If \Ye ,Yerc only a little poorer, or a little older, 
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\Ye could get in one of these houses n1aybe, and 

giYe la,vn parties. too," cries one. 

I3ut our pilgrin1s n1ust stop ren1iniscing and give 

then1sel,·es up to Fairyland. 

\ \·ith faces set to,Yarcl \\'" alden Pond, serene in 

its translucent blue. and shin11nering in the n1orning 

sunlight, the t,Yo pedestrian~ ,,·alk as briskly as 

those can ,Yho have hitherto trusted to the po"·ers 

of an equine conductor to ., get on,'' - and by the 

tin1e they have passed the junction of the road ,,·ith 

Thoreau Street, they are quite "·i11ing to espy the 

little opening in the ,voods to the left, that "·ill ad­

n1it then1 to Fairyland and her treasures. ....\ t this ., 

point the chronicle of these Concord explorations 

n1ust record the first falling out these con1rade~ ha,·e 

su~tained. The ,,;aying line of den~e foliage has 

n1anY little breaks that necessitate a choice bet,Yeen .., 

then1, by one ,vho is seeking a p~th. It is ,Yith 

faces flushed and a n1anner far fron1 serene, there­

fore. that the pilgrin1s at last ~tancl dra,Yn deep 

,Yithin the coo1. syh·an clei1 that di,·icles then1 fron1 ., 

the outer \\·orld and its quarrels. 

"' \\-e ha Ye been like t 1so naughty children," ob, 

scrYecl Pilgrin1 No. I. coming to her senses \Yith a 

gasp - "that i~, I ha,·e been." 
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"Your repentance is better than your gramn1ar," 
ren1arks the other, taking refuge in a· pert rep I y, 
to hide the shakiness of her voice. 

" ' Let's make up,' as the children say." 
" \\"'" ait till ,ve get to Lover·s Path," says thL: 

other ,vith a short laugh. So the t,Yo strike into a 
\vinding road; one on side the bank ,Yithdra\\·n, 
high and green, a \vealth of lusty foliage ,YaYes soft 
yet insistent messages of good,Yill and peace ; on 
the other is the deep ravine, hinting in its mysteri­
ous depths of heavy brake, and darkening shrub~ of 
Indian lurking-places and aboriginal security. 

·' 1 verily believe," says Pilgrin1 No. 1, dropping 
into an " Indian-file " pace, behind her con1panion, 
as they slo,Yly thread their ,yay along, '' that this is 
the original can1ping ground of the first o,vners of 
Concord - the 1\Iusketaquidians." 

"You forget/' contributes the other, '' all history 
locates then1 in quite another part of the to\\·n." 

" One ought sometin1es to rise superior to his­
tory," cries N0. 1 i1npatiently; " those Indians n1ust 
have lived here. Think "·hat a glorious place for 
the Sq ua ,v-Sache1n to hold her court, and " -

" Oh I I'd n1uch rather believe the truth - that 
N asha,vtuck ,vas their hon1e," cries the other. 
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" Besides, the Indian Queen never liYed in Concord 
, , ., 

at au. 

Her con1panion ,,·isely takes tirne to gaze Jong 

at slope and cle11, bL:fore she ans,Yers : " I think \\·e 
\\"oulcl better get to I ... o\·er's Path and n1ake up our 

l;+-tL~ rl1·ff· ,.,.1·c11cc '' sl"'e 1·cl11"'rl·s ~10,'l'·l\-.a.:., ... .:, \., ...,_ ... '-- ... , .A 6 • '\. .a,'\,, •.- • \ I• ■ 

·' Before \Ye begin another,'" fini:--he~ Pilgrin1 

Ko. 2, grin1ly. .~ncl on they ,Ya1k in silence. ..~ncl 

presently in an idyllic curYc of I..oYcr,s Path they 

sit do,\·n, adjust their difference~, and then take up 

once 1nore the Indian question. 

" Here is n1y theory." begins No. 1, s,Yitching 

the nodding ferns ,Yith the tip of her parasol, 

thereby rousing indignant colonic~ of ants. and 

black beetles, \\·ith an occasional gray lizard to lend 

dignity to the scene; '' that \Yhen the reno,vned 

X anapashenit died, the governn1ent being in a 

\Yon1an ·s hand, the Sgua,Y-Sachen1 ,yas "·ise enough 

to n1OY(! to Concord, and that she located as near 

\\. a1den Pond as it ,Yas possible to get. I'n1 sure I 

should, had I been in her place ; and that she n1ade 

the seat of her po,\·er here in this very spot; here 

she married \\r ebbaco,Yet, the po,v-\YO\Y. ,vizard, 

priest, sorcerer, chirurgeon, and ,vhat-not, of the 

tribe." 
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H But a11 that happened e1sc\\·he_re,"' breaks in 

the other pilgrini. \Yith fire in her eye, to defend her 

point. 

" l'ahatta,\·an, the Sub-chief, n1ay haYe li\"ed on - . 
Xasha,,·tuck," continues the self-appointed histo-

rian. ignoring all insinuations and "·axing ,,·arn1er, 
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" that I'n1 ,Yilling to a11o,Y, but don ~t \\·a.lk over my 
pet theory, I beg." 

" Perhaps you can see Captain l\f oseley~s \Yig 
hanging on that tree," suggests her friend "·ith an 

ironical tinge to the "color of her tone., - and 

pointing to a t\\·isted specimen of oak just across 

the path. " You ren1en1ber that story? " 

"No; never heard it." 
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" rm so glad, because now· it gives n1e a chance 

to talk," leaning for,Yard in a conYersational atti­

tude: " \\Thy, you see there \\·as a certain Captain 

l\Ioseley, a soldier~ but a terror on the sea as \Yell, 

for he had been a \\. est Indian Buccaneer. \\. ell, 

he indulged in a bit of X e,Y England finery in tl_?:ose 

days, a \Yig. Probably his locks underneath ,vere 

flo,Ying and plentiful, in the pirate style, but for 

dress-up occasions his caput ,vas not con1plete 

\Yithout an extra arrange1nent of hair. \Vhen he 

,vas soldiering, and before an engagement, he \Yould 

carefuIIy hang his \Yig on a bush or branch of a tree. 

So of course the Indians thought he had t,Yo heads. 

It \Yas bad enough to fight the Evil One ,vith a 

single head; ,vhen it can1e to having t,vo, it ,vas 

quite tin1e for the to1naha,vk to be buried, and the 

spear and arro\\· to follo,Y.~' 

" Nonsense ! As if an Indian ,vould care ,vhether 

t,vo or t,Yenty heads sat on a pair of shoulders! 

In fact the richness of scalp 111aterial \Yould please 

hin1 best. Ho,yever, let that pass. \\'"hat ,vas Cap­

tain l\Ioseley doing in Concord~ pray tell? In1agine 

a dashing buccaneer in this quiet spot ! '' 

"Oh! he brought t\Yelve pirates; they had been 

given their freedom to fight the Indians." 
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" i\ll the clogs of ,Yar let 1 oose 0!1 the poor red 
1nan - the old storv,'' n1urn1urs the other. ., But 

J 

this ,Yas after I'-ing Philip"s "·ar, "·hen the Indians 

can1e back to Concord fron1 X ashoba ,Yhich i~ no,v 

part of Littleton. . . .--\.ren't you getting the dates 

a little 111ixed ? ·· 
,. I don't care about dates; one n1ust rise supe­

rior to elates," retorts the first pilgrin1 recklessly. 

" I'n1 only indulging in harmless tradition ; do let 

n1e ! the spot pro,·okes it." 

•• \
7 ery ,vell ; ,vhat next ? ., 

J 

"' \\Tell, these Indians \Ycrc hurried a,vav to the 
I J 

rough and stonny shores of Deer Island, "·here even 

they d,Yinclled to ,1. 1nere ren1nant of a tribe until 
J 

finally but one ,-rarrior li,·ed '"to tell the tale." 
J 

" If Deer Island had been ,vanted for the enter-

prise of the ,vhite agriculturist, I suppose the Indian 

\Youlcl have n1oved off accon11nodatingly into the 

sea. " 
"I presun1e so. But let us go back to the In­

dian Queen. ' I just love her,' as the: children say; 

for real charitv, and that old-fashioned Yirtue one ., 

seldon1 hears of no,Yadays, grati tucle, gh·e n1e one 

,vho can say as she said to J othan1 Gibbons" -
J 

'~ ... -\nd ,vho, pray, is J othan1 Gibbons ? " 
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"Oh! he ,Yas the son of Captain EchYard Gib­

bons of Boston - never n1ind; the father had been 

kind to her, and the Squa,y-Sachcn1 didn't forget 

it. So she gaye the choice piece of land~ some­

\\·here near the :\Iystic ponds, she had saYccl for hcr­

se1f, to thi~ sa;nc J othan1 Gibbons: ~ncl this con1e~ 

dc.nYn through the years as the 111cssagc that ,ycnt 

,Yith the gift -fron1 an "' untutored :,:.ayagc" rn1nd 

You - •• t>r the n1anY kindnc~~cs rccciYccl frorn his .,, ~ 

father, and for the tender ioYe and rc~pcct \Yhich 

~he bore to the son, and desired that these be rL'­

corclcd in perpetual rcn1cn1 brance of thi~ thing." 

"...-\nd ~o YOU sec,'' continue:-; Xo. r. "this i~ one .,, 

reasnn \YhY I \Yant to locate the Indian Oueen in 
., -

thi:; channing spot. 'T'hink of SylYan I...ake, "·here 

she could Yic,y her dusky face. and braid her eifin .,, . 

locks, as by a n1irror; over ,vhich her light canoe 

could dance, and '' -

" I see I n1ust get you a,yay,'' says Xo. 2, strug­

gling to her feet," before, like Silas ,v· egg, you 

"drop into poetry." 

" Let u~ go around the pond," cries the other, 

" I'll promise not to say " Indian" again, only the 

driest of facts concerning the origin of Fairyland.'' 

"I kno,v that already," her con1panion, far 
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ahead no,Y in the path, gives back oYer her shoul­

der. "EbbY Hubbard o,Yned it. and it ,Yas after-- . 

"·ard sold to a public-spirited citizen '"ho spent 

n1uch time and thought and money on it. It \Yas a 

large tract of rough unpron1ising land: your. beau­

tiful pond had to be evolved by the generous hand 

that has thro,Yn this all open to ,Yhon1eYer cared to 

enter in. ....\11 honor to this public-spirited citizen, 

I sav, ,Yho laid a debt at each n1an 's door, for this 
.I 

san1e old-fashioned virtue of gratitude to repay." 

0, SYl \·an Lake! ,Yith thy "':eil of delicate tree-- -
t,Yigs dra,Yn before thy face, like the tracery of a 

fairy dream that on]y half reveals the n,,,.stic beautv 
J J - -

of a longed-for Paradise - s,Yeet be thy borders, 

shut in by interiacing boughs of Xature·s n1ost 

prodigal forest growth; so far ren1ovecl fron1 haunts 

of 111an, that only the echoes of the ,Yi1derness con--
fuse thee, yet so close to the shining rail along 

,Yhich run the feet of traffic, and b,· ,vhich are con--
ducted the daily going and con1ing of the hun1an 

fan1ily, that the shy bird takes quick \Yarning at th•.; 

run1ble of the train, and lifting her pretty head de­

serts thy limpid banks, and, her thirst unquenched, 

on frightened ,ving she hurries to a place of safety 

and repose. 
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So profound the ~til1ness is "·ith thee! Never 

broken sa ye by h un1 of bee, the t,,·i ttcr of bi rd. or 

chatter of squirrel ; on1y the ~ky to ~milP into thy 

boso111, and disturb thy quiet, by the dancing light 

of a ~un bean1. 'The \\·ind:; that break and t,,·i~t 

the ,,-rithing forn1s of the oak and n1aple, the alder 

and the pine, do not co1nc near thee to ruffic thy 

fair ="urfacc. It i~ as if the gentlest of hand~ had 

soothingly passed o,·er thy shining face, that \Ya~ 

thenceforth to in1age only the reflection of th•.~ 

l)i,·ine content, expressed at the birth-throe of 

crca tion - ••: and Goel sa \Y that it \\·a~ good."' 

r\ nd on the 111 OlTO\\" the ea~,·-croi 11 o- horse. bei 11 o-., ::-, ::-, . ~ 

clothed in his right n1incl once n1orc. conics hun1bly 

up to the door "·hi1e the pilgrin1::; arc eating their 

n1orning repast. pokes his no~c ,\·ithin, as one ,,·ho 

\Youlcl say,·· I-Jere I an1: take 111c," his eye :-:hining 

clear ,Yith Duty's litrht. ., .. , 

.... -\ncl so. ea~ih· fon.6,·en. he is trn=--tl:d once rn0rc .. ... , 

'"-·ith the c:nYironn1cnt of harnc:-:s and :--hafts, and he 
turn~ hi~ head to Q"azc triun1;Jh~nt!\· at the fa111iliar 

'-J .I. .. 

old cla~hboarcl and the ,·ehicie \\·ith it~ Q"entle s1oDe ._ , l 

1 , . , . 11 -t 1at accon1111uuate:-: a t1rcu-out :-:pnng:: anc 1c tor-. .. 
gets hi~ ~in of the day be furl', and i:-: content as 

a child ,Yith hin1self and all the \\"8rlcl. 
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.L-\nd thus the pi1grin1s dri\·e out to Lee's Hill, 

so rich in tradition and incident ·as to require a 

volun1e for itself. But our pi1grin1s are not after 

statistics and historical inforn1ation: this is alreacl,· . ., 

,Yell given in various places. \\'"hat they desire is 

to reYel in all the feast of tradition and stor,·; to .., 

carry a,yay son1e of the local coloring and to get 

a \\'Ord picture or t\\·o of son1e of the episodes 

connected ,Yith life at the Hj}l in the olden claYs . .., 

'' Of course the place is named for ' Tory Lee '? " 
suggests the one ,Yho n1anipu1ates the reins. 

" I don't kno,v, but I prcsun1e so; he seen1s to 

haYe been a n1an ,Yho n1ade his n,ark here in Con­

cord. vv·hateyer is to be said of hi 111. Joseph I ... L:e 

did not 'let the grass gro,Y under his feet.· ·· 

" .. -\nd yet he found tin1e to keep up a 1iYe1y church 

quarrel. To hin1, I presurne, is due the origin of the 

Black Horse Church, that ,Yas held, 'so theY say.' .., ., . 

in the big roo1n of a taYern ,Yhich had for a sign a 

black horse; the tavern ,Yas near the spot "·here 

the library no,v stands." ., 

•• I don't see ,YhY the Concorclians "·ere so easy .., ., 

,,·ith hin1 for giving secret information to the 

British ; his head ought to ha, .. c con1c off for a 

spy," exclain,s the other pilgrim indignantly. 
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"\\.e11, it \Yas pretty bad for hin1 to be made a 

prisoner on his o\\·n farn1 for fourteen 111011 th~," 

ans,Yered her con1panion. "That n1ust haye been 

dreadful!·· 

"Particularly "·hen the Haryard students \\"ere .,, 

turned loose on hin1. T,l:el,·c ,,·ere portioned out 

to 'I' or,· L.ce ·~ f arn1. you rcn1en1 ber. "·hen the co1-
~ • J . 

lege ,,·as n10Ycd to Concord; just think of it!" 

'"Poor Tory Lee! it is safe to say that life \Yasn't 
J • 

easy for hitn then. \\Tell. \Yh\" ,-rasn't the hill .,, . .,, 

nan1cd \\"i11ard Hill, I \\·onder, for good Sin1011 

\\"illard, that benefactor of the young con1111unity. 

,,·ithout ,yhon1 nothing seen1s to ha,·e been done; 

or Gray Hill, after ' Billy Gray of SalL:111,' \Yho at 

one tin1e O\Ynecl the fan11? Ko\\· Bill,· \Yas a n1an -
to proudly perpetuate any association ,·:~ith ; and 

besides, \\·hen ,ye reflect that it \\·as hi~ go1clL:n aid 

that n1ade it possible for • the good ship Ccnstilu­
tion' to giYc the \Yorld son1c Ya1uabie idea~ con-.. 
ccrnino- our vouno- indl'J)Cnclence, it \Youlcl ha\"e 

~ - .:-, 

been very natural for hi~ nan1e to be honored in .,, 

·· BY the ,Ya,·~ \Yerc not son1e of the tin1bcrs of .,, - . 

the Co11st-it1tlion cut fron1 trees on this san1e I.Jee's 

Hill?" 
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'"Possibly; but then it" s glory enough that ' Billy 
Gray ' fl< ,ated her on the ,yatcrs ,vhen she took the 

Gtterriere; neYer n1ind ho,v she was· built." 

·• But the credit of that belongs to Concord too. 

and people ought to kno\v it," insisted the other 

pilgri1n obstinately. 

1-Ier con1pan1on turned and regarded her. ·· c·on­

cord has been first in cyerything. it SC(.!111:-i to 

n1c, ~incc the ,,·orld began : it appear~ to be tou 

1ate to d1:--pute 110\\. her right to uni\·~r~a1 ~upre111-

ac,·. ()h: 1110::;t fortunate they \\·ho are born 
~ J 

Cuncordians." 



\il. 

EYEN the " oldest inhabitant,'' fron, ,Yhon1 one 

can usuallv \\'Test some inforn1ation to suit his 
~ 

fancy or that can be "restored,. ti11 it bccon1es his-., 

tory. fails one ,Yhen appealed to for the origin of 

the nan1e of " The Nine .. -\ere Corner." Then the 

" oldest inhabitant" (other"·ise the Yery essence of 

kindness and brotherly love) turns his head a,yay 

and says, " I don't kno,Y." .. A.nd no entreaties that 

he shall go do,vn into its hitherto forgotten past, 

for a scrap of ancient lore concerning it-just a 

scrap that ,Yould n1ake the fortune of the humble 

scribe - can n1ove hi1n to anything other than " I 
don't kno,v," as final as the executioner's knife. 

There is a belief current in son1e quarters, that 

the grant of nine acres granted to Peter Bulkeley, 

some,vhere in that vicinity, n1ay be responsible for 

the title. But the " oldest inhabitant," "·hen ap­

pealed to on this point, only shakes his head again 
and steadfastly murmurs, " I don't kno,v." 

156 
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l\lystery enhances the charn1 the locality holds 

over the one ,Yho ,vould sec Concorc~ fron1 a pha­
eton. ..:-\nd so one bright morning. \\"hen not too 

bright, after a recent rain (that the sand a,vaiting 

then1 in the ancient thoroughfare kno,Yn as the 

·· Old l\Iarlborough R .. oad ., n1ay not be too po,Ydery). 

our pilgrin1s n1ake an early start: for they ha Ye 

grin1ly announced their determination not to con1c 

home alive ,Yithout adding to the delightful driYe 

to " Nine .,.-\ere Corner,'' a con~cientious inspection 

of the .. Old :.\Iarlborough l{oad." 

" Heayen help you both! " exclaims the friend 

\Yho hears, and in1n1cdiatclY she looks oYcr her little ., 

store of household remedies for the soothing herb, 

that bre,ved, ,vili \Yaft then1 on their return. into a 

S\Yeet forgetfulness of the n1isery into ,vhich they 

are being 1 ured. i\nd she blan1es herself for 

countenancing 'fhoreau's seductive invitation. 

But they tuck the book in under a flap of the 

old phaeton cushion, and are content ,vith all the 

\\·orld. 

0, " Nine ... -\ere Corner" people ! our pilgrin1s 

,Yonder if you kno,y ho,Y happy you ought to be, 

dra,vn back into such a s,veet seclusion, ,Yhere Your ., 

ancient records even haYe evaded curiosity. "The ., 
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Happy \r alley " pales before the glo\\. of your re­

treat. \Yith its soft outline of rich, undulating 

n1eado\Y. the cornfortable. refi1:iccl hon1e~teacl, its 

barn bursting ,rith the gcner·o~ity of -it~ crops. its 

Sabbath ~tillness. as if all l\ature \\·ere hu~hed to a 

quiet thank~giving too deep for y,·orcl~. 

in~ect. ei~c,\·here boon1ing his joy in noi~y fashion 

as he riots in the field. hushc~ his turbulence to a 

gentle refrain. or a dignified. re~on2.nt hun1. a~ one 

\Yho ever carries ,Yithin hi:; bo~on1 an abiding 

respect for his environn1cnt. ...-\ncl the bird t,Yitters 

111ild1y, or sing~ its roundelay in clear, high strain 

that soars to the b1ue abovt:, forgetting any di:;corcl­

ant note that n1ight drag him to earth. Shall the 

hours spent \Yithin thy borders, 0, ·· Nine ~-\ere 
Cornt:r," ever be forgotten by our t,Yo pilgri1ns, 

\Yho are true Concorclians, at least in loYing thee! 

Dra,Yn back under its generous shaclo,ys of eln1 

and n1aple, the gently undulating range of hills 

beyond the s,veep of fan11 and n1eadcnY, the " :\Iar­
tial 1Iiles house" stand~ in ~erenc content on the 

\Yane of this century, as if quite detern1ined so to 

stand on the ebb of another. Once \Yithin, and our 

explorers thrill ,Yith delight. f-Ierc are the ideal 

old rooms \Yith limitless numbers of cupboards, 
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cubbY-holes and dressers; ,vith kitchen and shed ., 

and "annex·· \\"ithout stint. Here a1~c the be""itch-

i ng stairs, '"so easy to fall dow·n:' as one old resi­

dent ,visely ren1arks, "·cause you can fetch up on 

the landin's an' get a chance to catch holc;l of 
somethin \'' a provision it may be that our fore-

.\ 

"'fIIE YERY ROO:\I WHERR HI-: STARTED HI:-; l'l•:RPE"ITAL ::\!UTIOX ! " 

fathers kept in n1ind "·hen looking out for the 

\Yeary forcn1othcrs ,yhc \\"ould use those stairs in 

their unceasing round fron1 "pillar to post." .-\ncl 

here is the old garret, full of be\Yitching suggestions 

of a n1usty past, fron1 ,,·hich one pilgrim dra\\·s out 

an ancient leather-and-nail-bound trunk. cro~sing 
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the paln1 of the o,yncr ,Yith good .:\n1erican silycr 

for the pleasure of calling it her o,Yn; "·hich so 

enhances her delight, that she picks her ,Yay do\\·n 

the dark, t,Yistecl stair~, in a dazed condition, to stand 

in front of the door of the litt1e roon1 under the 

garret, there to listen to the tale that sets forth the 

old 111an, the father of :\Iartial, "·ho therein \\Tought 

at hi~ 111achine that ,vas neYer to kno,v rest. 

'"Oh ! if ,Ye had n1issecl that," she cries, as out 

they pass through the ancient front door of the 

house, like all its coten1poraries seldon1 opened ex­

cept for \Yedding or funeral, and casting a lingering 

glance at the old house. "To think ,ve have stood 

in the very room \Vhere he started his perpetual 

motion! " 

".r\nd "·here it stopped. Can ,ve ever be thankful 

enough ! '' breathes the other. 

•• X11t man\· there be 
\\"ho enter therein 

Only the friends of the 
Irishman Qdn;· 

n1urn1urs Pilgrin1 No. 1, dra\Ying rein before the 

ren1nant of house left bv that incliYidual. " 1'hink 
"' 

,vhat ,ve have to tell \Yhen at last ,ve 1nust turn our 

backs on Concord and go once more into the ,vorld." 
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No. 2 pierces the very grass blades ,Yith her rapt 
gaze. " .--\nd the other ,Yorthies,'' she says ,Yith a 

sigh, "·hen there is no 111ore to conquer, and dra,v­
ing out her ,vell-thun1bed '"fhoreau, "can ·t ,Ye see 

the1n all ? '' 
·' :No;' says Pilgrin1 No. 2, ·' ,ye can't; they're dead:' 

·· 0 h ! - I n1ean the houses, or the places "·here 
the houses ,vere. \\.Te shall be forever disgraced 
if ,ye lose one." 

Elisha Dugan -

"Oh! man of wil<.l habits 
Partridge~ and ralihit~, 
\\"ho ha:-:t no ca: c:-:, 

\\"ho liv":-t all ail)nC, 
c·:,~1.: to the bnn~ • 
. \ illi ,., lll"n: ii re i:-: :-wee test 
Constant!\· catc-:-t ,. -

" And so he liYed here close to the bone:' 

Our phaeton pauses before '· Jenny Dugan 
Brook/. tu1r.bling under a little bridge arched ,Yith 

stone and protected by the road. . -
'" Just a stone':; thro,v a,vay,'' rcn1arks her con1-

panion, consulting the n1emoranclun1 in her hand, 
gh·cn by the " oldest in habitant." " Neyer n1ind, 
\\'C shall have to in1agine the house. Elisha':; father 

li,·cd in it, so of course ifs gone years ago." 
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·· 0, yes ! \Yell, ,Yh y is thi~ the Jenny J)ugan 
Brook?,. 

"\\.hy. if~ nan1cd fnr his n1other;' replies the 

other 1)ilo-rin1. tryino- not to a1)1)ear too elated be-
~ . ., ~ 

cause she kno\Y:-i, "and so of course it is the Jenny 

Du~an Brook.·· 
~ 

, .... -\ n1ost generous thing!., ,varn1ly re~ponds the 

first pilgrim, stepping briskly clo,Yn to the brook­

edge, follo,Yecl by the other; the old horse, ,vho 

fully appro\·es of this n1ethocl of Yie,Ying relics and 

by,yays, shan1bling off for a ,Yayside nibble. '" .. --\nd 

just like Concord to be the first to besto\\· fame on 

a ,von1an. \\7'hat other to,Yn ,Yould have done it? 
It is ,vell that ,von1an ·s da,· has con1e. But Concord ., 

didn't \vait for that, she" -

"' Took tin1e by the forelock,' as \YC had better 

do if \\·e ,Yish to get farther on the ' Old :\Iar1-

borough R .. oad,'" interrupts Pi1grin1 No. I "·ith 

111ore speed than grace. 

" .. A.nd here I be1ie,·e the farn,ers at 'l'Jine Acre 

Corner' used to bring do,v-n their logs to the 

sal.v-n,ill? " ren1arks Pilgrin1 No. 2, interrogatively 

scanning one of the roads that unite at this 

point. " ... -\nd the other is the back road to to,vn, 

isn ·t it ? " 
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" Correct,"' says her con1panion. ·· ... --\ccording to 

the 'oldest inhabitant.' " 

" ... --\nd Jenny? Oh! can't you n1ake up son1e­

thing about her? Do;' cries No. r impulsi\·ely. 
~, She 11111st have had a history." ., 

" \\" e kno,Y," ans,Yers her con1panion reflecti\·ely, 

"that her husband rejoiced in the nan1e of 'f 0111. 

that he ,Yas the first one in the neighborhood ,Yho 

cradled grain, that " -

" But that's not Jenny. I'ell n1c ~on1ethin o­
~ 

about her," breaks in the other in1patiently. 

'" \Y" ell, the brook rises a n1ile to the ~outh,Yard, 

and the nan1e of this 111eado\Y through "·hich it 

runs is Nut l\Ieado"· '' -

·' But that's not Jenny. I ,vant son1ething about 

her," reiterates Pilgrin1 No. I sharply. " I )id not 

Ellen ·s Isle speak of the "·on1an for ,vhon1 it \Yas 

nan1ecl, ·and sha11 not black Jenny ha Ye fan1e ? " 
" i presun1e she used to ,vhip ;Elisha and the 

other pickaninnies ,Yho played before the cabin 

door;' rep1ied her con1panion considering. ·· She 

,Yas an excellent ,vasher,Yoman, tradition savs, ~nd 
J 

a silent ,Yorker." 

"0, no! she ,vas a ,von1an- it can't be! From 

her gift of silence I presume her to be part Indian. 
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N o,v I'll confess ; 111v dearest dream about this ., 

lovely brook is to 111ake Jenny Dugan an Indian 

,,·on1an; then I'll ca.si]v t!·acc her descent to the ., 

I nclian Queen. \ \"'"hat 1norc reasonable ? " Pilgrin1 

~ o. 1 thro,vs her hitherto ,vell-preservccl con1posure 

recklcssl y to the ,,·ind:;, and clasps her hand::; in a 

rhapsody. " l·Icrc is the hill \vhcre her people 

liYccl," ,vaving her head to,vard the slopt that ran 

a\vay from their feet. " . .-\1-ro,,·-hcads and chips 

fron1 their spear-poi 1::ts are to be had for the trouble 

of picking up:' 

" Let us stop and get s01ne no,,·, then," interrupts 

her con1panion. 

" No, no ; tin1e is precious ; think of the 'Old 

l\Iarlborough Road!· ·Yes. I'n1 quite sure that 

Jenn,· \\·as an Indian ; I can ne,·er be satisfied ., 

unless I n1ake her so. N o,v I con1e to think 
of it, she ,vas given the po,ver to rule, by her 
n1other, the Indian Queen ·s daughter, ,Yasn't she? 

So in Jenny \Yere Ycsted all the rights of the 

soverei<rn of her tribe onl \. she })referred to 
b ' ., 

n1arr\· this colored n1an, this slaYc - yes, let us 
., J 

n1ake 1"'0111 a slave, ifs so n1uch n1ore picturesque 

to n1ate him ,vith Jenny; the last survivor of a 

dead system ,vith" -
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'· The remnant of a lost tribe," finished Pilgrim 

Ko. 2. " \ r ell, no\Y, I suppose if you ha Ye finish eel 

Jenny to your satisfaction, \\·e ,vill attack the 'Old 

:\Iarl borough R .. oad.'" One n1ore glance at the 

dancing brook, tun1bling oYer its hidden n1ound of 

stones to the \Yeal th of delicate ferns belo\\· holding 

out tn.!n1ulous arn1s to receiYe it. and banded across 

by 1nany a log and fence-rail that haYe slipped fron1 

their controlling support. One n1orc long look 
cn·er the hill and Thorcau·s plain, reclai1ncd fro1n 

the sandy \Yaste of \vhich he sang, to a se111i-fertile 

sho\Y of grass and ~hrubs, and our pilgrin1s are off 
for the ,~ Old ~Iarlborough Road." 

If the \7"irginia l<oad, before tnentioned in this 

sin1ple record, niakes its lazy pilgrin1 forget all his 

cares and troubles, the '"Old ~Iarlborough" Road is 

,Ye11 calculated to cause hin1 to take then1 up again. 

'fhere is not a grain n1issing of the "graYel" that 

T'horeau kne,v, ,vith eyen a goodly addition, to 

plough through. One looks, if he be of a philan­

thropic turn of n1ind. pityingly at the horse; surely 

he ought not, by all the la,\·s that govern man's 

dealings \Yith the lo,Yer brutes. to be con1pelled to 

clra\\· a heavy phaeton and t\YO able-bodied "·on~en 

ayer this thoroughfare \Yhich "nobody . '' repairs, 
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decide our pilgrims. So out they step, gently thril­

ling ,vith a s,veet satisfaction in their o,vn benev­

olence; and hoping their steed has the proper 

an1ount of gratitude, they persuasively lead hin1 by 
the flo,ving reins while, gingerly elevating their 

skirts, they begin to plough their ,vay along. Truth 

compels us to state, ho,vever, because this record 

. - ----------· ---------
" OLD MARLBOROUGH ROAD." 

prevaricateth not by so n1uch as a hair's breadth 

fron1 the "'hite line of verity, that after a quarter of 

a mile of traveling in this fashion has been enjoyed, 

the pilgrims pause, look to each other for a decision, 

,vhich neither expressing, they step quickly into 

their phaeton and with an abrupt" Go on, Dobbin!" 

. they ackno,vledge to him, and to all the ,vorld that 



Her Hig·hwaJ'S and B;1ways. 1 ii 

is there to hear, their ,Yillingness to be dra,Yn o,·cr 

the remainder of the " Old l\Iarlbotough Road." 

"It is not too late to turn back." Pilgrin1 No. I 

peers furtively into her con1panion's face, but the 

sight ,Yilts her, and she drops into her corner of 

the phaeton. 

"I'd die before I'd turn back!" n1utters shc-of­

thc-,Yhip bet\\·een her teeth . 

... :.\nd in ,veary silence the t,Yo occupants of the 

phaeton n1echanical1y ,yatch the horse settle his feet 

\Yith a thud into the sand-bed and pick thcn1 out, 

his head obscrYing that peculiar series of jerks 
kno,,?n to those ,Yho n1anipulate the reins, ,,·hen 

the propelling po,Ycr bet,Ycen the shafts is obliged 

to "get on " against his ,Yill. 
",Y .. e are JJositivel,· cruel," n1urn1urs one Dih.rrin1 

J .I. .... , 

leaning for,Yarcl at a disach·antage and holding her 

breath, under the in1pression that she is thus reduc­

ing her ,veight, "to n1ake this poor creature pull us 

oyer this diabolical sand " -

" ,,1 e can't help it," sighs the other in re­

sponse, though feeling like a murderer, '"and it is 

Thoreau ,vho \Yas cruel; for after his poen,, ,Yho 

could look a Concordian in the face and not see 

the " Old l\Iarlborough Road." Go on, Dobbin.'' 
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She even essayed to reach the \Yhip, but the stern 

eye of her confederate forbade . ., 

'"Ko, \Ye \Yill dra\Y the line at the \,·hip;' said 

the latter in cold displeasure, projecting herself 

seYeral acldi tional inches to\,·arcl the clash board, at 

the risk of again meeting-, in personal contact the 
, .. 01d :\Iarlborough Road." 

4-\nd so, con\·crsation dying do,,·n, the t\\"O lapse 

into n,i~erable reflections. '"hile the t,Yittering of 

the birds in the ,vay~ide thickets tell off the slo,vly 

passing n1on1ents, until - our pilgrin1s dra,v a con­

~cientious breath. nearlv ready to leave this \\"orld, - -
since thev have seen, not l{on1e, but the ·' Old 

~ 

:\larl borough Road.~· 

But Pilgrin1 Ko. I 111ust vent her in\vard unrest . 

.. 'To think \,·e have done all this, to go - no,Yhere, 

as 'rhorcau says." 

" You forget. He also says 'you may go round 
the \Yorld by the Old l\Iarlborough Road,' ,. says 

she-of-the-\vhip, ,vaking up. 




