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FIFTY YEARS OF THE WORCESTER HISTORICAL 
SOCIETY 

Read before the Worcester Historical Society 
by Prof. U. Waldo Cutler, January 16, 1925 

The year 1875 was a good time for the starting of an enterprise 
like ours. The hundredth anniversary of the stirring events that 
ushered in the Revolution was in the mind of everyone. Prepara
tions for the Philadelphia celebration of the Declaration of Inde
pendence were hopefully under way. While looking backward 
toward the beginnings of American institutions, all good citizens 
were then also looking forward to better times to follow the depres
sion after the Civil War. No wonder that men of vision in Wor
cester were confident that the time had come for more active study 
of local history and for a more orderly preservation of memorials 
in some more definite and popular way than had yet been 
attempted. 

January 23rd, 1925, is · the fiftieth anniversary of the meeting 
at 1 Lincoln Place, the home of Samuel E. Staples, when four men 
agreed that the Worcester Historical Society must be. That small 
framed photograph of Samuel E. Staples, Franklin P. Rice, Rich
ard O 'Flynn, and John G. Smith, with autographs affixed, hanging 
in the Society's office at Armory Square, grows more and more 
significant as these anniversaries of our beginning as an organiza
tion come around. These were all plain men, to whom life had 
brought no special opportunity or prestige. One, according to the 
Directory of that year, was an ''agent,'' whatever that word may 
signify; another was a ''student,'' afterward known as a printer 
and compiler of books ; the third was a grocer, with his residence 
back of or over the shop; the fourth was a repairer and painter of 
furniture, with special access to the piles of old junk collected in 
that far-off time when there were no Jew old-clothes men or Salva
tion Army Industrial Home, or rummage sale to relieve congestion 
in the family attic. All four had antiquarian instincts and the 
collector's tastes and habits; all four were thoughtful and public 
spirited. Under their initiative and that of those who very soon 
joined them, the Library, the Museum, the carefully prepared 
papers upon important historical subjects, as read at regularly 
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conducted meetings, the long series of Society publications, fol
lowed as a matter of course. 

The meetings were at first all held in the homes of the members, 
thus giving opportunity for knowing one another's growing pri
vate libraries and for strengthening the sense of fellowship in their 
new and zestful adventure in scholarly research. Real study to
gether was their earnest purpose in entering upon this new 
enterprise. The membership of the Society was small, because 
made up of men who were able and willing to contribute toward 
what was thought of as its really studious purpose. At the end of 
the first year, the original membership of four had grown only to 
twelve. A little more than two years after that first meeting, that 
is in 1877, when the Society became legally incorporated, there 
were only 37 charter members, of whom, I think, two are still 
living, Mr. Crane and Mr. Charles R. Johnson. 

Later in the year of incorporation headquarters were hired over 
the Worcester Bank, 11 Foster St., in a building that has given 
shelter to other infant institutions than our own. There the col
lections increased more rapidly than the membership. Even before 
being permanently located, a library of 1000 books and 1500 
pamphlets had been gathered, and there were the beginnings of a 
museum. In that same eventful year, 1877, the Society's seal was 
adopted and the publishing of Proceedings was formally voted, 
the cost to be met by an assessment of $3 per member, which was 
later increased to $5. The first formal paper had been read before 
the Society on May 2nd, 1876, by Charles R. Johnson, presumably 
in the home of the president, upon the subject, '' Vestiges of An
cient American Civilization." Would the eye-minded people of 
fifty years later listen through the reading of a study upon such a 
topic as this-a study that in its printed form covers eight closely 
printed pages? In those days there was in Worcester no extensive 
Indian collection from which to illustrate the matter of the paper. 
Mr. Crane's first paper, on genealogy, read four months later, 
brought his hearers down more nearly to date and place than did 
Mr. Johnson's; and his second, read March 5th, 1878, on "The 
Lumber Business in Worcester," was distinctly local and came 
down to the present day; but it was long enough to occupy two 
meetings, and present-day audiences are not as well endowed with 
patience under fire of oratory as were the members of fifty years 
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ago. To mention more of even the more important papers read 
at the meetings of those earlier years and down the decades to 
those presented at our meeting last October would be an intrusion 
upon the time of this occasion. They have, many of them, been a 
real contribution to the higher interests of Worcester. Down to 
1910 they were printed in the Proceedings, and in published form 
are still being sent for, often from far across the Continent. The 
sale of these documents is not an inconsiderable source of income 
even now, and, if funds had not been lacking for the continuance 
of the series beyond the last publication of fifteen years ago, the 
permanent life and welfare of Worcester would have been distinctly 
the gainer. Mr. Crane's papers are numerous, preserved in this 
form for future days. Others whose names appear prominently as 
writers under the stimulus of our Society are Henry :M:. Smith, 
Alfred S. Roe, Clark Jillson, Rev. Albert Tyler, John C. Crane, 
Henry :M:. Wheeler, Rev. George Allen, and many, many more that 
have been honored in their time. The plan has been entered upon, 
but not yet fully carried out, of bringing together copies of the 
Crane papers and binding them up into one memorial volume as a 
concise suggestion to future generations of the really extensive 
contributions to this Society from the pen of this third president
contributions in this particular department alone, where he liked 
best to work. His tangible donations as listed among the early 
accessions, and his gifts in money during his years of prosperity 
should not be overlooked as we review the annals of an institution 
of which for many years he was a large part. For eleven years, 
beginning with 1881, and again for two years from 1900 to 1902, 
he as President dominated its policies. For about sixteen years, 
beginning with 1903, he held the office of librarian with much 
satisfaction to the organization as well as to himself. It is safe to 
say that for forty of our fifty years his influence was stronger than 
that of any other member in determining its policy and in further
ing its administration. This recognition is due him as he now rests 
in the retirement of old age. 

The first Historical Field Day was held June 5th, 1880, with 
Oxford and the old Huguenot fort as the objective point. With 
the exception of a very few years during the World War, these 
excursions have been an annual event, covering many towns of the 
County, and in some years going beyond the county or even the 
state. 
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An event of much significance in this history was the coming 
of Thomas A. Dickinson into the office of librarian. in 1883, while 
Mr. Crane was still president. His antiquarian instincts, com
bined with mechanical skill and devotion to the Society's interests, 
made his nineteen years of service memorable, particularly in set
ting up and developing the Museum and the Library. 

The tenth anniversary of the founding of the Society was ob
served with much enthusiasm and circumstance, the formal exer
cises being held in the Old South Church on the Common and the 
reception and banquet at the Bay State Hotel. The occasional 
address was given by Rev. Carlton A. Staples, of Lexington-a 
descendant of an old Worcester County family. Mr. Roe was 
toastmaster at the banquet. Music was furnished by a local quar
tet, of which Charles I. Rice was a member. Eben Francis 
Thompson, who had been received into membership by special vote 
of the Society because he was not of age, was one of the ushers for 
the occasion; Herbert Wesby was the other. The festivities lasted, 
according to the records, till 12 :30 o'clock, a fact that bears witness 
to the spirit that prevailed in that early stage of our history and 
that primitive stage of civilization before the radio had taught late 
hours and high lighting bills. The twenty-fifth anniversary was 
no less elaborately commemorateq on January 23, 1900, with a 
banquet in Salisbury Hall, and Joseph H. Walker, Dr. Mendenhall, 
Miss Bacon of the neighboring Woman's Club, Charles G. Wash
burn, Stephen Salisbury, and others, as speakers. 

In 1883 the George Allen Library was obtained by purchase, the 
funds being furnished by a group of moneyed friends of our work, 
an acquisition that gave our library real standing among institu
tions of its sort. The Downes collections, bequeathed to us in 1886, 
brought in many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 
as well as a rare collection of almanacs. By smaller accretions, 
the Library has been further built up since then into something 
that, when made organic and serviceable through Mr. Colegrove's 
classification and orderly shelving, will be worth attention, not 
alone from Worcester and its county, but from a far wider public. 
Of this library, of course, the large and important collection of 
manuscripts, broadsides and maps form an exceedingly valuable 
part as organized and listed b;y- Dr. Charles H. Lincoln. Allied 
with the library, the collection of Worcester pictures-daguerreo-
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types, lithographs, portraits, photographs, gathered through the 
years, has preserved from oblivion faces and street scenes and home 
associations that money could not buy, if once they had been lost. 

More, perhaps, than in any other way the history of the Society 
has been recording itself through the growing museum. This ought 
to be so. In library and in publication we are in danger of dupli
cating the efforts of other organizations in our city. Our museum, 
however, is unique. The recent conference here of the New Eng
land Branch of the National Association of Museums ought to have 
made clear to Worcester people what is being widely recognized 
elsewhere, that the museum idea as applied to history and indus
trial life, as well as to art, is very important in any well-planned 
educational system. In spite of the activities of antiquers and 
private collectors with large resources, our museum has grown into 
a position of importance among museum people from away, who 
from time to time pay us visits and leave compliments behind them. 

Other people who deserve special mention as organizers and 
benefactors are Richard O 'Flynn, already named among the four 
founders, whose grandson we tonight welcome into active member
ship; George Sumner, repeatedly a vice-president and a constant 
contributor to our collections; Frank E . Williamson, treasurer from 
1904 till his death in 1919, and many more, notably William F. 
Abbott, also a pioneer member, and Walter Davidson, who for 
thirty-three years has been and still is the secretary, his term hav
ing begun with the :first meeting in the new and permanent head
quarters completed in the fall of 1891. 

An innovation of importance was made during the presidency of 
Mr. Hutchins-the extending to women of the privileges and re
sponsibilities of membership. Since then they have contributed 
greatly toward the efficiency of our working force. 

This leads me to allude to those men and women of generosity 
or wealth-generosity and wealth-who, by donation and bequest 
have made possible the substantial building, free from debt, that 
has served as the Society 's home for a generation and who have 
provided the small invested fund without the income of which even 
our present modest existence would be impossible-Messrs. Salis
bury (whose gifts total $49,375) Ely, Dodge, iRice, Curtis, Had
wen, Paine, Woodward, Williamson, and Mrs. Robinson, Mrs. 
Wetherell, Miss Katherine Allen, and others. 
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Even the list of presidents who have steadied and furthered our 
undertakings down this half century is significant of the character 
maintained by our society: Samuel E. Staples, Clark Jillson, Ellery 
B. Crane, B. W. Potter, Lyman A. Ely, F. L. Hutchins, Mander 
Maynard, Charles T. Tatman, James Green, George R. Stobbs, and 
William Woodward, not stopping to mention by name the one to 
whom has been assigned the task of leading you in this dash down 
the decades at the rate of five years a minute. 

The change of name from Society of Antiquity to Historical 
Society, accomplished in 1919, after years of fitful and sometimes 
heated discussion, may prove to have been an epoch-making event. 
Certainly the raising of the special funds would be recognized as 
such-the funds for the great task of renovating the building and 
rescuing the collections from chaos. Printed matter unselected and 
unclassified is only paper stock. Historical relics, unarranged and 
unmarked, are junk. The last six rather feverish years of the 
Worcester Historical Society constitute what may be called the 
Period of Systematization. The seven years preceding this were 
perhaps the Period of Struggle between Life and Death. Still 
,earlier came the Period of Decline, from 1900 to 1912. From 1885 
to 1900 was the Period of Rising Hope and Confidence, preceded 
by those first ten years, the Period of Enthusiastic Beginnings. 
Such vicissitudes as these we share with most institutions. The 
second generation of men responsible for an enterprise often take 
their duties rather lightly. There is new hope in the third genera
tion that a noble idea may be handed on, perhaps in a revised and 
enlarged edition. Hawthorne's expression about completing crea
tion by interpreting it applies to our Society in its present stage of 
development. Fifty years ago it was created through the devotion 
and enthusiasm of those four men who met together of an evening 
on Lincoln Place, and the devotion and zeal of their supporters 
whom they gathered about them. For us of the third generation 
it remains to complete their task by making their work practically 
available and intelligible to those of still later days who will enter 
into their labors. 



THE LAST FIFTY YEARS OF THE ART LIFE OF 
WORCESTER IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY 

Read before the Historical Society 
by Miss Jeanie Lea Southwick, October 10, 1935 

In the Worcester Directory for 1858 we find many interesting 
notices among the advertisements of the educational advantages 
offered the general public in this City at that date, many of them 
with illustrations. 

There is one whole page given to the "Worcester School of 
Design and Academy of Fine Arts'' established in Clark's Block, 
with a picture of the building, and a casual note to the effect that 
this block "the largest and most important building" in the City 
was recently built. The Academy furthermore had a Gallery of 
Paintings to which citizens and strangers visiting the city '' were 
cordially invited." 

This is signed by M. Imogene Robinson and Elizabeth J. Gard
ner, Principal. Across the front of the building is a long sign 
with the title of the School on it. Did anyone present ever hear 
of this Institute or know either of the young ladies 1 The building 
still stands and is now known as "The Walker Building." A 
circular for the years 1857-58 gives us more particulars. Prof. 
James Bushee is the head instructor, Miss Robinson one of the 
teachers, her subjects being '' drawing, painting, design and orna
mental branches," and there was a Mr. E. S. Nason, a teacher of 
music. This last name appears also on the front of the building, 
but in larger letters as it is comparatively a short sign, extending 
over only three windows. 

The references are of the best: headed by Dr. Alonzo Hill. 
The coming of Elizabeth Gardner, a young woman of Exeter, 

N. H., hardly out of her teens was not of sufficient importance to 
cause anything more than her name to appear. She might be 
included with those "who also ran." 

However, in spite of the glowing circular, Miss Robinson and 
Miss Gardner, with the opening of the Civil War, within a short 
time, vanished from the scene. I have told you all I have been 
able to find about these ladies at this time except that they both 
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boarded at a nice boarding house on Main Street near Lincoln 
Square where H. G. 0. Blake lived for many years. (His name 
was on the circular.) Miss Robinson probably married or died, 
for I could find nothing further about her, but please remember 
Miss Gardner for she will be spoken of again. 

When I graduated in 1871 from the High School in Worcester, 
I had no notion of what I was to do next. Circumstances made it 
imperative for me to earn my living and so I went within a few 
days to the Court House to be a clerk in the office of my mother's 
cousin, Charles A. Chase, the father of Mrs. Hovey Gage. As a 
child I had been alone living on my grandfather Southwick's farm 
in Worcester. 

One day my mother opened a box of odds and ends among her 
household effects that were all stored in my grandfather's attic and 
among the papers was an old drawing book such as young ladies 
in those days filled with nice pencil sketches made from litho
graphs, as part of the process of a "finishing" education. I took 
possession of it at once and it proved a very acceptable acquisition 
to employ my time with on rainy days. In the country there was 
little for a child to do who was all alone. 

Now again I was to be more or less alone at the Court House, for 
Mr. Chase wanted me to "keep house" for him while he was other
wise employed outside his office as County Treasurer. After two 
or three years of this inaction I had one afternoon in the week for 
my own and having seen some water color paintings by Miss Fanny 
Clark I was insistent that I wanted to take lessons of her. I knew 
I could do it if I had the chance to try. I had fallen heir to a fine 
box of paints and I started out to paint flowers in water-colors 
without a lesson in drawing! 

Miss Clark was a sister of Mrs. Henry H. Chamberlin and they 
lived in a very pleasant house on Hammond Street nearly opposite 
Dr. Sargent's house after it was moved from Nobility Hill. 

There was in those days an art store on Main Street in the Lin
coln House Block kept by Augustus E . Peck, who in 1858 was an 
''auctioneer.'' At that time, in the 1870 's, he had become a min
ister of fine arts. I loved to consider the things that were displayed 
in his windows. The only one of them all that I remember is a 
painting on pale green satin of pink and white apple blossoms. 
It was painted by Miss Fanny Clark and mounted as a fire screen 
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and sent to the Centennial Exposition in Philadelphia where I 
saw it and was quite sure it was one of the best paintings in the 
whole show. 

I had plenty of time with nothing much to do at the Court House 
and my few lessons with Miss Clark gave me the instruction neces
sary to start work for myself. So I made all kinds of duds which 
Mr. Peck was glad to show in his window and also to sell. My 
most popular work of that period was made with the important 
figures of birch bark with a water-color background. It was called, 
"What are the wild waves saying, Sister dead" 

Early in the '70's Mrs. Anna C. Fr~eland appeared in Worces
ter and like those other two earlier ladies she thought Worcester 
was a fine place to settle for an art centre. She had a small studio 
about as big as a thimble over the hardware store at the corner of 
Pearl and Main .Streets. Kinnicutt and Co., with the entrance on 
Pearl Street, was where she started. I was invited one evening 
there to talk of an association of art lovers in Worcester, which 
it was hoped might be formed. We were all most enthusiastic and 
so '' The Art Students' Club'' came into existence, thanks to Mrs. 
Freeland's indomitable will and persistence, never being balked in 
what she set out to do. 

We had some pleasant rooms in the Worcester Fire Ins. block, 
opposite Elm Street. Of late years the Bohemian Club has lived 
there. The Club flourished from its start. The two larger rooms 
were well filled with paintings for our annual show, and we had 
one evening a week to work from a model. 

When Mr. J. H. Walker bought Clark's block, Mrs. Freeland saw 
her chance, and arrangements were made for a large room with 
two smaller ones to be put in order for our club. This was in the 
southeast corner on the top floor while Mrs. Freeland herself had 
a large studio and sleeping room on the southeast corner. There 
we lived for twenty years or more a very happy family. We all 
hoped for an art museum eventually. Mrs. Freeland was never 
tired of talking about it. She was an excellent teacher and had 
large classes. Incidentally, she did very good work herself. 

We had occasional exhibitions of outside workers.-I remember . 
fine work shown by John A. Breck not long after his return from 
European study, an exhibition of pencil sketches by Charles Her
bert Woodbury, and also one of water-colors by Lucy A. Conant. 
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It was hoped after the Art Museum was thoroughly organized and 
opened to the public that similar exhibitions would be held there, 
but these were not forthcoming. Mrs. Freeland, a sister of the 
homeopathic physician, Dr. Chamberlin, was born in London, N. H., 
July 28, 1837. Her mother Mary Ann Baker was a cousin of 
Mary Baker Eddy. Mrs. Freeland, after her marriage, settled in 
Three Oaks, Michigan, and while there took lessons of Frederick 
Church, who advised her to go to Paris for instruction. She spent 
a year in Europe, much of the time in a Julian studio in Paris 
before coming to Worcester. While living here, she devoted herself 
in the summers to her studio in Jackson, New Hampshire, where 
she painted animals. Much of her work was sold. Thomas W. 
Lawson was one of her patrons and many of her paintings are to 
be found in Boston, Fitchburg and Worcester. 

Let us go back to the very important step taken by the City in 
the early '70's. Drawing was introduced into the Public Schools 
of the City and in order to give the teachers a slight knowledge of 
its principles an evening class in drawing was opened in the two 
rooms in the attic of the old High School building on Walnut 
Street. Walter S. Perry was teacher of drawing in the day schools, 
and then whom to get for the evening classes, was a terrible question, 
finally solved by employing George E. Gladwin, who had come to 
Worcester to teach drawing at the Polytechnic Institute. 

This gave me my introduction to Mr. Gladwin. He was a very 
nervous little man trying to do his level best, but with limited 
knowledge. I spent one winter pegging away at putting something 
on paper to look like the white plaster casts of parts of the human 
anatomy, in order to fit myself to be allowed to try a cast of one 
or two apples and leaves. It was very hard work for we used 
crayons which could not be erased, and so we had to struggle. A 
young lady who spent the whole time for 20 weeks managed to 
make a perfect reproduction of the apples, much to Mr. Gladwin's 
delight. She was his star pupil. I alas! made a ghastly failure 
of the huge mouth, ears, eyes and nose taken from the beautiful 
statue of David by Michel Angelo, in the Accademia di Belle Arti 
in Florence. 

I can think of nothing more calculated to quench all ardor for 
the study of the fine arts than to place a huge reproduction of a 
part of a face in front of one to make a careful drawing from. I 
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wanted something different. So in the £all of the next year I 
started out to see if I could get into the Normal Art School in 
Boston, which of course had to be opened for the coming work to 
be taught in drawing in the public schools. 

I passed the entrance examination with credit, but decided I 
wanted a different kind of work and was shortly enrolled with 
those at the Boston Art Museum School. So successful was the 
work of my first year there that I made application to the Super
intendent of Schools in Worcester, for a chance to teach in the 
Evening Drawing School, if an assistant were needed. Mr. Glad
win had retired and a young man from Boston had taken the place. 
Later I learned that as I walked out of the Superintendent's office 
this young man walked in to ask for some one to help him, and 
within 24 hours of my application I was notified that I was to go 
that evening and begin work! I taught there four evenings a 
week through the winter months till 1888 when I, at a five Inin
utes' notice, followed Mr. Walter S. Perry as supervisor of draw
ing in the Worcester schools. Mr. Perry went to Brooklyn to help 
start the Pratt Institute. He was so successful that he remained 
there till he died. He was a specimen of a man who was practically 
owned by a corporation; the Prangs of Boston backed him in 
everything and he did all that he could for them in return. 

He had brought their drawing books to Worcester, and used 
their pencils, erasers, et cetera. Mr. A. P. Marble, our Worcester 
superintendent, told me he wanted some one at the head of the 
drawing, with no "entangling alliances," so I was practically a 
free lance in my school work. It took them more than ten years 
to get rid of me. Had I been under their thumb my battles would 
have been fought for me. As it was, I went under, and at the end 
of the century I stood alone. 

Other things developed with great rapidity in those days. Pho
tography took the place of hand-work. Anyone could punch a 
catch on a camera and have a snapshot of a favorite spot, and at 
one time it seemed as though everyone had a camera. 

Mr. Gladwin came to our Art .Students' Meetings and worked 
diligently. At one time he was President of the Association. 
Once when we were working from a model, I was telling those 
about me of a little affair I was arranging at my church, the First 
Unitarian, which had recently built up the vestry another story 
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and made at one end of the room a nice little stage. The poem of 
'' The Blind Girl of Castel Cuillee, '' by Longfellow, was the sub
ject. Col. E. B. Glasgow had kindly consented to read the poem; 
Mr. Walter Kennedy was to furnish the music, but whom was I to get 
for the Blind Girl 1 In the end Miss Mary Louise Trumbull Cogs
well kindly consented to take the part. The affair was a very 
delightful success, and I have wondered many times since that some 
one of "today" did not try it again. Mr. Gladwin was much in
terested and said he thought it could be given in his church. I 
explained the whole thing to him and said, "between the scenes 
when the curtain was down"-"Curtain," said Mr. Gladwin, 
"Curtain? Oh no! We could not have anything with a curtain
in the church-Oh no!'' I never saw him so upset as he was that 
night. 

As I read the list of references for the Young Ladies' Institute 
beginning with Dr. Alonzo Hill, Unitarian minister, Dr. Seth 
Sweetser, Mr. Gladwin's pastor, I wondered what Dr. Sweetser 
would say today to a Methodist church recently built having a 
much more elaborate stage with all the :fixings, much more than 
our little Unitarian stage had. 

Some friend of Mr. Gladwin invited him in the '80 's to go to 
Florida. He had taken a previous visit one summer to Labrador, 
as one can see from a small collection of pen-and-ink drawings in 
a portfolio at the library. On his return from Florida he wanted 
me to see the work he had accomplished. He showed me a number 
of oil paintings of oranges hanging among their leaves on the trees 
and I was glad to :find the color of them all excellent. Mr. Gladwin 
seemed much pleased at my comments. In his later years after 
leaving the Tech he sketched private houses and I dare say many 
of you know of some of these. He was an excellent draughtsman 
and a very good man. 

In the '70 's an Englishman, a civil engineer, was in Worcester 
for a few years, Mr. S. P. R. Triscott. I always fancied that Mr. 
McClure was one of his satellites, but I never met him. He at least 
put the island of Monhegan on the map for one of his first summers 
he took Mr. McClure with him for his summer holiday, and we saw 
these sketches occasionally at our Art Students' Club exhibitions. 
In my drawing class there was one young man with an unusual 
ability and a very steady worker, Mr. Frank J. Darrah. I had 
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him all ticketed to succeed me when I gave up my evening teaching. 
Still later he was my assistant in the City School work, but the 
baleful influence which put me out then was too strong for Mr. 
Darrah to even try for the position so it was not till the man who 
succeeded me died that Mr. Darrah finally received this appoint
ment. 

Another acquisition for Worcester was in the late '80 's when 
Dr. Getchell married Miss Edith Loring Pierce and brought her to 
Worcester, a bride. Mrs. Getchell had already made her mark in 
the art world as an etcher of note, and was at once received here 
as a great acquisition. It is owing to her strenuous work in connec
tion with Mrs. Buffington's interest that gave us the Art Museum 
School as it is in the Salisbury House today. For three years it was 
a nip and tuck problem with the directors of the Museum whether 
it was going to pay to keep the school going. Mr. Salisbury's home 
provided a place for it and both Dr. Merriman, the President of 
the Museum, and Dr. Garver, who succeeded him, were anxious for 
it to go on, and so it has continued and :flourished. In Japan where 
all school children start with the brush and India ink and have for 
centuries, they understand the limits of human nature better. The 
Minister of Fine Arts told me one day when speaking of their 
great painter of that particular era, Seiho Takaouchi, that he was 
about to retire; he continued, "We shall miss him, there is no one 
in sight to take his place and there won't be for another sixty years. 
It is so everywhere. The best we can do for our school is to give 
youth its chance, and see what he makes of himself.'' 

In the '80's Mr. and Mrs. Lucius J. Knowles settled in Worcester 
and were devoted to the Fine Arts. They had a small well-lighted 
gallery in their house which was near the corner of l\fay Street on 
Main and they entertained whenever there was a new painting, for 
instance, and at other times. Mrs. Freeland had great hopes in 
that vicinity but alas! like many another hope it was not fulfilled. 
Mr. and Mrs. _Knowles both died and they left, to be sure, a small 
fund for the advancement of art. This is administered by a com
pany of gentlemen called the St. Wulstan Society and so far as I 
know the results are to their mind. 

In the '80's or '90's, Rev. Edward H. Hall, the minister of the 
First Unitarian Church, had a delightful class once a week in the 
vestry of the Church. The History of Fine Arts was the subject 
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and it was greatly enriched by the new carbon photographs of the 
Old Masters which were imported from Florence and used as a 
basis for Mr. Hall's talks. Later his successor, Dr. Garver, had a 
similar class with blue prints of sculptures in European galleries. 

Then came in the late '90's Mr. Salisbury's fine gift of plenty 
of money to build an Art Museum. This institution has followed 
the wise plan of not spending what it had not got and so today 
there is no struggle in regard to funds. 

In the late '60's. Mr. Hunt of Boston returned from abroad and 
at once had a large school of young ladies. Miss Helen Knowlton 
of Worcester went to Boston and shortly became a leader in his 
class so that she took over the class when given up by Mr. Hunt. 

There were several of the pupils who were well known from their 
work in after years. For instance, Mrs. Whitman designed and 
worked in colored glass. Mrs. Merriman painted portraits, Miss 
Bartol, Miss Lizzy Green and a few others also continued to paint 
and sent their works to exhibitions. Miss Lizzy Green's mother 
was the daughter of Abijah Bigelow who lived on Front Street 
just across from the Timothy Bigelow Monument on the Common. 
There were 3 or 4 unmarried daughters lived there well into 
the '70 's. Miss Lizzy, as a child, I knew quite well as she was an 
intimate friend of Miss Sarah F. Earle, a younger sister of my 
mother's. Once, on a walk with my aunt, Miss Lizzy gathered an 
armful of cat-tails and painted a decorative panel which she gave 
to my aunt. This I gave to the Public Library after my aunt's 
death some 15 years ago; so at least one of Lizzy Bigelow's paint
ings is in Worcester. 

Miss Knowlton taught and also painted portraits. There are a 
number of these in Worcester and I think our Museum has one or 
more. The portrait she made of Mr. Hunt went to the Art Museum. 
It was one of her best works. Still no artist of note came to W or
cester and settled down to live here. A charming portrait of Mrs. 
Homer Gage was made in the '90 's by Mr. Alexander of New York, 
and the itinerant portrait painter has always done things of that 
sort now and then. You must remember I am not telling of the 
art work after 1900. 

In 1892 I made my third trip to Europe and settled down for 
the summer at Crecy-en Bris Sur Marne, a most delightful little 
walled city, with 99 towers in its walls, originally on the road to 
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Strassbourg, 18 miles from Paris in an easterly direction. The 
moat was now a grassy, slightly sunken parkway where the women 
of the town met with their needle work in the afternoons. The 
advent of 50 or more lively young Americans was an event both 
to the Americans and to the native inhabitants and each learned 
a lot from the others. 

We made up little parties on Sundays to visit Paris, especially 
when the large exhibitions were on. One day at the Salon I saw 
Mons. Bouguereau and with him a pleasant looking lady who 
seemed to be rather intimate. I asked if it were his wife and was 
told ''no.'' A young man with me said in a low tone to me, '' She 
ought to be." 

Later I was told that the lady was a Miss Gardner from America 
-his best and favorite pupil. They decided to be married-but 
they reckoned without their host, so to speak, for marriage is an 
important function in French eyes and a man must have his 
mother's consent if she is living. Madame Bouguereau flatly re
fused to give it. She caused her son and the lady of his affections 
to wait 20 years for her to die. They were married, however, finally 
and had a few years of happy married life. 

When Miss Gardner in the early '60 's went to Paris she dis
covered to her dismay that the Julian Studios where she wished to 
study took no women students. Not to be daunted, however, this 
New England young woman dressed as a boy, had her hair cut and 
thus got in. Bouguereau was her critic and from the start was 
much interested in her work. He was so kind, invited her to his 
studio, etc., that she decided to tell him her story. He said, "the 
order must be changed.'' When it was done, Elizabeth Gardner 
had the honor to be enrolled as the first woman pupil in a Julian 
class. Her painting was naturally similar in style to Bouguereau 's 
with perhaps a little more of the home quality. She was decorated 
by the French government, very likely the wires were pulled to 
get it by Bouguereau, for there is as much manipulation of a 
political matter over there as here. 

Later in the '90 's one afternoon, my mother's cousin, Miss Lucy 
Chase, came to call and she produced from her capacious bag a 
photograph, cabinet size, which she told me she thought I would 
like to have. It was of a painting by Elizabeth J. Gardner, her 
salon picture of that year and she had written on it, '' To my dear 
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friend, Miss Lucie Chase of Worcester, U.S.A., with the affectionate 
regards of Elizabeth J. Gardner" and the date which I think was 
in the '80 's. 

Miss Gardner was married to Bouguereau in 1896 and she died 
in 1905, 50 years of age. They waited 20 years before Madame 
Bouguereau, .Sa Mere, died. Bouguereau was 12 years the senior 
of the wife. 

In 1881 it was rumored among the art students of the day in 
New York that the coming exhibition of water-colors at the National 
Academy was to be very rigidly selected in order to raise the 
standard. I was studying at the Art Student's League in New 
York at that time and decided I would be one of those daring to 
send a painting. Just before the opening night, it was said that 
over 1200 pictures were rejected and about 800 accepted. What 
was my joy to find I was with those accepted. From that day to 
this I have received their invitation to send and for about 40 years 
I always sent one or more pictures. 

Two years later at the Boston Art Museum practically the same 
thing was said and again I sent, this time a flower piece and a land
scape. The Chairman of the Jury was Augustus St. Gaudens. He 
had a fine list of assistants, T. H. Bartlett, J. F. Cole, F. Crown
inshield, George Fuller, F. P. Vinton, A. Rotch, S. R. Kohler, etc. 
Both of my paintings were accepted and well hung. There were 
only half a dozen students' work in the exhibition with mine. At 
every exhibition, until I went to Japan, that they have had since, 
I have sent work which was always accepted. There has never 
been a committee, however, to equal that one at Boston. A number 
of names should be mentioned as of active workers in Worcester in 
one way or another in the last thirty years of the fifty I am talking 
about. Mr. Greenwood and Dr. Stevens were both beginning. J. 
Chauncy Lyford gave promise of good work. Mrs. Anne Wells 
Munger was also a beginner. Dr. Mason's work appeared occa
sionally, but his specialty was music. Fred McClure made attrac
tive pictures in water-colors for a short time. The man whose work 
showed a most original strain was Charles Seabury Hale. Doubt
less were he beginning today he would be a well-known illustrator. 
The Art Museum furnished a critic from Boston for a few years, 
but it was all merged in the School when it started full-fledged 
with a corps of leaders in Salisbury House. Those men who came 
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from Boston were Herman Dudley Murphy, Philip L. Hale, and 
De Camp. For a year or two I had a class in water-colors, the 
largest class in all, and Mrs. Buffington was one of my honored 
pupils. 

Is it not true that 

''We build the ladder by which we climb 
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies, 
And we mount to its summit, round by round f'' 

In 1910, I took the year for a most extensive trip abroad, going 
to Europe, Asia and Africa. In the early summer I met Mr. and 
Mrs. Buffington and · Miss Buffington at Bremen, and the four of 
us did northern Germany, Denmark, Holland, and Belgium quite 
thoroughly. I was in the capacity of a courier, guide, friend. 

Two events remain in my mind of that trip as most unusual. I 
had been in most of the important galleries of Europe and had been 
struck with the number of headless marble figures. In the private 
collection of Herr M. C. Jacobson in Copenhagen, a wealthy brewer, 
I found the heads. Becoming interested in Greek Art, he had 
given the man who supplied him a standing order to get him any
thing '' not too large'' for his collection. The man, finding it easier 
to accumulate heads, sent him all he could get. There they were, 
each on its own standard, a charming array of Greek and Roman 
sculpture, most of the heads being starred in Baedeker, with many 
complete works of the Scandinavian sculptors as well. These were 
all arranged with great taste and I have a picture of the Ragnaroc 
Salon in my mind's eye to this day. This name, 'Ragnaroc, is from 
the Scandinavian word, Ragnarok, which means '' Twilight of the 
Gods." I always intended to go to Denmark again, but the great 
war came when I was on my first trip to Japan and stopped my 
continued trip home through Europe, and I have never been there 
since, when it was convenient to go to Denmark. 

The second event was in Holland. When at the Hague, Mrs. 
Buffington and I were invited to call on that great Dutch Painter, 
Josef Israels. He was a frail, fragile old man, sitting in a deep 
arm chair, attired in a voluminous dressing gown. We were ad
monished when going in not to stay too long so as to tire him. It 
seemed to me about five minutes when his attendant appeared at 
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the door. He waved her back and we were there a little longer. 
The room was dull. He said he had to have it so because of his 
eyes. There was but the one window and he sat back from its 
light. He spoke excellent English and with considerable fire. I 
looked back as we were leaving on the fragile old man enveloped 
in his huge dressing gown, leaning back in his chair, his eyes closed, 
but with the fire of youth still in them for a short time longer
a pleasant memory. 



CHARACTERISTIC ELEMENTS IN AMERICAN 
FOLK LORE 

Read before the Worcester Historical Society 
by Mr. Frank Colegrove, January 8, 1926 

You are not to expect, from the caption of this paper, that I am 
undertaking to set before you with neat and scientific precision a 
list of characteristic elements which America has contributed to 
the folk lore of the world. What I do propose is no more than an 
amateurish excursion amid the bewildering mass of available mate
rial on this subject, rich in interest but not yet very well digested 
-with just enough of scientific inquiry to redeem the quest from 
purposelessness, to keep the mind alert to the significance of what 
is presented, and, finally, it is to be hoped, to whet the appetite for 
further investigation as occasion may serve in the future. 

Our query will be, Has America made a distinctive contribution 
to folk lore, in the way of original theme or characteristic modifica
tion of older or common ideas? (And for the purposes of this 
paper I use the. term America as referring to that portion of the 
North American continent now occupied by the United States ex
clusive of Alaska.) My object will be rather to commend the in
vestigation to you, with some suggestions of method, than to stress 
any of my own tentative conclusions. Indeed the few conclusions 
which I shall venture to set forth, with the modesty becoming an 
amateur, will be no more than sufficient fully to illustrate my 
methods of inquiry. And if this paper shall impel any of you to 
enter upon this most interesting field of study, the writer will reek 
not at all if the result of your explorations be the demolition of all 
his findings. 

Now for a point of departure in our quest of characteristic 
American elements, I would invite you to go with me to the Philip
pines. (This is illustrative-to many of you an experience similar 
to mine would suggest other starting points.) From childhood the 
:field of folk lore has been a most fascinating one to me, but it was 
only some :fifteen years ago that my attention was engaged in any 
definite comparative study of the subject, and this came about 
through the fortuitous circumstance of my relation, by marriage, 
to a little sheaf of Philippine folk tales and myths gathered by two 
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of the teachers sent out there by our government, with the coopera
tion of their pupils, their parents, and native teachers, and later 
published in the Journal of American Folk Lore. One of these 
t eachers, a cousin of mine, gave me a set of the papers, which I 
proceeded to read with much interest, but also with growing 
amazement. Conning over these collections with no particular 
idea in mind but a casual interest and curiosity, I noted with a cer
tain pleasure now and again familiar portions and even practically 
whole tales, until I began to take some critical notice, for, as I 
soon perceived, here was not a body of locally characteristic folk 
lore with an occasional familiar strand of motive or treatment, but 
an amazing jumble of tales of other and widely separate regions, 
with the local threads, where any could be discerned at all, to be 
carefully sought out. While this is measurably true of many local
ities, it seems to me especially so of this one, and naturally, as this 
has long been the meeting point of widely diverse ethnic and lin
guistic streams, which have brought together a polyglot collection 
of folk lore material fairly bewildering at first sight, but almost 
inevitably challenging an attempt at analysis. 

You will note that I have suggested the Philippines as a favorable 
point of departure not for the beginning of a study or acquaintance 
with folk lore, but for one fairly familiar with the subject in a 
general way, as most of you undoubtedly are, to begin a com,para,
tive study of it, with the special object of preparing yourselves to 
seek distinctive elements in the American material. The first step 
to the discovery of distinctive elements in the lore of any region is 
some acquaintance with elements which are too common to be 
localized at all, or are largely characteristic of some other locality 
than the one in question. That is, the method must be one of grad
ual elimination of foreign elements, and after all possible care has 
been taken in this process the residuum will still be more or less 
uncertain. Now in the Philippine collections you may find in small 
compass a remarkably comprehensive mixture of many types, all 
of which, however , you may be confident are not American, but 
which you are careful to eliminate in your home study-save for 
strongly characteristic American variations or modifications . If 
you wished to make a study of Chinese or Japanese folk lore, or 
that of the ruder tribes of Northern Africa, you would go at once 
to the collections of these, either on the ground or in the published 
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books-for these peoples have been but slightly pervious to outside 
influences. But how study Filipino characteristics, when you meet 
at every turn what clearly is not Philippine, but West European, 
Japanese, Indic, or what not, thinly disguised in local coloring 1 
You are driven at once to a sorting of the material found among 
them, that is, to some study of comparative folk lore, and the results 
of this study, the ability to recognize many of the more strongly 
marked types, which would stand you in stead in sifting for Fili
pino characteristics, will be equally serviceable in the quest of 
American characteristics. 

Let us glance at a few of these Philippine tales and superstitions 
-that is, as now found in the Philippines-with some attempt to 
see how far they are native, really Filipino. It will be necessary 
to be constantly on our guard, as the presence of much Spanish 
coloring, for example, is not sufficient in itself to determine the 
Spanish origin of a tale. In one of these of probable Malaysian, 
if not Philippine origin, the three heroines are named Isabel, Cata
lina and Maria, though their husbands are Juan Pusong (Tricky 
John), the Visayan hero, an ape, and a wildcat (disguised prince), 
and some of the incidents occur at the haciend,a of the disguised 
prince. Nor, on the other hand, can the substitution of a man for 
the fox and an ape for the rabbit, or the use of a tortoise and a 
pond instead of the rabbit and the brier patch disguise our old 
friend the tar baby story. 

In "Masoy and the Ape" we have the familiar incidents of the 
tar baby, used here to catch an ape who had been robbing the 
vegetable garden, and the same ape playing the role of '' Puss in 
Boots'' to perfection, and a hint of '' Ali Baba,'' with the coins 
sticking to the bottom of the borrowed measure. In the race 
between the Snail and the Deer, we have Aesop, and the '' Tortoise 
and Rabbit" version as told by "Uncle Remus." In Ca Matsin 
( the turtle) and Ca Boo-ug ( the monkey), with considerable local 
color there is a curious mixture. In the denouement the monkeys, 
after suggesting various dire cruelties, finally, as the direst, throw 
the turtle into the pond. In the same tale, Botete, the sturgeon, is 
induced by the monkeys, in their pursuit of the turtle, to drink up 
the water of the pond; but the turtle, in turn, calls upon Salacsa
can, the kingfisher, for help, who pecks a hole in the sturgeon and 
lets out the :flood, in which the monkeys are drowned (with apolo-
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gies to the author of "Hiawatha"), and in another version the 
monkeys themselves try to drink the pond dry, and burst a la 
Aesop's frog. 

Both to appreciate this mixture and to be prepared the more 
readily to recognize its elements as we meet them in our own coun
try, we shall need some sort of a classification scheme. A fact or a 
specimen unrelated, thrown into the attic of our mind, is of little 
use and not likely to be available when wanted, but placed in an 
intelligible scheme it becomes part of our working library. So let 
me suggest, as suited to our present needs, a brief and simple analy
sis £or the sorting, and if you do not eare to fish with my alder 
branch and bent pin, you may elaborate the equipment to any 
extent desired. We are more concerned with the malting of an 
inventory of these non-American themes, than in referring them 
accurately to their individual sources, although of course the more 
exact our scheme, the more readily shall we determine whether or 
not a given item belongs in it. 

Suggested ethnic streams, with their proximate distribution and 
some slight characterization: 

Aryan (Indo-European) 

Semitic 

Mongolian, etc. 
(Ural-Altaic) 

Persia, India, Western Europe. 
Intellectual, versatile. 

Arabia, Turkey, Northern Africa, Ma
laysia, Central Africa, Babylonia, 
Assyria. 

Poetic, picturesque, dreamy, uxori
ous, cruel, crafty. 

China, Japan. 
Archaic, childish, stoic. 
(Japanese) Poetic, mystic, beauty
loving yet gruesome. 

Hamitie (Ethiopian, etc.) Egypt, Ethiopia, etc. 
Childish, naive, prone to fetichism. 

Many of the types are strongly marked, and even to the dilettante 
student fairly easy of recognition. As might be expected, in view 
of the long Spanish domination, we find among these Philippine 
tales perhaps more of the familiar West European than of any 
other foreign stock, though largely mixed with other elements and 
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strongly washed with local color. aturally, also, Japanese themes 
are of frequent occurrence. In Lafcadio Hearn 's volume " Kwai
dan" is the very characteristic Japanese tale of Rokuro-Kubi, from 
which I quote, as follows: ' ' In the book Soshinki it is written that 
if one find the body of a Rokuro-Kubi without its head, and remove 
the body to another place, the head will never be able to join itself 
again to the neck. And the book further says that when the head 
comes back and finds that its body has been moved, it will strike 
itself upon the floor three times-bounding like a ball-and will 
pant as in great fear, and presently die." 

The Philippine (Visayan ) superstition of the " asuang" is closely 
similar:-" At midnight he leaves the lower part of his body, from 
the waist down, and the other half flies off to look for food, espe
cially lonely travelers and babies whose attendants have neglected 
them. If anyone can manage, during the absence of the asuang, 
to cast salt upon the part of his body which he has left behind, it 
will be impossible for him upon his return to reunite his body.'' 
The compilers of these Philippine tales say that it is with the 
greatest difficulty. that a teacher can convince his scholars that the 
cannibals mentioned in the story of Robinson Crusoe were not 
asuangs. 

Another strongly marked type (of the Semitic family) is the 
lVIoorish, found apparently in especial purity among the less known 
tribes of Northern Africa. The tales are often of the rudest, with 
extreme simplicity of plot and rudeness of incident. If a tale is 
drawn out to any length it tends to become incoherent, a loose col
lection of incidents not at all welded together. They abound in 
treachery and butchery, and in the ever-present uxoriousness of 
the Mohammedan. If a man wishes to conciliate another, or to 
gain his assistance, he addresses him as "0 favorite of fair women, 
man of remarkable appearance, '' or perhaps in case his appearance 
be not safely remarkable, at least as ' ' brave man, brother of beau
tiful women. ' ' The story, what there is of it, will probably deal 
with robbers, a runaway or stolen wife, and the incidents of pur
·suit and capture. And there will be no lack of completeness in the 
catastrophe, as in this instance, ' ' Then they killed the woman and · 
cut her flesh in strips and threw it on a jujube tree, and the jackals 
and birds of prey came and passed the whole day eating it, until 
there was none left." 
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Of course in the Philippines all these imported elements are 
mixed and overlaid with the strictly native, and the related Malay
sian and Ethiopic. 

Now turning to America, with a lively realization of the many 
and diverse elements of the folk lore of the world which have been 
transferred here, it is evident that we must, in a brief study, con
fine ourselves to a few of the most favorable fields for our inquiry, 
and look chiefly for such radical modifications of inherited or bor
rowed themes as may truly be called distinctive, rather than for 
any wholly indigenous. However, it must be borne in mind also 
that mere identity of themes in widely separated localities is not 
conclusive evidence of inheritance of either from the other, as simi
lar conditions may have given rise to the same ideas in each 
independently. 

In the successive outmovings of the human race from its original 
seats, some elements of the common stock of folk lore would always 
be carried, and if even a desultory communication with the old 
stock were kept up, these would be long retained; but in case of 
long isolation of a still primitive people in a new and peculiar 
habitat, under conditions making a sharp break with their former 
state, so that their original inherited lore should not simply go on 
unchanged, there would inevitably be developed and superimposed 
new ideas, from their reaction to the strange conditions and phe
nomena, which would gradually come to express the new racial 
experiences. And a like process would go on later in contacts with 
a more advanced civilization, as of Europeans with the aboriginal 
inhabitants of this country. In these cases, to quote the editor of 
the Memoirs of the American Folk Lore Society, referring to a 
different locality, '' the imported element, even though sometimes 
the ground work, forms only a skeleton; the story, undergoing 
reconstruction, becomes as illustrative of native character as if it 
were in reality of native origin.'' 

In the United States two racial groups, differing widely in char
acter and history, have had peculiarly favorable conditions for the 
growth of individuality in their folk lore. These are the red In
dians of the great plains and the Rockies, and the plantation and 
household Negroes of the southern states, away from the seaboard 
-the former in a physical isolation in a wide and varied country, 
in intimate contact with the all-enveloping powers of Nature-and 
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the latter in a social isolation no less complete than the physical 
isolation of the Indians. So among these groups we may perhaps 
look most hopefully for characteristic American features of thought 
or feeling, superimposed on some body of traditional lore brought 
here with them, or of independent origin in their new habitat. And 
to these I will limit the present inquiry. 

The isolation of the southern Negroes of the region which I have 
indicated was of a very peculiar nature. As has been suggested, it 
was not a physical isolation; it was a living in close contact with a 
civilization of high cultural characteristics, in which, however, they 
had absolutely no share. Their social isolation was complete, yet 
this world of beauty and refinement without the pale was constantly 
before them, alluring, tantalizing with its glimpses of a to them 
impossible culture-giving rise to vague, inarticulate yearnings 
and aspirations-a feeling toward ideals which they could not ex
press, and producing a dimly defined but poignant sense of spiritual 
remoteness from it all. I know an old mammy of this race, who 
has nursed many white children, whose dearest expressed hope in 
regard to heaven is that she shall be white when she gets there. 

With the Negroes of the Sea Islands the case was very different, 
for with them the primitive stream was frequently recruited by 
fresh arrivals, and the modifying forces of a contact which still was 
not an association was not present. The Sea Island Negroes re
mained in great measure a transplanted bit of the African race, 
with comparatively little of strong and continuous influences to 
work essential change. This difference between them and the 
"Uncle Remus" Negroes is plainly reflected in many of the tales 
characteristic of the two localities respectively, given by Joel 
Chandler Harris, as told by '' Daddy Jack'' and '' Sis Tempe,'' on 
the one hand, and "Uncle Remus" on the other. The former have 
the full savor of the native Africa, while the latter are strongly 
tinctured by the new experiences and environment. In Daddy 
Jack's tale of how the '' li 'l boy bar'' nursed the young alligators, is 
seen the lazy, care-free, rollicking existence of the tropical habitat, 
with none of the · pathos of a long remembrance of slavery. With 
the Uncle Remus Negroes the characteristic thing is not their use 
of the rabbit, one of the weakest and most timid of the animals, 
whose defence must be cunning, as a hero in their tales, but their 
practical adoption of it as the hero-the instinctively recognized 
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symbol of themselves. This exaltation of the rabbit to the chief 
place among the animal heroes has, I think, occurred nowhere else 
in the world. 

There is a fineness in the pathos of these smaller plantation and 
household slaves which would be impossible to a primitive race 
surrounded by their own kind alone. They have entered with 
intense sympathy into the feelings and emotions, the joys and sor
rows of their masters, imbibing the fine feelings and emotions, but 
shut off from any expression of them by the impassable barrier of 
social isolation. Hence the intense feeling of helpless loneliness, 
and the pathos of deep yearning for a real sharing of these things. 
It is this pathetic sense of loneliness in their peculiar isolation to 
which I would point as perhaps the most distinctive contribution 
of the American Negro to our folk lore. Running like a minor 
motif through the '' Brer Rabbit'' tales, it is expressed with poig
nant emphasis in the exquisite ''Ezekiel'' stories of Lucy Pratt. 
I do not know to what extent these are based on actual folk mate
rial existent among the Negroes, or how entirely they may be the 
product of the sympathetic imagination and insight of the author, 
but, whether as revelation or interpretation, they portray real 
characteristics discoverable in the familiar tales, and are equally 
available for illustration. ''Ezekiel'' is the incarnation of the 
dazed helplessness amid an alien civilization, the piteous reaching 
out for companionship, of this transplanted race. The peculiar 
adventures in comradeship of his other self, '' 'Manuel,'' will best 
illustrate this. 

Living alone in the solitary cabin, '' cuz his kin's all daid-in de 
night, w'en de win' gits a-w'istlin' an' a-r'arin 'roun' de house, 
(he) bu'ys 'is haid way down in de baid clo'es, say, 'Oh, cert'nly 
is lonesome yere ! Oh, cert 'nly is lonesome yere.' " 

So in the morning he goes down the road and meets "de li'l w'ite 
dawg, where's name Fanny," and says: "Heyo, li'l w'ite dawg! 
Ef 'tain 't ter much trouble I'd like fer yer to come live wid me, cuz 
my kin's all daid." An' li'l w'ite dawg set up on one laig agin an' 
keep on fannin' 'erself wid 'er tail an' speak right out in a r'al 
kine o li 'l high up voice, say: "Y as suh ! Y as suh ! Cert 'nly is 
proud ter 'blige yer!" So co'se 'Manuel an' de li'l dawg jes' turn 
right 'roun' an' go runnin' back 'ome tergedder. 

An' nex' time ole win' come a-w'istlin' 'roun' de house in de 
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night, li 'l boy jes' stick 'is haid outen de clo 'es, sing out: "Oh, we 
ain't 'fraid ter-night, cuz yer cyan' git in!'' An den li 'l dawg 
join in, an' dey bofe sing out: We's livin' yere tergedder, an' yer 
cyan' git in!" So ole win' jes' turn 'roun' an' run away agin 
eroun' de corner same way she come. But finally 'Manuel's dream 
is the precursor of the melancholy death of the li'l w'ite dawg, who 
is '' all drownded, 'scusin' the tip of her ta-il. '' 

"Co'se 'Manuel's all 'lone 'gin, so praesen'ly he's jes' 'blige git 
'im an udder li 'l an 'mul. '' 

Then came the "li 'l chick 'n, where's name Joshua," sailing in 
on a leaf, and sitting down on a sunbeam at the top of the room. 
But Joshua was s' easy ter git mad, and although 'Manuel coaxed 
her down, and they lived together happily for a time, there came a 
little quarrel, and she flew up again and perched on the sunbeam, 
and all 'Manuel's protestations that '' Cose he ain' ten' no harm,'' 
failed to bring her back, and she sat there on the sunbeam and the 
moonbeam, growing thinner and thinner, till finally '' she ain' dere. 
Not no li'l chick'n a-settin' on the beam, not nary one." 

After this came for a brief period the li 'l goat, "name Calliny," 
but when she called to him from outside that a bear was eating her 
up, 'Manuel thought she was fooling, even when the voice became 
weak and called, '' Oh, but li 'l Mister Master 'Manuel, I 'se mos' all 
ate up-all 'scusin' my haid an jes' few mo' li'l things-all 
'scusin' my haid and jes' few mo' li 'l things!'' · 

"An' af' dat li 'l boy's jes' 'blige ter live dere all 'lone thouten 
no kin 't all. An, wussen all dat, seem like he cyan' nuver go outen 
de do' no mo' thouten he jes' seem ter hyeah dat li'l voice a-cryin' 
an' a-cryin' in the win' ": Oh, li 'l Mister Master 'Manuel, yer 's 
come ter late! I 'se all ate up ! Yer 's come ter late! I 'se all ate 
up." 

I believe the latest of 'Manuel's friends and comrades was the 
"Li 'l Hoppin' Frog," who was as lonely and friendless as himself. 

This is how their acquaintance began : 
He's jes' a-settin' dere on the steps, kine o' studyin' an' thinkin' 

'bout bein' ser lonesome, w 'en de li 'l frog come a-hop pin' up de 
steps. Yas'm-an' he's cryin' too, wid 's haid bu'y in 'is lap. So 
fus' he didn' hyeah nuthin'," an' de li'l frog keep on hoppin' up 
de steps, an' she hop right dere nex' de li'l boy an' se' down side' 
'im. So 'Manual open 'is eyes r'al slow, an' look down, an' by dat 
time Ii 'l frog was feelin' bad, too. 
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"Well, w'at's yer name, frog?" 'Manuel say. An' den de li'l 
frog she look up an' wipe 'er eye r'al sad 'n gloomy an' look at de 
li'l boy. "My name's Bella," she say; an' she jes' bu'y 'er haid 
an' bus' right out cryin'. ""\Yell, 'tain' nuthin' ter cry 'bout ef 
it is.'' 'Manuel answer 'er; ''I reckon we better go out an' play a 
li 'l on de grass, ain' we?" ·wen, de frog she wipe 'er eye agin, an 
den she start hoppin' right 'long down de steps siden de li 'l boy. 
So dey run 'roun' on de sun-spots twell 'Manuel stop an' look at de 
frog 'gin. ''Ain't yer no kin, frog?'' he ask. An' Ii 'l frog she 
wipe 'e eye agin. "No, I ain' no kin," she say. "Den I reckon 
yer better live yere wid me, ain't yed" 'Manuel answer 'er, cuz 
my kin's all daid.'' '' My kin's all <laid too,'' li 'l frog answer, 
sobbin' like as she speak. "Well, se' down an' res' yerself," 
'Manuel say. 

An' af' dat de li 'l boy an' de li 'I frog live dere 'lone tergedder. 
An' furn dat ve 'y time seem like de li 'l frog 'mence ter feel diffunt. 
An' she tole 'Manuel it cert'nly seem r'al homelike to 'er. 

But there was the usual outcome, ''An' dat 's de reason de li 'l 
boy feel sa 'n lonesome, cuz he knowed he would 'n nuver see de 
li 'l hoppin' frog no mo'." 

Away from the mixed contacts of the border regions on all sides, 
the Indians of the great plains and the mountains of the interior, 
enthralled by the great forces and phenomena of this marvelous 
domain must inevitably have developed many characteristic ele
ments of folk lore, or great modifications of their inherited stock. 
The vast spaces, tremendous play of the elements in all their moods, 
and the stupendous grandeur of the mountains-with the wonder 
of the limitless sky spread over all-these still weave their spell 
upon even the transient sojourner. W1iat a powerful impress they 
must have made, throuo-h many generations, upon a simple people 
of thoughtful, poetic and religious temperament! 

In the present state of our knowledge, originality in the Indian 
tales will perhaps be perceived more as a sort of pervading atmo
sphere, vaguely felt, than in distinct themes or motives which may 
be definitely pointed out, though these latter will probably appear 
in no inconsiderable number as our familiarity with the field grows. 
Meanwhile the work of searching out and recording the material, 
in however crude or literal form, while it is still available, is the 
vital need. Indeed, in the gathering stage of the investigation, 
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literal translation, with its inevitable failure to convey the poetry 
and literary spirit of the original, is no doubt preferable to im
posing upon the tales graces and refinements of an alien literary 
form, which would conceal or lead away from the real thought and 
feeling. We must await as interpreters of the Indian lore, those as 
familiar with their life and manner of thought as Joel Chandler 
Harris was with those of the Georgia Negroes. 

Here is one of the tales with a baldness which if it closely reflects 
the original might almost be claimed as an unique element :-

WHY LOVERS SHOULD NEVER BECOME JEALOUS 

A young Mohegan man and girl were very much in love with 
each other. The older people would say, "Ah, k'numshni ! Look 
at that. They are very happy.'' 

One day the young man shot a deer. He brought it to his loved 
one and laid it in her house. Now he suddenly became jealous. 
Well, the reason is not known. Then he seized the horns of the 
deer and rushed up to her. He pressed them upon her forehead. 

Now they grew there, and no one could get them off her head. 
They were going to grow right through the top of the wigwam. So 
her family became very anxious. Then they sent for the shaman. 
He brought a magic oil and rubbed it on the joints of the horns. 
Soon these joints began to crack, and then they dropped off. The 
young man went away from that town, but never came back. 

The girl's head was all right. 
In spite of the comparative isolation of these Indians for a long 

time, there are among them numerous traces of the familiar tales of 
other parts of the world-it has seemed to me more largely of the 
Indo-European stream than of any other, which of course may have 
come to them from almost any direction. One of their most com
mon themes is metamorphoses, into every sort of thing, animate 
and inanimate. Also a favorite one is the common Eastern notion 
of the pursued leading the pursuer a sort of titanic hurdle race, 
with all manner of obstacles arising between them. However, the 
independent origin of this idea among the Indians seems by no 
means improbable. Then there is the Jack the Giant Killer trick 
of the eating and drinking contest, in which the challenger puts 
the food into a leather bag concealed under his clothing, which he 
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finally rips up with a knife, daring his competitor to do the same. 
But after the known foreign elements are sifted out as thoroughly 

as possible, much is left in which original motives or essential modi
fications may confidently be sought. 

There is much interesting material of story and superstition in 
connection with the disposal of their dead. On the prairies this is 
often done by suspension in trees or placing on a raised platform 
-an obvious means of protection from their most prevalent ani
mals, wolves, foxes, etc., but of no avail in a mountain or forest 
habitat, among the climbing animals. Most of this material, though 
of course having considerable likeness to that developed among 
other peoples in similar environment, seems to be rich in character
istic elements of theme or treatment, and here is a story in which 
possibly the main motive, a curious reversal of the familiar idea 
of the ghoul feasting on the bodies of the dead, is original. 

AN ABENAKE WITCH STORY 

An old witch was dead, and his people buried him in a tree, up 
among the branches, in a grove that they used for a burial place. 
Some time after this, in the winter, an Indian and his wife came 
along, looking for a good place to spend the night. They saw the 
grove, went in, and built their cooking fire. When their supper 
was over, the woman, looking up, saw long dark things hanging 
among the tree branches. '' What are they 1'' she asked. '' They 
are only the dead of long ago,'' said her husband. '' I want to 
sleep." "I don't like it at all. I think we had better sit up all 
night,'' replied his wife. The man would not listen to her, but 
went to sleep. 

Soon the fire went out, and then she began to hear a gnawing 
sound, like an animal with a bone. She sat still, very much scared, 
all night long. About dawn she could stand it no longer, and, 
reaching out, tried to wake her husband, but could not. She 
thought him sound asleep. The gnawing had stopped. When day
light -came she went to her husband and found him dead, with his 
left side gnawed away, and his heart gone. She turned and ran. 
At last she came to a lodge where there were some people. Here 
she told her story, but they would not believe it, th.inking that she 
had killed the man herself. They went with her to the place, how-
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ever. There they found the man, with his heart gone, lying under 
the burial tree, with the dead witch right overhead. They took 
the body down and unwrapped it. The mouth and face were 
covered with fresh blood. 

As I have suggested, a tale with such marked characteristics as 
that familiar to us as the Tar Baby story, cannot lose its identity 
through any variations of personnel or incident merely adapting 
it to the locality in which it is found; it is still the Tar Baby story, 
though the actors be the ape and the tortoise, instead of the fox 
and the rabbit, and the scene of the denounement be a pond instead 
of the brier patch, and it would seem reasonably certain that it had 
a single origin. But the case is different with tales whose similarity 
consists only in the use of a main motive which may quite possibly 
and even probably have had more than one independent origin. 
For example, the star myths, prevalent among the American 
Indians and also in other parts of the world. Perhaps especially 
on the great plains of the earth, where during the nights, to an 
out-of-doors people, the heavens are the one object of contempla
tion, these myths would naturally arise. There is in these tales 
among our Indians so much that is in sympathetic harmony with 
the surroundings, the nearness and friendliness of the overarching 
sky, in the warm, sensuous nights of summer, with its myriad 
twinkling lights so suggestive of home lights, that a race of poetic 
temperament could hardly fail to imagine a communication with 
it. Very much of this product, whether of indigenous origin or of 
long tradition, is undoubtedly due to their own reaction to the 
conditions. 

In "Jack and the Bean Stalk," however, while at first glance 
the motive may appear like, namely, a communication with the 
upper world, the conception is radically different, and especially 
suggests an origin in very different surroundings. With the Indians 
there is a hole in the sky, giving a glimpse of the world of light 
above, and the means of communication some sort of a rope; while 
the bean stalk communicated rather with a part of the common 
world, and the tale originated amid a tropical type of vegetation. 
Indeed, so far from affording a communication with the sky world, 
the great vine is really a screen shutting it out. There was nothing 
in the great plains to suggest it. 

Here is a characteristic Indian star tale, which I would submit 
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as a probable instance of independent identical origin, and cer
tainly of much originality in its essential structure: 

THE CHIEF'S DAUGHTERS: AN OTOE TALE. (Nebraska) 

In the evening, in summer, upon a hot night two young girls, 
chief's daughters, lay on the ground outside their tents gazing at 
the sky. As the stars came out one of them said:-'' I wish we 
were away up there. Do you see where that dim star is? There 
is where I wish I might be.'' And she fixed her eyes upon the 
twinkling star that seemed to be vanishing behind the clouds. The 
other girl said : '' It is too dim. I wish I were up by that bright 
one, that large, brilliant star," and she pointed to where a steady 
light glowed red. 

Soon they were asleep and the brilliant lights in the blue above 
kept watch. Ip the night when they awoke each young girl found 
herself where she had wished to be. The one in the dim star was 
in the home of a brave young chief, and she became his bride and 
was happy. The beautiful star had appeared dim to her while she 
was yet upon the earth because it was so far, far away that she 
could not see its glorious light. 

The girl in the bright star found herself in a servant's home, 
and was obliged to do all manner of work and to become the ser
vant's wife. This star had been nearer the earth, and so it had 
seemed to be the larger and brighter star. When this girl found 
that her friend had gone to a beautiful star and become the wife 
of a chief, with plenty of servants to wait upon her, and that she 
was never permitted to do any work, she cried and cried because 
the change in her own condition seemed more cruel, and she was 
even obliged to live with a servant. 

The girls were still friends and often met in the clouds and went 
out to gather wild turnips, but the chief's wife could never dig, 
her friend was always obliged to serve her. Whenever they started 
out an old man would say to them :-"When you dig a turnip you 
must strike with the hoe once, then pull up the turnip. Never by 
any means strike twice.'' After going to gather turnips many 
times and receiving always this same instruction, the chief's wife 
grew curious, and one day she said to her friend: " Why is it 
they tell us to strike but once ? Today when you dig that turnip I 
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wish you to strike twice. Let us see why they allow us to strike 
but once.'' The servant struck once with the hoe and took up the 
turnip, then, as commanded, she struck with her hoe again in the 
same place. Behold a hole ! She leaned forward and looked down. 
She saw her home. She cried to her friend, "Look, I can see 
through the clouds. See! there is our home." The chief 's wife 
looked also, and she saw the village and her home. The girls sat 
looking through the hole, and they longed to go home, and they 
sat weeping. An old man chanced to pass by, and he saw them 
and stopped and asked: "What is the matter? What are you cry
ing about?'' And they answered, '' Because we can see our home. 
We are so far away, we wish to be there but we can never get 
there.'' The old man passed on. He went to the chief and he told 
him that the girls sat weeping because they could see their home, 
and they wanted to go back to the earth. The chief then called 
all his people together, and he sent them away to find all the lariats 
that they could. 

In the village on the earth every one had mourned for the chief's 
daughters who had so strangely disappeared, and could not be 
found. It was a long time since they were lost, but the people still 
thought of them. Today in the village a great many people had 
come to see the boys and young men play. They used a ring and 
a long stick, round at one end. One person would throw the ring 
in the air and at the same time another would try to send his arrow 
through it; the men would run swiftly and throw their sticks 
when they were near the ring, _for the one who got most arrows 
through while the ring was still in the air was the winner. All the 
people were excited over the game and urging on the young men, 
when one of them happened to look up toward the sky. "Why, 
look up, '' he called out, '' something is coming down. Look! They 
are very large. Look at them ! '' All who heard stopped and 
looked up, and others seeing them look, turned to see what it was. 
Many ran to the spot where these things were falling. Then the 
people found they were the lost girls. 

The good chief in the dim star had ordered all the lariats knotted 
together and then he had wound them around the bodies of the 
two girls and dropped them gently through the hole in the sky to 
the earth, keeping tight the end of the rope until the girls reached 
the ground. 
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Joyfully the Indians ran before the girls to carry the news of 
their return to their sorrowful parents. One of the girls looked 
sad and pitiful, the other looked happy as though she had been in 
some beautiful place. 

Having spoken of the above as a characteristic Indian story, I 
hasten to add, before you suggest it to me, that it is overlaid, in the 
telling, with some very modern thought and treatment, grotesquely 
inconsistent with the groundwork-as the positively Bostonian 
explanation of why the one star appeared brighter than the other. 
A scientific pedagogical elucidation in a primitive folk myth! 
The humor of it, at least, is exquisite. 

In view of the slight showing of peculiar elements in American 
folk lore which I have suggested, I would repeat that my purpose 
has been rather to suggest to you lines of inquiry, and some tenta
tive methods, than to present final results, and that, especially if 
the folk lore of all peoples reaches back to ultimate common 
sources, modifications, and not radical originations may be all that 
we are likely to find. 



PROFESSOR URIEL WALDO CUTLER 

Read before the Worcester Historical Society at the 
Annual Meeting, June 11, 1937, by Zelotes W. Coombs 

Uriel Waldo Cutler was born in Holliston, Massachusetts, March 
first, 1854, and died at his home in Worcester, April twenty-second, 
1936. The son of Uriel, Jr., and Susan E. Lovering Cutler, he was 
descended from a long line of Puritan ancestors who had been 
among the pioneer settlers of Holliston, Dedham, Medford, Med
way, and Hingham. The influence of this Puritan heritage was 
strongly marked in his ideas and in his life, in what he was and 
in what he accomplished. 

Educated in the schools of his native town, Professor Cutler 
entered the Worcester County Free Institute of Industrial Science, 
as it was called in those days, in 1871, and graduated as a Civil 
Engineer in 1874. He never practised his profession, however, his 
interests and inclinations being too broadly cultural to be ham
pered by any strictly technical career. By these interests his whole 
life was guided and shaped. 

On graduating from the Institute Professor Cutler taught for a 
year in Hitchcock Free Academy in Brimfield, Massachusetts, but 
was soon recalled to his Alma Mater to become instructor in Eng
lish and Modern Languages. In this field he served from 1881 to 
1903, being promoted to Assistant Professor and Professor from 
time to time. The Head of the Department, Dr. E. P. Smith died 
suddenly in April, 1892, and Professor Cutler, completing the 
work of that year, was made Head of the Department of English 
and Modern Languages; a position that he filled until his retire
ment in 1903. Under Professor Smith, Economics and Civil Gov
ernment had been included in the department of which he was 
Head, but after his death these subjects were combined in a sepa
rate department. From the time of his taking up teaching at the 
Institute until his retirement in 1903 he was twice given leave of 
absence, some time being spent at Johns Hopkins University, and 
approximately two years in Europe, in the study of modern lan
guages, and in the pursuit of those broadening cultural studies 
which made so strong an appeal to him. 

On retiring from his professorship at the Polytechnic, Professor 
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Cutler devoted himself to study and to the numerous activities, 
civic, educational, historical, ecclesiastical, which made him an out
standing citizen of Worcester. It hardly seems possible that he 
could have followed so many lines of endeavor so successfully, with 
marked contributions in each. For ten years he had been the 
Treasurer of the Hospital Cottages at Baldwinville, and for some 
years before his death had served as President of the Board of 
Trustees. In 1911 and 1912 he was President of the Worcester 
Public Education Association, and under his administration im
portant results were attained. True to his patriotic ancestry he 
had served as .Secretary of the local chapter of the Sons of the 
American Revolution; he had for years been an active member of 
the New England Historic Geneological Society, also a member of 
the Society for the Preservation of New England Antiquities. In 

. more recent years he was deeply interested in early American In
dustries, and was a charter member of the society formed for study 
along these lines. In this city he was a member of the Economic 
Club, of the Foreign Policy Association, of the Worcester Congre
gational Club. In the early days of the Worcester Boys' Club he 
had, for a short period, served as Superintendent of that organiza
tion, before the arrival of Superintendent Armstrong. He was a 
prime mover in the Boy Scout development in this city, and was 
for several years a member of the Court of Honor. 

Profoundly interested in church matters and true to his Puritan 
tradition, Professor Cutler was during his life active in the Central 
Congregational Church. Here he had served as Clerk of the Parish, 
as Superintendent of the Sunday School, for over thirty years as 
Deacon. In 1920 he was the author of "The First Hundred Years 
of Central Church,'' and only last year, that is in 1935, he compiled 
a history of the church in connection with the celebration of the 
fiftieth anniversary of the occupation of the present church edi
fice. His interest in ecclesiastical matters was more than parochial, 
since he was a frequent delegate to church conferences, and was for 
seven years Secretary of the Worcester City Missionary Society. 

Professor Cutler had spent the greater part of his life in educa
tional work and he never lost his interest in this line of endeavor. 
For eight years he was a member of the city School Committee, and 
his faithful service on this board was of the greatest value to the 
city. He never gave up his fixed plan of self-improvement and 
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self-education. He studied at Clark University from 1908 to 1919, 
holding a fellowship during most of that period. He devoted his 
energies here to research and produced results of value, embodying 
these results in courses of lectures and in papers published in 
various educational periodicals. 

Mention of his interest in historical matters has been made, but 
from our point of view, as his fellow-members in this Society, his 
activity in behalf of the Society perhaps deserves fullest mention 
and emphasis. He was President of the Society in 1920, 1921, 
1922, and 1924, after this last date becoming Executive Director. 
His work in these positions was of supreme importance. The So
ciety was in a critical position, and failure of some strong hand 
and guiding mind might have meant ruin. Professor Cutler reor
ganized the collections, stabilized the programs of meetings and 
the general conduct of the Society, and literally "cleaned house," 
separating in the vast accumulations of the Society the chaff from 
the wheat. If the founders of the Society, far back in 1874, 
builded better than they knew, to Professor Cutler must be given 
full credit as the preserver of what they had begun. His work 
here will stand with his many other good works as a notable monu
ment to the man, to what he planned, to what he did. 

Naturally to a man with such a background, with such ideals, 
with such a high and splendid purpose came often the inspiration 
to write. Professor Cutler did write much and always well. His 
work included numerous contributions to local newspapers and 
magazines, to historical and educational periodicals, on topics 
social, civic, educational, psychological, historical. He had made 
translations from the German, had edited Franklin's Autobiogra
phy for school use, had published selections from Sir Thomas 
Malory's King Arthur, under the title, "King Arthur and His 
Knights.'' Several of his contributions have appeared in the 
Proceedings of this Society, others in the publications of Clark 
University and in magazines of national circulation. 

Always keen in his desire to improve himself, to broaden his own 
cultural outlook that he might contribute to the improvement of 
others, Professor Cutler had made five trips to Europe, for study 
as well as for travel. He had spent five years there, most of the 
time in study. And before assuming his duties at the Polytechnic 
he had taken courses for a considerable period at the Normal Art 
School in Boston. 
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Professor Cutler was married in Boston, June 12, 1884, to Emma 
F. Leland, daughter of Joseph D. and :Mary Adams Leland, who 
survives him. 

In the passing of Professor Cutler our city has suffered a great 
loss. A man of quiet temper, not openly aggressive, he had, never
theless, profound convictions, high ideals, and an indomitable pur
pose in life to do good. If he believed a course to be right he was 
relentless in pursuing that course until it reached its consumma
tion. Profoundly interested in his f ellow-men and in their welfare 
and improvement, devoted to countless good causes, ever ready to 
lend his assistance in these causes, he was willing to devote his 
every energy to attain the desired end. A descendant of genera
tions of Puritans he was a shining example of the Puritan spirit 
at its best, high-minded, earnest, sincere, thoughtful, quiet, self
effacing, but with a fixed and definite purpose in life to make the 
world better for his having lived in it. 

We who have known him all these years, who have worked with 
him, who have noted his high purpose in whatever he undertook, 
who have witnessed his actual accomplishments, must mourn his 
going from among us as the passing of a trusted and tried friend 
and fellow-worker. But we a.re happy and thankful that he has 
lived among us, that it has been our high privilege to have been 
associated with him, thankful and appreciative that the world has 
been helped by his life, by what he planned to do, by what he 
really did. And though he has gone to his reward we feel that his 
influence, strong in what he has accomplished, will live on, that he 
and his good works will be an inspiration to us his fellow-workers 
who are left, to carry on, to strive for the attainment of those high 
ideals that were ever his inspiration. 



CHARLES IRVING RICE 
A BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 

Read before the Worcester Historical Society, January 11, 1929, 
by Miss Maude L. Davis 

Anything approaching a really adequate account of the life and 
work of Charles Irving Rice, would require a great deal of time 
and thought in preparation and surely could not be presented here 
in the necessarily brief period allotted to it. His days were full 
of activity; his life was replete with most valuable and loving 
service; he was never idle. It is important, however, to record, 
even though briefly, some of the outstanding facts of his life, and 
reverently to enumerate some of the services he has rendered to 
this community, especially in the world of music. First, let us 
confine ourselves to bare facts. 

Charles Irving Rice was born in Shrewsbury, Massachusetts, on 
June 13, 1859; the son of William and Ellen A. (Larkin) Rice. 
He attended the public schools of that town, and completed the 
high school course. 

Early in life he manifested a great interest in music and upon 
leaving high school, determined to make it his profession. He 
then attended Worcester County Music School, in this City. While 
a student at that institution, he sustained an injury to his left 
hand, which resulted in infection, making amputation of the hand 
necessary. With his characteristic pluck and indomitable deter
mination, he refused to be diverted from his chosen course, and 
pursued his musical studies in spite of what to the ordinary man 
would have seemed like an insurmountable handicap. 

After completing his studies at the Worcester County Music 
School, he took a course in the Music School of Method, in Boston, 
to fit himself for the profession of teacher of choral and school 
music. He subsequently became an instructor in that institution 
and at Chautauqua Lake. His ability as a teacher of music in public 
schools began to be recognized throughout the State and his services 
were engaged for singing schools and in the public schools of 
several of the smaller cities and towns in and about Worcester 
County. 

Mr. Rice was married to Florence Knowles, of Worcester, on 
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July 19, 1886. She, with her two daughters, Miriam, wife of N. 
Earle 'faylor, and Florence, wife of Richard M. Daniels, survive 
him. 

In September, 1889, Mr. Rice entered the service of the City of 
Worcester, as assistant to Mr. Seth Richards, in the department of 
School Music, and in July, 1902, he was appointed supervisor of 
the department, succeeding Mr. Richards, who had resigned. He 
held this position until his passing. 

Mr. Rice joined the Worcester County Musical Association in 
1885, and was elected a director in 1886, serving in that capacity 
and as a member of various committees until his death. 

He appeared as baritone soloist in the Worcester Musical Festi
vals of 1888, '89, '94, '96, and '97. He selected and trained the 
children's choruses for many festival performances. 

Mr. Rice was choirmaster of the All Saints Episcopal Church 
from 1884 to 1914, and his remarkable ability in training young 
voices in choral singing was here again strikingly exemplified. 
For several years he acted as director of music at Central Con
gregational Church. 

He was a Mason, an Odd Fellow, a member of the Bohemian Club, 
Rotary Club, and various local and national organizations con
nected with his chosen profession, and in all of these affiliations 
his services as a musician were continually sought and never 
denied. 

He passed away in Worcester, January 5, 1928. 
So much for the chronological rehearsal of the outstanding events 

of his life. 
In the realm of school music, and in the training of young 

singers, Mr. Rice was a figure of national reputation. His sympa
thetic understanding and love for children, brought him their 
respect and esteem, and this fact together with his ability as a 
musician enabled him to achieve most remarkable results in their 
musical development. As a composer of carols, school music, quar
tets, and choral works, he was widely and favorably known. 

Perhaps one of his greatest services to this community was his 
activity in the affairs of the Worcester County Musical Associa
tion. He gave unsparingly of his time and energy to this widely 
known and famous organization. Through his efforts, the children's 
choruses, chos_en from Worcester's public schools, have participated 
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in the annual music festivals, of this Association. He thus stimu
lated public interest in the work of the Association and laid a 
foundation for much of its future activity. 

His work in directing the music of several of Worcester 's larger 
churches has had a wonderful influence upon the musical life of 
the community. Many a successful and recognized musician today, 
will look back upon the instruction received from Mr. Rice either 
in choir or public school, and realize that it was then that the 
inspiration was received, which ultimately led to success. 

Mr. Rice was an ardent lover of outdoor life and spent much 
time in travel and in the woods. He was an amateur photographer 
of exceptional ability and especially enjoyed the photographing of 
wild creatures. 

Few citizens of Worcester have been more widely known to her 
citizens, or more generally beloved. His geniality and unfailing 
courtesy and kindness endeared him to all whose paths he crossed. 
In his social relations he was always the helpful, loyal friend, full 
of compassion for the unfortunate, and joyous in the success of 
those more favored. 

In conclusion, I should like to present the verses written in his 
memory by Miss Edna A. Collamore, a principal in one of W or
cester's public schools, which, through years of official association 
with him, gave her, as it did all who knew him, an appreciation 
and understanding of his real worth. 

T~CHARLES I. RICE 

To some, the going-forth must be a fear, 
And Heaven itself a strange and lonely place, 
But not to you, who all your life held dear 
The selfsame beauties that the new life grace, 
And held that art the dearest of the seven 
That reaches its full majesty in Heaven. 
Beauties we number in our thoughts of you; 
Beauty of peaceful friendships never stirred 
By one censorious or bitter word; 
Beauty of leadership and youth afire 
To sing of loveliness and of desire; 
Beauty of woodland trail and cabin rude, 
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Of star-filled nights in mountain solitude; 
Beauty of comradeship to comprehend 
That no man is a stranger but a friend; 
Beauty that daily spells a good man's creed, 
Unnumbered kindnesses of word and deed; 
With earth so fair, can Heaven seem strange and new? 

And when some angel choirmaster shall chant, 
' ' Praise Him, ye holy, humble men of heart,'' 
Then shall your voice rise, fearlessly and free, 
Who in your life so well have conned the part, 
While close about your feet child-angels throng, 
Their voices gay with welcoming and song. 

(E. A. C.) 



WORCESTER HISTORICAL SOCIETY 

The Annual Report of the Executive Director for the year 
June 1, 1936, to May 31, 1937 

The activities of a historical society such as ours do not vary 
greatly from year to year but its service to the community, as a 
guardian of its historic life, is of constantly increasing value. 

Our work divides itself into two classes which we may call 
routine and projective. The first concerns itself with running of 
a museum, with dealing with the public, receiving and dealing with 
gifts, arranging special displays, and answering orally and by 
letter the numerous questions which are asked of us daily. By the 
projective work we refer to rearrangement of the museum displays, 
the gathering of special items of historic interest and their display, 
and research into our own archives as well as those of other local 
bodies. 

During the past year we have received more visitors than in 
previous years. In geographical distribution they have come from 
all parts of the United States and Canada and from several Euro
pean Countries. The character of our visitors varies as much as 
their geographic origin, but for the most part they come to visit 
a historical museum because of a very definite interest. We con
tinue to hold the interest of local groups from our public school 
system who use our exhibits as a laboratory, supplementary to their 
class work. Students of college grade are making our library 
material of use in their research work more than ever. 

We have received this year 148 gifts to the museum from fifty
six donors. Many of these items are of high historical value and, 
coming as they do from the homes of the donors, they represent 
intimately the life of the community for their period. Our cos
tumes continue to be enriched by the donation of many beautiful 
dresses of a variety of styles. 

Special displays have been arranged at different times. For the 
Yankee Division Convention a complete case was given over to 
the exhibition of World War relics, many of which were both rare 
and unusual. Our glass collection has been completely rearranged 
and the chinaware case was rebuilt so as to display more ade
quately the increased number of gifts received. The Rogers Groups 
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have been set out in a more pleasing arrangement by subjects. Our 
complete collection of wooden ware has been oiled against deter
ioration and has been placed as a unit, in the basement. 

The Society is in receipt every day of inquiries from organiza
tions and individuals throughout the country on a wide variety of 
subjects. It is interesting to note how far flung are the people of 
New England origin and how great their interest in the old Bay 
State remains. 

Our projective work this year has concerned itself in bringing 
out for display, from many a hidden nook, a variety of objects 
hitherto unseen. For this purpose we have arranged related items 
on display boards which have been placed over the upper halves of 
several of the windows in the main museum. The effect has been 
to take away the bare appearance previously noted and to create 
a warm congenial atmosphere to the main hall, as well as to offer 
to the public, interesting objects easily seen. 

Some months ago it was discovered that the younger generation 
did not know the kerosene lamp and so immediate steps were in
augurated to make a small representative collection. These lamps 
of varying types are now on display and a part of our regular 
museum. 

Our manuscript department which contains a wealth of valuable 
material is now in process of codification. This is being done 
through the activity of the Historical Records Project who are 
making a comprehensive survey of our material in order to allow 
us to present it in a form that will be of more value and conven
ience for reference. Thus town and church records will become 
more available and important diaries and other historical papers 
more easily accessible. Already we have found the diary of a local 
boy who went off to the wars, and who tells us of his experiences 
as a soldier in the fighting at Ticonderoga and '' Fort Willyum 
Hennery,'' a remarkable document. Then we have located a fine 
specimen of the signatures of John Hancock and Stephen Hop
kins, the one as bold and dashing as the other is old and quavering. 
Another interesting paper issued in Worcester in August, 1764, 
warns a prospective indigent to depart herefrom on pain of dire 
results. This is a rare item. It is hoped that we may unearth 
many more interesting documents from our hidden recesses. 

And so our humble institution with its priceless relics of the past 
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strives to fill its niche in the community edifice. We are grateful 
to all who have so generously donated to our library and museum 
and especially to those members of the .Society whose cooperation 
and support make our continued existence possible. 

GEORGE I. CROSS 

Executive Director 

Librarian's Report for the year ending May 31, 1937. 

Presented at the Annual Meeting, June 11, 1937 

The increasing use of our local Library-Worcester and W orces
ter County-for purposes of study and research, which has been 
noticeable for a few years, has continued unabated during the last 
year. The people using it have been largely those of our City 
and County, but with a considerable number from many, and 
sometimes far distant localities. Indeed in these years of much 
enforced leisure a good many people have really made our acquain
tance and learned what our facilities are for helping them to a 
knowledge and understanding of the history and manner of life 
of our community past and present. And from these literary re
sources of the Library the visitor can turn immediately to our 
Museum for still further illustration, in particularly interesting 
and striking form, along the same lines. 

Most of our general library, in the basement, however, has been, 
as usual, entirely inert, and so largely not an asset but a clog and 
hindrance to the proper work of our Society, in the present acute 
shortage of space. At some meet time a judicious clearance of 
much of this non-useful material-as well as of many of our over
abundant duplicates, would be a welcome relief, and leave the 
residue the more valuable. 

Our local Library is in general grouped and classified very con
veniently for consultation, except for various make-shifts necessi
tated by the want of room. 

The number of accessions of books and pamphlets to the Library 
during the past year has been 94. Among these an outstanding 
contribution, unique and of great historical value, is "G.A.R. 
MEMORIAL DAY OBSERVATIONS," presented by Mr. Herbert 
Wesby. This work was compiled by Mr. Wesby during the years 
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1869-1934, from local newspapers and other sources, and is com
prised in nine handsome cloth-bound octavo volumes profusely il
lustrated. 

Besides the just mentioned work, Mr. Wesby has presented to 
the Library forty-five of his characteristic pamphlets and booklets, 
compiled by him in the same manner and bound in paper, nearly 
all of them illustrated. These all pertain to local matters, history, 
biography, etc.-many of them to local churches and schools. 

Respectfully submitted, 

FRANK COLEGROVE 

Librarian 
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