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IN MEMORIAM.

"The path of sorrow, and that path ahjue,

Leads to the laud where sorrow is ucknown."
—Cowper.

Francis C. Waid, the author of the Souvenirs, is uo more.

Suddenly, "in the twinkling of an eye,'' while in his fifty-

ninth year, he was called to his long home, and the busy hand

that penned the thoughts of his active mind is forever at rest.

He died as he had lived—energetic and industrious in all his

undertakings—his characteristic activity continuing until his

last breath.

When sixteen years of age he commenced to keep a record

of the events of his life, in the form of a diary, and this he

zealously carried on till almost the last moment of his life,

the amount of his writing being remarkable for one who of

necessity was at all times busy with many other things. His

Souvenirs are simply gleanings from his records, and present

but a mere modicum of the bulk of his literary labors.

In 18SG he began the publication of these ''notes by the

wayside," under the title of "Souvenir;" in 1890 he issued

his second Souvenir, and in 1892 his '"Third " and " Twin"

Souvenirs, each combining family history with the biography

of his own life, essays, treatises and other kindred subjects,

all replete with apt allusions and gems of the loftiest thought.

In perusing Mr. Waid's book, the reader can not but be in-

terested in his peculiar attention to detail; his incessant care

to have truths recorded in intelligible simplicity; his modesty

of expression, in every sentence disclosing his humanity and

an unvarying consideration for his fellow creatures. He was

not loth to court criticism, and never turned a deaf ear to the



counsels of friends. For rhetorical embellisbrneiit be cared

little, and to any of the graces of what might be termed fine

writing he made no pretentions; he thought more of the

matter than of the manner, and yet his writings abound in tiie

most salutary, practical lessons, applicable to men of every

profession, and of every grade or condition of life. Of all

the passions that agitate the human mind, there is, perhaps,

no one more grateful in itself, or more useful to man, than

sympathy; and in contemplating its benign influence, Mr.

Waid perceived both the propriety and the excellency of the

divine aphorism: " It is more blessed to give than to re-

ceive." His Souvenirs, which he published at a very consid-

erable outlay, he distributed far and wide, "without money
and without price.

"

Mr. Waid's death occurred about eight o'clock on the morn-

ing of February 20, 1892, while he was occupied in a kneel-

ing position in preparing a package of his last Souvenirs,

which he intended to convey to Meadville. He was con-

fronted with the Grim Reaper at the old homestead of his

father, Ira C. Waid, and in the very room in which his twin

brother, Franklin P., had died nearly thirty-eight years be-

fore. No languishing or painful sickness prostrated him, but

while he was yet busy in the beneficent work of his later life.

Death summoned him without a moment's warning, and his

soul fled from its earthly companion which now, in the

beautiful Blooming Valley Cemetery, peacefully awaits the

Resurrection Morn.

The memory of his dearly beloved wife, Eliza, the mother
of his three sons, always remained with him, and materially

influenced the bent of his later life, as is evidenced in his

writings. She was dear to all, and especially so to him who
with her shared equally the joys and sorrows of life for so

many years. She was an extreme sufferer for a long time

prior to her death, but fully believing God's precious prom-
ises, she endured her afflictions as " seeing Him who is invisi-

ble." When on July 4, 1888, she passed from things tem-

poral to things eternal, on the most faithful and loving of



wives, the most devoted of mothers, a true Christian woman,

kind-hearted, noble and amiable, fell the mantle of a blessed

immortality.

The heart of Mr. Waid was highly sensitive to the religious

impressions which were inculcated upon his mind from in-

fancy by God-fearing parents, and in early life he became a

follower of the lowly Nazarene. In later years he gave largely

of his means for Christian and charitable purposes, and he

will ever be remembered by those whom he aided in dark and

desolate days. As a farmer he was successful, always closely

adhering to the paths of industry and frugality. As a man
he was quiet and unobtrusive, and few had more warm friends

than he.

Francis C. Waid is not dead. The tenement of clay in

which the real man lived has returned to dust, and his spirit

has gone to its Giver, but his influence still remains. The

good seed he sowed with so liberal a hand is yet developing,

and has become a " harvest that grows the more with reap-

ing." His Souvenirs remain, enduring monuments to his

unceasing, unselfish, patient labors in the noble work of

doing good.

Chicago, 111., 1892. G. A. B.
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''''Let your light so shine before men that they

may see your good works, and glorify your Father uihich is in

Heaven.''''



PREFACE.

, In presenting this volume "without money and without

* price " to his kinsmen and friends, especially the youth, Mr.

\ Francis C. Waid does so with an expression of his untold

kindness toward the receiver of the book, and with a desire

1 that the compliment be accepted in the same spirit which he

intends shall accompany it—a spirit of philanthropy, good-

will, sympathy and fraternity.

In this simple act, that of a farmer in the common walks

of life, Mr. Waid entertains but one solicitude—a desire to

DO GOOD, particularly to the "youth of our land." His

parents' uniform kindness and the teachings of the Bible have

made it a pleasure for him to seek, in this way, to benefit his

fellow being as far as lies within his reach. He takes pleasure

^ in earning a dollar, but more in honoring the Lord with it, in

doing good.

This volume contains some excellent steel- plate family por-

-^ traits; in addition to which Mr. Waid has had taken, at consid-

X erable expense, views of (1) the farm home of Ira C. Waid

(built in 1845), present residence of Guinnip P. Waid (this

view shows Mr. AVaid's parents sitting on the porch, with

Guinnip P. and Anna M. Waid represented, figuratively, on

the portico); (2) the old home, on the Goodrich farm, where

Franklin I. Waid now lives (showing him and his wife and two

little daughters on the stoop, and the old sweep drawwell in

the foreground, as it used to be, where thousands, men and

beasts, have slaked their thirst); and (3) Mr. Waid's own

residence, built iu 1861 (here Fred F. is represented stand

ing in the parlor doorway, with Mr. and Mrs. F. C. Waid sit-

ting on the portico, while little Ida is gathering pears that

have failed from one of the pear trees, special mention of

which is made in Mr. Waid's biography).
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These views were photographed April 15, 1886, but the

artist has with his pencil transformed the scene of Mr. Waid's

own residence and the farm home of Ira C. Waid from early

spring to early fall. A lithographed copy of each view will

be found in this book.

Mr. Waid has also had views taken of the Waid lot in

Blooming Valley Cemetery, and of the Methodist Episcopal

Church, " Pilgrims' Home," State Road, and the Methodist

Episcopal Church, Blooming Valley, all of which appear in

this volume.

Pecuniary considerations have in no way warped or cir-

cumscribed such commendable generosity on Mr. Waid's part.

Indeed he has already substantially exhibited his innate liber-

ality in a similar manner, as witness his patronage to the

History of Crawford County, published about a year ago.

In that work he caused to be inserted portraits of his father,

mother, himself and wife; his brothers, Robert L. and George

N. ; his sons, Franklin I. and wife, Guinnip P. and wife, and

Fred F., as well as that of his brother-in-law, George W.
Cutshall; and it is due to the memory, love and respect Mr.

Waid bears toward his parents and kindred that such remem-

brances of them are placed on record in the History of Craw-

ford Count}', and in this volume.

As an evidence of Mr. Waid's abundant generosity in all

these acts of disinterestedness, we are permitted to here state

that the outlay for his work ordered for the History of Craw-

ford County, together with the cost of publishing this book,

is two thousand dollars. Six hundred copies of this edition

have been printed, three hundred being bound in cloth for

immediate distribution.

As a man faithful to a fault (as we ourselves have found

him) in the performance of his business transactions, Francis

C. Waid not only knows how to meet his obligations, with a

copious and prompt hand, but also, in the collection of his

dues, teaches other golden rules, the observance of which has

made him so remarkably successful. In this he took a leaf out

of the book of William Penn, remembering the friendly and



successful way in which that philanthropist gained the good-

will of the Indians.

Mr. Waid never sought office in all the fifty-three years he

has lived, and he does not yet feel sorry, nor does he complain

thereat, for, as he says, we are all creatures of choice ; so, when

in his youth he sought an occupation for life, he preferred

to be a farmer to being an office holder, and he has been happy

and contented with his choice ever since.

The aid of the law, whereby to obtain his rights, Mr. Waid

never called in; and with this consciousness and the general

results he is satisfied. True, he admits he has sometimes

suffered loss through not availing himself of the power of the

law in self defense, but he finds it hard to commence a system

or method for which he has a natural antipathy. Like Francis

Murphy, the Temperance Champion, he has a large amount

of charity for others, never forgetting, in all his acts, that

Penn founded, for perpetuity, his colony, not by using coer-

cion or violence, Init by adopting the principles of truth, jus-

tice and brotherly love.

While it is true Mr. Waid's life has in a measure been

made better by the noble example of others, yet he wishes to

say that from his youth he has endeavored, to the best of his

ability, to follow the teachings of Him who taught as man
never taught— " Looking beyond the watchmen the shadow of

things to come." The perfect man who explains the law of

Liberty; the only Pattern whom we should all try to imitate.

Of one thing Mr. Waid is satisfied, and it is this: that the

course he has at all times pursued has brought him no enemies,

but has rather strengthened and enlarged his circle of friends.

One of his many mottoes is :
" Prosperity makes friends,

ADVERSITY TRIES THEM." He claims he had friends before he

found prosperity, and these friends he has endeavored to keep,

by having always in view the saying of the wise man: " He

who would have friends must shoiv himself friendly.
''

" Human models are good," says Mr. Waid, " but the

Divine model is better. I am glad we have both. I have

sought in life to make peace and keep it, the result of which,
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to me, has been so grand. I want everybody to know it.

'In the making of many books there is no end.' It has

been truthfully said that I love a book, a newspaper and a

friend; and why should I not cast in the 'widow's mite' to-

ward book-making, and so practically manifest what I ap-

preciate, by trying to make that which I love—a book—for the

good of others, as I have found a book useful to me ?"

And Mr. Waid hopes that the reader, before donning the

garb of a censor will reflect that the contents of this little

volume are for the most part the presentment of the thoughts

of one more accustomed to the plow than the pen; and to

remember that it is much easier to be critical than to be cor-

rect. Yet, in the words of Congreve:

"There are some critics so with spleen diseased,

They scarce can come inclining to be pleased."

In bidding farewell for a season, we can not conclude with-

out adding that in all our business relations we have found but

one Francis C. Waid, whose light we are confident will ever

shine for the guidance of those who may read his writings,

and whose history and essays contained in this little volume,

now launched for weal or for woe, will be acce})ted as an

earnest that

" Lives oi great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of Time."

THE PUBLISHERS.
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FRANCIS C. WaID.

AS a living example of what patient purpose, resolute

working, earnest piety, generous impulses, noble-

mindedness, steadfast integrity and a life of rectitude can

accomplish, the gentleman whose name heads this biogra-

phy stands prominent among the worthy citizens of his

native county. The life of Francis C. Waid bears testi-

mony, in language not to be misunderstood, to what it is

possible for man, with willing heart and hands, to ac-

complish; how, from the bottom rung of the ladder, up-

ward, to work out for himself an honorable competency, a

solid reputation and a good name. And not by these at-

tributes alone has his name become familiar as household

words; for his many charities to the poor and needy, his

liberal donations to the church and all deserving objects,

his well-known warmth of hospitality and unstinting

bounteousness in compensations and deserving rewards

(for his measure is ever full, even to redundancy) have

endeared him to the hearts of his kinsmen and friends,

and have placed his name among the foremost in the

land as an exemplar worthy of imitation.

Mr. Waid was born inWoodcock Township, Crawford

Co., Penn., April 23, 1833. Pember Waid, his grand-

father, was born January 21, 1774, in Lyme, Litchfield

Co., Conn., and was there married to Anna Lord, daughter

of Samuel Lord, born May 22, 1776, and died February 2,
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1844. Pember Waid died February 15, 1852. They are

both interred in the Blooming Valley Cemetery, Wood-

cock Township, Crawford County. They were the parents

of the following children; Erastus S., born May 24, 1800,

married Elvira Simmons (have two sons: Lisander, now

living on a farm near Jamestown, N. Y., and Walter,

residing near Centerville, Crawford County) ; Ira C,

born August 15,' 1801, died January 27, 1871; Mary

A., born February 26, 1803 (she was visited by Mr. Waid
on New Year's day, 1885, and found " quite well," her

daughter Clarissa living with her; she resides in James-

town, Chautauqua Co., N. Y. ; she married Philander

Simmons, a farmer by occupation, raised a family of ten

children—six boys and four girls—all of whom are now

living, except Ira, who served his country three years,

died October 11, 18G7, of illness contracted in the army

;

Philander Simmons moved to Jamestown in 1855, and

there died December 13, 1882; Mr. and Mrs. F. C. Waid
attended the funeral, the snow lying three and a half feet

deep on the ground, and still falling) ; Martha L., born

May 18, 1804, died June 22, 1833 (she married Lathrop

Allen, whose eldest son, Henry O., painted, March 25,

1862, the portraits of Francis C. Waid, his wife and his

parents) ; Eliza C, born January 11, 1806, married G.

Pliillips (she is a widow and lives on a farm near Town-

ville, this county, with Pember Phillips, her youngest son

;

her husband died May 4, 1853, and is interred at ToAvn-

ville) ; Samuel L., born June 11, 1808, removed to Mich-

igan after middle life, and there died about 18()2 ; George

W., born January 21, 1810, died December 4, 1861;

Phcebe W., born September 24, 1811, married Cyrus

Goodwill, who died May 16, 1855, aged forty-five years,

one month, eleven days, and is interred in Blooming

Valley (she is living at present with her youngest son,
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Albert Goodwill, iu Warren County, Penn. ; Mr. Waid
had the pleasure, in company with his two eldest sons, of

calling on his Aunt Phoebe, the end o£ November, 1884,

and found her well and sitting in a rocking chair that is

over one hundred years old, once owned by her uncle,

Samuel Lord) ; Clarissa U., born January 26, 1813. died

June 10, 1853 (she married George Eoudebush: they

lived and died in Blooming Valley; George Eoudebush
died November 15, 18(55, aged fifty-two years, eleven

months, nineteen days ; he was postmaster a long time

;

he was a manufacturer of window sash ; Ealph Eoudebush,

their eldest son, now lives where they did) ; Henry A.,

born January 25, 1816, removed to the West in earlvlife,

served his countr}^ in the Avar of the Eebellion, and died

in Illinois about 1863; Andi-ew G., a carpenter and joiner

by trade, having worked several years with George Eoude-
bush, Blooming Valley, born May 11, 1818 (living in

Dexter, Mich.), and Horace R, born July 12, 1820, lives

in Blooming Valley, this county (he served his country

during the late war of the Eebellion).

Pember Waid was a ship-carpenter, a vocation he

followed chiefly until he came to this county, where, after

constructing canal-boats here for a short period, lie with-

drew from active life. After the death of his wife he

continued to live on the farm, renting it, and generally

making his home with the occupant until the close of

his life. Francis C. Waid has heard Pember Waid
say he saw the British troops when they burned the

American shipping at Pettibaug (now Essex), Conn.

Ira C, the second son in this family and father of Francis

C, was born in Litchfield County, Conn., and came with

Jared Shattuck, driving a four-horse team from Connecti-

cut to Meadville, in the fall of 1816. They were six

weeks on the road. The family came in the spring of
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1817. He worked three years and six months for Mr.

Shattuck after coming to Meadville. In the summer of

1817 he helped to haul brick to build Allegheny College.

He and Jeremiah Smith, during the winter of 1825-26,

helped to stock Mr. Canaday's mills, situated on Cone-

wango Creek, nine miles below Jamestown, Chautauqua

Co., N. Y., and Francis C. has heard his father say that

Jeremiah Smith and he put forty logs into the Conewango

in one day, the trees being taken right from the stump.

June 12, 1825. Ira C. Waid married Elizabeth P. More-

head, of Farmington, Hartford Co., Conn., dauohter of

Robert and Sarah (Clark) Morehead, who were parents

of eight children, viz. : Temperance, born December 20,

179G, died March 11, 1869, at the residence of R. L. Waid,

Mead Township, Crawford County, and is interred in

Blooming Valley Cemetery (she married James A. Ferger-

son, who was born December 25, 1795, died April 22,

1858, and by him had the following named children:

Robert A., born May 28, 1827; Thomas M., born Novem-

ber 23, 1829, died November 13, 1865, and is interred in

Greendale Cemetery, Meadville; Sarah E., born May 26,

1837, died April 24, 1859, also interred in Greendale

Cemetery, Meadville; Robert A. Fergerson still lives

on the small farm of two acres, part of the farm

bought by his grandfather, Robert Morehead, on Avhich

his parents lived and on which Robert A. makes an ex-

cellent living ; he is a carpenter and joiner, having learned

his trade of his uncle, Josej^h Finney, with whom he

worked for several years, but he has since followed farm-

ing ) ; Lydia, born November 1, 1798, died December 24,

179N; John, bori] December 24, 1799, died February 15.

1883, and is interred at Townville, Penn. : Robert, born

March 12, 1802, now resides on the old homestead in

Vernon Township, this county, four miles west of Mead-
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ville on the State road, enjojing good health in his

eighty-fifth year ; Thomas, horn February 11, 1S()8,

died September 23, 18*20 ; William C, born March

6, 1810, died April 29, 1857 (he owned a farm half

a mile south of Blooming Valley; raised a family of

eight children (three boys and five girls), all of -whom

are now liviijg; his widow is now residing with her

youngest son, Charles, near Steul^en Corners, Crawford

Co., Penn. ; in his lifetime he did more days' work on the

farm of Ira C. Waid than any person outside of the mem-

bers of the family, and many hours in youth and manhood

did he labor on the farm with Francis C. Waid, with whom
dear recollections of those days are ever present

)
; Eliza-

beth P. (mother of Francis C. ), born August 2(3, 1801,

died January 7, 1882. and Sarah, born xlugust 7, 1813,

died December 10, 1870, and is buried in Greendale

Cemetery, Meadville, where she had erected a beautiful

little monument bearing this inscription: "To my husband,

Joseph Finney, born November 18, 1811, died December

6, 1853."' (He was the second interred in Greendale

Cemetery.
)

Robert Morehead was a native of Ireland, born De-

cember 25, 17()7, died November 12, 1851, and is in-

terred at Meadville by the side of his wife in the old

graveyard ; he was twice married ; he came to America in

1787 and worked at his trade, that of a weaver, for several

years in Philadelphia, New York and Newburg, N. Y.

He afterward went to Farmington, Cjnn., and there mar-

ried Sarah Clark, born March 12, 1771, died July 23.

1825. The record of the Clark family dates her lineage

back to the landing of the *' Mayflower.''

To Mr. and Mrs. Ira C. Waid were born four children:

Robert L. (deceased), George N., Franklin P. (deceased)

and Francis C. Robert L. Waid was born May 1. 1826.
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died June 17, 1880; married Almeda A. Wheeler, born

January 5, 1836, and by her had the following named
children: Orlando, born August 27, 1853; Nick P., born

June 11, 185(5, and Ira C, born July 31, 1860, died De-

cember 21, 1800.

The parents of Francis C, his deceased brothers, as

well as his grandparents, Pember and Anna (Lord)

Waid, and other relatives not here mentioned, are interred

in the Blooming Valley Cemetery, and August 13, 1884,

Mr. Waid, assisted by Sherman & Root, of Cambridge-

boro, Crawford County, and Moses Masiker and son, as

well as his own sons, Guinnip P. and Fred F., erected to

their memory a plain Quincy gray granite monument
brought from Massachusetts. It is known as the " Waid
Monument.'' On the west side of it are the names

of Mr. Waid's grandparents, and his father and mother,

all born in Connecticut ; on the south side is his

father's family record; on the north side his own fam-

ily record, and on the east side the following inscrip-

tion: ''In memory of my father, mother and kin-

dred, this monument is erected by F. C. Waid." The

height of the monument is nine feet, and it cost $400.

At the graves of Anna and Pember Waid, also that of

Mr. Waid's twin brother, Ira C. Waid had suitable

tombstones erected, and after his death his widow had

one placed at his grave, all of which are extant. E. L.

Waid's resting place is near these, and is marked by a

monument which was erected at a cost of $175.

Franklin P., twin brother of Francis C, died May 28,

1854, aged twenty-one years, one month and five days,

cut off in the very bloom of youth, torn from the com-

panionship of his brother who had accompanied him into

the world, and who Avas his every-day associate through

childhood, boyhood and youth. Before his death he re-
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quested the following verse to be inscribed on his tomb-

stone, where it appears:

"Behold, young man, as you pass by,

As you are now, so once was I;

As I am now, so must you be;

So prepare for Death and follow me."

This tombstone cost only $25, but at that time it was

regarded as quite an expensive one, and, it may be safely

said, was one of the best (if not the best ) in the ceme-

tery. Many people thought it strange, and so expressed

themselves, that Ira C.Waid should erect so costly a tomb-

stone. They said among themselves: "No one in this

community has done the like." But the good people did

not consider that, whilst Mr. I. C. Waid was a very plain

man. as regarded his own person, not only in dress (as

disclosed in his portrait), but also in manner and mode

of doing business, for others and to the memory of oth-

ers he was gracious, not seeking to out-do his neighbor,

and never exceeding his means.

It was characteristic of Ira C. Waid to do well what-

ever he undertook, and to succeed remarkably well in

accomplishing his object. Yet he was no extremist, more

such a man as David speaks of, when he says: I have

not exercised mijself in maffets too high for me. He
always seemed to keep within his means, although they

were limited, like those of other farmers in his day; in-

deed F. C. Waid says "I do not remember of my father

ever becoming so encumbered in business affairs as not to

be able to control them.'' He was not a very vent-

uresome man. nor inclined to speculation, but possessed

more caution than most ordinary men in his business re-

lations. It is said, "The great secret of success in life

is for a man to be ready when his opportunity comes."

The cautious man may not accept when this opportunity
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comes, and tlie veuturesome man may liave made his

choice too soon.

" While I may be wanting,'' says F. C. Waid, "in many

of the good qualities of my parents, it is a consolation

for me to know I am credited with inheriting this trait of

my father, who was a very industrious man. ' To cam a

dollar before I use it,' was his motto. Not only the farm

but the buildings speak of how well he did things in his

day. Not only this community, but the world at large

is the better for such men having lived in it, to set such

an example for us who wish to follow the good and right

way.

"When I look at my father's past history," continues

Mr. Waid, "to seek some good quality or rule of action by

which I wish to be benefited, I can find it. I think of the

many long years my parents toiled and labored to make a

comfortable home for their family, and how well we en-

joyed the blessings of a Christian home. I repeat the

words of David

—

Blessed is tJie memory of fJie just. While

they have gone to their reward we are left to fill our mission

in life : and we gather much from the lives of the good who

have gone before us. My father treated his children all

alike, there was no partiality shown, he being most par-

ticular to do just as much for one child as for another. In-

deed I used to think he was too particular, but I don't now;

I think more of his memory because he did so. Equality

and justice were among the things he properly considered

and weighed well before acting. His children were not

only brought up in this way until they arrived at twenty-

one, but the same rule was observed to the close of his

life. His gifts to his children were alike or equal in

value every time."

Ira C. Waid was kind-hearted and generous, not only

among his kindred but every one, and especially the
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poor. He i/idt luith pifij upon ihc poof Jcudcih itiifo Ihc

Lord, and tJiat icJticIt lie liaih given iv ill He pay him again

(Prov. xix: 17). He Avas kind to the poor in sickness

and in the darkest hours of life, and his willing heart and

hand have often helped to sin)ply their wants.

Life is but a fleeting show, and submit we must, with

becoming reverence, to the bereavements that teach us, as a

lesson, hoAV transitory we are, and how soon we must decay.

At the demise of that noble-hearted young man, Frank-

lin P. AVaid, a singular instance of the fulfillment, to the

hour and minute, of a presentiment or prevision occurred.

He was prostrated with typhoid fever which confined him

to the house and his bed seven weeks to a day, and the

day before he died he said, addressing the members of

the family, as they all stood near his bedside: "This is

the last day I will be with you;" and then, intimating that

they might not believe it, added: "It is so; I will die to-

morrow at noon." Next morning, early, he called liis

father to his bedside and said: "Father, this is the last

day I will be with you; I v;ill die at 12 o" clock to-day."

And this he repeated hour after hour till his spirit fled to

the "undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveler

returns," precisely as the old family clock struck the hour

of twelve. The loss of his brother has been to Mr. Waid

one that no lapse of time can ever restore, and the mem-

ory of him, and the many happy days spent in each oth-

er's companionship, no prosperity, no adversity can ever

efface.

"In my youth," writes Mr. Waid, "at the age of

about sixteen, I beofan writino- down the little transactions

and common events of my life, together with such notable

things as claimed my attention in our community. At

the age of seventeen I was so interested in my undertak-

ing, and so undesirous to lose what I had written, that I
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bought quite a large book, 8x10, containing about 400

pages. In this book, in the year 1851, I began writing,

keeping a kind of journal, personal and otherwise. I

tliought it a hard task at first, and it was only with re-

luctance that I could persuade myself to continue, but

I thought of the old saying, 'No real excellence without

labor.' I pursued it, and, instead of disliking, I loved it.

It proved a source of pleasiire to me then, and has been

a great satisfaction as well as profit ever since. On Satur-

day, April 22, 1854, the day before my marriage, I found

I had Avritten the book through, except the last page, and

had only perhaps improved the spare moments that would

have otherwise been lost. I want others to profit from a

wise improvement of their time. It is the little things

after all that make a useful life. I bought Noah Webster's

Unabridged Dictionary, March 30, 1852, and I find written,

in connection with my name, my motto of life as expressed

then and there. It is :
' Be industrious and active in

LIFE BETTER WEAR OUT THAN RUST.' He who Said, To
him who walkefh upvighily I will withhold no good fhing,

means or implies action, and that, too, in the right direc-

tion. How important it is for the young man setting out

in life to take the right path. Solomon says : In all ihjj

wajjs (lokiioivlcdge Him, and He sludl dived iluj pafJi.

David said: Commit ihy iratj ludo ihc Lord, and He irill

hviiuj it lo ])ciss. So there is something in holding com-

munion with the Lord. Some may wonder at so many
thoughts like these, but that which I love best I expect

to love longest, and I want others to seek the Truth

which will make us free and good. David's discrimina-

tion between the godly and the ungodly, so beautifully

and simply established in the first Psalm, has had much
to do with my choosing and keeping the way of the right-

eous."
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Mr. Waid often meditates with sincere gratitude on

the blessings imparted to liim in his chiklhood by the ex-

ample and teachings of his Christian, God-fearing parents.

To them he feels indebted for the maxims inculcated oii

him, that in after life led him to seize the precious

moment when it was so ordained he should, to use his

own words, '"choose a way of his own." At the a^e of

seventeen Mr. Waid, ever bearing in mind the injunc-

tion of his parents to love and fear the Lord, came to

appreciate that the most important thing in life was not

only obedience to his father and mother, but also a recog-

nition of the Scriptural advice as given by St. Matthew:

But seek ye first tJte Ix-iuficlom of God and His righteous-

ness, and all these tilings sJtall be added unto you. Mr.

Waid sought this at the State Road Church on the even-

ing of the 10th of January, 1851, during a revival meet-

ing conducted by the Rev. S. K. Paden, and other minis-

ters. It was a notable time, long to be remembered in

this community, where many sought the Lord and found

peace and pardon: young and old here bowed before the

Lord, seeking salvation. It was here Pember Waid learned

the way of life, and continued therein faithfully serving

his Master until He bade him come up higher. This

meeting continued several weeks, and some to-day, who

end)raced it then, are teaching the Gospel; and Mr. Waid

desires to impress on every one, particularly the youth of

our land, that he finds this same seeking after righteous-

ness helps him wonderfully to solve the problem of life

:

and he confidently affirms that he owes all his success to

a proper regard for the Apostle's injunction and his

parents' lessons in OBEDIENCE, INDUSTRY and

ECONOMY.
In his seventeenth year, when his twin brother and he

chose the good way, their parents presented each of them
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with a Bible. George N. Waid has Franklin's Bible, and

Francis C. still possesses his own, but has found it necessary,

after twenty-two years of wear and tear, to have it rel>ound,

and, of all books, he contends, that one is still his choice.

"The truth set forth there," says he, ''is grander than any

scene in nature. How I love to contemplate it. I have

had the pleasure of looking on the beautiful scenery of

the Hudson River, and several times in my life of survey-

ing the grandeur of Niagara Falls, with other scenes and

wonders in nature, and it was only when T viewed them

in the light of inspiration that I received the greatest

amount of pleasure. I would 'look through nature up to

nature's God.'
"

The early days of Mr. Waid were spent in assisting

his father about the farm, and attending the common
schools. He and his twin brother went a little over a

mile and a half to school, which exercise Mr. Waid opines

had something to do with his being such an excellent

walker in after life; he is, to-day, still credited with be-

ing a good pedestrian, and recognized as one of note, often

preferring "footing it" to riding. (He has two school-

cards, one given to his twin brother, the other to himself.

l)oth bearing this date: ''June 18, 1838; Lucinda Glenn,

teacher." ) From this he went direct to Allegheny Col-

lege for two terms (the fall of 1851 and the spring of

1852). C. R. Slocum and he roomed at the house of Mr.

George Lord's father's cousin, who still lives on the State

Road town hill, at the watering-place, and, when they at-

tended the college in the fall of 1S51, they boarded them-

selves. The kindness shown to them there has never been

forgotten, neither has the chain of friendship, formed be-

tween these two old schoolmates in childhood, youth anil

manhood, ever been broken. C. R. Slocum now (1886

)

resides at Mosiertown, Crawford Couuty, Avitli his wife and
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daughter, Maud; in company with Mr. and Mrs. A. Whip-
ple: they AQsited Mr. Waid and family August 21, 18^5.

In the spring of 1852 Mr. Waid boarded with his uncle.

Joseph Finney; ''one of the best uncles he ever had.''

(His wife was Mr. Waid's mother's youngest sister. )

Mr. Finney was a carpenter and joiner, one of Meadville"s

most expert workmen. He gave employment to several men.

and erected many buildings in his day, both in town and

country. In 1845 he built Ira C. Waid's house, where

F. C. Waid's son. Guinuip P.. now lives. When Francis

C. Waid and his twin brother. Franklin P., were boys.

Mr. Finney, while he was building the house spoken of.

made each of them a hand-sled of common ash flooring,

and one of these sleds remained in existence till worn out.

not very long ago, by Mr. Waid's youngest son, Fred F.

There were six children in Joseph Finney's family, only

one of whom is now living—Joseph E., a dentist in Pitts-

burgh, Penn. The eldest son, David Finney, who learned

his father's trade, built, in 1861, the house Francis C.

Waid now lives in; also, in 18(39, George N. Waid's house.

At that time (the fall of 1851 and spring of 1852

)

there was no academy at Meadville or Saegertown, but

being acquainted with S. S. Sears*, who graduated in 1852

from Allegrheny Colleofe, Mr. Waid was induced by him to

accompany him to Waterford, Erie County, where he (Mr.

Sears) had received an appointment as teacher; and so

Mr. Waid became one of his pupils during the fall term

of 1852, in company with C. E. Slocum and E. T.

Wheeler, boarding with Matthew Smith, a farmer. In

the fall of 1853 Mr. Waid attended, one term, the academy

at Meadville, taught by Samuel P. Bates and Thomas

Thickstun, C. E. Slocum and he boarding, during that

term, with Mr. Henderson. These four terms comprised

*Mr. Sears was tlie first Superintendent of Crawford County schools, and one of

the teachers Mr. Waid loved best.
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liis entire education, outside of wliat he obtained in the

common schools.

Mr. Waid relates with characteristic pride how that

the first dollar he ever earned was got by picking straw-

berries along wdth his twin brother, and selling them at

5 cents per quart, with the proceeds of which they had the

privilege of buying their own clothes, and still had some

"spending money left.'' At the age of fifteen he made

his first trip from home, assisting Charles Hodge and

Bowers in driving cattle from Crawford County to Heard's

Corners, four miles from Goshen, Orange Co., N. Y., and

on his return he had his first ride on a railway train, from

Albany to Schenectady (sixteen miles). Mr. Waid has,

since then, ridden many thousands of miles, but no journey

has ever given him so much pleasure as that short trip on

the cars. He also sailed on the lake steamer "Bunker

Hill," from Buffalo to Erie (the lake was rough, but he

did not get seasick, though glad when they came into

port), footing it, thence, home, thinking as he plodded on

his way, he had seen part of the world in earnest.

The day Mr. Waid informed his parents that he was

about to get married, his mother said to him, "Well ! if

you do so, my son, you will have to work for a living.''

Shakespeare says there are "tongues in trees, books in

the running brooks, sermons in stones and good in every-

thing;'' and the following homily from the pen of Mr.

Waid himself, in reference to his love for labor, will tes-

tify that he fully endorses the aphorism " there is good in

everything." "If I have to say it for myself," says Mr.

Waid, "(and there is truth enough in it to bear me out),,

over thirty years of my life have been spent in the solu-

tion of that problem, and T am not yet tired, for—

I

LOVE LABOR. I know it is a saying few utter, Init I

am one of those few, and to-day I thank my mother for
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so much advice given in so few words. That knitting

represented in ]ier portrait means something. I am truly

ghul the days and years of my life have passed so joyously

on the farm. It is written in the good Book : The bless-

ing of ike Lord, it makelli rich, and He addeth no sorroin

with if. (Prov. x: 22.) How true it is !"

Mr. Waid was married on his twenty-first birth-

day, April 23, 1854, wdiich, falling on a Sanday, he

claims caused no interruption to daily labor. The part-

ner of his choice. Miss Eliza C. Masiker, is a dauo-hter

of Jacob and Clarissa (Wood) Masiker, early settlers of

Randol]5h Township, Crawford County, and who came
from Hinsdale, Cattaraugus Co., N. Y.

Jacob Masiker was born July 4, 1799; died January

30, 1860, and is interred in Blooming Valley Cemetery.

He was twice married: on first occasion, October 30, 1825,

to Hannah Loncor, and by her he had one son—Asa—
born February 8, 1824, died February 2, 1863, at

S])ring Creek, Warren Co., Penn., where he resided. Mr.

Masiker's second wife was Clarissa Wood, born Augfust

12, 1798, died April 24, 1865, in Cattaraugus County, N.

Y., the place of her nativity, and the children by this

union wei-e Willis, born November 17, 1827, now resid-

ing at Lansing, Iowa; Matilda J., born September 12,

1829; Eliza C, born April 13, 1832; Avery W., born

April 15, 1834; Moses, born April 18, 1836 (he was a

soldier in the Eighty-third Pennsylvania Volunteer In-

fantry, was in several battles, and was wounded in the

right elbow, whereby he has almost lost the use of that

arm ever since ; he owns sixty acres of the old homestead in

Randolph Township, Crawford County, and there resides)

;

James H., born June 23, 1838 (was a soldier in the Eigh-

ty-third Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry, and was fatally

wounded at the battle of Gnine's Mills June 27, 1862,
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dying tlie following morning) ; and George K., born Feb-

ruary 7, 1841 (being in Iowa during the war of the Re-

bellion, he enlisted in a regiment there, and died in hos-

pital at Little Rock, Ark.).

Jacob Masiker had but two daughters, and Mr. Waid
says he has often thought, and has had time enough

since his marriage (now thirty-two years), to think

how fortunate he and Mr. Cutshall were in finding them

when they did. These words of Solomon proved liter-

ally true : Whoso findpih a wife fmdeih a good ihiiig, and

ohiaincili favor of fJic Lord. (Prov. xviii: 22.) They

had found '" o good fJtiiig,''' even if the girls failed some-

what in their expectations.

In Mr. Waid's youth, being so much in the company

of his twin brother, it became a common expression with

him to say "Frank and I,"* but it has almost become as

frequent for him to express himself thus: "George and

I," referring to George W. Cutshall, they having spent so

much of their time together in labor on each of their

farms and elsewhere, as well as in visiting at home.

They have traveled thousands of miles in each other's

company and, as Mr. Cutshall says, "have crossed many
a wooden bridge and some iron bridges, together, safely."

In the Bible it is written by the wisest man: Thine oini

friend and thij fafJie)-'s friend forsake not.

G. W. Cutshall was Mr. Waid's father's friend, and

he Avas also a true friend of Mr. Waid in their youth,

before either was married, and the relationship which

they have sustained toward each other since is one in

which true friendship has existed and is now fully realized

and appreciated by both ])arties.

To Mr. and Mrs. Francis C. Waid have been born

three children, viz. : Franklin I. (])orn January 5, 1855,

married March 15, 1S77, to Maggie E. Moore, born May
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14, 1859, and their children were as follows : Ida May,
born December 25. 1878. in Mead Township, Crawford
Co.. Penn., died October 13, 1881; Ina Bell, born Janu-

ary 28, 1882, in Woodcock Township, Crawford Co.,

Penn. ; Elma Irena, born June 1-1, 1881, also in "Wood-

cock Township) ; Guinnip P. (born September 22, 1850,

married March 31, 1883, to Anna M. Slocum, who was
born November 6, 1862, in Indiana County, Penn.);

and Fred F. (born March 6, 18(38). Boys seem to pre-

dominate in the Waid family, for the children of Ira C.

Waid and those of R. L. Waid were all boys, and Francis

C. has made no change to the seeming rule, but, as the

family record shows, George N. has outstripped liis par-

ents and both of his brothers in raising a family. Frank-

lin I., after marriage, lived with his father-in-law, having

charge of the farm, which he worked for about three

years; then in 1880-81 he worked on C. A. Buell's farm.

In 1882 he took charge of part of his father's farm. In

1883 he went to Knoxville, east Tennessee, where he found

a place as superintendent of Col. William H. Easiley's

farm of over l.OOO acres at Muddy Creek Station, Lou-

don County, on the east Tennessee, Virginia & Georgia

Railroad. Here he remained about one year. In October

of 1883 his parents visited him, and they then had the

happiness of seeing, as the Colonel remarked, "the sunny

South, even Knoxville, the garden of the world."

Mr. Waid supplies the following short and suggest-

ive account of something he saw on Col. Easiley's farm:

"One morning the Colonel called for me at the residence

of my son, Franklin, and took me a horseback ride over

his farm. After looking over a portion of his large farm

we came to his cornfield of 100 acres, and as we rode into

the corn, which was planted about four feet apart each

way, the height of the stalks and ears surprised me. I

2
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I had seen corn in the West, but this was east Tennessee.

Though sitting on a large horse I had to reach up as far

as possible to touch the ears of corn, which beat anything

in this line I had ever seen. My son had cut one of the

tall stalks of corn and laid by to show us when we came

how tall corn grew in Tennessee. The stalk measured

sixteen feet four inches, and had two ears ; one ear I have

now, which I brought home. In company with George

N. Waid and G. W. Cutshall, I again went to east Ten-

nessee, December 14, 1883, with the intention of buying

a certain farm for my son, but did not purchase, not be-

ing suited. The farm was near Greeneville, Greene Co.,

east Tennessee, known as the College Farm, owned by Mr.

Williams. We visited, near Greeneville, the family burial

place of ex-President Andrew Johnson, seventeenth Pres-

ident of the United States. His three sons are interred

here."

In 1884 Franklin I. was in the employment of

George Bush, of Warren County, Penn. After eight

years spent in farm life in different localities, including

one year on Col. Easiley's farm in Tennessee, he has set-

tled down to the life of an agriculturist on the farm his

father bought of A. S. Goodrich, in January, 1885, mov-

ing on it April 1, that year, and is now doing what his

father has long tried to bring about. The satisfaction of

the latter can be better imagined than described.

"Life is a battle." Then who would not rejoice with

Mr. and Mrs. W^aid, in their having their children situ-

ated in so good a county as Crawford, and so near the old

home? Guinnip P. is living on the old homestead, where

his paternal grandparents lived, and is doing what his

father was wont to do before him—working 100 acres of

the farm on shares. He began work on the farm im-

mediately after marriage.
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Fred F. is a rising young man whose commendable
disposition endears him to all who know him, and, like his

father, loves his book, and does his part manfully on the

farm. During the summer of 1884 Fred wanted a little

piece of ground on which to plant potatoes and beans and

to till for himself, and his interest in the crops being

half, he said, as they were not very good, he would take

$5. His father paid the money and thought nothing

more of it. But in a few days Mr. Waid went to the

bank, and Mr. Dick, the banker, asked him if he had a

boy by the name of Fred. Mr. Waid said "Yes." "Well,"

returned Mr. Dick, "he has left $10 here and taken a

certificate." This was a surprise to Mr. Waid, and he

began to think his son had commenced younger than he

did himself in that line of business. The other $5 Fred

had earned little by little.

Fred F. attended school during the fall of 1885 in

Blooming Valley, and during the summer, besides help-

ing to do the farm work at home, he assisted his father

in putting in some crops on the Goodrich farm, of which

he gets a share. But as farm life has its labor, so it has

its rest, and should have its pleasure, and Mr. Waid and

Fred sought the latter in this way, July 15, 1885, the day

Prospect Park, Niagara Falls, was opened free to the world.

They visited the grand scene with its imposing ceremonies.

Then, August 13, following, they took a trij? to Cleve-

land, Ohio, and from there to Put-in Bay, stopping at

Kelley's Island, visiting Perry's Cave, the Vineyards and

some other points of interest, and, truly, they enjoyed

their trip remarkably well. It was at Kelley's Island

that the followino: incident occurred, an account of which

is here given in Mr. AVaid's own words: "I had been en-

joying my visit to the island so well that I came near

missing the boat, for she was just moving off from the
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wharf as I was running to catch her. A gentleman

(whose name I did not learn), who was standing on the

deck and observed me approaching, interceded with the

captain to wait a few minutes for me, which the latter

acceded to, so I got aboard all right, and I have ever after-

ward been thankful to the captain and that unknown gen-

tleman."

On Monday morning following his wedding, Mr.

Waid at once commenced an engagement on the farm

with his father, at $15 per month, working eight months

in the year, for about four years, and teaching school the

remaining four months.

Mr. Waid then began farming on his own account,

renting part of the farm at first, and later working it on

shares. He taught, in all, eight district schools, and

thereby became well acquainted with many children who

grew to manhood and womanhood, and many also who

have long since passed away. All these schools were in

Crawford County, and the first school he ever taught was

the first school established in Blooming Valley, then

(1851-52) part of Woodcock Township. This school-

house stands east of the Advent Church, and is now used

as a dwelling-house, while the present school building,

large and beautiful in appearance, is located on a rise of

ground more central, a little south of Main Street or State

road.

In 1858 Mr. Waid's father, knowing his son's desire

to become the possessor of a little home, sold him fifty

acres of land once owned by Pember Waid, and where

Francis C. now lives, for $1,300, and this land was paid

for in the following manner : Ira C. Waid gave George N.

Waid, who was then living in Lee County, Iowa, the sum
of |)500 to help him buy a piece of land, and also sold R.

L. Waid thirteen and a half acres known as the Goodwill
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Lot—crediting F. C. AVaid with $500 on his purchase,

which gave him a good start with what he had earned and
laid by. He (Francis C.) paid the balance more easily

than he expected. "James Chase and wife," says Mr.

Waid, "wdiile visiting at my father's place, made a remark

in my hearing from which I tried to profit. He said 'a

yonng man who had his health and could get good wages

and the farmer get high prices for everything he had to

sell, either in Meadville or Titusville (this was soon after

the oil excitement, when times were good in this section )

.

was to be piiied if he did not save something more than

he spent.' This was seed sown on good ground, and I

then began to produce more in order that I might have

more to sell. I have but little faith in the old maxim
which young men so often repeat—'The world owes me a

living.' Better go to work to earn something before you

ask for pay.'

After George N. AVaid came home from the army, and

had recovered his health sufficiently to work a little on the

farm, he and Francis C. carried on the labor on their

father's farm until 1865. On September 9, that year, the

latter bouo^ht George N. Waid's entire interest in his

father's estate, paying $1,500, which greatly assisted

George N. in buying the property he now owns. At the

death of his parents, Francis C. Waid became the owner

of two-thirds of the old homestead (at that time the farm

comprised 160 acres). R. L. Waid's eldest son, Orlando,

is now living on what was his father's share of the old

farm. Nick P., E. L. Waid's second son. lives on

thirty-five acres of land lately bought in Richmond Town-

ship, Crawford County. In the purchase of this farm.

Nick P. was assisted by his uncle, Francis C. Waid, as the

latter has endeavored, when asked to give advice, to try

to assist his nephews in business as he would his own
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sons, his desire being to prove to them their true friend;

so during the summer of 1884 Mr. Waid assisted Orlando

in business.

The following is a coj^y of the last will and testament

of Ira C. Waid (father of Francis C.)

:

I, Ira C. Waid, of Woodcock Township, in the County of Craw-
ford and State of Pennsylvania, being of sound mind, memory and
understanding, do make and publish this my last will and testament,

hereby revoking and making void all former wills by me at any time

heretofore made.

And first I direct that my body be decently interred, and that

my funeral be conducted in a manner corresponding with my estate

and situation in life. As to such estate as it hath pleased God to

intrust me with, I dispose of the same as follows:

Item. I give and bequeath to my beloved wife, Elizabeth P. Waid,
all my household goods, furniture, money, and personal estate of

every kind or nature whatsoever for her to use and enjoy the same
as she maj'- think proper for and during her natural life, and whatsoever

thei'e may be left of the same at her decease to be disposed of as herein-

after directed. I also give, devise and bequeath to her, my said wife,

the use, improvement, occupancy and income of my homestead farm
on which my dwelling is situate, in AVoodcock Township, containing

about fifty-seven acres of land, more or less, with the appurtenances;

and also the use, improvements and occupancy of all my real estate

wheresoever the same may be situate, of which I may die possessed,

with the appurtenances. To have and to hold the said several mess-

uages of land above mentioned for and during her natural life, and at

her decease the same to be disposed of by me as follows:

Item. I give, devise and bequeath to my son, R. L. Waid, his heirs

and assigns forever, the reversion or remainder of fifty-five acres

of land in Woodcock Township, to be taken off and from the north

side of the 105 acres which I purchased from John Reynolds, Esq., by

deed dated February 22, 1855, and recorded in Deed Book K, No. 2,

page .610-11, with the appurtenances; also a small piece of land Ijaug

adjoining the same on the west end and extending to the public road

so as to give him free access to and from the same to the public road;

also one-third {\) part of my interest in the two lots and buildings

with the appurtenances situate in the city of Meadville (my interest in

said two lots being one undivided half interest); the foregoing bequests

are subject to the life estate heretofore given to my said wife, he to

come into possession of the same at the decease of her, my said wife.

Whereas my son, G. W. Waid, has heretofore sold out his prospective

interest or share in my entire estate to my son, Francis C. Waid, receiv-
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ing from him, as they each supposed, his full share of my estate by
and with my full knowledge and consent, I therefore feel that he has
already received a full share of my estate, and that I ought not in jus-

tice to my other children give him anj^thing further.

Item. I give, devise and bequeath to my son, Francis C. Waid, his

heirs and assigns, the reversion or remainder of my homestead farm,

witli the appurtenances, situate in Woodcock Township, containing

about fifty-seven acres more or less. Also fifty-acres of land to be

taken off and from the south side of the 105 acres, with the appurte-

nances, which I purchased from John Reynolds, Esq., aforesaid; also

five acres adjoining the same, being part of a certain piece of about

twelve acres which I purchased from A. Bradshaw, extending to the

public road, including all that lies south of the south line of the piece

devised to R. L. Waid; also two-thirds of my interest in two lots and

buildings, with the appurtenances, situate in the city of Meadville.

All the foregoing bequests are subject to the life estate heretofore given

to my said wife, he to come into possession of the same at the

decease of my said wife.

Item. Whatever other property I may have at the time of my decease,

whether real, personal or mixed, I give, devise and bequeath the

same to my wife for and during her natural life, and the reversion

or remainder of the same at and after her decease, I give, devise and

bequeath to my son, Francis C. Waid, two-thirds (|) thereof and the

remaining one-third (i) to my son, R. L. Waid, and to their heirs and

assigns forever; and I do hereby constitute and appoint my two sons,

R. L. Waid and Francis C. Waid, executors of this my last will and

testament. In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and seal

this second day of May, One Thousand Eight Hundred and Sixty-

eight (1868). Ira C. Waid. [seal.]

COUNTY OF CRAWFORD, [ ss. j ^ ^^ g^.^j^ ^.^^.^^^^ ^^ ^ill3

etc., for said county, do hereby certify that the within and

[seal.] foregoing is a true and correct copy of the last will and

testament of Ira C. Waid, late of the township of Wood-

cock, deceased, as proved, filed and registered in this office.

Witness my hand and ofl^cial seal at Meadville this 21st day of

February, A. D., 1871. A. M. Smith,

Eegister.

Francis C. Waid is now owner of 300 acres of land

under a liisli state of cultivation, located on tlie State

road, five miles east of Meadville and one mile from the

village of Blooming Valley. There are six buildings on the

main farm used for the storage of hay and grain; the main
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barn is 32x88 feet, the horse barn 28x36 feet, connected

with the main barn by a shed 16x48 feet. On the farm

is a large cider-mill that has been in use since 1858. For

grinding purposes horse-power is used, and the first

building erected by Ira C. Waid was in 1858, the two-

story 24x36 feet structure, substantially put together, but

so arranged the horses were not under cover. In 1878

Francis C. Waid put up an addition on the east side of

this building, 28x36 feet, making the mill 36x52 feet un-

der one roof, and this is devoted to a good many other

uses than as a cider-mill. Some seasons they made from

500 to 600 barrels of cider, and they have made twenty

barrels in a day, but ten or twelve is a common day's

work. In the fall of 1885 they manufactured not more

than 300 barrels, and they finished making cider for that

season on December 4.

It is safe to say (if his natural reservedness permits)

that Mr. Waid is the wealthiest farmer and the largest

tax payer in Woodcock Township. The census of 1880 on

farm reports shows an income of about $2,500 on his farm

for that year, but it is not in real estate alone that his

wealth consists, for he is to-day the holder of $10,000 in

county bonds and other securities, and is also assessed

with $30,000 money at interest; and besides all these he

has other pecuniary privileges. He is somewhat known

as a money leaner; and one thing in his favor is a little

remarkable

—

hi (til Jiis dealings he has never yet sued a

person io get his due. Betimes he thought it proper to

do as others did, but yet his better view Avas not to sue.

Twice in his life he has been sued, and when he writes the

history of his life in full, he will tell the reason why; at

present he has patience to wait. On being asked one day

by a friend how he succeeded in accumulating so much
property, Mr. Waid quaintly replied, " By earning one
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dollar at a time and then putting that one to work to help

me earn another."

For three years or more Mr. Waid had been thinking

o£ buying a farm for his eldest son, or Guinnip P.. with

the intention of his making a life home of it ; so on Jnn-

ary 29, 1885, he purchased of Eev. A, S. Goodrich one

containing nearly 100 acres, know as the Jabez Goodrich

farm (Jabez Goodrich was father of Eev. A. 8.), situated

on the State road four miles east of Meadville, two miles

west of Blooming Valley and less than a mile from the

home of F. 0. Waid. Mr. Waid offered Mr. Goodrich

$45 per acre for the property, and they agreed not to sur-

vey it but simply "chain" it. Calling Martin Carpenter,

of Blooming Valley, to come and see fair play between

old friends (and, foi that matter, relatives), Mr. Waid and

Mr. Goodrich took each an end of the chain, and January

28, 1885, though a bitter cold day, tramping around, and

through deep snow drifts, and frequently having to change

their course, they finally reached their "point" andfoundthe

measurement to be 97 acres and 121: perches, which w^ould

bring 3^,399. On examining the amount, Mr. Waid pro-

tested that it did not look well. "Permit me, Archibald,"

said he, ''to change that sum," "What!" exclaimed Mr.

Goodrich. "Oh! call it $4,400," quietly returned Mr.

Waid. Mr. Goodrich had the privilege of accepting the

money or leaving it in Mr. Waid's hands one year at 6

per cent per annum. "I asked him" (Mr. Waid relates)

"if he would accept the cash now, and his reply was: 'Are

you ready?' 'Yes', said I, 'and I will give you $20 to

receive it!' Mr. Goodrich smiled and added: "Your credit

is good, so I will wait a year.' So we arranged the matter

in that way."* This business transaction was completed

*The $4,400 drew interest from April 1, 1S85. to April 1, 188G, and the total

amount, principal and interest, $1,664, was paid by Mr. Waid on latter date.
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January 30, and Mr. Goodricli returned to the field of liis

ministerial labors at Eidgeway, Elk Co., Pemi. (In tlieir

youth Mr, Waid and Mr. Goodrich corresponded with

each other frequently, and friendship's chain has grown

stronger year by year

—

Esto perpeiua!)

The purchase of this farm almost at his very door,

after going all the way to east Tennessee for the same pur-

pose, as already narrated, reminds Mr. Waid of a former

transaction. When he was teaching school and had some

opportunity of looking about him, especially in quest of a

partner for life, he failed to find the object of his choice, but

on cominsf home he discovered in his parents' kitchen a

young lady doing house-work, and that young lady is now

Mrs. F. C. Waid. 'Tf I am as well satisfied with the farm I

have just bought," said Mr. Waid, "I will indeed be con-

tented." Mr. Waid has also a little property (three

houses) in the Second Ward, east side Grant Street, city

of Meadville, and a wood lot situated about two miles east

of his farm in the adjoining township, Richmond, and

forty-five acres bought of Daniel Smith, April 10, 187-4,

lying south and adjoining the farm, but in Mead Town-

ship, and which has been very much improved since the

purchase. The last timber on this lot was removed during

the month of March, and at present it is in meadow, ex-

cept about five acres, which are used as pasture.

After the death of Ira C. Waid's widoAv, the remainder

of the real estate in Meadville and the personal property

was disposed of as follows: R. L. Waid's interest in real

estate in city property in Meadville was bought for !$200:

his interest in personal property was bought for $150,

making a total of !i$350, F. C. AVaid paying all indebted-

ness due by the estate, etc. This amount (,*^350) Avas

put in two cheques of $175 each by F. C. Waid, Avhich

were handed to R. L. Waid's widow, who arave one of
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the cheques to each of her two sons. This was January

14, 1882, as the deed and contract is dated.

Mr. Waid says there are three things he can always

love—a book, a newspaper and a friend. In connection

with books there is another thing Mr. Waid dearly loves

—

the Sunday-school, which has with him but one term, and
that is not yet out. His parents taught their children to

go to Sabbath-school in childhood at the old State road,

of which Mr. Waid is a constant attendant, and wishes to

continue so. In youth he bought a very small Testament

and for several years he carried it in his pocket instead

oi a plug of tobacco. He was satisfied then, and is yet,

with the choice he made. " I cannot remember the time

when my father," says Mr. Waid, "'did not take from one

to three or four newspapers wdiich I loved to read. Since

Mrs. Waid and I were married we have taken the papers

:

we began with one but now take seven or eight ; the Mead-
ville WeeJxly Republican, then, I think, known as The

Spirit of fhe Age, has been a weekly visitor with us ever

since we were married. S. S. Sears took my name as a

subscriber in 1854 H.64'7'56
" He who would have friends must show himself

friendly, and there is a Friend that sticketh closer than a

brother. Acting on this rule will bring friendship by

deserving it, and especially so when we have the aid of

that Friend spoken of. The earth in her bountiful good-

ness produces all the necessaries of life, but what is life

without the interchange of thought?"

On Mr. Waid's farm, on the north side of the State road,

is a field, nearly all meadow, 100 acres in extent, it having

contained its present number of acres since 1873. There

are, and have been since this land was cleared, a lane on

the east side of this field, another on the west side, a sugar

bush of eighty trees on the north end of the lot and a
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young grove of 130 sugar maples at the northeast corner.

The north end of this field gently slopes to the north.

Near the sugar bush is a never-failing spring, in addition

to the one about to be spoken of, and on the beautifully

rising ground, perhaps eighty rods from the sugar bush,

is a hay barn.

There are also several handsome shade trees (maples)

that adorn the field, which is most beautifully located and is

just sufficiently undulating to be free from the monotony

of a constant level, or from abrupt hills. In addition to the

natural rollino- and g-raceful surface which nature has

given to this most attractive portion of the earth, she has

supplied it with an abundance of the Lord's best gift to

mankind—pure, sparkling water. Near the east side of

the field is one of the most abundant and never-failing-

springs to be found in all the country, its crystal-like

current gushing from the earth and flowing diagonally

across the entire field, thus supplying it, ad lihiium, with

an ever-refreshing stream. Like Jacob's well of old, this

spring supplies water to all who may come, when, by

reason of drought, other sources fail. People passing by

exclaim, "How beautiful that field is! What made it so?

Labor?" Yes, the work* and indomitable perseverance of

two or three generations have made this fair meadow what

it now is.

Here our subject's grandfather, Pember Waid, and

father, Ira C. Waid, toiled for many long years, spending

a large portion of their lives, assisted by other help, on

these same acres, and Mr. Waid himself feels that he will

never regret having devoted much diligent toil to improv-

ing and beautifying that field. But there was something

*The work included not only the removing of the forest and stumps, but aftcrw;ird

the stone, and for over thirty years, to Mr. Waid's recollection, there has existed a stone
bridge on the west side of this lot, crossing a valley near where the spring run empties
itself into a larger stream. This bridge is nearly 100 feet long. Herenot only hundreds
but even thousands of loads of stone have beenhauled, and year by year the woik goes
on.
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more than mere manual labor employed. ThoiH/lif had to

precede and accompany the work that brought this luxuri-

ant meadow to its present beautiful and productive condi-

tion. This field, containing, according to the deed, "100

acres and allowance/' was purchased October 7, 1823, of

Jared Shattuck, for the sum of !^500. What a chano-e in

value and appearance it now presents, about sixty-three

years since the date of its purchase!

Two objects attract the attention of the people as they

pass the homestead of Mr. "Waid, and those are the large

field spoken of and a big wood-pile. For twenty years or

more there have been several hundred cords of stove-wood

of various lengths piled up in the wood-yard all the year

round, so that when the dry wood was removed the green

might take its place. Some years there has been as

much as 400 cords on hand at a time, and never at any

time less than 100 ; so " Waid's big wood pile " has

become a sort of proverb. It is worthy of remark that

this wood is generally hauled into the yard during the

winter and cut bv hand with the cross-cut saws during the

spring before farm work opens. Orlando Waid and

Franklin I. Waid, Mr. Waid's eldest son, cut fifteen and

a half cords in one day, and Mr. Waid himself, with other

help, split and corded the wood and measured it, j^erhaps

the best day's sawing ever done on the farm.

Mr. Waid says: "I have hired men who can cut more

wood in a day than I can or ever did, and I have been

frequently asked • Hoav much did you ever cut in a day ?

'

On March 10, 1805, my brother George N. required some

wood cut, so with an ax I cut and split, and piled two and

three-quarters cords of eighteen-inch sugar-tree wood,

and next day I cut, split and piled three and one-quarter

cords same kind of wood. Do you ask me if I think I

ever did a better day's work? I believe I did. On the
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day I was thirty-five years old Henry Smith and I set

out in front of his residence and grocery, on the cor-

ner of State and Grove Streets, Meadville, nine sugar

maples, quite large trees,, all of which grew well and now

greatly add to the looks of that part of the town.

Life is desirable when we do good. I think it was in the

spring of 1870 that I had the pleasure one day, along with

my brethren, of setting out twelve trees by the State Road

Church, nearly all of which are now living. The sheds

were built in December, 1879. They are free, although

one extending north and south, containing seven stalls, is

covered with No. 2 pine shingles ; the other, running east

and west and having eight stalls, is laid with No. 1 pine

shingles. These sheds supply a long felt want, and their

usefulness is now being appreciated, and undoubtedly will

be as long as they stand. The house was repaired and

new style windows put in, in 1882. These windows cost

$50. "The expense," adds Mr. Waid, "of getting the

windows was to be paid by a party of three, as I under-

stood, and the old windows were to be given to the parties

who bought the new. I know of two of the brethren who
look through some of the old windows, and one of them

has occasion to look twice. The house, which is well

built, stands on a good foundation and is much improved

by recent repairs. True, it is of the old style, but it

is so much the better for that. In these nineteenth

century days we are too prone to forget the old land-

marks. It reminds us of our fathers and mothers who
worshiped here before us. I think it good enough for us

country people. Better now it is to seek to please the

Lord by serving him more faithfully, that he may be

pleased with us as we are, by having a better house to

worship in. The first house was erected in 182-1, the

present one in 1817. I understand there was a log
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sclioolhouse in which meetings were held years before

1824, and it is said on good authority that the first meet-

ing held in this community was about seventy-two years

ago at Edward Douglas' place, about one mile northeast

of the State Road Church."

Thomas W. Grayson, Esq., of the Crawford Democrat,

wlien he and his wife called on Mr. AYaid a few years ago,

said, on looking over the farm: "It is one of the grandest

farms in the county: such clean fence-rows and beautiful

fields, and that large field looks like a young prairie!"'

(This was soon after haying.) "Farm life,"' adds Mr.

Waid, himself, "includes more than mere agricultural

labor, for it offers opportunities, if embraced, which bring

greater peace and happiness than any other occupation, or

as great at least."

Mr. Waid does his farming on the same principle he

does his voting—acting in each the best he knows how,

and then trusting the result with Him who doeth all

things well. His first vote (in 1854) was challenged, and

his chagrin may be imagined when he had to confess he

had no property—not even a cow. So in this instance he

voted on his age, being twenty-one years old on the 23d

of April, that year. After that his wife allowed him to

call the cow, which was her own for benefit of both, his

property, and it was accordingly assessed to him; since

then he has had no difficulty in casting his vote.

It is written: Seesi ihou a man diligent in his business,

he shall stand before l-ings. he shall not stand before mean

men. Years ago, when he first plunged into practical

farming, Mr. Waid would sell the hay off his farm, and

some people advised him not to do so, as he would soon

impoverish the soil. But he did not stop there: he tried

to be more diligent in business, and so returned to the

farm one or two loads of manure for every load of produce
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taken therefrom, and as years have rolled by he has

increased the number of loads of manure, which accounts

for the present fine condition of the land. Mr. Waid and

his family, like other farmers who have raised a variety

of crops, have made the growing of hay the main specialty

for the past twenty-two years. During the last twenty-

seven years Mr. Waid avers they have taken off the farm

and teamed to Meadville market as many loads of wood
and as many tons of hay as any one he knows of, and

nearly an equivalent in manure has invariably been

returned to the soil, thereby increasing the productive-

ness of his land. In December, 1865, Mr. Waid sold

hay, only a few tons, from ^28 to $30 per ton, and in the

spring of 1866 it fetched .'$40 and some as high as |45

per ton. These were the highest prices obtained by him.

The lowest sum he has any knowledge of having been

fetched was $3.50 per ton. Hay brought in the winter

of 1884-85 from $12 to $13 and December 8, 1885, it

was $12 in Meadville.*

"Prof. A. B. Hyde," says Mr. Waid, "who was con-

nected with Allegheny College twenty years, but who is

now in Denver, Col., would greet me thus: 'How do you

do, happu farmer?;'' and the suggestive appellation was so

true I could not go back on it. I miss him now, but I

often think of the man who spoke those words. In child-

hood and youth I loved the company of good men, and

when I had an opportunity I sought them out, in order

to hear their counsel, and profit by what they would say.

If I were to go on a journey and had never learned any-

thing of the way, how glad I would be to converse with

some faithful friend who had already traveled that way;

* Thirty dollars is the highest price at which Mr. Waid ever sold any hay on his

premises, but in the spring of that year it fetched S45 in Meadville; and the highest
price he ever obtained fur hay was for a small iiuantity he delivered with some oats to

Emmett Densmore. on the Tar farm, Oil t'reek, who paid f'2 per 100 pounds for hay and
90 cents per bushel for the oats, December 25, 1803.
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so wliei] we find men who have been a little more success-

ful than ourselves, we are anxious to know how they man-
aged it. I want to be doing something to-day that will

bring good, now or in the future, and I know if my
motive is right and my action good, it will bring the

object sought. You want proof ? Whaisoever a man
soiccfh, ihcd shall he also reap. Youth! if you would be

safe, do not lose sight of the old landmarks.

"In some of the short speeches at our wedding and

birthday celebrations, one of my friends, Dr. Weter,

in his remarks said :
' F. C. Waid is a man who is noted

for attending to his own business, and letting other peo-

ple's business alone.' In my reply to that statement I

have this to offer: In my school days I read of two men

—one who attended to his own business, and the other

who neglected it, and frequently meddled with his neigh-

bors' affairs. Well, the sequel is this—the man who

minded his own business is said to have made a thousand

a year, while the other man failed to make a comfortable

living. And since the reading of that story I have tried

to imitate the man who made the thousand dollars.

"A tree is known by its fruit. There stands in our

front yard a short distance from the walk that leads to the

house, two large pear trees, one on the right hand the other

on the left; they were probably set out sixty-two years

ago by Pember Waid, and have born fruit since my first

recollection of them. They are thrifty and in good con-

dition, promising, unless some misfortune happens to

them, to bear fruit for the sixth generation. My eldest two

Sfrandchildren have eaten of their fruit, and for ought I

know the sixth generation may. Those two pear trees

have been good bearers, and, in 1885, I think I am safe

in saying we gathered forty bushels of fi'uit and made

some two barrels of perry." There is also a pine tree on
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the east side of the walk set there by Mr. Waid's eldest

son over twenty years ago. He brought this tree from

the forest, more than a mile distant, and did all the work

himself in transplanting it, as the other members of the

family cared nothing for it. But the tree grew and now

they value it.

A friend of Mr. F. C. Waid, while on one of his fre-

quent pleasant visits, in 1884, to the hospitable home of the

latter, and when in the reception room, remarked: "You

are quite a Tennessean; I see you have a fireplace in

this room." "Yes," replied Mr. Waid, "and use it when

we have occasion to. My mother was the last person in

this neighborhood to give up cooking by a fireplace, and

I know -of but one other family in this community who

use a fire place to sit by, and the race is between us.*

Besides, I never find the same comfort sitting by a stove

as by the cheerful chimney corner; and our friends when

visiting us, so well enjoy tlie ' old new thing,' in cold

weather, we can afford to keep it up on their account."

So in 1886 is found in Mr. Waid's house the good old-

fashioned grate with its cheery fire and cosy hearth. Yes,

there is indeed the time-honoured fireplace with its many

hallowed associations that are interpreted by us to-day

just as they were understood by our forefathers centuries

ago; associations that are linked as closely as love can

unite them with all the holy ties of domestic happiness

and peace, ever reminding us that, as the "sacred refuge

of our life," be it the palace or cot, be it regal and stately,

or ever so humble, "there's no place like home!"

It may not be inopportune to mention here that long

before railroads were built in this county, and even for

many years after, Ira C. Waid's residence was known as

*George Smith, the other party referred to, and the oldest man in his neighbor-

hood, has ceased to use the fireplace, and now (1880) there is but one such in that

community.
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the "Drovers' Home." It was the regular stopping-place

for drovers, summer and winter, and Francis C. Waid
has seen as many as three droves of cattle on the old

homestead at a time, in charge of fourteen men, for his

mother to cook for, by the old-fashioned fireplace. One
drove of cattle, numbering 600 head, from Texas, once

put up at the "Drovers' Home," the largest that ever

passed that way.

Francis C. Waid's parents only paid one visit to the

land of their nativity (Connecticut) after coming to

Pennsylvania, and it was a notable and pleasant coinci-

dence, not only in their lives, but in the lives of Mr. and

Mrs. F. C. Waid, that they four should form the happy

party to perform that dutiful and almost sacred pilgrim-

age, and to remain together during the entire visit. Mr.

Waid himself in his own graphic manner, thus speaks of

this interesting episode in their lives:

"A good man lives his life twice over, and in this

sense I think of my parents. From my earliest boy-

hood until their journey through life closed I have heard

them speak of relatives, friends and schoolmates in Con-

necticut. Hearing of and seeing are two different things,

like faith and works, but the one often leads to the other

;

so after a lapse of forty-eight years, my father, mother,

my wife and myself, on August 24, 1864, left for the

land of my parents' childhood and youth. My eldest

son—Franklin I.—who was then only in his ninth year,

drove us to Waterford in a two-horse carriage, and re-

turned home the following day. The good visit opened

with my old familiar friend with whom I had boarded

when attending the academy in 1852, and we had the

pleasure of calling on relatives and friends at several

places.

" We visited our relatives, Mr. Frank Colts' folks, in
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Buffalo, and had the pleasure, in company with them, of

visiting Niagara Falls, this being my first trip to that

magnificent scene. (Mr. Colts now (1886) lives in James-

town, N. Y. ) Also paid a visit to our friends in Athens,

Bradford Co., Penn. ; and then at New Haven, Conn., we

called to inquire after Capt. Laban Smith's family.

"In the town of Saybrook, Conn., my father met

some of his old schoolmates, and after crossing the

Connecticut River and coming into the town where he

was raised, we put up at the home of Benijah Bills,

whose father was still living in the same building. In

conversation with him, Mr. Bills said that he had worked

many a day with Pember Waid in the shipyard. Three

of my father's aunts were living, aged seventy-eight,

eighty-two and eighty-six, respectively. Visiting the

old schoolhouse and play-ground, we found the boys play-

ing (it being noon recess) as merrily and boisterously as

my father and his chums did on the same ground half a

century before. 'There,' said my father, 'is the hickory

tree I have told you so much about; it does not look as

big as I thought it would be, but it is the same old tree

:

here we played base ball,' pointing out the spot.

'Here tlie meadow, there the tree, the wonted scene

Where iu boyish glee, so oft, we gambolled on the green.'

" On this I felt like paying my father a compliment,

but I was relieved by my mother saying :
' Ira, you look

and act more like a boy now than your youngest son.'

'Good !' exclaimed I ;
' I have a mother if my father is a

boy.'

" In company with Mr. Brockway, father showed us

where the old cider-mill stood and how they used to make

the cider when he was a boy. There lay the old bed

rock with a groove cut in circular form, perhaps a foot

wide by two or three inches deep, in which a large stone

I
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wheel rail to crush the apples, and near by lay a portion

of one of the stone wheels partly covered with grass and

rubbish. After viewing this I did not wonder at my
father building a cider-mill, and a good one in its day.

AVhen we came to the house where Pember Waid had

lived, my father stepped up to the door (which was open)

and, taking off his hat, said: ' I have got home now; I

will go in without knocking.' My father seemed to me
to be as well pleasf^d as anybody could be. The impres-

sion made has never been forgotten. We gathered wild

grapes by the same place where he had picked them in

childhood's sunny days, along with his brothers and sisters.

" In meeting with relatives and friends my pen is in-

adequate to relate more than a few of the joys that came to

each of us. We visited Forestville, Farmington and the

city of Hartford, where my parents looked, for the last

time, on those whom they loved so well. Altogether it

was one of the happy events of our lives, and one we

shall never forget. Frederick A. TifPany, with whom we

seemed to make our home during our visit in that locality,

is my father's cousin. He (Mr. Tiffany) had visited my
relatives in Crawford County previous to our going to

Connecticut, and once since, with his wife, he visited my
parents and myself and family, and my father had the

pleasure of taking them to other relatives and friends,

where they rehearsed for the last time."

To speak of the many acts of charity, liberality and

good works of Francis C. Waid might be here considered

an act of superfluity, but is it not written in the Scriptures

:

Let your libcralify he known fo all men? Reference

might, in a becoming spirit, he made to the ministers of

the Erie Conference, who can speak in Mr. Waid's behalf

as to his relationship in assisting to build and repair

churches, in furthering missionary work, etc., not to men-
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tioii what he has done for his own chnrch, his "Pilgrim's

Home," on the State road. Mr. Waid lias long since

realized the fact that

—

It h more blessed to give tlian to

receive. Several years ago he was present at the dedica-

tion of a church at S?egertown, but did not arrive in time

to hear the text. After a good sermon came the "tug of

war " to raise the amount necessary to free the church

from debt. Mr. Waid was waiting for an opportunity

which soon came. Being anxious to know what the text

was he rose to his feet and said, addressing the speaker:

" Sir, please to repeat the text, as I came too late to hear

it, and I will donate $100." "Good!'' exclaimed the

speaker, "I hope there are more of you who want to hear

the text." Business then moved on in a lively manner.

The text was from Matthew v: 1(): Let your light so

shine before men that they may see your good works and

glorify your Failier whicti is in tieaven. Similar scenes

occurred at Blooming Valley, Townville and some other

places where Mr. Waid was present.

In Crawford County, as in many other localities, it is

customary to hold birthday celebrations and wedding

anniversary ])arties, so, as he says himself, Mr. "Waid

found he had gained a day (if it did take fifty years to

find it out) ; his fiftieth birthday and twenty-ninth wed-

ding anniversary were celebrated April 23, 1883. One of

the presents was a reclining chair valued at $12.50; in

return the family likenesses were distributed to the party.

The family group known as "F. C. Waid's Family, 1884,"

is still being offered, and is said to be the best they have

had taken. On Christmas day, 1885, another souvenir

card (100 copies) was issued, bearing on the obverse side

a photograph of the family group, and on the reverse side

the following few remarks and records:
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Meadville, Crawpojid Co., Pa., Dec. 25, 1885.

-jjfRANCis C. Waid, farmer, youngest son of Ira C. and Elizabeth P.
''[ Waid, a twin. My parents and grandparents were born in New
Lyme, Litchfield county, Connecticut. They removed to Crawford
county. Pa., in 1817. There were twelve children in my grandfather's

family, seven boys and five girls. In my father's family, four boys.

In our family, as the group represents, three boys. I offer this group

of our family as a token of our friendship, in behalf of my family to

my relatives and friends, hoping they may derive as much pleasure and
satisfaction from it, as we h;T.ve in looking at the likenesses of our rela-

tives, friends and strangers—they have contributed to our happiness.

May this picture and these few remarks bring the same to you, and my
efforts to do good will not be in vain. I will give a family record of

my grandparents, my father's family and my own. The twelve

portraits, including my father's family> my own, my two daughters-in-

law and the portrait of my brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, appear in

the Crawford County History as a lasting token of my remembrance,

at a cost of $1,625. (We were married the day I was twenty-one, April

23, 1854.) My deceased relatives, here named, are interred at Blooming
Valley Cemetery.

Pember Waid, born Jan. 21, 1774. Died Feb. 15, 1852.

Anna L. Waid, born May 22, 1776. Died Feb. 2, 1844.

IRA C. WAID'S FAMILY.

Ira C. Waid, born Aug. 15, 1801. Died Jan. 27, 1871.

Elizabeth P. Waid, born Aug. 26, 1804. Died Jan. 7, 1882.

Robert L. Waid, born May 1, 1826. Died June 17, 1880.

George N. Waid, born October 27, 1829.

Franklin P. Waid, born April 23, 1833. Died May 28, 1854.

Francis C. Waid, born April 23, 1833.

FRANCIS C. WAID'S FAMILY.

F. C. Waid, born April 23, 1833, Crawford Co., Pa.

Eliza C. Waid, born April 13, 1832, Cattaraugus Co., N. Y.

Franklin I. Waid, born Jan. 5, 1855, Crawford Co., Pa.

Guinnip P. Waid, born Sept. 22, 1859, Crawford Co., Pa.

Fred Francis Waid, born March 6, 1868, Crawford Co., Pa.
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The daughters-in-law in the family are consistent

members of the Methodist Episcopal Church. Mr. Waid
has held several township offices; in politics he is a mild

Republican.

THE following extracts from Mr. Waid's diary, to-

gether with the several incidents so graphically re-

lated by him, will be read with relish and interest, as the

narratives are descriptively given and the details care-

fully preserved.

Here, as in all his writings, Mr. Waid's proverbial

desire to adhere to facts and never to overlook the

minuficB of events, is manifested, bearing in mind always

that the day of small things is not to be despised. (Zach.

IV: 10:

—

For who hath despised the day of smaU
things?)

"Toward the commencement of our haying, about the

last day of June or first of July, 1885, we were visited

by two of my old schoolmates, Miss Mary McCullough
and Mrs. Amanda Farrelly and her two daughters. Mrs.

Farrelly had visited us about fifteen years before, bring-

ing her two sons. Now how glad we were to see her'

again! She deserves double credit, too, for bringing

Mary with her, from whom we had not had a visit for

many years.

Should old friends be forgot when new arise?

Never, while we tarry beneath the skies!

In mem'ry a place they hold,

Which we would not trade for gold.
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"Last evening (December 4, 1885) I experienced con-

siderable pleasure. As I was returning from Blooming

Valley I stepped in to see one of my oldest neighbors (the

sister of James Smith, avIio is referred to elsewhere in this

volume as being eighty-three years of age) and have a

chat with her.

"In the course of our conversation she related this

story of lier husband, who, in company with his brother-

in-law, about fifty years ago, went from here (Crawford

County) to New Haven, Conn., on foot: When within

twenty miles of New Haven, finding themselves not only

tired and hungry, but out of funds, one said to the other,

' What will we do ?
' Mr. Smith said, ' I will neither steal

nor begf whereupon his brother-in-law said, 'I Avill ask

for something to eat at the first farm-house;' which he

did, and received sufficient to satisfy the appetite of both

for the rest of the journey.

"But on their return home they were laden with the

best of the necessaries of life, and had plenty of funds

;

bringing also presents for their fi-iends, she herself re-

ceiving a very valuable gift. She added, ' I wonder what

a couple of young men would think of traveling from here

to New Haven on foot now-a-days.' I believe they would

say they could hardly spare the time for a journey of

such a nature, and besides the exercise would not be de-

sirable.

"December 23, 1885—My wife and I have just returned

home this evening after a visit to see my Aunt Eliza

Phillips, who lives with her son, Pember, on the old farm

near Townville. She is quite feeble, although enjoying as

good health as we expected. If the family look did not

proclaim her to be a sister to Ira C. Waid, her industry

would. Although now in her eighty-first year we found

her sitting in her rocking chair, knitting. On last Satur-
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day, lier youngest daughter, Evaline Davidson, who died

in Titusville, Penn., was interred at Townville. She leaves

a husband and two children (a girl aged twelve, and boy

aged sixteen) with many relatives and friends to mourn

her departure. Aunt Eliza Phillips is over eighty years

of age. My Aunt Phoebe Goodwill was here to visit her

relatives and friends last fall, in October. She had not

been here for several years.

"As age increases visits diminish, until we finally take

our farewell de})arture for the unknown land. We had

also, during this short trip to Centerville, not only the

pleasure of calling on other relatives, but the satisfaction

of taking dinner with my Aunt Clarinda Morehead, Avho

is living with her youngest son, Charles Morehead, in Troy

Township, this county. I speak of my uncles and aunts

for various reasons, among which is this: Thirty years

ago I had many such relatives, now I have comparatively

few, and they seem dearer to me; as the number lessens

my friendship for those who remain is drawn nearer to

them.

" To realize the value of a dollar is not really to possess

it, but to be without it. Then we think when we get an-

other we will surely appreciate it. So Avhen we have many
friends around us we perhaps do not value them as we
ought. We give but little thought, presuming it may al-

ways be so with us ; but, alas ! how soon they are gone and

we feel we are left almost alone. Then He who raises up

friends for the friendless teaches us more fully their full

value; and we will begin to [)rize them as we ought, and

think of them as we should.

"December 25, 1885—Christmas—I have just had the

pleasure to-day of making my friend and schoolmate a

present of the History of Crawford County, Penn. A
cousin of mine, Bobert A. Fergerson, was also presented
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with a similar gift. A copy of tlie work was given to

Horace Goodwill, my cousin, living in Warren County.

Penu.. one to F. Simmons of Jamestown. X. Y., a friend

and relative of ours, and one to each of my three sons.

Of the ten histories of our county which I received

through the agent of Messrs. Warner, Beers & Co., only

two remain, and I am thinking of two of my relatives to

whom I expect ere long to send them. I want one of

them presented to my father's cousin, Frederick A. Tiffany,

who is still living in Connecticut, near where my father

was born and of whom I have not only heard my father

speak so often, but whose friendship we have shared not

only here, in Pennsylvania, but at their own home in

Connecticut, with our parents in 1864. I believe there are

not only relatives but some few schoolmates living who
would look with pleasure on the portrait of my father, and

perhaps their old classmate. It brings to me fond recol-

lections of the past when I meet or even get an oppor-

tunity to see the likeness of an absent friend.

"January 1, 1886—We,with earth's millions of Adam's

race, have entered on another New Year. How it cheers

my heart when I think of His innumerable blessings to

us! You may say: What do you see about this that calls

forth gratitude ? Let me tell you I have lived to see New
Year come fifty-two times in my life, and I know I have

been not only glad but sometimes even joyful, and formed

resolutions to do better and work more faithfully for the

Master than I had ever done before. Now permit me to

say that, so far as I have practically carried these good

resolutions out in my life, I have been benefited. If we

do not resolve and come to the conclusion to do good,

when will we do it ? Then it is a good thing to form noble

resolutions ; but still better to put them in practice.

" Goingf to school does not insure any one a good educa-
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tion ; it requires more than simply goingj does it not also

require diligent study with much else included ? But the

faithful scholar is rewarded ; so are we when we carry out

in our lives our best thoughts, and I have thought they

are in a measure like presents which children expect on

Christmas day; and they are not often disappointed, for

they get at least as many gifts at that season as any other

in the year round. So we who wish good thoughts, can

have, and perhaps do have, as many as at any other time.

May we be as anxious to seek after them and use them for

good.

" At the beginning of this new year (1886), in company

with my friend, Mr. Clark Ellis, I had the pleasure not

only of going to Jamestown, N. Y., but with him visited

some of my relatives with whom he was well acquainted.

On New Year's day we called to see my oldest aunt now

living, Mary Ann Simmons, who is at the advanced age

of nearly eighty-three years. You may imagine the

satisfaction I had on meeting my cousin at the door and

introducing my friend ; then greeting my good old aunt

with a 'How do you do"?' and a hearty shake of the hand,

and finding her, I think, in better health than when we met

a year ago. She still lives with her daughter, Clarissa.

" I wish to say this of my cousin,who is so kind in caring

for her widowed mother : she knows what it is to be bereft of

kindred in her father's family, such as a kind brother and

a dear father, and so far I can really sympathize with her,

having lost the same. But who can say this, when it

comes to their own family, ^ I alone am left
'

'?

"That once happy and unbroken family which consisted

of four members—one of the best of husbands, an affec-

tionate daughter (a school teacher), endeared to all who
knew her, and a noble youth entering upon manhood, be-

loved by the entire community—to have these pass away
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and be left alone and still keep above the waters and go

on doing good, living only as it seems for others. At pres-

ent, she has taken two children to care for while they are

going to school, their mother being dead. It is written

in the good book: WJio can harm ijou if ijou he folloirors of

iliaf which is good? I was told she had given manv
Christmas presents on last Christmas day. During the

afternoon, my friend Ellis and I took a walk to the Lake

View Cemetery at Jamestown, it being a pleasant after-

noon. We saw some very handsome monuments, among
them a very large one known as the " Prendergast Monu-
ment." It has three statues: one facing the east, one the

west, and one mounted on the top. I think it is not only

the largest, but perhaps one of the most expensive in this

part of the State of New York. It is a grand, durable

memcnio that will doubtless be looked on ages to come.

There are other large and costly monuments in the ceme-

tery, but none that approaches this in magnitude or worth.

'"Mr. Ellis and I were well repaid for our visit to

the cemetery. We returned, not thinking we had spent

so lono^ a time viewino- the interesting^ sights, but too late

in the afternoon to take the train or hack for Frewsburgh,

to tarry there over night with our relative Mr. Burns : and

being disappointed, Mr. Ellis suggested he should leave

me to finish my visit and attend to my business, and he

would take the Bradford train and return to Union. To

this we both agreed: so after dividing an apple which I

had taken from his home at the request of his daughter

and wife, on our starting, we parted, and I returned to my
aunt's, finding three of my cousins there. I spent the

evening in social chat with my aunt, her three girls and

her grandchild: I was so well entertained, and enjoyed

such a good time that the impression made is lasting. On
the day following, after passing it pleasantly with my
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relatives and others whom I had the pleasure to meet, I

took the train for Meadville, stopping off at Si«gertown, to

call on my friend and life-long acquaintance George Floyd,

which completed my trip.

" On Christmas day (1862), in company with my father,

mother and wife, I had the pleasure of visiting my uncle,

Philander Simmons, and aunt Mary Ann, in Jamestown,

N. Y., for the first time. Since then we have been per-

mitted, in company with my parents, to visit them occa-

sionally. After his death, with my mother, we have been

there; and since her death, I have endeavored to see each

of my aunts—Mary Ann, at Jamestown ; Eliza, at

Townville, Penn., and Phoebe, in Warren County,

Penn.—once a year. My Aunt Phoebe tells me it is my
place to come and see her because I am younger, and if

I live to get old I will think as she does, and she hopes

my friends, who may be younger, will come and see me.

" March 17, 1886. Yesterday evening my wife and I,

on returning home, were happily surprised on finding our

cousin, Clara Mosher, of Jamestown, N. Y., waiting or

looking for us ; a remarkable visit I consider. In the fall

of 1867, over eighteen years ago, my wife and I had the

pleasure of visiting Hugh Mosher and his family at Broc-

ton, Chautauqua Co., N. Y., for the first time. The fam-

ily at that time numbered four persons, viz. : husband,

wife, daughter and son; now only Mrs. Mosher is living.

Mention of this family is made elsewhere in this book.

In her childhood, with her parents I am informed, Clara

visited her relatives here; but I do not remember.

" During the evening, shortly after her arrival, came

our relatives, Mr. and Mrs. Thompson Burns (latter

my Aunt Phoebe's eldest daughter), from Frewsburgh,

Chautauqua Co., N. Y., whom we had not had the

pleasure to meet at our home for over fifteen years. Mr.



55

Burns and his wife came, at that time, to attend the

funeral of my father, January 29, 1871. To-day (March

17), in company with tliem, my wife and I visited our

friend, Mr. Clark Ellis, and made a call on Mrs. Lono-.

who is living with her son, and is said to be in her eighty-

ninth year, now quite feeble. We also, this afternoon,

made my brother, G. N. Waid, a visit.

" March 18. To-day, with our friends, we spent in visit-

ing our relatives and friends in Blooming Yalley, takino-

dinner with my uncle, Horace Waid, and supper Avitli my
cousin, Ralph Roudebush, George Roudebush's eldest son,

who lives near the center of the town, where his parents

formerly lived and died. AVe were not only shown the

old sash factory where my uncle, with his employed help,

made sash in former days, but some of the old relics, the

old 'tread' machine where the sawing was done by

foot power ; also a stone trough once owned by Mr. George

Dickson, and the old work-bench where Ralph said his

father had worked many a day. It does not need a close

observer to notice that Ralph keeps things in their place.

'' We also went to view the Blooming Valley Cemetery

with our relatives. It was the first time Clara had been

there where so many of our deceased relatives are interred.

"March 19. Our visitors, with our sons and our grand-

children, two little girls, took dinner this day at the old

homestead, where Guinnip lives, and the interesting event

reminds us of former days, while my parents were alive,

and similar scenes took place at the same home, at my
father's table. I was one of the little boys called the

twins. After dinner our friends made a call or two, and

took their departure to see other relatives.

" In Meadville, March 20. On going to Meadville I

again had the pleasure of meeting my friends at the depot

just before starting. Although their visit had been good,
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yet tliis was heffcr; the last moments, with a friend, like

the first meeting, always leave on our memories a lasting

impression. They were proceeding by way of Franklin,

Oil City and Titusville, then on to Warren County, Penn..

before going home. Many years ago, before railroads

were introduced into Crawford County or oil discovered or

obtained by Mr. Drake, my father and mother, with other

relations, would go with a double team and rig to visit my
uncle. Philander Simmons, who then lived at what is still

known as Simmon's Hill, in Portland, Chautauqua Co.,

N. Y.

" C. K. Slocum, of Mosiertown, Crawford County,

deserves more at my hands than a passing compliment,

not only for the interest he has shown in the collecting of

material for tliis book, but for his ever extended hand of

fellowship toward me since our childhood's early acquaint-

ance, embracing a period of over forty-five years. I think

I am indebted now, not only to my parents, but to C. R.

Slocum" s kind mother, for their joint planning and help-

ing to send us country boys to college. It was a kind act

never to be forgotten by me.

" Mr. Slocum's parents and mine were friends, and this

may be one reason why true friendship has been perpetu-

ated between us. True friendship is one thing in this

world Avorth holding on to. I speak from a life of over

fifty years' experience. I count, some of my earliest as-

sociates in life among my best friends to-day. They have

stood the test and are gathering the fruit which unalloyed

friendship produces.

" Let us sow seeds of kindness, while we may,

To help each other on our way."

" Charlie and I were schoolmates, yes classmates, and it

was seldom we were punished in school for a violation

of the rules. One day, however, we were helping each
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other in our spelling lesson and had forgotten the rule, not

to communicate with each other in any way. Yet we were
anxious to know if we could spell all the hard words in

our lesson after studying them. So my chum, Charlie, be-

gan to pronounce them to me to spell, and we had not pro-

ceeded far before we were caught by our teacher. ' Come out

boys,' he cried ' and I will settle with you! ' So when we
stood up by his desk, he took us by the collars of our coats,

one in each hand,and holding us at arm's length, apart, and

making us bow our heads, would bring us together with a

bump, 'bunfing^ each others' heads. It was too bad; yes!

we even thought it was cruel ; such friends as we were to

be made to punish each other. Charles, whether on pur-

pose or otherwise, made a misstep and 'bunted' the

teacher instead of me. This was at about the third round.

The teacher gave me a ' send off' and told me to take my
seat, which I was very willing to do, while, as he said, he

would attend to Charlie and punish him in some other

way. I pitied my poor mate, but how could I help him "?

At recess the boys said, ' France ought to hare done as

Charlie did, and then they would both have shared alike.'

We were quite small lads then and I do not remember of

having been punished in school since. But this did not

break our friendship. It only helped to strengthen it so

firmly that it has been on the increase ever since.

"Permit me to give one reason why C. R. Slocum and

myself know each other so well. AYhat schooling I had,

whether in the common school, academy or college, was

always in company with him, except a few terms at com-

mon school. While he has followed the occupation of

teaching, I have been content with farming.

'*If it is not considered out of place I wish to quote a

few sentences from a letter I latelv received from mv old
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schoolmate, John Y. Gihnore, editor of Sugar Bowl and

Farm Journal:
New Orleans, La., January 3, 1886.

F. C. Waid.
Dear old friend: Your welcome letter and Christmas present ("The

History of Crawford County, Penn.,") reached me promptly. I took it

home, and although very tired sat up and read the book until after

13 o'clock. It told me a great deal about your family and some
relatives of mine that I never knew before. It is a very interesting

work. I have very pleasant recollections of the twin brothers in our
school-boy days; how the poor fellow who left us was all life and
vigor, and his twin brother, "France," was always as gentle as a girl;

how, when he turned his heart to God at the old State Road Methodist
Church, he gave such good advice to all his companions. If I had the

leisure it would be a pleasant task to add to your biography, for such
an example of industry, perseverance, economy, and yet retention of
the better impulses of the heart, are seldom so fully retained by those
who become absorbed in business and amass this world's goods.

" My dear friend John expresses another thought

which I so fully indorse, and I call attention to it. He
says :

' I thank God I have never gained enough of wealth

to make me unmindful of others who have to struggle for

existence.' Here is a class of people named who, above

all others, are perhaps the most deserving of our help.

I think of that departed friend of mine who said we should

study how we give. My beloved schoolmate closes his

interesting letter by speaking of mild spring-like weather

' like your summer,' and then calling our attention to the

Exposition held there which I hope we may attend, and,

finally: ' a Happy New Year, and with kindest regards to

all, I remain ever your friend, John Y. Gilmore.'

" Of my old schoolmates, what few there are now

living, and these are much scattered, I cannot afford to

leave any out of my friendship. It gives me pleasure, at

any time, to hear from any of them, especially from any

of those with whom I was most familiar in the school-

room, and whose friendship has been constantly on the

increase, presenting an unbroken chain, like my friend to

whom I refer. Although Mr. Gilmore has been absent

many years from Crawford County, the place of his birth,
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he has always occupied a position among my warmest
friends, like my own kindred, to whom he has referred in

his letter.

"In the satisfying of a natural and proper thirst for

knowledge, the reader, no doubt, has ofttimes been led into

many a question and many an answer. As for instance,

•Who asks the matrimonial question?' 'The young

man;' 'Who answers it?' 'The young lady:' 'What
does that bring about ?' ' Well, it generally settles the

question !' Since I experienced these same questions and

answers many years ago, I have had very many inquiries

from other people in regard to business success, etc., and

it is some of these queries I would try to answer. I have

lieen asked: Q. How did you begin to climb in the

world? A. From the foot of the ladder. Q. I mean,

how did you get a start in life? A. The day after our

marriafije mv wife and I went to work instead of 'takinsf

a trip.' Q. But did you have anything to work with, any

'sinews of Avar,' so to speak? ^4. Yes, we had our health,

our hands and our minds. Q. What wages did you get?

A. Fifteen dollars per month. Q. How much did you

have at the end of the first year? A. Over half I had

earned. Q. What did you do with it? A. I took care of

it, thinking that if I did so some day it might help take

care of us.

"The wise man has said: Moneij is a defense, icis-

dom is a defense; but ihe excellency of knowledge is fhat

if giveth life fo ihem ihcd liave d. ' Put not your trust in

money, but your money in trust.' This axiom recommends

us how to make use of money, but does not tell us what

to do with our trust. The Bible does, however: Put

your iriist hi ihe Lord. If we do this both money and

trust are safe ; and I have been satisfied to risk it this

wav ever since.
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"My parents trusted in the Lord, and tlieir precept

and example have taught their chiklren to do the same.

I have done so and am more anxious to continue trusting

Him than ever, for I am nearer my future home.

"Again, some one, possibly, asks me if I ever worked

in a sugar bush. Indeed I have—over forty years ago.

Among the sweetest things my twin brother and I did

was to take an active part in sugar-making, and the

memory of those days is sweet to me still. I here give a

few names (as familiar to me as the letters of the alphabet),

of those who were wont to visit us, spring after spring, while

we were engaged in sugar-making: Charles and Robert

Slocum, James Gilmore, Simeon Dickson, George Good-

will, William Waid, Omri Goodwill, Henry and William

Smith, James and Marvin Smith, Joseph and David Fin-

ney, Thomas and Eobert Fergerson, Wilson Temple,

George Floyd, Justus Goodwill and Benjamin and Wilson

Smith.

"Another question is asked me, I fancy: Do you

make sugar yet ? Sometimes I help, a little, my youngest

son, Fred F., who has taken my place in the sap bush.

Although the large forest has wonderfully diminished

since I first, as a boy, luxuriated in its wild delights, and

the sugar bush is not half so large when Fred ' sugars

off,' yet there is no trouble in raising a party. Since my
first recollections on the farm no spring has passed with-

out the camp being opened, and I have always taken a

pleasure in doing something in the sugar camp.

"I am asked, February 23, 1886, Were you at Fran-

cis Murphy's temperance lecture this evening? Yes, I

was. What do you think of it? It was one of the best

lectures I ever heard in Meadville on the subject of tem-

perance. I think I never saw a man so imitative in his

words and especially in his actions in portraying the per-
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son he may be speaking of. It would make yon laugh in

spite of yourself. At the same time he teaches as well as

pleases, and I think this is one cause of his wonderful

success. People who can get the truth in this pleasing

way are anxious to accept it, even if they do not retain it.

"On the evening of the 2J:th I again attended Mr. Mur-

phy's lecture, giving him my best attention and watching

him very closely. I am ready to give the reason why I

think Francis Murphy is so successful in reclaiming the

fallen, and leading men to temperance and to better lives.

He sets forth temperance in the light of divine truth, and

acknowledges God in such a plain way that men are left

without excuse if they do not embrace the truth. In the

words of Lincoln, 'with malice to none, with charity for all.'

"Being in Meadville again to-day, Saturday, February

27, I was inclined, after business, to remain in the even-

ing and hear Francis Murphy again on the temperance

question. The cause is not only being advanced, but the

union and fellowship of the various churches are also

brought about in this noble struggle for peace. Chris-

tians of all denominations regard this great work of ref-

ormation as a part of their Christianity, and therefore

lend a helping hand to sustain it.

"Sunday, February 28, after attending our own

church in the forenoon, my wife and I, with Fred and the

hired man, went to Meadville, to hear more gospel tem-

perance war notes from Mr. Murphy. There was a meet-

ing at 3 P. M. for men and boys, and in the evening one

for everybody. We enjoyed these meetings remarkably

well.

"It was announced that Tuesday evening, March 2,

would close the series of ten days for which the meetings

were first announced, and that Mr. Murphy's son, Edward

T., who is also a temperance lecturer, would be present.
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He did not arrive, liowever, on Tuesday, as expected, but

was present Thursday evening, and delivered a ' number

one ' lecture, wherein he related how he got mar-

ried, which pleased both young and old. I had the

privilege of being there to hear, as I thought, the

closing address, but was greatly pleased when it was

given out that these meetings would be continued two

evenings more—to the satisfaction of everybody. So on

Thursday evening there was in attendance the largest aud-

ience yet assembled iu Meadville to hear the closing lect-

ure. I think much good has been accomplished by those

temperance meetings."

Mr. Waid does not desire this memoir to close without

reference being made to the many happy seasons passed at

revival meetings held in the Methodist Episcopal Church on

the State road,and also in the two churches at Blooming Val-

ley; particularly the first named church, which to him is

"Pilgrim's Home," where he, with many others, sought

the Lord and found Him whom his soul loveth. And

here follows what Mr. Waid in this respect relates him-

self, together with his interesting account of Blooming

Valley Cemetery, the Smith Burying Ground, ^Smith

family, etc.

"This is January 28, 1886, and I find over thirty-five

years of my life have passed since I found the Lord, and I

think as the Prophet said: ThejoijofiJie Lord isa thingfor

ever; or of the words of David: In thy presence is fullness

ofjoy; at thy right hand tJiere are pleasures for evermore.

(Psalm XVI: 11. ) Having enjoyed the kind fellowship of

Christian friends, and having been privileged with them

to occasionally see the Lord's cause prosper, my heart has

been made to rejoice. As we live only a mile from Bloom-

ing Valley, we have had similar advantages of attending

church there, and many are the pleasant hours passed
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in the Lord's house listening to the gospel. We can

say, with the psalmist, Surely goodness and mercy shall

follow me all ihe days of my life; and I will dwell in the

house of ihe Lord for ever. (Psalm xxiii: 6.

)

" The first church, known as the Advent Church, was

built in 1854, at a cost of $2,000. The Methodist Epis-

copal Church was built in 1874:, at a cost of 34:,500, and

the bell cost $300. The Advent Church is located east

of the center of the town, while the Methodist Episcopal

Church is west of the center, both on the north side of the

State road or State Street, about half a mile apart. There

are sheds with other accommodations at the Methodist

Episcopal Church, containing fourteen stalls, and erected

at a cost of $300. They occupy the north end of the

church lot, covering it entirely from east to west. The

population of Blooming Valley in 1880 was 232; the num-

ber of acres in the borough, 1,200.

" Blooming Valley Cemetery is located about half a

mile north of the borough, whether in the limits or

adjacent thereto I am not prepared to say; but unless there

is a jog in the north line of the borough, it lies in Wood-

cock Township. The road leaving the borough for

Woodcock Valley and Ssegertown commences a little

east of the Advent Church, running somewhat northwest,

and at the distance of about three-fourths of a mile

crosses another road, diagonally, where the Cowen

Schoolhouse stood, and where Thomas Chipman now

lives. This road branches off from State road a little

west of the Methodist Episcopal Church, runs north about

half a mile to the foot of the Schoolhouse Hill, where

it crosses the above named road, leaving a piece of land

something in the shape of an isosceles triangle, longer

fi-om north to south, where it is bounded by a public

road on each side, and, as I suppose, on the south by
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the borough. My first recollections of this burial place

dates back to over forty years ago. I remember attend-

ing some funerals before that of my grandmother (Pem-

ber Waid's wife), who died February 2, 1844. At that

time the ground was not enclosed by a fence, but was

open to the commons, I remember well my grandfather,

Pember Waid, making a picket fence enclosing the lot

where my grandmother was interred ; now called ' the old

burying ground' (then comparatively new). It had con-

siderable timber, some of which remained standing for

years afterward.

^'And among the many good deeds those noble men

did was not only to help mankind, but to improve the

cemetery where their dust now rests. There, in Bloom-

ing Valley Cemetery, rest the remains of a large portion

of my deceased relatives and friends. They have been

borne there, one by one, ever since. In childhood, with

my parents, I looked on the first departed friend. Mem-
ory fails to bring that first scene to my remembrance, but

as I have already intimated, it was long ago. Since then

how often have I, with others, attended the funerals of

those who have been laid to rest in this cemetery, and

other places of interment in this community. Surely this

Scripture teaches a great truth: The living know they

shall (lie. The grave is appointed for all living ; sooner

or later our remains will be gathered there. David Coy,

an old schoolmate of mine, who is a little older than I

am, was a twin, his mate being a girl who either died in

infancy or childhood, and was the first, or among the

first, to be interred in Blooming Valley Cemetery (the

date I cannot give). There is another report, as I under-

stand, that David Lord had one or two children buried

there previous to this ; which of these accounts, how-

ever, is true, I cannot say. The land was owned by
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James Smith ; but the first place used for burial of the

dead was small, although at present it includes (I am
informed) about seven acres. It is supposed, and prob-

ably correctly, that over 500 have been interred here.

Many of the early graves are unmarked and obscure, yet

since order and regularity have been observed of later

years, the cemetery has been very much improved, for

which those who have lent a helping hand deserve credit.

"Before closing my remarks on this subject I shall

give a list of a few of my deceased relatives and friends

who are interred in this cemetery. My deceased kindred,

whose names are mentioned in the former part of this

sketch, I will not repeat here: Orra Roudebush, daugh-

ter of G. and C. Roudebush, died March 26, 1864, aged

seventeen years, twenty-nine days .... Oscar, son of G.

and C. Roudebush, died March 29, 1863, aged nineteen

years, eleven months and fourteen days. (Here permit

me to say the first funeral I have any recollection of

attending was that of a child of George Roudebush,

called Priscilla, who died April 30, 181:1, nearly forty-five

years ago). . . . David Lord, died April 7, 1836, aged forty-

two years, eighteen days .... Sylvester Yanmarter, died

September 5, 1853, aged twenty-five years, one month,

eighteen days. . . .Daniel Snyder, died February 3, 1853,

aged forty-two years, nine months, thirteen days .... Aus-

tin M. Clark, died November 18, 1865, aged sixty-one

years, three months, eighteen days .... Andrew B. Floyd,

born August 30, 1808, died June 29, 1873 Eleanor

Brown, his wife, born December 2, 1807, died July 2,

1880. . . . Charles Stewart, died March 11, 1878, aged for-

ty-five years. ... Charles Boyles, born August 20, 1806,

died December 22, 1882. . . . Hattie Dickson, died October

22, 1873, aged thirty-five years, one month, nine days. . .

.

B. P. Brown, M. D., died February 10, 1861, aged forty-
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one years George P. Marker, died February 18, 1856.

aged twenty-oue years, three months, sixteen days ....

Watson P. Bradshaw, died February 5, 1871, aged forty

years, eleven months .... Elizabeth Ann Culbertson, wife

of Jacob Oowen, died July 11, 1858, aged twenty-two

years, three months. . . .Jacob Cowen, died May 8, 1879,

ao"ed fifty-two years, four months, seventeen days. . . .

Samuel Cowen, died March 23, 1856, aged thirty-one

years, seven months .... Daniel Cowen, died May 15,

1864, aged seventy-one years, one month, four days ....

Corydon H., only son of F. and E. Colt, died June 17,

1866, aged nineteen years, two months, twenty days ....

Gelinda, wife of A. Ellis, died September 28, 1833, aged

nineteen years .... Sarah Ellis, wife of A. Ellis, died Sep-

tember 15, 1870, aged fifty-seven years .... Abel Ellis,

died March 24, 1876, aged sixty-two years, nine months,

eighteen days Edward Chipman, died March 25, 1868,

aged thirty-three years, eleven months, eighteen days ....

Joseph W. Brown, died April 7, 1862, aged forty-one

years two months .... John Bobbins, died March 13,

1877, in the seventy-sixth year of his age. . . .Electa, wife

of John Bobbins, born October 5, 1807, died August 14,

1863 Michael Coy, died March 29, 1870, aged seventy-

six years, twenty-one days .... Catharine, wife of Michael

Coy, died November 8. 1853, aged fifty-seven years, six

months, twenty-eight days .... Simeon Brown, born July

8, 1779, died May 2, 1858 Phoebe, his wife, born De-

cember 28, 1785, died February 24, 1884. . . . Phoebe Brown,

who died in her ninety-ninth year, is the oldest person

buried in Blooming Valley Cemetery .... A. Bradshaw, I

think, was in his ninety-third year Henry W. Parker,

died May 30, 1875, aged thirty-four years, one month,

eight days Elizabeth, wife of Henry W. Parker, died

May 28, 1873, aged twenty-nine years, three months,
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thirteen days Sarah H. Carpenter, wife of David W.
Braymer, born April l-t, 1821, died November 22, 1880.

, . . . Jabez Goodrich, born in Chatham, Conn., March 24,

1797, died October 18, 1859. ... Sally, his wife, born

March 18, 1796, in Lewistown, Conn., died November 10,

1876, aged eighty years, seven months, twenty-two days.

. . . Zachariah Cox, M. D., born at Zanesville, Ohio, died at

Blooming Yalley December 18, 1867, aged sixty-six years,

one month, twenty-five days.

" As I have recorded the date when I and my twin

brother and parents attended the first funeral within my
recollection, I will here note the last one I attended up to

this date, February 11, 188(1 To-day I was present at

the funeral of George AY. Lord, of Mead Township, near

Meadville. The services were held in the First Method-

ist Episcopal Church, Meadville. George W. Lord was

born in New York, November 4, 1804, died February 9,

1886; his wife died in 1881; both interred in Greendale

Cemetery, Meadville.

''Smith Burying GrouiuJ.—This quiet home of the

departed was presented to the living by James Smith, an

early settler of Mead ToAvnship. Crawford Co., Penn., and

who came from New Jersey in 1800. (I am informed he

died at the age of eighty-six ; his wife when ninety-six.

)

November 30, 1807, he purchased 150 acres of Tract 178,

the farm now owned by J. Harris.

"This cemetery is located about half a mile south of the

State road, and in view from the same for nearly a mile.

It is seen on rising the Goodrich Hill (where my eldest

son lives), and is in plain view to your right until you

pass my own homestead. It lies on a cross-road running

south from State road, connecting with a road leading

from Hatch Hill to Meadville. It covers, I believe, an

area of one acre : lies on the east side of the cross-road,
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descending toward the west. AVitli its marble slabs,

monuments and beautiful evergreens it presents an inter-

esting and comely ^dew to the wayfarer on the State road.

"Years ago there was a wood which hid the ground

from our view, but this has been removed, and now its

neat appearance is ever before us, reminding us in mute

language, more impressive, mayhap, because of its silence,

than any pulpit or platform oratory, of what must soon be

the common end of all, high and low. rich and poor.

' The boast of heraldry, tlie pomp of power,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave.

Await alike th' inevitable hour;

The path of glory leads but to the grave.'

"During the interview I had, December 4, 1885, with

the sister of James Smith (related at page 49), Marvin

Smith said: 'I was passing the Smith Burying Ground

one day, in company with Mr. Marsh, who said: "Let us

go in here and look around."' This we did, and Mr. Marsh

then inquired of me as to who took care of the cemetery.

"Does it look as though anybody did ?'" I asked. Mr. Marsh

insisting upon me giving him an answer, however, I had

to acknowledge that I gave it what little care it did get.

"Well," said Mr. Marsh, "it will live when you are dead."

Another proof that a kind deed is never lost. Who is

there that does not want some good thing done in his life-

time to be spoken of kindly when he is no more? Too

true, alas! are those words of Mark Antony:

'The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft' interred with their bones.'

"I subjoin a list (copied from the originals) of those,

whose names I wish here recorded, who repose in this

little ' city of the dead'

:

"Joseph Smith*, died in August, 1843, aged fifty-six

Joseph Smith's family were our nearest neighbors.







THE WAID MONUMENT.

The inscriptions on this monument, a view of which

is here given, are:

(On West Side.)

Pember Waid,
Born Januiuy 21, 1774, died February 15, 1853.

Anna L., his wife,

Born May 22, 1776, died February 2, 1844.

Ira C. Waid, their sou,

Born Aug. 15, 1801, died January 27, 1871.

Eliz.\beth P., his wife.

Born August 26, 1804, died January 7, 1882.

(All born in Connecticut.)

(On South Side.)

Robert L.,

Born in 1826, died in 1880.

George N.,

Born in 1829,

Franklin P.,

Born in 1833; died in 1854.

Francis C,
Born in 1833.

(On North Side.)

FAMILY OF FRANCIS C. AND ELIZA C. WAID.

Francis C, born in 1833,

Eliza C, born in 1832,

Franklin I., born in 1855,

Guinnip P., born in 1859,

Fred F., born in 1868,



(On East Side.)

In Memory of Father and Mother and Kindred,

this monument is erected by

F. C. Waid.

Aueust 13, 1884.

On the tombstone to the right of the monument is

this inscription:

Ira C. Waid,

Born in Lyme, Conn., August 15, 1801;

Died January 37, 1871, aged 69 years, 5 months and 13 days.

" Thou ;irt gone to thy rest, Ira,

I will not deplore thee,

For thou art gone where oft, on earth,

Thy spirit longed to be."

Pember Waid,

Died February 15, 1852, in the 78th year of his age.

Anna L., wife of Pember Waid,

Died February 3, 1844, aged 67 years, 9 months.

On the tombstone to the left of the monument is the

following inscription

:

GONE HOME!

Frankijn p., son of I. C. and E. P. Waid,

Died May 28, 1854, aged 21 years, 1 mouth, 5 days.

Behold, young man, as you pass by.

As you are now, so once was I

;

As I am now, so must you be

;

Prepare for Death and follow me.
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years Daniel Smith, born January 26, 1825, died July

25, 1883 ; a monument was erected to his memory at a

cost of about $300 Mary, wife of N. E. Southwick, died

February 12, 1860, aged thirty-seven years, eight months,

three days. . . . Hosea Smith, Company C, One Hundred
and Fiftieth Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry, was killed

at the battle of Gettysburg July 1, 1863, aged twenty-

three years and nine months.

'Like a true and faithful soldier

He obeyed our country's call,

Vowing to protect its banner,

Or in battle proudly fall.

Noble, cheerful, brave and fearless,

When most needed ever nigh.

And for the honor of our flag

He was not afraid to die.'

.... Robert Smith, died October 26, 1853, aged sixty-six

years, one month, twenty-four days. . . .Mary Luper, his

wife, died April 30, 1879, aged eighty-one years, nine

months, twenty-one days .... William Smith, died January

12, 1858, aged seventy-three years. . . . Betsy, wife of

William Smith, died May 1, 1854, aged sixty-five years,

nine months. ... Margaret, daughter of William Smith,

died October 27, 1854, in her thirty-ninth year. . . . Thomas

Smith, died October 3, 1863, aged forty-six years, five

months, two days .... Jane Smith, died June 26, 1863,

aged fifty-seven years, three months, eleven days ....

Cornelia A., wife of William Smith, Jr., died October 24,

1880, aged fifty-six years, two months Charlotte, wife

of George Smith, died in October, 1843, in the forty-ninth

year of her age. . . .John, son of George and C. Smith,

died June 26, 1835, aged twenty years, six months, twenty-

two days James Smith, died March 10, 1875, aged

eighty-six years, two months, nine days .... Catharine,
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wife of James Smith, died May 7, 1849, aged fifty-two

years. . . .Ezra Williams, died September 13, 1850, in the

thirty-first year of his age .... Alonzo, son of E. and C.

Williams, died September 9, 1858, aged eight years, ten

months, twenty-six days .... Lois, wife of H. Harris, died

June 26, 1858, aged forty-six years, one month, nineteen

days .... Harvey Harris, died March 12, 1876, aged

eighty-five years, eleven months, nineteen days. Aside

from the Smiths and their relatives, there are but few

interments here.

^^Smith Familij.—The descendants of James Smith, who
donated the lot, are numerous, many of them living in

this county and vicinity. A brother and sister are still

in this neighborhood, the former (I am informed) aged

ninety-five, the latter (who is a widow) in her eighty-

third year. Since my earliest recollection, with the

exception of a few years, she was my parents' nearest

neighbor, living only a few rods from my father's house,

and is now (November 30, 1885) living just across the

way, a short distance from the old homestead of Ira C.

Waid, where my second son (Guinnip P. Waid) lives.

Memory brings to my mind—shall I say a thousand

recollections of the past? I say a great many scenes of

the past. When I think of childhood's days and the days of

my youth as well as manhood, I can well afford to sit

down, after a day's labor in the cider-mill, and write a

few thoughts so inseparably allied with the past. While

there were only four children in Ira C. Waid's family

there were twelve in that of Joseph Smith, our nearest

neighbor—nine boys and three girls.

"Just think of our going to school in the winter season

(only had a mile and a half to go to reach the Cowen

Schoolhouse), and having often to break our own path

through deep snow! Could such a reality be forgotten?
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I think not, though some of our book lessons might. Then
think of the long winter evenings, the rainy davs, the

many (?) opportunities children had of stepping in to see

a neighbor! Eeader! think again. These privileges

have been continued from that time till the present day,

and I still go to spend an evening in social chat with my
life-long neighbor, who was well acquainted with my
father in his youthful days. Beiier is a neighbor tJiaf is

near than a friend fa)' off.

"1 think in 1845, Laban Smith, who had made a visit

to New Haven, Conn., in order to see his uncle (after

whom he was named and who gave him (Laban) on his

coming of age a handsome sum of money), could relate

stories about his trip to New Haven, as interesting to us

younger boys, perhaps, as any we have heard since, possi-

bly because it was his first, and therefor more replete

with the marvelous; or it may have been because Ave

pictured from his descripfion of scenes more than from

the real ify.

'•In the family of James Smith, the first settler spoken

of, were sixteen children (including two pairs of twins),

four of whom died in early life; nearly all the rest lived

to advanced ages.

"Before withdrawing from the subject suggested by

the contemplation of the two beautiful cemeteries just

spoken of, I am reminded of an incident that occurred

in my experience in another one, many miles away. An
opportunity having presented itself to me of visiting the

Southern Exposition, held at Louisville, Ky., in 1883, I

and my son, Guinnip. together with some friends from

Meadville, to that intent set out on September 25, and on

our return we attended the State Fair of Indiana, held at

the Capital. Also, at Cincinnati, Ohio, we spent a very

pleasant time, viewing the animals and feathered tribes
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in the Zoological Gardens, as well as taking in the great

Exhibition held there.

"Then again on October 25, same year, my wife and

I, while on onr way to east Tennessee to visit our eldest

son, passed a day very agreeably and instructively at each

Exhibition referred to, as well as the Zoological Gardens

at Cincinnati, and I was led to reflect that opportunities

appear sometimes with such rapid sequence that we can-

not, or, if we could, do not always embrace them.

"My third trip to Tennessee was made December 14,

1883, in company wdth my brother, George N., and

brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, and on this occasion we did

not stop for sight seeing until we found ourselves in Knox-

ville, 'neath the balmy sky of the 'Sunny South.' Dur-

ing our sojourn there (Knoxville) I attended the funeral

of Mrs. Bristol, wife of a merchant of the place, a lady

of thirty-five summers, who had left behind her a sorrow-

ing husband and two children. These stood by the side

of her grave together with a large concourse of relatives

and friends. And, as I looked upon that newly-made

grave, now filled in, completed, and bedecked with flowers,

I remarked to my friend, a gentleman from California,

that the grave was one of the most beautiful I had ever

seen. Turning to move away, I found standing, just in

front of us, a monument bearing this inscription:

"^lomzxs are l^ouje's |^ast drifts.'

" And on reading these few words I could not help

thinking : How appropriate to the departed

!

"On a certain Sunday, not long since, Brother M.

Miller, our preacher, said in his sermon :
' The apostle

Paul was a singularly good man ; he wrote his own obitu-

ary.' That is what few men do, and the idea suggested

the question to my mind: Do we not all form the cliarac-
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fcr from which our obituary, whether we write it ourselves

or others write it for us, may be drafted? My parents

sought to honor God while living, and they have left be-

hind them a good name to their children.

••April 13. 18(S(), being the anniversary of the birth-

day of Mrs. E. C. AVaid. I am reminded of the near

approach of my own, and, iiHproriipfu, the following feM-

lines are suggested to my thoughts, which I give with a

desire that they be read as coming from one more accus-

tomed to the daily labor of the farm than courting the

Muses

:

As I near the age of fifty-three,

(Twentj^-third of April it will be,

Year eighteen hundred and eighty-six),

On Thee, Ohl Lord, my heart I will fix.

And should more time to me be given,

Let it be spent for Thee and heaven;

Good Master! help me to do Thy will,

And during life my mission fulfil.

Thou hast always been most kind to me,

Maj' I toward men so ever be;

All good from Thee I daily receive,

Maj" I the need}- help to i-elieve.

My wife, Eliza, you clearly may see.

Is one year and ten days older than me;

The date of her birth 'tis easy to fix.

For she is fifty-four in eightj'-six."
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^Vvxl 23, 1886.

(anniversary of MR. WAID's BIRTH AND MARRIAGE.)

"The accomplishment of life's work still goes on.

Time and tide wait for no man. I am mercifully spared

to see the fifty-third anniversary of my birth and thirty-

second of my wedding, and am grateful to the Parent of

all good, not only for unnumbered blessings showered

upon me in the past, but for being permitted to reach, in

health and strength this day, the fifty-third milestone on

life's journey.

"Among the many pleasant felicitations received by

Mrs. Waid and myself on this occasion, came the follow-

ing from Messrs. Warner, Beers & Co., of Chicago, my
publishers: 'Mr. Baker (editor) unites with us in extending

to you our warmest congratulations on your entering your

fifty-fourth year of an honored and useful life, and that

you and your amiable partner in life may yet enjoy many
such happy anniversaries, unmarred by any of 'the nat-

ural shocks that flesh is heir to,' till the Good Pilot shall

finally guide the craft, in which you have so long been

sailing, in faithful consort, into an Eternal Haven of

Peace and Rest, is our sincerest wish.'

"The Bard of Avon, a man not of to-day only, but for

all time, born 322 years ago, also on April 23, says in his

play of ^s you like it:

' All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages.'

"I have, so far, been suffered to play my ' part' in the

great Drama of Life in 'this wide and universal theater,"
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and my gratitude to the Giver of all good, for the light-

ness of the ' part ' assigned to me, I now gratefully express.

I have seen the nearest and dearest of relatives and

friends make their final exit from this world's stage, and

I know my own 'cue' must come, sooner or later, that

will direct me to take my departure forever, except from

the memory of those who love me.

"Life is so short and valuable that not a day have we
to spare that we should not turn to some good account.

So I have chosen this, my birthday, whereon to complete

what I began over a year ago—^the writing down at short

intervals, between labor and rest, some of the incidents of

my life as found in my biography and in other pages of

this book, all of which, no doubt, will outlive me.

"I wish to mention here the visit now (April 23,

1886) being made us by Mrs. Amelia Taylor and her

youngest son, William (aged thirteen years), of Kasson,

Dodge Co., Minn. Enoch Lord, her father, died when
she was quite young, and from the age of three years (I

am informed by her) she was reared in the family of

George W. Lord, her uncle, who lived near Meadville, on

Town Hill, and whose funeral Mrs. Taylor and her son

attended in February last. Since then they have remained

to visit their many relatives and friends here and in Mer-

cer County, Penn. This afternoon, after viewing the

Smith Burying Ground, my wife accompanied them to

Ssegertown on a visit to George Floyd's, many years ago

schoolmates at the old Cowen Schoolhouse, myself being

teacher. Pleasant reminiscences for to-day, when teacher

and scholars again meet, recalling happy scenes of long

ago! But although on this eventful day I could say

much more, I must not neglect farm work, for the weather

is fine and most propitious, and opportunities must not be

disregarded.



76

*'We have already sown about twenty acres of oats

(earlier than usual this year) on the Goodrich farm within

the past few days and seeded to timothy. Indeed we have

a busy time on the farm, and with a glad heart do I enter

on the duties of my fifty-fourth year."'

In conclusion Francis C. Waid says, "Here I not

only desire to express my thankfulness to the Giver of all

good, but also to them who are so deserving ; and may
life continue on as pleasant, as peaceful and as happy in

the future until we arrive at our long home."

When a man.^ iLxiys ^ylccisc flic Lo)-(l, He makefh

even Ids enemies fo he (d peace icith him. A good man
leaveth an inJierifance fo fiis children''s cJiildren, and the

wealih of flic sinner is laid n,p fo)' flie jiisf. (Matthew,

v: 40.) And if anji man irill sac fliee af flic laiv and

take anxt.jj fliij coaf, Jef liim liave f/i/j cloak <dso. (^And

verse 44. ) Bid T sai/ inifo ijoii lore /jour enemies, bless

tliem thai curse ijoii, do i/ood fo lliem f/ial hate yoii, and

praif for fliem irJiich despifefnlljj use ijoii and perseciifc

i/oii. (1st Corinthians, xiii: 13.) And iioir abidcfli

faifli. Iiope. chardi/. flirsc Ihrer. hid t/ic f/rerdcsf offlicse is

charifi/.

" Beyond this vale of tears,

There is a life above,

Unmeasured by the flight of years,

And all that life is love.

"

The following two poems, "My twin brother and I,"

and "From the death of my brother to this date." both

from the pen of Mrs. A. D. Brown, and which are but

the simple echoes of Mr. Waid's own meditations, are

here given to supply, in a measure, the place of any por-
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trait of Franklin P. Waid. twin brother of Francis C., no
picture of him having ever been taken.

"MY TWIN BROTHER AND I.'

(by a. d. brown.)

At one birth were born Franklin P., Francis C,
April twenty-third, eighteen thirty-three.

I have heard it from those on whose word I rely

That Franklin was half an hour older than I.

The tie that unites twin brothers by birth

Seems almost to me now the nearest on earth.

Brought into existence the very same hour,

United in love by some higher power.

For each other they live and are willing to die

(At least such was the case witli my brother and I),

We lived in a world of our own which we made.
So that no base intruder it e'er could invade.

Our object and aim, while he liv'd, seem'd to be

To care for each other; in contrast to me
He was noble and kind, a pure-hearted boy.

With a heart like pure gold, unmixed with alloy.

We were always together where'er we might ramble.

Then, if on our rights anyone dar'd to trample.

Each knew in the other he had a true friend

Who would in all cases his brother defend.

I, more than my brother, to books was inclined.

But in true manly courage I fell far behind;

He was the favrite of mother, her pride and her joy.

Whilst I was regarded as my father's own bo}^

And if trouble occurred with a playmate at school.

And chastisement was due for breaking a rule,

He would stand by the culprit in sorrow and shame.

Ever ready and willing to bear all the blame.

We sought and found Jesus, eighteen lifty-oue;

Our lives from that onward seem'd blended in one,

And a new link united my brother and me
When, earnest in prayer, we both bow'd the knee.
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But my brother has gone, he is with us no more!

(He died May twenty-eight, eighteen fifty- four);

The dear tie has been sever'd which united us liere,

But e'en now to my heart his mem'ry is dear.

As we stood by his bedside in pure silent prayer,

It seems to me now that Jesus was there;

The last wish of my brother in tliese words was expressed:

"Oh! meet me in heaven, that haven of rest!"

Sometimes when I bow by the altar of prayer,

I feel his dear presence is with me e'en there.

By a life of devotion in constant prayer giv'n,

I hope to meet Franlilin, my twin brother, in Heav'n.

Blooming Valley,
Crawford Co., Penn., April, 1886.

FROM THE DEATH OF MY BROTHER TO THIS DATE.

(by a. d. brown.)

Since the death of my brother I now realize

How dear to my heart are our family ties.

No friend that's now living fills that vacant place,

Nor any lapse of time can his memory efface.

Our family affections seem'd centr'd in one,

But that tie has been broken, my brother is gone.

I may have neglected—did not recognize

In the love that I bore him some other dear ties.

I may have forgotten, failed even to see.

The love that was due to a parent from me,

Until my dear father to the bright home had gone,

January twenty seven, Eighteen seventy-one.

Sorrow never comes singly, as you have heard said,

The next was my brother, Robert L. Waid;

My mother then bade us a last sad adieu,

January seven, Eighteen eighty-two.

But in all our afflictions, more clearly we feel.

That earth hath no sorrows that heav'n cannot lieal;

One brother is left whose friendship I prize,

And recognize fully our 1)rotherl3' ties.
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Three kind-hearted sons to me have been given,

And a fond, loving wife, choicest treasures from heav'n !

I go forth to mj" labor, ever praising the Lord,

An abundance of wealth has been my reward.

Half a century of years my life has been spared,

In tlie blessings of life I've wonderfully shared;

Always generous and kind have endeavored to be,

Bestowing on all who asketh of me.

I care not for life's pleasures, nor even for dress,*

But I fain would be clad in pure righteousness;

In my calm, quiet manner would live out my days,

Giving God all the glory, the honor and praise.

When my race on earth's run and life's warfare is o'er.

And I find myself standing on Eternity's shore,

Then the Master .shall say, "Well and faithfully done.

Enter into My joy and sit down by My throne !"

Bloomino Valley,
Crawford Co., Penn., April 5, 1886.

A WORD OF RESPECT FROM THE WRITER, f

I'm a poor lonely widow.

Sixty-one years of age,

And in this kind of labor.

Sometimes I engage.

To favor nor flattery

I am not inclin'd,

But can see and find fault

With the most of mankind.

In a case like the present,

I endeavor to do

What I firmly believe

To be honest and true;

And in my humble manner
Would truly set forth

Their true virtue and merit.

Their value and worth.

*Meaning plainness in dress, to enjoy life's pleasures as a Christian.

tWritten on the morning of her birthday.—F. C. Waid.
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But in all such cases

The truth I regard,

And a poor meager pittance

Has been my reward.

My thanks are now due

To Francis C. Waid,

For the liberal manner
In which he has paid

For the poor, feeble manner
In which I have set forth,

His true Christian character

And pure moral worth.

Blooming Valley,
Crawford Co., Penn., April 7, 1886.

A. D. Brown

I
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ROBERT L. WAID.

This, the eldest son of Ira C. and Elizabeth P. ( More-

head) Waid, was born May 1, 182(), in Riceville, Crawford

Co., Penn. He received a common school education, was

brought up on a farm, and during life was engaged as a

tiller of the soil. He died June 17, 1880, deeply regret-

ted by many friends and neighbors, and now sleeps his

last sleep in Blooming Valley Cemetery (see page 14).

"Weep not for him who dieth.

For he sleeps and is at rest;

And the couch whereon he lieth

Is the green earth's quiet breast"

He was a model farmer, and neatness and perfect order

in all tilings were prominent features upon all parts of his

farm. He was a mend)er of the K. of H. : in politics a

Republican. His widow now resides on the farm, in Mead

Township, Crawford County, which was improved by

him.

On October 16, 1852, Mr. Waid married Almeda A.

Wheeler, who was born January 5, 1836, daughter of

Abram and Amanda (Taylor) Wheeler, who were parents

of ten children: Lorenda, Lorenzo. Elisha T., Roxana,

Elvira, Phoebe M., Samantha, Elijah M., Almeda A. and

William V. To Mr. and Mrs. Robert L. Waid were born

following named children: Orlando, born August 27

1853; Nick P., born June 11, 1856, and Ira C, born July

31, 1860, died December 21, 1860.

Mr. Waid bought of his father, in 1858, thirteen and

a half acres of land, known as the Goodwill Lot, and was
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willed by the latter fifty-five acres of land in Woodcock

Township, being part of the property bought of John Rey-

nolds, Esq., by Ira C. Waid, in 1855. The thirteen and

a half acres. Goodwill Lot, with the homestead, in Mead
Township, on which Mrs. R. L. Waid lives, were willed

to Nick P. Waid, and the fifty-five acres in Woodcock

Township were willed to Orlando Waid, by his father, R.

L. Waid.

In childhood and youth the subject of this memoir

was possessed of a remarkably retentive memory, seeming

thereby to master his school lessons with greater facility

than did any of his brothers. He was accustomed to talk

in his sleep and, his brother, Francis C, has heard his

mother say that his uncle, William Morehead, would take

the spelling book or mental arithmetic to Robert L.'s bed-

side, while he was talking in his sleep, and the latter

would go through his lessons as correctly as when awake

!

Yet, as years crept on apace, his mind drifted instinctively,

as it were, from books to farm life, particularly the train-

ing of stock, such as horses and cattle, in which branch of

agriculture he in after life enjoyed considerable notoriety.

He "broke in" and trained a chestnut-colored mare,

known afterward as "Old DolF' (his cousin, Ralph Roude-

bush, distinguished her by calling her '' Ira Waid's old

Doir'), allowed to be the best trained farm horse in the

community at that time. This animal, which was always

kept on the farm, died at the age of thirty-two years.

During his life, both before and after his marriage,

Mr. Waid followed droving to some extent, and his brother,

Francis C, remembers in his youth accompanying him
with a drove of cattle to Orange County, N. Y. He has

on several occasions driven cattle from Crawford County

to the Philadelphia market for Mr. Lyman Perkins, after

whom he was named.
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Mr. Francis C. Waid says of his brother Robert L.,

"He, like the rest of my father's sons, inherited the noble

traits of his father, and managed his business affairs on a

sound basis. He was at no time much inclined to run in

debt or speculate, but always paid promptly when he did

buy on credit. I wish it not to be thought strange if I give

this brother the preference in my father's family. His
memory deserves it now, though I fear I failed to properly

appreciate in my childhood many of his good traits of

character.

"Lyman (for so he used to be called) was a very

industrious man. and, to illustrate by way of contrast

between him and mvself. I will sav that in all the teaminsf

of wood or produce done by me between the farm and

Meadville, I do not remember of ever exceeding iwo loads

per day, whereas Lyman has hauled tlirce. He was noted

as an early riser, observing the old maxim : 'Early to bed,

early to rise, makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise!'

He is also remembered as being quite a loud talker, whose

voice could be heard a considerable distance, I think

he was the most talkative member of my fathers family.

I remember his being asked by a neighbor or friend how

he managed to do so much work and talk too. Lyman
replied that he did both at the same time—which was

true. 'Talk and Industry combined' being one of his

mottoes. He was a man whose kindness and real worth

not only endeared him to his friends but to all his ac-

quaintances. It was noted of him that whatever he under-

took to do, he did well, and I do not think it is saying too

much when I express my opinion that he was one of the

best farmers in this community : and it is no wonder the

removal of such a man from his circle of relatives, fi'iends

and neighbors should be deeply felt.

" I think he accomplished in his life (a period of fifty-
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four years, one month and sixteen days) more work than

many who live to okl age. Many things he did on the

farm, and elsewhere remain as lasting evidences of the

thoroughness of work and excellency of completeness so

characteristic of him. While in my ' teens ' Lyman and

I ran a threshing machine for father for some years, and

in those days we thought we were doing well if we
threshed 300 bushels of grain in a day, and then it was
left in the chaif to be cleaned afterward in the fanniner-

mill. No sulky plow on our farm then, nor much other

machinery to aid our busy hands in our farm work. Ev-

erything had to be done in the ' old way,' as we termed

it.

"I remember the tirst mower father bought. It

was known as the ' Danford Mower,' manufactured at

Erie, Penn.. in the summer. I think, of 1852 or 1853.

This was the first mower used in our neighborhood, and

my brother, Lyman, used to drive the team. Cutting

grass by machinery was such a wondrous novelty in those

days that old and young, alike, would come quite a dis-

tance, as if to see a circus, the driver being regarded with

as much fascination as would be a daring acrobat in the

ring, or with as much sensation as the first appearance of

the early-day stage driver created.

" To conclude, I will briefly say, in honor of the mem-
ory of both my father and my brother, Kobert L., that,

as practical men, Ira C. Waid was one of the leading farm-

ers in his community, and Eobert L. Waid was the first

copy, proof enough that he was the best farmer among
the sons of Ira C. Waid. His aim was to excel, and in

this he was successful. He labored for a good reputation,,

and he left a fair and honored ]iame to posterity."
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GEORGE N. WAID.

This gentleman, only surviving brother of Francis C.

Waid, and one of the leading farmers of Woodcock Town-
ship, Crawford Co., Penn., was born in the township just

named Octolier 27, 1829. He was married. April 30.

1855, at Woodcock, Crawford County, by James A. Heard.

Esq., to Mary J., born August 15, 1835, daughter of Cyrus

and Priscilla ( Gilbert ) Bean, early settlers of Wood-
cock Township, formerly of Bucks County, Penn. To this

union were born ten children; Iowa (born January 18,

185H, in Lee County, Iowa, wife of Walter Joslin, and liv-

ing in Woodcock Township, Crawford Co., Penn. ) : Eliza-

beth P. (born May 22, 1857. in Lee County, Iowa, wife of

William Piddle, and living in Bolivar, Alleghany Co., N.

Y. ) ; Blanche E. (also a native of Lee County, Iowa, born

December 22, 1858, wife ofAugustus Anderhalt, and living

in Union City, Erie Co., Penn.): Greely (born May 13,

1861, died March 27. 1864) : Grant N. (born November 30.

1861) ; Ira C. (born December 2, 1867) ; Jennie L. (born

July 25, 1870 ) ; Sumner B. (born May 30, 1873) ; Lloyd

G. (born October 13, 1877 ) : and Charlie F. (born October

21, 1881).

Mr. Waid moved to Iowa in 1855, taking a span of

good horses with him, and bringing them back to Craw-

ford County on his return home in 1860. While in Iowa

lie was visited in the spring of 1857 by his parents, and

in the fall of 18()0 by his brother, Francis C, who then

for the first time saw "the West,"' and he accompanied his

brother and family on their journey fifteen days after leav-
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ing West Point, Iowa, as far as Indianapolis, Ind., where

he left them, thence returned to Erie, Penn., by rail, and

from there to Meadville by stage. Mr. Waid's father as-

sisted him in buying a piece of land in Iowa, on which he

built a house, and which he farmed until his return home,

but several years afterward sold, as renting property so

far away was not profitable.

Mr. Waid has resided, since 18()5, on his present farm,

located on the Dickson road, four miles northeast of

Meadville, and one mile north of the Methodist Episcopal

Church on the State road. He has a saw-mill for custom

work, which he operates during four months in each year.

He enlisted during the late Rebellion in July, 1862 ; re-

ceived a bullet through the lungs at the battle of

Gettysburg, July 1, 1863, and was honorably discharged

on account of disability February 18, 18()4.

Francis C. Waid, George N. Waid and George W.

Cutshall, brother-in-law of Francis C, have traveled many

thousands of miles together.

In 1876 they visited the Centennial; in the fall of

1880 they had the pleasure of visiting friends and rela-

tives in Minnesota, Iowa and Nebraska ; and in December,

1883, they made a trip to Knoxville, east Tenn., on which

occasion Francis C. Waid's mission was one of business

and to see his eldest son. George N. Waid. in politics, is.

independent.
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GEORGE W. CUTSHALL.

Philip Cutshall, grandfather of the subject of this

sketch, was born in Pennsylvania in 1767 ; and his wife,

Elizabeth, was born in 1760. In 1803 they came from

Cumberland County to Venango County, Penn., settling

about six miles west of Franklin. They had three sons:

John, Jacob and George, and one daughter, Nancy. The
sons, on arriving at maturity were among tlie^ early settlgra—-fi
of Randolph Township, Crawford Co.,(Ohi(y locating in

1814, their parents coming subsequently. Their father

died in 1829, their mother in 1836. Their youngest son,

George, the father of George W., was born in Cumber-

land County, Penn., April 29, 1799, and was four years

of age when brought to Venango County, Penn., where he

grew to maturity, undergoing the privations of pioneer

life. In 1823 he married Jane Sterling, and by this

union had thirteen children: Jeremiah, Nancy, Eliza,

Maria, Mary Jane, George W., Warren, Sarah E., Philip

M., Jacob A., Joseph R., Lafayette and Lydia A.

Mr. Cutshall settled on the place where his son George

W. now resides, and was' the owner of 400 or 500 acres of

land, which now constitutes several farms. Here Mr.

Cutshall remained the greater portion of his life, and

here he raised his family. A short time prior to his

death, in company with his wife, he visited his daughter

in Lorain County, Ohio, and eventually purchased prop-

erty and removed there, where he died in March, 1876,.

his widow in April, 1883.

George W. Cutshall was born on the homestead on
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which he now lives, in Randolph Township. December 80.

1832. Owing to lack of school privileges in his youth

his education is somewhat limited, but his mind has been

broadened by the extended experiences of a life which,

although mainly devoted to the farm, has also reached

out to numerous business enterprises. Among other

tilings he assisted in building the first railroad that ran

into Cleveland. Ohio. He has held nearly all the official

honors it is in the power of the toAvnship to bestow.

During the late war of the Rebellion he went out with

the State militia, but did not see active service. He is

a member of the State police, also of the Grange at Guy's

Mills.

In 1853 he was married to Matilda Jane Masiker.

who was born Se2:>tember 12, 1830. The result of this

union has been three children: A. Frank, Sarah Eliza

(wife of W. E. Russell, of Randolph Townshij) ) and

Lafayette (born April 19, 18()0. died October 10, 1S()1).

Mr. Cutshall is one of the most extensive breeders of

shorthorn cattle in the county, having several head pur-

chased in Kentucky and Ohio, and about twenty head of

registered stock of his own raising.
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ifCrTOBBIOGBR^aPBBETr,

Together with some Old Times Reminiscences, of

C. R. SLOCUM,
Addressed to his Sincere Friend and Boyhood's Companion and

Schoohnate, Francis C. Waid.

I Avas born in the town of Tolland, Hampden Co.,

Mass.. December 10, 1834. My father. Eleazer Slocum,

also a native of Tolland, born in 1812, and Lois C Mer-

riam. in age a year younger than the former, moyed from

Connecticut to the Western Reservation, Ohio, in 1837.

After remaining there two years they came to Crawford

County. Penn., and in the following year (1810, I think)

they moved to what was then known as the George Smith

place, on the State Koad, near Ira C. Waid's place, and

here we became intimately acquainted with you and your

father's family.

How vividly come back to my memory many incidents

of those happy boyhood days ; our going to school at John

Donnelly's, and your brother Nick helping me out of my
troubles when I was afraid to go to my class : our spelling

schools, sliding on the ice, our teetering on a plank, rid-

ing down hill, etc.

One of the greatest tasks in those days, I remember,

was hunting the cows: your father's. Smith's and ours

used to run in the road and woods together. The cows

carried larg^e bells, but even then it was sometimes diffi-

cult to find them in the thick, big woods. Now all,
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or nearly all, are cleared away. Do you remember our

old "Spot," your old "Lady," etc. ?

Your father used to make sugar every year, and what

jolly times we had " sugaring off !
" (didn't we sugar

off oftener than necessary, eh?) and then such playing of

" Hie spy! " I shall never forget the blazing torches we

used to carry as we dodged from tree to tree in the dark-

ness. I have never seen any " Hie spy " equal to that

since, and, in all probability, never will. I think you

probably watched the fire under the big iron kettles, then

used to boil the sap in, more closely than any of the rest

of us, in order to keep everything " all right," as you

were more careful to see that the several ingredients were

put in correctly—so many eggs, etc. And, when the

clearing was being done, we'd throw stones into the log

heaps, etc., and didn't we laugh with glee when we heard

them " pop" on that old hollow beach log?

Well do I remember the first Sunday-school held in

connection with the old State Road Church, when you

and I were young boys. Old and young attended, in

those days, and we used to have to "commit" verses, no

easy task even for the adults. Cyrus Goodwill was one of

our first superintendents, and a good one, too, he was.

Your father was then clearing up the ])lace on which

your son, Guinnip, now lives, your grandfather living

at that time where you now do. Your folks lived in the

old house, which, with the garden, seems very much the

same now as then. But what a change in some respects!

Then on the west side there was a row of plum

trees (blue plums) that were wont to be loaded with

fruit year after year, and the plums, so plentiful were

they, would fall upon the ground, there to lie and rot.

Besides, on the same side of the garden were large cur-

rant bushes full-laden with sparkling clusters. There
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was no trouble to raise fruit in abundance in those palmy-

days.

Then your parents kept bees enough in their luxuri-

ant orchard and garden in hives (not patented) to fur-

nish the family and the many drovers (who used to make
your father's house their "home" or stopping place ) and

other visitors with all the honey needed.

At the time my parents first moved to the place adjoin-

ing yours I was, I think, in my seventh year, and we went

to what was then known as the '' Cowen School. " the

schoolhouse being about half a mile north of Blooming

Valley, at the foot of what then appeared to me '• a big

hill. " What jolly times we had sliding down that hill

in winter, or rambling over to Woodcock Creek, and

going in swimming in summer. John Donnelly was the

teacher. What a big school of large and small scholars

(among the former there being about twenty men and

women grown). Where are many of them now? Your

brother Nicholas did me a favor on my first day at that

school that I have never forgotten. He had learned that

I intended to read in the old English reader, but when

the class was called I was afraid to go to it, so he came

forward, took me by the hand and led me forward. In those

days reading and spelling classes stood up when reciting.

There must have been from fifteen to twenty young men

and women in that class—Gilmores, Densmores, McCul-

loughs, Dixons, Cowens, Browns, Grays, Van Marters,

Smiths, Eoudebushes, Waids, etc. Can't you see them

there now in your mind's eye? What a crowd! If John

Donnelly could call together those he has taught and

their offspring with them, what a host! and what an in-

fluence he must have had! Would that all teachers ap-

preciated, as they ought, the power for good that is given

them.
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Well, you and I began an intimate acquaintance the

summer before tliat winter, that has run on unmarred un-

til the present time—over forty years—and, so far, your

treatment of me has been one of unbroken kindness.

In your later schoolboy days your success was due

to eanicsf irorl: AYhile some of the rest of us students

were playing and squandering our time in many foolish

ways, you were studying. You made it a rule to liavc

your lessons. The same spirit of determination to achieve

what you undertake has doubtless enabled you to make

your life so successful as to be worthy of imitation in many

particulars.

When you began life for yourself you were self-reliant,

with a determination to "' hoe your own row; " and what an

ingathering there has been! You have given the *' blow

after blow " and taken the " step after step " that secures

what all desire—success and competency.

What is to be noted and most to be admired in all

this is thatyou have faithfully guarded Sindp)-('SC)-t-e(l i/oui-

iiif('(jrifi/. I honor you for many things, Francis, but

most of all for your life of rectitude, which sweetens and

gives relish to the whole. There are so many who, in

getting so much of this world's goods, would have forgot-

ten the great Giver of all. That one who holds fast his

allegiance or loyalty to God and the church is rather the

exception than the rule. Your real treasure is in heaven,

thank God!



Essay on Farm Economy,
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He fhaf gaflierefh in suinnie)' is a vise son; hut lie

that sleepetli in liarvest is a so)i tJiat cansetJi sliame.—
ProY. x: 5.
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FAEM ECONOMY.

"la every rank, or great or small,

'Tis industry supports us ail."

Gay.

After having attempted to write a few thoughts, to be

found elsewhere in this book, on Economy, I wish, if pos-

sible, to come direct to the subject of Farm Economy, and

give a part of my experience in endeavoring to solve the

problem. We call it economy on the farm to do that

which will pay the best, whether in the short or long run,

as we term it. I observed, in youth and manhood, on my
father's farm, that he not only had a time to do certain

kinds of work, but an object in view in doing it.

The time to do that certain piece of work was when an

opportunity came and it could be accomplished better than

anything else on the farm. The object was to create a

source of income from that which yielded none, and

increase that which had but little. The two combined

and carried out produced economy. And many a day my
brothers and I have been chopping wood, cutting old logs

or helping to clear off some piece of ground that our

neighbors said would not pay, and we even thought so

ourselves at the time. But my father knew best, and

when we had patience to wait and see the result we were

convinced he was right.

Such lessons are as valuable to the farmers' sons as

knowledge gained from books, and as useful when rightly

applied. Well, having been taught many a lesson in this
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way, it is not to be woiidered at that I slionld try to

imitate so noble an example. So, when I commenced

farming for myself and became owner of fifty acres of

land. I also began to improve it: as the wise Philosopher

said: "making two blades of grass grow where only one

grew before;" and from a small beginning like this,

twenty-five years ago, when only a few tons of hay were

raised on our farm, we have not only added more acres

but produced over 200 tons of hay! How has this been

done? By industry and economy and by the improve-

ment of the land.

I was one day last summer, after haying on the Good-

rich farm, where my eldest son lives, cutting and clearing

away some old logs and brush on a very wettish, swampy

piece of land, when my friend, Mr. Sellew, passed by.

Stopping on his way he inquired : ''What are you doing ?
"

I replied, "trying to cut away the brush." ''Why," said

he, "you are a progressive man." The sweat at the time

was running down my face, it being very warm, but I

worked on with renewed vigor, for Mr. Sellew' s remark

cheered me. It has been my custom when wanting to

plant a piece of corn, instead of taking some smooth

meadow or stubble that would be easily worked, to take

some rough, knolly, uneven piece of ground that needed

breaking up in order to produce a crop, and on it raise

corn one or two seasons and then sow with oats and seed

down for meadow. In this way we have the larger por-

tion of our farm in grass. Then at other times we plow

some of the very poorest meadow land we have, putting on

manure and trying to bring it on an equality with the

rest; then re-seeding, perhaps, with a crop of oats, but

giving it a top-dressing of manure.

Farmiaig requires ihoiujht as well as laho)-, and farm

economy includes this, having your work so planned that
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you need not he idle at any time for want of something to

do. I liave heard such statements as this one from the

best farmers in our county, and, perhaps, the reader may
have heard similar: "I never have seen the time since

I began farining when I could not find something to do

on the farm, and when that particular job or work, fin-

ished, would not bring its reward.'' It is true I would in

some instances have to wait, but like money loaned on

good security, it w^ould come in time.

It is economy for a farmer not always to look at the

quantity he can raise on an acre of land but the quality of

the article produced. It is the best article in the market

that commands the highest price. But to aim exclusively

at fancy prices would be going to the extreme as much
so as to think over-production is a success. Do you ask

how many acres a farmer should till ? Is it economy to

have a large farm, or a small one? I think that depends

on how well we cultivate it. Some farmers make it pay

best on a small farm because they make every acre pro-

duce abundantly, while others, with equally as good soil

and as many acres, fail to cultivate as well and harvest

poor crops. Then they gay farming does not pay ! There

is an old maxim we should not forget: "^Blame the odf-

ure not the soil.'''' This is often true.

Some farmers Avill manage to cultivate a large farm

and make it profitable because they do it well. I have no

fault to find with the man who has a large farm if he cul-

tivates it well and increases the production on it every

year, if possible. Such farmers are needed in every State

and Territory in the Union, to encourage others in the

pursuit of farming. To save on a farm is worth as much

as to earn. The farmer who said to his sons, in a plen-

tiful harvest, '-gather it all for it Avill be needed," said

also, at another harvest, when the crops were short, '-save
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it all, boys, and there will be enough.'" It is this kind of

economy that has carried many a farmer safely through

our long and severe winters, not only gathering all the

farm 2:)roduces but handling the same with his best judg-

ment in feeding his stock.

Some farmers think doing the little things on the

farm does not pay. You might as well say it is not neces-

sary for the clock to tick to tell the time of day, as to

think a man can make a success of farmino: and not orive

his attention to the smaller duties on his farm. I am of

the opinion of Horace Greeley when he said: "'We North-

ern farmers succeed best with a variety of crops, espe-

cially when on small farms.'' And I think many of the

Western farmers are profiting by similar advice. Who does

not know that when only one or two crops are raised on a

farm, and then comes a failure of either or both of them,

the farmer is left destitute ? But the man with six kinds

of crojjs would still have four left on Avhicli he could live.

While the production of hay is our special object we do

not forget the above advice. In fact I am indebted for

many useful thoughts about farming, gleaned from the

Kcic York Tribune.

We have raised buckwheat and seeded to timothy for

many years past and generally with good success. I wish

to record this rather remarkable instance. In 1880 we
sowed about eight acres to buckwheat, harvesting about

250 bushels. It was seeded to timothy and clover. A
small piece of this ground did not "catch'' Avitli grass

very well, Init the next season came up with a mixed crop

of timothy and buckwheat. There was probably half an

acre. It was harvested in July, 1881, and thrashed, yield-

ing thirteen bushels of buckwheat. We have grown a

medium crop of corn and beans together and thought it

paid to raise a mixed crop ; but it is not always best to try
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to raise too many kinds of crops at the same time. Two
are enough, and one, well cared for, in my opinion, is bet-

ter than two. I have come to this conclusion after many
experiments in this direction.

One reason Avhy some farmers do not get along as well

as they desire may be that, while they save some of their

crops, they do not care equally alike for all, and while that

which is their favorite one is well saved, the one of less

importance, in their estimation, is not harvested in time,

or not well done, if harvested ; and here negligence or

poor economy "crops out"' to reprove us for inferior man-

agement on the farm.

Regularity and attention to business is just as essen-

tial to success on the farm as anywhere else. The time-

piece that is tardy loses time; the one that rujis too fast

gains time—neither indicates the hour correctly. So

with that kind of farming which runs to extremes or suf-

fers through neglect. Real business men are generally

found in their office or attending to their pursuits else-

where. Should a farmer think anything less of his

occupation? His favm is his office; his business is to cul-

tivate it and make it produce ; and the successful farmer

is generally in his ''office" or engaged on business.

Economy meets us at the door of industry to warn us

tt) save and take care of what we may have earned.

F. C. Waid.

January 12, 1886.





Treatise on Money Loaning
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He thai is surety for a stranger shall smart for it,

and he that Jiateth suretiship is sure.—Prov. xi: 15.
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MONEY LOANING.

There (ire hiif firo irai/s of paijing debt: increase of

i)i(Jiisfrij ill raising income, and increase of ihrifi in Jaij-

iiKj Old. Carlyle.

I have concluded to tell my own story and give my
experience for what it is worth on this subject. Men of

more experience than myself may laugh at my puny ef-

fort, while those of less practice in the business may be

instructed. I began money-loaning early in life, even

before I commenced farming for myself. I did not begin

farming on my own account until 1858, but in 1851 money-

loaning with me had its origin. It was in this wise:

The day after I was married (April 23, 1851) I began

work on the farm for my father at ^15 per month, and

after I had earned $50 my father offered me my wages.

At that time, however, not thinking I needed the money

(as my better half, who was a seamstress, was supplying

our family with the necessaries of life by her occvipation
)

,

I told my father that I would rather he would keep it for

me until I needed it; I thought it safer with him than

with myself. Then, when he j^aid me, to my surjirise he

allowed me interest on it. So you see the first money I

ever earned, after I was of age, drew interest, and my
father considered it loaned. He believed in being just

before being: g-enerous ; but he indorsed both.

This transaction opened the door to another depart-

ment in my business life. Permit me here to offer one
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other reason why I was led in this direction. In my
youth, when at scliool, in studying arithmetic, I was

pleased with compound numbers, the tables representing

Federal money. I loved to solve problems where interest

Avas counted. Notes bearing interest was something-

which attracted my attention probably more than anything

in mathematics. I had learned the old maxim of Dr.

Franklin—"Time is money." But T would say to my-

self, I understand this—any one can hire out and get

money for their time or labor, also buy and sell, and get

gain. But how is this ? If a person has money and lends

it so that it will earn him more money in return—that is

money makes money when loaned on time; and lie who

lias a dollar or more, and does not wisli to use it, and is

not afraid to trust his fellownian, can lend it Avhere it will

bring him something at the end of the year and benefit

both parties.

Yet to lend money a man requires faith and patience

the more of the latter the better. In speaking with a

friend on this point he said: "I wish I was like you, Mr.

Waid; having patience born in me." Said I, " I think

you had : the difference may be in the cultivation ; things

grow and mature with age. The germ might have been

planted, but without cultivation it would never mature_

Men are made; infants are born."

In loaning money the main object is to be "posted,"

and feel safe in the party whom you trust, or, in other

words, have good security. The rate of interest should

not be the first object sought, it is but second at best.

Take it for granted, when a person offers a very high rate

of interest, more than any one can afford, he is not the

one to whom to loan your money. In this line of busi-

ness a man not only wants to know when and how to say

"no" or "yes,"" as occasion may require, but to have the
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eouracic to say it, with this motto, '•God Jtelping »ie."

No one need be ashamed of this motto who seeks truth

and justice. Let the Star of Bethlehem lead the way in

giving what we ought to say.

It is pleasant for us to remember the golden opportu-

nities offered to us, if we embrace them and make a

proper use of the same. Arriving at Jamestown, N. Y.,

Saturday evening, March 27, 1886, and spending the even-

ing in social chat with my relatives, Mr. F. Colts' family

and others, and remaining with them over night, I will

relate how I spent the Sabbath in Jamestown. On going

ttt Frank Simmons" (my cousin) Sunday morning, I ar-

rived in time to greet him quite early, just coming from

his night's repose. I said I had come to spend the day

with them. It was a rare opportunity for me to enjoy

such a privilege. He asked: '" Which church do you wish

to attend this morning?" "Any one you please," I re-

plied, " I have no choice, only to go with you. but I had

thought while I was in Jamestown I would like to hear

the Rev. G. W. Townsend, formerly pastor of the Meth-

odist Episcopal Church in Meadville, Penn., and who I

understand has indorsed a new theological doctrine, and

will discourse on that subject this evening." So Mr. Sim-

mons wisely decided, after thinking a moment, to go to

liis own church. He is a member of the Baptist Church.

On our way, which is only a short distance from his resi-

dence, we met at the corner of the street his sister, Mrs.

Clara Mosher, who was on her way to the Methodist Epis-

copal Church. Addressing her brother, she said: "You
do not want to take him up there to hear Mr. Harvey"

(the Baptist minister) ; '"better go where you can hear a

good sermon." Frank said: " That is where we are

going." And, without comment, we listened to a grand

sermon, text, James v: 19, 20: Byeihven, if any of you do
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err from the iruilu and one convert him. let him knoir

that he which converteth the sinner from the error of his

(cay shall save a soul from death and shall hide a multi-

tude of sins. In the afternoon we attended the funeral of

Mr. Stillwell, a neighbor near by. aged about sixty-three^

and, as I understood, an old acquaintance of Mr. Sim-

mons. After the service at the house, we went a mile or

more to see a venerable man in his eightieth year, a Mr.

Hovey, who was considered lying at the point of death.

Mr. Simmons informed me of his long acquaintance and

friendship with Mr. Hovey, stating he had bought the lot

of Mr. Hovey on which he afterward built and now lives.

From there we went to Lake View Cemetery, and after

spending a brief hour looking over the city of dear ones

departed, we turned our steps homeward, and, being al-

ready admonished by the setting sun that our time would

be short to return home to Mr. Simmons, and then to at-

tend church and hear Mr. Townsend on the new theology,

we decided to take the nearest way to church, which we

did, arrived in time, and, with a large audience, listened

to a discourse from the noted Mr. Townsend, after which

we returned home to Mr. Simmons', thinking we had

from that day's opportunities the privilege of gathering

many good thoughts, which I trust may be useful to the

writer in the future. On my return home, I stopped off

at Ashville to visit my relative, Leander Simmons, whom
I had not seen since December, 1882. At that time my
wife and I had the pleasure of making them a visit. I

also called on Mr. Fayette Fleek, a young man engaged

in grocery and other mercantile business in Ashville. It

is with pleasure I refer to this. Mr. Fleek was reared on

a farm whicli joined ours, and it is not to be wondered at

why I am glad to know of his success in business. He is

an enterprising man.
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A Christian should never be ashamed of the Bible, for

the best part of what we know comes from that source.

And f/tat ye simly io be quiet, and to do ijoitr own hiisi-

ness and to icort: trittt your oirn liaitdi^. 1 Thess. iv: 11.

The ability of a man is one thing, but his honor is quite an-

other. Some men have honor as well as ability; such men
you can safely trust. Then there are persons who have

honor and lack the ability. You can trust them, but if

they do not offer security, ask for it. And if they wish to

know why you ask security, tell them the law allows you

to fight in self-defense, and protection is what a man
needs. Now the individual who has ability and no honor

is the most difficult case to deal with. You can handle him

if you have him tied hand and foot (a tight knot), but he

is like a steer in the corn, which you wish to get out with-

out further trouble. You do not mind what little he has

eaten, but to get him out is the question: he won't be

coaxed, and as soon as you attempt to drive him he will

destroy all that comes in his way. So the man without

honor; he prides himself on his nobility or ability and is

willing to contend against you even if he be a loser

in the end. You will be glad when you get square with

him : the next time he wants you to loan him some funds

you will wonder if he has any honor yet; if so you can

trust him without security.

A person engaged in loaning money and who continues

long in the business will have a variety of customers to

deal with. A stranger, soon after the late war, came to

me one day bringing a recommendation from an honored

friend of mine (since deceased) and with following writ-

ten message: "This man who has just come into our com-

munity wants fifteen dollars for thirty days ; let him have

it, and if he does not pay the amount back I will." Did

you ever read a long novel'? Yes. Well, how did it
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wind up? Oh! it was a success. But for a long time I

thought it would prove a failure. I was glad it was a

small amount. Yet it was one of those transactions that

brought joy twice—gladness when it was paid and the

bail relieved, for I would rather have lost the amount

than had my friend pay it. He find is siircf/j for a

st)'(in(/er shall sDiaii for if; (uid lie fliof luifcfli siircfishij)

is sure (Prov. xi: 15.
)

The Bible is a good book : the business man, like the

Christian, finds the safest rules to go by laid down there.

I have been asked to sign with some of my friends who
wanted to borrow money, and rather than go security for

them I would say: "I never went bail, excepting for only

two men, in my life ; one was on a bank note for only $35,

the other was on a note for .^500." The parties paid their

notes when due. But I have done this for my friends: I

have loaned them money even when I had to borrow it

for a short time to accommodate them rather than go

their security. I do not remember that I ever asked

a man to go my security; when I was not able to buy on

my own credit I thought I had better not buy, better wait

and recruit up a little.

Inde])endence is a good thing. History tells us how
our forefathers fought to gain the precious boon. We
have no less battle to fight if we would conquer ourselves

and be superior to the mighty. He ihni niJefli his spirif

(is hefier) than he fhof fakefh a ciiij ( Prov. xvi: 32.)

After having been engaged in loaning money over thirty-

one years, I am glad I am permitted to say it is not

the highest rates of interest that I have sought, but a

medium, and when I have been offered the higher rates

I have refused, believing the extremes even in money

lending are not right. They are dangerous anil should

be avoided through fear lest some one suffer thereby.
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I would not say it boastingly, but truthfully, that

(luring this long experience I have loaned not only small

amounts, but as much as $10,000 to a single individual,

and have never yet been compelled to force a collection by

law. I make this statement to show why I ought to be

thankful to the Parent of all good and also to the parties

whom I have tried to accommodate.

A little advice to the man who borrows as well as to

him who lends: Let the world be the better for our hav-

ing lived in it. If you can get along without borrowing,

whether it is money or something else, try and do it. The

hovrower is sen'ont to tJie lender. Prov. xxii: 7. If you

do not want to become a servant, keep out of debt, then

you need not borrow. Oire no man anything but io lore

one anofher—is a good motto. All men are not speculators.

If you have not an occupation you ought to have one, and

to earn a dollar is a better way than to borrow. If you

borrow pay day will come and the lender will want his

money with interest. If you earn it you know how you

came by it. And you will not have to pay it with interest

after you have used it. If other people have lived without

borrowing why cannot you ? Years ago, when building my
house, and several years afterward, when my father and I

bought some real estate in Meadville and built three

tenant houses thereon, some people wondered liow I could

get along so well without borrowing. But some one would

reply: "He only has a half interest in the property in

Meadville: besides I think his partner helps him." And
if I were to answer the question I would say: "Industry

and economy had provided the funds, and I was using

them instead of borrowing."' Count the cost, before you

build.

The Apostle Paul speaks of the Corinthians as being

(2 Cor. Ill: 2) known and read of all men. Who of us
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has been long in any occupation without its being "known
and read of all men" ? Thirty-two years ago, when I en-

gaged with my father to work on the farm by the month,

I did not know I was sowing the seed that would pro-

duce the harvest it has brought. It is said I never

went across lots after a fortune. Time will brino- the

reward of well-doing and industry.

There are several names and ap})ellations by which

I have been known in my business relations before I was

called a ''Money loaner." Terms, such as " Wood dealer,"

before I was of age and after I was called " School teacher
;"

then, during my employment on my father's farm, "Com-
mon laborer," for four years; then I began farming for

myself, and in connection therewith operated a cider-mill

for twenty-eight years (when there was fruit)—hence

was termed '• Cider maker;" "Seller of farm produce of

various kinds " (the most noted product being hay, hence

"Hay merchant"), have been given me.

These are the various branches of business in connec-

tion with farming which have occupied my life. But the

golden thought in money loaning, as well as in all busi-

ness, is not fo forget Hie good Lord nor His cause. I

was reminded of this yesterday (May 2, 1886,) at Bloom-

ing Valley. After the pastor, William B. Trevey, had

delivered a short address to the children on the duty of

giving to the missionary cause, they raised $5 among

themselves, which sum I had the pleasure of making

$10. On a former occasion, when the older children were

raising some missionary funds in Blooming Valley, they

said I responded with $25, thereby, in my peculiar way,

doubling the amount already subscribed, or giving as

much as the society did. But then I do know it is good

for me to remember the Lord.

It is so seldom a farmer continues so constant in the
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pursuit of his chosen occupation, I refer to it as an excep-

tion to the rule, not that I am deserving of more credit

than any one else, but He in whom I trust does, and to

His name the praise belongs.

Yes: they have called me a ''Bond holder" as well as

''Wood chopper," the latter epithet, I presume, because I

have done for a long period a large business in the wood
trade: and "Bond holder," because I held at one time a

few Government and county bonds. Perhaps some one

who may be toiling on the farm, with hopes of success,

would like to know what amount of bonds I ever had. If

my memory serves me right, I held at one time twenty-

one thousand dollars ($21,000) in Crawford County

bonds, and about ten thousand dollars ($10,000) in Gov-

ernment bonds. At present I hold my integrity, and de-

desire to maintain the lot of the righteous."





To THE Youth of our Land,

BIT :Pi?.7^iNrois o. "w^^iiD.



Remeiuher noirfhy C)T((for in the dayfi of ihi) jjonih.—
Eccl., XII : 1.
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ADDRESS TO THE YOUTH-

My object in Avriting the following few pages is to try

and benefit the Youth and all who may read the words of

one Avho has spent oyer fifty years in farm life and has

fully realized this great Truth—that life is not giyen us

in yain. And inasmuch as I haye been so wonderfully

blessed and cared for all my days by the Great Giyer of

all and by my parents and friends. I feel that I owe a

duty to humanity aiid posterity that I can pay, perhaps,

in no way so well at this. And by the blessing of God,

may I not hope for some good to be done"? How do I

know but that some word or thought may be useful to

others as they haye been to me ?

The youth who would learn must gather lessons of

instruction not only from his own experience but also from

the example of others, and. as I haye receiyed in this

way, permit me now. if I haye ueyer done so before, to

pay what I owe. There is something in the life of every

one by which you and I may be made the better if we will.

If it is bad, shun it ; if good, abide by it. Let me draw

from real life a little of my own experience when in

youth. About fourteen I read a book, the title of which

was '' On Giving." It spoke of a man who said when he

was a boy he would give to the Lord, or for charitable

purposes, a certain amount of all his income, whether

little or much. His parents were poor, '• but," said he,

'* I will begin now;'' and of all the pennies he received

he saved this special sum for charity. And he lived it
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fifty years o£ age he said the Lord had so wonderfully

blessed him in all his efforts to do good he had "fifty thou-

sand of which he was still steward." Well I wanted in

my boyhood, when I read this, to be like this man. I did

more than simply uxriif, I fried to imitate him in doing

good in this particular, yet not in the exact manner he

had pointed out, although it might have been better for me
if I had. But this I firmly believe, it was for me to have

had a pattern and to have worked by it. Do you wish to

know the result? My youthful heart was made better

from the time I made that resolution, and to-day I can-

not express to you the untold amount of happiness that

has come to me from the act of giving ; I can only give

utterance in the language of scripture—// is more

blessed fo give than fo receive. Well, ])ut you may still

be inquisitive and say "How is it financially?^' I

answer it is not only well, but the good Lord has so re-

membered his unworthy servant since that time that my
report, if I should make it, would be more favorable for

me than his was for him. The question I leave with you.

Will you go and do likewise? It pays to Rememher our

Crerdor in ilie daijs of our youfli. All of life is none too

much to ofive to Him, and then it is so much better for us

and all with whom we have to do. Whoever regretted

having been obedient to parents, and kind to everybody?

And, if this is true, why should we not seek the aid of

that Friend that sticketh closer than a brother and who

never leaveth nor forsaketh us?

Life is too valuable to be thrown aAvay. In youth we

lay the foundation for a useful and good life, or the op-

posite. How important it is then to us that we begin to

build upon the rock, instead of choosing the sand for the

foundation of our character. Remember, whatever be the
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structure, it matters not how costly, if it is built upon a

sandy foundation it Avill suffer loss. So we who do not

regard the best advice given us, but run counter to it,

will find our loss very great. What youth at this age of

the world, in the evening of the nineteenth century, can

plead ignorance or a want of knowledge to do right ? Use

the light you liave and more shall be given. It is the

one deserving of good that finds it.

It is no vain thing for us to call upon the Lord for

help, for we are told in His word. He hearefh ns and
irill help us Iv fiiiic of need ; He iurneih none empiji

(lira// that ronie nnfo Him. In youth I began to call on

Him for help, and that which no earthly friend could do

for me He hath done. He has made life for me so

pleasant, peaceful and happy. I want you to ask Him to

help you, for he is no respecter of persons; in every land

he that worketh righteousness is accepted of Him.

While we cannot read all the past events of our lives, per-

mit me to recall this one on Saturday, April 22, ISo-t. It

had rained nearly all day and continued to rain during the

night, and when the morning came it was foggy and

looked quite unpleasant to me, then a young man just

twenty-one years old that Sunday morning, and expecting

to get married that very day (and did ). But the sun rose

as beautiful and lovely, and perhaps to me more so than

ever before, the fog was disj)elled, the road soon became

quite dry, and to me all seemed as merry as a marriage

bell.

That day to me meant something. It was one of the

days of my life to be remembered, and I never have for-

gotten it nor do I wish to. It was so fine a day I said:

"May this be an emblem of the journey of our lives.'' x\nd

to-day, when I look back and recall the pleasant memories

of the past, I am inclined to say after nearly thirty-two



118

years of married life have lied, it lias been somewhat like

that day. The fog which may represent the dark side of

life has been driven away by the joy we have shared.

One writer has said: "Life is what we make it."^

This maxim came home to me early in life. I knew a

little of what my parents had done to make home the

best place they could for their children, and they cared

more for us then than we could appreciate. But as the

years have passed I have still learned more of the real

value and worth of my parents to me; but how could

they make all of life for me? They did their duty as

kind Christian parents should; and ever live their

precious memory associated with all that is good as long;

as I live! But who will speak kind woi'ds and do kind

acts for me to-day, they having both passed away. The

youth of to-day. if he does not already tell the same

story of his parents, will soon say: "My parents are

gone, I must finish my journey without them." AVliat

will life be then unless you make it what it ought to be

now.
" God be thank'd that the dead have left still

Good undone for the living to do

—

Still some aim for the heart and the will

And the soul of a man to pursue!"

Youth! I would have you get this thought—^^vhile

others may do something for you, remember you must do

something for yourself. Some one may bear the burden

of life for you for awhile, but they will not always do it.

In this life we each have to learn to help ourselves and as-

sume responsibility as we grow older ; and our first mistake

may be thatwe often choose what we think we want, instead

of that which we deserve. Our wants are more imaginary

than real. First get the necessaries of life before purchas-

ing the luxuries. Make one promise and keep it, rather

than make two and fail to carry out either. In the Bible
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it is said: A free is known by Us fftiif. How true and how
applicable to us! We are not only known by the com-

pany we keep, but hj oui- words and acts; also by the

books we read, what we say and what we do. AVith this

view of life we can learn something every day.

I am aware of this fact—^that the youth wants to

know more about life than is possible to learn in a day, a

month or a year ; yet we should not weary in well doing.

The longest road known to man has not only a beginning

but an end. and, if you wished to become acquainted with

that road and the objects of interest along its way, per-

haps you could not be informed in any better way than

to travel it for yourself, as seeing is believing. So this is

trvie of the journey of life : we may and do learn much of

it from those who are older and had more experience in

life than we have; yet, the best lessons, which are to prove

the most useful to us. are to be gathered from our own ex-

perience as we each travel the journey for ourselves, day

by day. Youth ! think of this. We cannot hire any one

to fill life's mission for us, the responsibility is too great.

The Divine Author of life holds you and me accountable

for what He has given us.

Youth is the time to serve the Lord,

The time to ensure the great reward.

Do not be in a hurry to get old. Remember youth

once past never returns, and old age, if your life is spared,

will come soon enough. Treat the aged with respect,

and if ever you reach that condition in life, you may
expect it from others. The most to be learned about the

journey of life is found written in the Bible, and having

heard it read by my parents in childhood, and commenced

attending Sabbath-school early in life. I am to-day very

much indebted for the little knowledge I have of the way

of life which they teach. But this wisdom is so valuable
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to me I ask you, who are unacquainted with it, to seek it

by reading the good Book and going to the Sunday-school,

and making use of all the means whereby you can be

made better, and fitted for the journey of life before you.

We need all the help we can get to make life a success.

Youth! There is so much to be learned that we have

no time to idle away. One author has said that if we gain

one new idea a day, in ten years we would become wise.

Why then should we remain ignorant? Who can not

get a single new thought in a day and retain it and thus

add to his little store of knowledge ? But very much depends

upon this new idea we are to learn. It should be a good

and useful one to us, something that will aid us in the

pursuit of that which is good. There is one thing that

brings comfort to me now and it is this: I have the con-

solation of having tried to render obedience to my parents

while they were living, and to me it is like putting money

in a safe bank, or trusting in a true friend. It is still

bringing its reward and always will, for whaf irc soir fhaf

slull J ire reap.

"Be good, dear frieuds, and let, who will, be clever,

Do noble things not dream them, all day long.

And so make life, death and that great forever

One endless song." ,

Youth! One of the perj)lexing questions of life with

which you may have to contend is that of choosing an

occupation, one you intend to follow for a business in life.

It may be well enough to listen to the advice of others

and learn what you can; bvit who are you choosing this

occupation for—yourself or some one else? Then make
the hesf choice; stop and think, study and inform your-

self, to the best of your ability, what nature has seem-

ingly fitted you for. If farming is your choice do not

be afraid of your muscles ; they will harden with use, and

you will find your occupation, in the language of George
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IVasliingtoii, " The most healthy, the most useful and

the most noble employment of man.'" Having had a life

of over fifty years spent on the farm, I think somewhat

as Washington did when he penned that sentence. I am
satisfied with my choice, although it took some time in

youth before I decided what occupation I would follow.

Our success depends more on ourselves than any one

else. It is better to begin right in youth than to pass on

into manhood, thinking there is time enough yet. Unless

we rightly improve our time in youth before we become of

age we will be illy fitted for the duties of life. Steven

Gerard says: ''Industry is a fortune of itself.'" This

being true, I know not why a young man with health and

economy may not add to it as long as he will. There

was a time when, by my acts and words, I did not love

labor. You may be so to-day, but there is hope in your

case as much as there was in mine ; if you will make the

same effort and do the best you can and continue in well

doing, you will soon say with me—I LOVE LABOR. I

find in it pleasure and happiness as well as profit. It

pays to do some things, if we do have to learn by serving

an apprenticeship; and this is one of the things every

farmer ought to learn, or any one thinking of choosing

farming for a living: but the rule is good when applied

to any trade.

What can we do without labor? We may speak of

our towns, railroads and cities, but did they grow like

vegetation, or did labor make them? No person need

wish to live his life over the second time who does not

manifest a desire to live it faithfully from the present,

and do his duty from now until the close of life ; for why
should we desire to go back and perform a long journey

if we are unwilling to faithfully travel the remainder of

our pilgrimage? Here the youth looking on may so live

as not to wish in age to go back.
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Youth! WitJi linmiJifij find the fear of ihe Lord five

riches, honor mid life. Would you wish to have all these ?

Then, Seek firsi ihe kingdont of God and Ju's ri<jhieous-

ness, and, all these thinfjs shall he added unto you. Is it

not written in the good IdooIc—TJwij that seeJ^ the Lord

shall not ica)d anjj ijood th'nuj. Remember the teaching

of your parents, the instruction of your friends, and what

you may have learned in the Sunday-school. And, above

all, read the Bible for yourself. If you will make a daily

practice of reading the Scriptures I venture the assertion

that you will be surprised to find the amount of knowl-

edge you will gain thereby, besides the peace and happi-

ness it will bring to you. I speak as one who has had

experience in what he says. The time to begin is NOW,
Do not delay.

I may be speaking words that my own kindred as well

as others may read after I have passed away, and I want

to assure them of this truth, and to the best of jny ability

give them the advice I have been permitted to demon-

strate in my life, having solved some of the problems, or

similar ones, that they may have to contend with as the

years of their lives go by; and as I would do for my
child, so I would point out the way for them. But re-

member, opportunity comes to us only once—like a word

spoken it never returns ; and if we neglect what we ought

to do to-day, thinking we will do it to-morrow, we over-

charge to-morrow with the duties of to-day, but if we do

our duty to-day then we shall be better fitted for life to-

morrow.

Do you remember reading of the talents in the Bible V

Did they who made use of theirs gain or lose ? You say

why of course they doubled them by making use of them.

But what became of the one talent wliich was not used ?

Was it not given to him who had ten talents'? So much
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then for his having been diligent in improving what the

Master had given him. So with ns the good Lord does

not give you and me so many privileges without requiring

the improvement of them, as he did of the man who had
liut one talent. The things Ave think too small and not

worthy our notice are often the very things we should do

and will serve as a stepping stone to something better if

we will do them. Try it and mark the result (others

have; why not you"?) and so receive a reward.

Youth! Perhaps you are a farmer's son and are ac-

quainted with many farmers in your communitv. You
see on looking over the farms a great difference in the

way they are farmed. Some are well tilled and produce

abundantly, while some are poorly farmed and do not pro-

duce half a crop. Then, again, some may be so neglected

by their occupants that they raise scarcely enough to sup-

ply the wants of the family, who are therefore obliged to

buy. Why this difference? It may be through lack of

industry; or it might be from liad management—-be sure

there is a cause for this disparity in farming, the crop

tells in favor of or against the party who cultivated the

ground, as well as it speaks of the productiveness of the

soil. It needs good land, well tilled, to raise the best

crop of any kind. So it needs a good youth, with indus-

try and obedience, to make a useful man. It is the idle

moments and hours we spend in a year or a lifetime that

would astonish us if we should count them, and yet if we

will but improve them in some careful way we shall be

greatly benefitted. Dr. Johnson said we should never be

idle. Men are ttsnaUij iempfed hy ihe devil, hiif an idle

man posiiirehj ie)iipii< ihe devil ( Spanish proverb. ) We
cannot be essentially injured except by our own acts. If

others do speak evil of us, let our lives be such that no-

bodv will believe them. You ask, how are these idle
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moments or hours to be made use of ? They may be pro-

vided for as the school-boy is with his dimier—by looking

out beforehand or carrying materials with you. On the

farm, in my "teens," I carried a small Testament, which I

read, and had something to think about when I was un-

employed: I also, at other times, carried a small pocket

dictionary ( Webster ) , and from these two small books in

my unemployed or spare hours, over thirty years ago, I

learned much that has been very useful to me ever since.

But then tliere are other ways to use the fragments of

time. One is by thinking, in our spare moments, of what

we may have read or heard.

''Heading makes a full man, conversation a ready man,

writing a correct man;" but thinking makes a great man.

Every youth in this land should aim not only to be good,

but great. God wants you to obey Him, to render

obedience to the teaching of His word: His Word is

Truth, and to know the Truth is to make us free and

put us in the way of His commandments, where we may
both fear and love Him as we ought, and serve Him
acceptably. This requires thought ; and thinking on this

train of excellent thouglit, often and long enough, may
bring you into His service ( if you are not already doing

work for the Master, and if you are His child you know

how good it is to work for Him ) . Where life in its full

sense is enjoyed, and where we like going to school in this

life to fit us for the duties which are to follow in our oc-

cu})ation in this world, these will prepare us for a home in

heaven. Thinking, believing and acting as we ought, all

through life, will bring us into the desired haven at last.

You may ask: Why should we fear the Lord? Because:

T/tc fear of flic Lord proloiKjcfh (Uii/s, hiif the //cars of the

irickcd xIkiII he sliorfcricd. Why should we love Him?
Because Jic Jirsi iorcd us: and if we will let tlie Lord, and
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do what little we can Avillingly for Him, how wonderfully

and safely He will lead us through life. No one knows

what the good Lord will do for him until he has tried

Him. He irill he a sun (did shield. He irill (/ire f/irice

and gloi'ij, and no f/ood HiIikj irill He irifjdiold from llieiii

ilud walk iipriglifli/.

When I was a child, attending Sunday-school, I

remember having committed to memory these two verses:

(Matt. XII: 3B-37. ) But T snij ludo ij(m. That everij idle

irord thai men shall speak-, iheij shall rjire account thereof

in the da// of judi/ment. For hi/ thi/ irords thou shall he

justified, and bij tliy irords tliou s/ialt he condemned. These

words and their teaching have ever had their influence on

my life, and, as I sit thinking and writing this evening, I

am so glad I became acquainted Avith the Bible, and was

introduced to the Sabbath-school in my childhood : and I

recommend it to all. Who is there among us that does

not have the privilege of reading the Bible. Yet how many
fail to study the lessons taught in the best of books '? I

hope every child and youth who reads these lines (and

may I not speak also in behalf of the older ones in the

community, for I find it good for myself to attend Sunday-

school, now at the age of nearly fifty-three ) will, if they have

an opportunity, attend the Sunday-school. Remember, our

influence, which we create and carry with us through life,

does not depart or leave the world when we die. It

remains, and, to some extent at least, will be molding

the character of some one after we are gone. Why is it

we love to read the history of that good man? Why do

the words or sayings of our departed friends come to us

nearly every day we live, bringing thoughts of encourage-

ment to us, or warning us to shun their bad example Y

Does not their influence live? So then will ours. What
will it teach Y



126

Do we not desire it shall make a good impression on

those who come after us"? Will they not iinitate us, to a

great extent, in our example ? Do you not see that little

child trying to do as the one older has been doing V Are

not children very imitative? Does not that youth follow

the example set by one who is older or has had more experi-

ence in life than himself ? This is not only true in child-

hood and youth, but also in manhood and all through

life. We are imitative beings, and, to a great extent, we

find ourselves doing as some one else has done, whether

for good or evil: therefore, how necessary it is we should

follow the good, and shun the evil. And if we beofin in

childhood and youth, how much easier and better it will

be for us in after life to keep the right path and set that

example we shall never be ashamed of, if others do follow

it.

In the good Book it is written: Sou, dauglder\ fjive

Me thy Jiearf. How much it is in our favor if we consent

to this Divine command early in life, and learn the things

most needful for us to know. How it will help us in

solving the great problem of life, and bring peace and

happiness when other sources fail us! They who would

have lasting happiness must seek it at the fountain of

life: and He irJto JiafJi declared H'nni<elf fo he ihe Jif\\

ilie fridJi and flie ivajj is where all may find it. None

have ever yet applied in vain. Will you have it? NOW
IS THE TIME: io-morroir maij be loo late. Some things

are put off one day too long, and, hence, are never done.

The best offers we ever have in this life are not always ac-

cepted. What can any one do better than accept the

Truth and believe in the Son who so freely offered Him-

self for us?

From a tract of the "Million Series" I copy the fol-

lowing :
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What is a Christian'?

In faith a Believer in Christ. He tliai heJievefh nnrJ

is hcrpfized shall he saved (Mark xvi:16).

In knowledge a Disciple. If >je conimue in 1111/ tcord,

iJien are ije mij diseiples indeed (John viii: 81).

In character a Saint. Beloved of God, called to be

Saints (Rom. i:7).

In influence a Light. Ye are tJte lif/ld <f tJie world

(Matt. y:14).

In conflict a Soldier. TJiou flierefore endure Jiard-

ness, as a good soldier (f Jesus Clirist (2 Tim. 11 : 3).

In communion a Friend. Henceforth I ccdl jjoii not

serrants;—but I have called you friends (John xv:15).

In progress a Pilgrim.
(
These all) confessed ihcd they

icei-e strango'S (tnd pilgrims ontlie eartli (Heb. xi:13).

In relationship a Child. The spirii dself beareth

ivitness n-itli our spirit, tlud we are the children of God
(Eom. viii:l(3).

In expectation an Heir. And if children, then heirs;

heirs of God, and joint heirs u-itJi CJtrist (Rom. viii: 17).

Reader, ARE YOU A CHRISTIAN?

What we want to be in life is for us to decide. We
tell the world, while passing through our "teens," what

it may expect of us when we come to manhood or woman-

hood. If we are advancing in knowledge and are obedi-

ent to our parents, and show respect to age, as well as

being industrious, then they will look for us to accomplish

some good in our lives; but, on the other hand, if they

do not discover something worthy of their attention in

youth, they will think our future a failure, unless we re-

form, and, indeed, so it will be—just as the twig is bent

the tree is inclined. Let us turn our lives in the right

direction now, and keep the pathway that leads on toward
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the Celestial City. Then shall we find that which gives

the most in return for whatever we do. It pays not only

7i07i\ but will bring a reward hereafter.

TJic irilling and obedicid ^luiU cat flic good of f/ie

lamb. Ohedieiicc is bciier Ihon sacrifice. We do

well to think on these things and obey. "Wait not until

to-morrow:" "delays are dangerous;" '^ procrastination is

the thief of time.'" Who wishes to take the poorer part

of life when they can have the better ])ortion by making

a wise choice, and doing it in youth or early manhood ?

Why let the most precious opportunities pass in so care-

less and indifferent a manner, seeing they bring their re-

ward with them. We should remember opportunities are

God's offers to us. AVe are to accept them if we want to

be profited by them. So then let us be willing and

obedient, and do his commandments. There is one thing

noble in this life. It is to see the youth in early man-

hood or womanhood walking in the way of righteousness

and learning the fear of the Lord. We then have time

to learn more of His commandments, and to practice in

our lives His teachings, which will bring peace and happi-

ness all along our patliwa}'. For

—

Wisdom is a defence,

moneij is a defence, but ilie e.rceJicnc)j of knoifledge is ihoi

wisdom (jit'cfli life to flioii that tiave it. So the more we

have of His truth and life manifested in our lives, the

more we shall be like Him. It will do us good to imitate

His example, and follow His precepts all through life.

On Sunday, June 14, 1S85, I was at the funeral of a

child—a relative. It was interred in the Long burying-

ground, AVoodcock Township, Crawford Co., Penn. ; and

while there my thoughts went back to many years ago,

when I was about twelve years of age, this same bury-

ing ground being then covered with forest trees, oidy a

few having been interred there. I was with my parents,
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who attended the funeral of Lueinda A. Glenn (my first

school teacher). I was anxiovis to see the grave of her

whom I never had forgotten. (I think I went two or

three terms of summer school to the Cowen District

School, where she taught. ) Mr. Long was present at the

funeral of the child, and I asked him if he knew where

Lueinda Glenn's grave was. He replied, "'Yes, come this

way; I will show you.*' So my wife, my brother and I

accompanied him a short distance to the summit of the

hill. Pointing to the spot Mr. Long replied: "There is

her grave.'' We read on the tombstone

—

LuciNDA A. Glenn,

Died March?, 1846,

In Her Thirty-ninth Year.

How quickly my thoughts turned to my boyhood

davs ! My twin brother, myself, and others I could name,

stood in a class by her side reciting our lessons, and, when

done, she would kindly put her hand on our heads, speak-

ing words of encouragement to each of us as she jiassed.

Surely, I thought, a kind act is never lost.

" And when the sun in all his state

Illumed the beauteous skies,

She passed through Glory's morning gate

And walked in Paradise."

Keader, may you and I so have lived that Avhen life's

work is done, others may be reminded our lives were not

spent in vain. Let us in some way not only try to benefit

our own condition, but be a help to our fellow beings. Do

we not want some one to rise up and speak well of us. or call

us "blessed" after we are gone ? If so, then sow the seed

in the springtime of life. It will be a pleasure to know it

is growing before we die. Behold the rigideous shall he
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recompensed in the earfli, )iiiirli more iJte icicked find ilie

sinner. (Prov. xi: 31.) The riglifeons Jiave fite pj-onise

of fhis life and fliaf icliicJi is fo come.

He who would have the most life and make the best

use of it should get the nearest to its Author. It will do

us good to think of God as the Giver of all our blessings

and thank Him for the same. If we do this, He will refresh

us frequently with some great thought that will help us to

come nearer to Him, and increase our happiness as we
pass on in life's pathway. The active, intelligent mind
will seek to find out the better way, and when found will

endeavor to walk therein. I can never be too grateful to

Him. who, in His kind Providence, spared my father's

family unbroken by death until the youngest of us, my
twin brother and I, became of age. The families are not

very numerous where the youngest member had arrived

at age before any one of its members was removed by
death. But such was the dealing of His mercy toward

my father's family. I thought of this frequently before

my brother died, and have I not reason to be very grate-

ful to the Lord to-day as I look back over a life of over

fifty years, and recount His favor and blessings. Then to

think how faithful are his promises even to children's

children. And. one (jeney(dion sludl praise fJiee to anofJwi-.

Like as a fafher pitiefli Jtis children, so the Lord pifieth

ihem that fear Him. He carefh for ns. So to-day I may
say He has spared our entire family until our youngest

boy is in his nineteenth year. May I not say in the

language of one of old: Oh find men ivonld 'praise ihe

Lord fo)- His i/oodness, and for His n'onderfnl iroi-hs io

ihe children of men !

To the youth especially I would say, in the NeAV Tes-

tament we find our duty very plainly taught. Kead these

two verses in regard to obeying our parents: (Col. in: 20)
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Vlnhlrcii ohi'ji jfoiir jxirciifs in all Hiiiu/s : for fhis is ir/'ll

pleasiiif/ inifo fhc Lord. Again, (Epli. vi: 1) Children,

nhc'ij ijoiir parriifs in iltc Lord; for flu's is right. Do not

stop here, read on and see what folloAvs in the second and

third verses: Hononr fhij fcdhcr and inoflicr: irhich is

fhc first commandmod icifli promise; flud if )iiai) he n'cfl

a-ifJi fhce, find flion mni/esf lire lonr/ on fJte carfli. My
eyes haye behekl the light of the sun nearly fifty-three

years. My tongue has spoken betimes of my parents, and

I acknowledge some words as well as acts haye gone into

the past that I would recall if I could. But here is my
consolation—a consciousness of haying tried to perform

my duty to my parents. So I say the words in the third

yerse: ntaij he well wifh fJice. A large share of real com-

fort and happiness in this life has come to me through

this blessed promise, and I want you to share more large-

ly in it than I haye.

Our parents may ask some things of us which may at

the time be yery unpleasant for us to do. but remember

this—^if we obey as dutiful sons and daughters, the re-

ward will come, and I am so glad to-day for the little I

tried to say and do, to please them. It seems to be one

of the best things I eyer did. I remember when I was a

lad of about twelve summers, the Fourth of July had

come and my twin brother and our elder brother Nicholas

(G. N. Waid) were expecting to go to Meadville, to see

the grand old celebration. Our father, however, told us

in the morning that he wanted us "to hoe corn that day,"

AVe knew Avliat that meant. The cornfield adjoined the

road, and as the boys passed l^y they would frequently

call out, '"Are you going to town to-day V'' If we replied,

it was generally in the negative. We felt sad during the

forenoon, but, as the longest day has an end, night final-

ly came, and to our surprise, our gloom had all passed

away with the day. and we spent the evening with our as-
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sociates as cheerfully as ever. It proved one of the bright

spots in obsdience. Father did not always keep us at

home to ''hoe corn:"" we had privileges enough. And I

have often thought we learned more that day than we

would had we gone to Meadville. It not only made a

lasting impression on us. but a good one.

You may ask: "How did you learnV Well, we had

time to fJiiiilx as well as iroi'k, and we did hofli. It is

said—^thinking makes a great man; but fhiukiiiij, alone,

did not build the Pyramids of Egypt nor the AVash-

ington Monument; it took vork. And it is well for us

not to forget it, for we so frequently have to associate one

with the other, if w^e wish to make life a success.

Youth! Perhaps you are encompassed with the same

atmosphere of comparative poverty the writer experienced

in his younger days, and are even now standing at the

foot of the ladder, anxious to rise. If so, I confidently

recommend you to take along with you the princij^le of

Economy, which is the poor man's friend, a friend that

will never " go back on him,'"' for it is expectation

realized. It is that forethought of the present which

provides a surplus for the future. It is the equali-

zation of things—not spending a day's wages for a single

meal, then being compelled to go without the next two.

Do not act mean or miserly, but save when there is a pos-

sibility of doing so. Economy in time is labor not only

in earning the dollar, but in the spending of it. Live

within your income, if possible, and do not have it said

at the end of the year that you are in debt unless misfort-

une or sickness has overtaken you. Better have some-

thing left to begin the next year with ; and remember the

advice of Polonius to Laertes [HaniJci]

:

" Neither a borrower nor a lender be;

For loan oft' loses both itself and friend.

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry."
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If you have not been in the habit of doinof this, beofin

noic ; better begin hite to do good than not to begin at

all; and if you are young in life start out right, remem-

bering what is written: For flic c/uJdrcii onglif iioi fo

lay up for flic j)a rents, h/if flic paroifx for flic cliildrcii

(2 CoK. XII: 14). It not only takes industry but proper

economy to bring this about. If you buy what you do

not want, you may soon want what you cannot buy. Our

supposed wants often cost us the most money. Tlic <joo(l

Mdsicr has taught us economy: And fheij took nj)

iicclrc haskcfs full of the fraipiieids, and of the fisJies

(Mark vi: 43). This saving of our time and of this world's

goods, if rightly understood and properly obeyed, would

help us to supply some of our real wants in time of our

greatest need. Who does not want something laid by for

a rainy day or in case of sickness or old age?

I wish to relate a little of the economy as practiced in

my youth. I remember when quite young how I spent

some of the holidays. Instead of always seeking pleasure

I would frequently try to earn something for myself, or

do some good by Avay of industry for some one I thought

deserving of it. And sometimes, in boyhood, in going

to a show, I have frequently done errands or work to pay

my way, and so saved my quarter. I remember also,

when my brother Lyman and I were at Schenectady, N. Y.

(we had been helping to drive cattle for Mr. Hodge, to

Orange County), the following incident occurring on our

return home : We came on a line packet from Schenectady

to Buffalo, and were nearly a week making the trip.

After paying our fare we were told that we could have

our board for |5 each, or get it some other way. Lyman

said he would pay their price and board with them. I

was seven years younger and perhaps needed some ex-

perience, so I did as the school teachers have long since
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done and tried "boarding round," and carried a luncli

with me for time of need. AVell, when we came to Buf-

falo my brother enquired: "What has it cost you for

board?'' I replied: "Three dollars and fifty cents/'

• Are you satisfied? '' " Yes." He said: '' I wish I had

got mine that way.'' I now look liack and call that econ-

omy, and I have tried to practice it from youth to man-

hood, and am glad we are made creatures of choice.

I love that clause in the Declaration of Independ-

ence: "' 3[f(n is bom free (iiid cinloircd tcifh ccriaiii in-

alicuahJc i-i(/]ifs, ciinoiig irliicli arc life, libciiij (did ihc

jmrsuii of happinessy To be penny wise and pound

foolish is not good. In all our gettings w^e want to get

iindcrsfaiidiiKj. To earn a dollar is one thing, and (how

often we hear this remark) to keep it or make the right

use of it is quite another. I once heard a man make this

remark of his friend: "No wonder he cannot get along;

he always gathers up the wheat heads, but pays no at-

tention to saving the sheaves after they are put in shock."

So we, who are always saving the little things about the

farm that nothing goes to waste, should not forget there

are greater things which claim our attention. It is not

enough to say, ''take care of the pennies and the dollars

will take care of themselves." Neither you nor I want

to trust the man who does not care for a dollar when it

has come into his possession. We discriminate right

here and use our understanding, which carries us safely

on. But if we trust him we want security, thinking if

his own funds are not properly cared for by him, ours

would be unsafe in his care. But the man such as is

spoken of by David (Ps. cxii: 5: A good iikiii shoir-

cfh favour, and Icndcfh; he will guide his affairs irifli dis-

cretion) will not only guide his own affairs aright, but

give assurance that our funds would be safe in his hands.
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What a pleasure it brings to us to think of such men,

Avhom we liave trusted all along life's pathway: and they

have never failed in promoting our interests with their

own in doing good. It reminds me of the words of the

Prophet (Isaiah XXVIII : 20): For his God dofJi insfrncf

Jtim to discj'etion, and doih ieach him. When Ave vield

and obey the teachings of the Divine Master, we learn

the best lessons that can ever be taught us in this life,

whether they pertain to our temporal good or spiritual

w^elfare. The psalmist understood the language when he

said: The Lord is mij shepherd, I shall not irauf.

How true: time and tide wait for no man. But how
often we, who have passed the meridian of life, think of

the days that are gone—think of the family circle when

we w^ere all at home, and the family, perhaps, remaining

unbroken until the eldest, or some other member, may
have begun life for himself. Our schoolmates! how we

cherish the memory of those days! how dear to us are

the names of those we loved so well ! and for me ( having

lived on the same farm, and year after year noticed

the change that is ever going on), surely I may exclaim,

"We are passing away!"' How few of my old schoolmates

now remain here in this vicinity, and how very few of

my old school-teachers are still alive. At present, of

the latter, I can recall the names of but three now living.

To-day, April S, 188(), I wish to express my gratitude

in behalf of all my teachers who taught me in the com-

mon district school, academy or college, for I have shared

a little from each institution of learning. Credit is not

only due to the living, but with grateful remembrance I

think of the memory of the departed. While I could re-

late many instances in which kind acts have been done

and words have been said in my behalf, let me say this:

During my first term at college I was called on to write a



136

composition, Avhicli, for me, was a very hard task. Why,

I thought it ahnost impossible ; but I had to try, as it was

a duty required of every one. So I did the best I could.

My subject was " On Time.'''' I was required not only to

read it before the class, but in the presence of Pres.

John Barker, and then pass it to him for correction. I

was glad when my part was done, and I expected to see it

nearly obliterated when returned. But, to my surprise,

little correction had been made, and he had written the

word "Goexl/' which one word has cheered me ever since.

This was in the fall of 1851.

My old schoolmates are more numerous, and I hope

each one who desires a copy of this little work, and es-

pecially any one of those who have moved to other States

or localities and are still living, may have one. Some of

them who left Crawford County years ago I have not seen

since, yet I hope even now that we may have the pleasure

of Adsiting each other here in old Crawford County, Penn..

where we were born and raised; or it may be iny lot to

shake hands and see them, or some of them, where they

now are. I think now of some of my schoolmates who

are living in the West, and who left here when they were

young
(
perhaps not more than twenty years old ) , and to-

day are. like myself, fifty-three or more. I will say this

for our encouragement, although it may never be their

lot or mine to meet each other after a separation of

nearly fifty years, yet my wife and I were permitted to be

with my father and mother in September, 1864, when

they visited j-elatives and schoolmates in Connecticut

whom they had not seen for nearly half a century. O!

the joy, the pleasure of that visit has never been fully de-

scribed. To see my father shake hands with Edwin Ban-

ning, William Brockway and other schoolmates whom
he had not met for so long. But I do not propose to
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wait so long: if our lives are spared may we meet

sooner. I think thirty years is a good while for friends,

especially old schoolmates, to be separated.

But there comes to me in connection with this fJioiu/lif

something dearer, better and more lasting than a meeting

of friends on earth. Although this is so desirable on our

part, it may be with us as it has with many others in this

world, who were parted in early life, perhaps, to meet no

more here. Should this be the case with some of my
early associates, whether schoolmates or acquaintances,

may we so have lived and continue to liA'e that the Master

will say '' well -done," and, I believe, there will be a

grander meeting in the beyond, over the river, than earth

ever knew. The Christian always thinks it is better

farihcr on. If we live in a hut or log cabin here, we read

of a ''mansion'' in the better land where we may make our

home. I recall to my memory now the names of those

kind friends who helped me in early life, not only by their

example, but by precept, both being worthy of imitation,

although the most of them have gone to their reward. I

have the pleasure of trying to do an act of kindness for

some of their children. So we may pass on through life,

keeping the golden rule : it will not only benefit us, but

our children. The Apostle Paul has told us of some

things to think of: Fi)UiI1i/. hrefhrcn, irJiafsoever ihings

are friie, trJtaisoeve)' fJiiiigs ftre honest, whcdsoeve)' fJn'ugs

(ire jusf, irJtafsoerei- iJiiiH/s are pure, icJiafsoever ihings ore

lorelij, irhaisoerer iliings are of good report: if tliere he

an// virtue, and if ittere he an// praise, tit ink on t/tese

tliin</s (Phil. IV, S).

As often as we will give these things careful thought,

so often they will do us good.

The subject of ECONOMY is an interesting one to

me. It includes what is meant in the little word save,

9
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and if we do not save, what will we ever have ? If any-

one can be benefitted by my relating a little of my ex-

perience in commencing life, as my wife and I entered

upon its responsible duties for ourselves, I shall be more

than pleased. As you are already informed in my
biography I was married at the age of twenty-one. ( My
wife being a little older, perhaps, was a good thing for

me. ) Our wealth, if we had any, consisted in our industry

and economy. And here are a few facts as they were

worked out in 1854-55, beginning April 24, 1854: On
Monday morning I began work on the farm (and recollect

I had only quit the Saturday evening before) for my
father, at ,|15 per month, for eight months. AVell I re-

member the work my father and I did on Monday—we

were engaged in rebuilding a rail fence and setting bar-

posts all day. June 30, after fixing up the old house my
grandfather, Pember Waid, had occupied, my wife and I

began housekeeping.

You see now our situation, as others did at that time,

and are ready to say: "Only !$15 a month to begin married

life with, and pay rent at that; can they expect anything

but a failure ? They will soon find their income must be

more than $15 a month, or they will be obliged to run in

debt before the year ends," and many other remarks: you

know it is quite common to talk when any one enters

matrimony, and especially so when one does not wait long

enough to see a free day and know what it is to breathe

the air of freedom before he gets married. Well, now,

with all that was said, we still had our choice of two thing's,

and being blessed with health, and both of us having been

taught industry and the value of ('cono)iiij, it was for us to

prove to the Avorld whether life, financially, would be a

failure or a success. My wife had learned the trade of

tailoress, and while I was earning a month's wages she
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would earn nearly as much at her trade. This was in-

dustry. But, to the best of our ability, ccononi/j followed.

We enjoyed life, and were contented with the essentials,

without having many of its luxuries. I remember my
father, during that year, making this remark of us: ''They

seem to enjoy life, and are as contented and happy as

other people who have a good deal more to do Avitb.'' I

taught school about four months during the winter season,

for which I received a little higher wages. So at the

close of the year we found that it had not cost us really as

much as we expected ; our living and tlie cost of the ar-

ticles w^e bought to commence housekeeping, for that

year, did not exceed our income, but left quite a margin

in our favor. And as I think of the years gfone bv.

crowned with the goodness of the Lord, I am seeking in

some way to do His will, and work in His vineyard. I

will copy from the journal I kept at that time:

"ANOTHER YEAR HAS FLED."'

'Tt is now nearly a year since we were married. I was

twenty-one years old on our wedding day, and that Avas on

Sunday, April 23. 1854. Now it is Sunday, April 22.

1855, wanting only one day to make one year since we in

Hymen's bands were united. Well do I remember that

Sunday morning that I left my father's dwelling. Fresh

in my memory are the days which are past: the scenes of

the past are not forgotten. In years that I have num-

bered in my short life. I have been in the habit of writ-

ing a piece on my birthdays. It gives me pleasure to

read of my birthdays that are gone.

—

F. C. Waid."

On the following page. April 23. 1855, this is written:

"ONE YEAR OLDER.'"

••This day, Monday. April 23, 1855, finds me one year

older. Yes, another year of my life is gone. I am now a
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married man. One year ago to-day was an important

period of my life. It was then that I took her for ' better

or worse, in sickness or health, poverty or wealth, to love,

cherish and keep.' And tt)-day I have no bad neAvs to

bring : but if I speak, it is in favor of the position which

I have taken. I speak in plain words : I love the married

life so far as I am acquainted with it. Twenty-two years

of my life have now passed. Written by candle-light.

—

F. C. Waid"
If any one wishes to know what I think of married life

now. after an experience of over thirty-one years, I will

say, my wife and I sit by our center-table this evening,

December 17, 1885. She is reading, I am writing, and still

love the married life, willing to carry out the original con-

tract to the end. Will you consider it boasting if I say this V

Be it far from me that I should try to misre])resent the

truth. I want to acknowledge the way of the Lord in all

His kind dealings with me. My parents were ever kind

and good, but the goodness of the Lord—Oh, how great!

I am so thankful I sought after righteousness early in life.

When I was working on the farm my motto was (and I

think is yet) '' Earn the dollar before asking for it."' At

present, I think too many young men want money in ad-

vance of their wages, or want to l)orrow, and thus incur

a debt which is hard for them to pay. Right here the

knowledge of Scripture is worth very much if we heed it

:

Oirr no )ii((ii (tDijiliiiKj. hiii fo lore one anoflirr (Rom.

XIII. 8).
" Who goetli a borrowing

Goeth a sorrowiog.

"

What young cou})le wanted things to commence house-

kee})ing more than we did. But, you ask— How did

yoii manage? Well, I will tell you, we managed to keep

out of debt. Like a ship's pilot—kee]) away from the

breakers, there is danger. I remember one day my father
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said to me. calling me by name, •'Do you not want

some money V"'
(at the same time handing me $50),

"Take this, you have earned it; it is yours." 1 replied.

'"I do not need it now: I would rather you would keep it

for me until I do want to use it:"" which he did. I called

that ccotioiiii/. There are many pleasant memories con-

nected with the first year of our voyage on the matrimonial

sea. But no more than has been mingled with each year

since.

You, perhaps,would like to know the secret of success—
how it may be obtained. One author has said it takes a

thousand things to form character. I will ask, is there

any less for you and me to do. if we would be successful

in our business enterprises? it matters not whether in

farming or some other occupation. I have long since

profited by Dr. Johnson's remark "Ever live within your

income," sickness or misfortune excepted.

The application of this principle to our business af-

fairs the first year brought us safely through with a lial-

ance in our favor. One of my uncles, with whom I have

labored so many days on my father's farm, said: "The
first hundred dollars is the hardest for any young man to

earn," and it used to take a long time, with good manage-

ment, to get this amount ahead. But some young men
now-a-days, as well as then, find it more difiicult to take

care of 8101) than to earn or get it. Each year,

as it has come and gone, has left us with a margin

to add to what little Ave had already accumulated, and I

do not remember a single year since we were married in

which our family expenses exceeded our income. Surely

we have reason, as we think over the past, to be thankful

to the Great Giver of all, who has so wonderfully blessed

us; and although the word (jrdfifiKlc. like Triiu'fi/, is not

found within the lids of the Bible, vet we feel like using
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it to express the feelings of our hearts, first to our Crea-

tor and then to mankind. iVo/ slothful hi hnsincss; fer-

venf in spirit; scrviiKj tlie Lord (Rom, xii:ll). There

are two things for us to do here, and it is well to heed

them, because they bring their reward. I can say consci-

entiously that I have tried to do those two things, and

to-day have a fixed purpose to continue to the end of

life's pilgrimage.

The growth of a tree is not generally considered rapid,

but slow. Look at the number of days in a year—365.

Now think of the growth of a tree in one long year.

Have you ever counted the growths of a tree after it was

cut down '? I have, and sometimes I have been astonished.

I will mention an instance. AVhen we set the Waid mon-

ument we had occasion to remove quite a large wild cherry

tree that stood near by. After cutting it down, trimming

and cutting it into fire-wood. I was surprised to think of

the quantity it made. I said: "When my twin brother

was buried here in 1854, I do not remember of any little

tree near by." '' AVell," said Mr. Sherman, " perhaps it

was not here then." So on counting the growths, which

were very plain to be seen on the stump (this was in

1884), we found the tree only twenty-eight years old, and

of course was not there in 1854. That tree represents

something. It had from a small seed or pip grown to its

present size, and had been accumulating in strength and

quantity each year. At first it was tiny, and to have

stepj)ed on it might have ruined it ; but the second year

it increased in size more than the first, and so on unto the

last year, and each year's gain was an advantage to it.

8o in the ec()nt)my of life, if we can save a part of what

we earn this year, it will, if made the right use of, help

us to earn more the next. Learn a lesson from the trees,

and practice it in every-day life. What others have done,

why can we not do the sameV
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Men have risen from sickness to health; from pov-

erty to wealth : from the jmths of sin to virtue ; from earth

to the better land ; and why not we V I once heard a good

minister make this remark in his sermon: " I do not be-

lieve God ever planted a real want in us without giving

the means to supply that want. But,"' said he, '"we are

to put forth our effort in making use of the means to

bring this about, and thus our real wants are supplied."

In the book of Job, is found, I think, some of the best

reading in the Bible. TItiiif/s too vovdcvfiil for me (Job

XLii: 3 ). I will attempt again to hint at the key of success.

Say not. Can I do this? but say. Ought I to do this?

Then, after doing your best, ask His blessing on whatever

you do, believing AU fliiin/s iroi'k fo</<'i/i(')' for j/ood to

fliciii ihdf lore file Lord, and with patience await the re-

sult. I believe this key. rightly used, will unlock the

door to things temporal and spiritual. He who gives the

greater blessinufs does not omit the smaller.

Honor fliij frdlier and fliij moflier: find finj days may
he lonfi upon flie loud irliieli the Lor<l fliij God (jiveih

iliee (Exodus xx: 12). I have a letter in my possession

written by Ann Perkins, a lady with whom my mother,

when a child, once lived, while in Connecticut: and. as I

think and believe the advice therein contained my mother

followed and lived out, and inculcated on her childi'en, I

give this old letter here in full and rerlxdiiii:

Hartford, Conn., April 14, 1810.

My dear Child: You are now going to leave this house and perhaps

I shall never see you again in this world. From your good disposition,

steadiness and industry, since you have lived in our family, I feel much
attached to you and interested in your welfare, both in this world and
the next, but particularly in the next world which you must soon en-

ter. I hope you will remember the advice I now give you that you will

read it over often and practice it.

In the tirst place, my dear Betsey, I would recommend to you to

honour and obey your father and mother; remember all they have done
for you in the helpless days of your infancy, and if they should live
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to be old and want you to wait on them and do a great deal for them,

always do it willingly and with tenderness. Especially remember and
obey the good advice of your jdIous mother, and if you should ever be

parted from her never forget her.

In the next place I hope you will always treat your brothers and

sisters with kindness and love. You have now been separated from

them a year and a half. God has permitted you again to live with

them, and he has commanded that we love one another; be always ready

to do anything for them that you can and never quarrel with any of

them.

If you ever leave your parents and go to live at any other place

—

be as respectful, obliging, industrious and faithful as you have been

here, and I can assure you, you will be always loved and respected. It

is very likely you may live far from any meeting-house and have no

opportunity of hearing preaching. But, my child, you must read the

Bible, read it again and again. Think of what you read and ^)r«c<ice it.

Pray every morning and evening to Him who constantly keeps and
watches over you; pray that He would make you good while you live

in the world; that He would prepare you for death and make you
happy forever in heaven.

My dear child we are all great sinners. Our first parents. Adam
and Eve, were created good, but they ate of the forbidden fruit, and

God punished them by driving them out of Paradise; and God com-

mands us that we repent of all our sins in thought, word and action,

and resolve that we will be good and obedient to Him; and that after

we have done this we should not depend on ourselves but on Jesus

Christ who has suffered for us.

I hope you will be one of Christ's dear children; that you will love

Him while you live, be supported by Him on the bed of Death, and be

happy with Him forever in Heaven, where I hope to meet you at the

right hand of the Judge and hear Him say to you," Come thou Blessed

of my Father inherit the Kingdom prepared for 3-ou from the foundation

of the world.
Your affectionate friend,

Ann Pehkins.

I have a school-card representing chikh'en going to

school—a picture of five children, a school house, a church,

etc., and on the card is this writing :
" Go'ukj to School. The

bearer, Miss Betsey Morehead, receives this as a token of

the praise she merits for her faithfulness and good be-

havior in school. From her teacher, E. Eobinson. May

4, 1811." Her brother, Robert Morehead, who is still

living, has a school-card or memento of Connecticut and
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early clays of similar kind: his is entitled " Costing frout

School:'

There is always something good to be found in the

Bible for the righteous. My mother was not only a

reader of the Scriptures, but a regular attendant at the

Sabliath-school and church (when in health). When in

her youth, after coming from Connecticut to Crawford

County, })eople had to go farther to church than they do

now and put uj) Avith many privations that we know but

little about, only as we have learned it from them. Often

have I listened with interest to hear such aged Christians

( as my mother ) relate the experience and hardships they

had to encounter in the earlier days of Methodism and

Christianity. Her cliihh'Oi fn'/sv //^>, nud cdll her hJ<'><sc(l

(Prov. XXXI: 2S). Then again (verse 30): Fai-oin- i^

(lecciffiil, and hcduiij /s- raiir.hiif a iro)ii(iii flinf fcdrcfli

flic Lord, she .^liall he prolxcd. How can I help l)ut

speak well of my father and mother"? There is a truth

in it too great to he overlooked. I believe the Lord has

given me the desire and lilessed me with the means to do

good. Now how shall I do it? I open the good Book

and I find written: For d'od coiinnandcd. f^rn/iii(/. Honor
tJii/ fidlicr and nioflicr: and. He fhaf curseih faf/icr

or iiwflicr. h'f him die Ihc dcoth (Matt. XV: 4). I

was taught early in life not only to love and respect my
parents, but obey them. And He. who said: In ihc kccp-

inf/ of the roniiiiandiucnfs fhcrc Ix f/rcaf rcumrd. has so

verified His promise in my liehalf, for the little I have

done, I want everybody to share in His ])enefits. for He />

no rcfipccfcr of persons.

I wish to relate the following incident Avhich occurred

to show my mother's faithfulness in attending church or

prayer-meeting, Cliristmas day. in 1881, came on Sun-

day; there were Sunday-school and prayer-meeting at
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the State Road Church, and that day my mother and I

were somewhat late in starting out to meeting. My only

brother, living, G. N., had invited us to take Christmas

dinner with him. We would pass the church in going to

his house, and when we arrived at the church, though

very late, my mother said: '"Are you not going to stop

for meeting?" I replied: '"It is very late, and we will

not get down to iny brother's in time for dinner."' But

mother stopped, nevertheless, at church, and we took dinner

that day, too, with my brother. At that time half of m}'

father's family had passed away; first my twin brother,

then my father, and still later my eldest brother, which

left my mother, my elder brother and myself. Half the

family had gone to their reward, half was then living.

It was the last meal we. as children, were ever permitted

to partake of with our mother. How well we enjoyed

that family gathering, not knowing it to be our last. My
mother and I came home. She died in two weeks from

that day. She attended to her daily aifairs until within

a few days before her death; was at Blooming Valley,

on Thursday% January 5, 1882, and returneil home ap-

parently as well as usual. On the Saturday following,

January 7, my mother passed through the "' Golden

Gate."

Some of my readers may possibly discuss with them-

selves why it is that I have taken so much interest in

patronizing and contributing to the History of Crawford

Count}. ])ublished by Warner, Beers & Co., and in plac-

ing this volume, an offering of friendship, in the hands of

my relatives and friends. There are several reasons which

have prompted me to do this, the chief one being that I

believe I am doing right by the memory of my parents

and departed lirothers, in having their portraits and

sketches in the history of our county, and having them
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collected into book form and distributed to my friends at

my own expense.

"'Well,'" some may say. "it costs money to do tliat."'

Who knows this ])etter than myself? It took food and

clothing, together with long, patient instruction to rear a

boy known as F. C. Waid. Who did this? Mij faiher

(111(1 III of her. They took pleasure in rearing and proyid-

ino; for their family, as I take delight and have the satis-

faction of remembering them in the way I consider most

appropriate. They taught me the great lessons of life;

and now I ask of you, how much do I owe to them?

AVords fail to express it. A problem so deep can only be

fathomed by experience, and the longer I live the more I

know of the relationship that exists between parent and

child. There is the old family Bible, out of which, in my
hearing, my parents have read the best maxims of life.

Then would they kneel down ])y the family altar and pray

to the Lord to help us to carry out and practice the

golden rules throughout our lives. Such knowledge is

wonderful, indeed

!

Years ag-o, on the occasion of one of my old school-

mates visitin^ iis. and durinoj our social chat, he made this

remark, when speaking of his parents: "I had a

mother, but I never had a father—I mean / iicrcr JoihmI

my father.'^ I replied, addressing him: "I cannot say

that of my parents, for whilst I had a good mother, one

whom it will take her son all his lifetime to fully a])pre-

ciate, I had equally as good a father."' And now. though

my })arents have passed away, and I am nearly fifty-three

years old, yet I am still becoming acquainted with and

more appreciative of their real value. To me, truth never

gets old, nor does it Avear out. In the Scriptures we are

advised to huji ihc iruih and xcll if not. So I ever re-

member the instructions of my parents. Life passes

j)leasantly by Mdien we live aright.
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Youth ! When, about a year ago, I began writing this

homily, I was anxious for you to choose the good way,

and wished you, urged you to seek (iffcr ri(/ltfeoufines>i.

Let me assure you, as one that loves you as a father and

friend, that my desire is for joxir good and happiness in

this life and in the life to come, and there is a way to find

it. Can I do my duty as a Christian and as a friend,

without pointing out this way ? Then so much peace and

happiness comes to those that seek the Lord. I do not

want you to live on in rebellion against Him and lose all

at last. Had I not passed a life of experience in this

pleasant way and therefore know for myself the blessed-

ness given those who obey, I would not try to persuade

you as I do. You do not wish to go through life without

the presence of your hcxi frIciuJ to help you. The friend

I speak of is the one whose help we all need and must

have or we cannot have a place with the righteous in His

kingdom when we die. The time will come when friend

and brother will be gone, when father and mother will

have passed away, and your best earthly friends will have

all gone to their reward. Think how much better it

Avould be for you, to-day, to choose to be on the Lord's

side than to delay any longer. How great the peace and

comfort that would come to you, besides your condition

being bettered for all time to come. This is not all. Let

me ask you to think of the satisfaction it would bring to

your parents, your relatives and friends. Why, I think,

everybody would rejoice with you.

I think I can safely say, during my life, Avhile my

parents were living, I never did anything which pleased

them so well as when I sought the Lord and began to

serve Him. Then many years afterward, at the close of

my father's life, think you it was not a great satisfaction

to each of us. as Ave took each other l)y the hand and said
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the last t^ood-by ?" How dear to my heart was that

scene! How lasting on mj memory, to part with my
father's dying blessing on me— he with whom I had

spent oyer thirty-six years o£ my life on the farm! My
father had a stroke of paralysis of the right side, Decem-

ber 22, 1870: he died January 27, 1871. During his

sickness he was yisited and called on by many of his

relatiyes and friends. The hcsf interyiew (and I had

many, being daily with him ) and the last one was on the

day he died. In the morning he inquired about his chil-

dren and made a request to my mother that he "wanted

Francis to come to his room."' As I entered the room

with my mother he said, looking me in the face: " Take a

seat by my bed, I want to see you.'' And as mother

passed out of the room he said to me: "Close the door,

for I want to talk with you." I will not narrate all he

said: but words of adyice and wisdom, such as I had

neyer heard fall from his lips before, were mine to hear

and keep and practice in life. During that long inter-

yiew (though it seemed short) I learned much that has

been Avorth more than gold to me. He died about noon

that day.

AYe are all aware of this truth, whether our liyes are

long or short, the parting hour in'll come to each one of

us. prepared or unprepared. It is written: Let me die

flic (h'dih of f/ic ri(/lifcoi(s, and let nnj last cud he like his.

AYho does not want to come to the end of his or her pil-

grimage in this way"? Dayid said: I icofild rcdher be a

door keeper in fhe house of fhe Lord than fo dicell in ihe

iculs of u-irked uess. Youth! move out of the the tent of

sin. There is a better place for you to liye in—it is the

Lord's house

—

where there is bread e)iou(/h (oid io sj^are.

How well it goes with us when we obey the good shep-

herd. He will lead us beside still urde)-s and (jreen pas-
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f lives. If there is any one thing more desirable than

another in this life I think it is to be the Lord's child,

who shall not want, but on whom blessings, both temporal

and spiritual, are bestowed all through life. Is this any

more than is promised in His word? Does it not say:

TJici/ iJuit seek the Loi'd shall iiof irriiif (iiifj (jood tJiim/?

Then again

—

He irill (jive (/race and (jlorij: no (/ood fJiiiif/

irill he icifhhohl from fheiii fhaf iralJx- iipritjhflij. I wish

I could tell how many good things the Lord has given me

since I have been in His service and how safely He has

brought me thus far in life. Let me say this

—

^all honor

TO His name for what He has done for me. I hope to

prove a faithful servant of His while I live ; honor him

with a life of obedience; serve Him with all He has com-

mitted to my care, for which I must render an account on

the final day of reckoning, remembering always that, if

I would cast my anchor finally in the calm, eternal waters

of the "Jasper Sea," I must

"My thoughts to nobler meditatious give,

And study liow to die, not how to live."

I love to live acknowledging God in all my ways, for

it is then I have His Spirit to lead me in the way of all

truth. If a III) of ijoii lack irisdoni. lei him ask of (rod,

fh(d f/irefh to all men liherallij, and ii phraideih not; and

ii shall he (jiven him (James i, 5). The great Author

of life, whose blessing we are daily receiving, would have

us to constantly trust in Him.

And now, dear reader, before concluding this my ad-

dress, I fain would express a hope that its many short-

comings may be overlooked, and that it be remembered

that the words you have read are registered by a farmer

in the common walk of life, one more accustomed to the

plow than the pen. It is said of Richelieu that he enun-

ciated this maxim :
"' The pen is mightier than the sword."
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Why not enlarge on this and say: "The plow is mightier

than the pen"' ?

AVliat I have written is a sort of diary of collected

thoughts as they came to me at random, jotted down a

little at a time, between labor and rest, in the course of

last year; and only a few of the events of my life have

been recalled and recorded; nevertheless, in presenting

what I have written to the youth of our land and to my
kindred, I trust that I may be filling part of the mis-

sion of life acceptably to the great Author of my being.

With this view, and under His blessing, I confide in its

being received in the spirit in which it is given, and that

it may prove a lasting token of our friendship.

VALEDICTORY.

In taking a parting farewell, for a time, of the reader,

and before laying down my pen, I ask to be permitted to

add that I hope ( if life and health are spared me for a

few more years ) to be able to present to all.who may then

regard it with interest and favor, something that I shall

endeavor to make more interesting than the contents of

this little book may prove.

And I would not close without some kindly allusion to

the publishers, Messrs. Warner. Beers & Co., of Chicago.

111. They were pleased to say, in a business letter to me,

that ' in all their intercourse since they first became

engaged in book-making fJtctj Jiavc found htif one F. C.

To these gentlemen and to their biographer and

editor, Mr. George A. Baker, I take this opportunity

of acknowledging my appreciation of the assistance

rendered by them in the compilation and arrangement of

this work.

Francis C. Waid.
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PREFACE.

In my farewell parting, for a time, with the readers of my
Souvenir of 1886, I intimated that, if spared in life and

health by the blessing of God, I would gather together a few

more random thoughts and wayside jottings, together with

sketches of real life in the experience of both myself and

others.

This I have done at the expense of a great deal of pleasura-

ble time and labor, and have had the several data edited and

compiled in much the same manner as was my first Souvenir,

and by the same biographer and editor, George A. Baker, of

Chicago, 111.

I have been much encouraged in this undertaking by the

kind reception my previous book has met with at the hands of

those of my kindred and friends to whom I was enabled to

present copies; and I take this opportunity of thanking them

for their kind expressions of love and sympathy, and apprecia-

tion of the work. In the Appendix to this Souvenir will be

found copies of several of the letters I have received from

friends, which are to me most gratifying. The three hundred

copies I had printed and bound in 1886 have all been distrib-

uted; and I am pleased to say the demand was so great that

I have had many requests for copies, even having been asked

by not a few to sell for cash.' All such offers, however, I

have declined, for not a single overture of that nature would

I entertain, even though, in some cases, what I consider high

prices, were tendered. The Souvenirs were published with a

higher motive than to have my pecuniary outlay refunded in

such manner. My intention was then, and is now, to DO
GOOD, and to allow a little of the •' untold kindness

'

' that

dwells in every true Christian heart to manifest itself. I love
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the pleasure of doing good, and I choose this humble way of

indulging myself, with the full knowledge that a man's acts

are as a mirror in which his own image is reflected.

Since 1886 I have been engaged in preparing the present

work, assisted by my wife, in such moments as were spared

me from my many duties on the farm and business affairs

generally, such as money loaning, traveling and visiting with

a view to benefit others as well as myself. The entire issue

is two thousand copies, seven hundred of which are for dis-

tribution during the summer of 1890; three hundred, bound

with the remaining three hundred of my first Souvenir (which

was an edition of six hundred copies in all), to be distributed

later on, and one thousand (containing additional "jottings

by the way" since January 1, 1890, and some incidents of

the past real life portrayed), to be disposed of in a similar

manner at a yet more remote day. The cost of publishing

these three editions, for editing, printing and binding alone,

amounts to as many dollars as there are copies of the book

—

two thousand; and the entire disbursement, including the

cost of the three hundred copies first distributed, together

with the work ordered for the History of Crawford County,

published in 1885, is not less than four thousand dollars.

But, as I have already intimated, the sum to me is a pleasura-

ble outlay, for I am happy in the reflection that

" Each good thought or action moves

The dark world nearer to the sun."

To my many friends who have received copies of my First

Souvenir, and have accepted them in the spirit of love and

charity in which they were given, I wish here to express my
gratitude for their kindness and friendship shown me, and I

venture to hope that my second Souvenir will meet with the

same indulgent reception, awakening and sustaining to the end

a like fraternal sympathy between the author and the reader.

I would wish my friends to appreciate my desire to continue in

the good work of labor and love until the entire 2,000 copies

above enumerated are distributed, and I humbly invoke our



Heavenly Father for divine guidance, not only in this, but in

all the affairs of life.

My friends, one and all, I thank for past favors, and I ask

their neighborly cooperation in the distribution of my Sodve-

NiKS,not only among individuals and families, old school-mates

and scholars (as far as I may be able to supply them), but also

among such Sunday-school and other libraries as may desire

copies. Strangers, too, will not be overlooked, for I am in-

debted to many such for kindnesses and courtesies, both at

home and abroad. In this labor I have at heart simply the

good of my fellow-men, in general, nothing sectarian entering

into my motives.

My publishers are pleased to compliment me on what they

call my "tireless energy in behalf of philanthropy," but I

desire no more credit than is strictly due me. I LOVE LA-
BOR, and while some men "tire themselves in pursuit of

rest, " I do not think the clock can upbraid me with any waste

of time.

I do not suppose that any book has ever been written with-

out some object in view; and my Souvenies are no exception

to the rule. In writing and gratuitously distributing these

books I have an object and a reason that bring to me un-

bounded pleasure. I realize that instead of the world owing

me a living, I am the debtor to the world and to posterity. I

have lived over half a century, and I think it is now time to

make an effort to pay off the debt. Surely I have a mission

in this world, else I would not be here; and should not this

mission be to no good as I have opportunity and means ? When
I remember how my Heavenly Father has blessed me all my
days, I wish to honor Him to the utmost of my ability, and

as I best know how. For my kindred and friends, I desire to

remember them with a token of true and lasting friendship;

and I take this opportunit}^ to say to the kind reader that no

one knows better than myself the many hours, days, weeks,

months, I have toiled with the pen—yes, even years, for they

are now some five in number since I first began work in this

new mission. Time or money expended I do not withhold or
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begrudge, if only some good may be effected in the name of

our Heavenly Father, who has taught us that It is more blessed

to give than to receive. How thoroughly do I appreciate the

words of Holy Writ: The Lord loveth a cheerful giver, and

in receiving the Souvenir, I hope my friends will bear in mind

that I am fully persuaded that the greater blessing comes to

the donor; my deduction is, as I believe in Scripture, that I

am under greater obligations to the recipient of my Souvenir

than he is to me.

A certain manufacturing company, who made a specialty

of mowing machines, published some fifty reasons why their

mowers were superior to any other. Although I am not com-

peting with any one, yet I will ask permission to here enumer-

ate a few of my reasons for writing my Souvenir. (1) TO
DO GOOD; (2) to fill this part of my mission in life as zeal

ously as I would any other work or vocation
; (3) to produce

a gift for my kindred and friends that would be useful to all

and harmful to none; (4) this gift to reach each one of my
relatives, and benefit them all alike; (5) the book to be my
own production (as far as possible)—not second-hand, but one

on which I have personally labored, and spent much time and

money, that my kindred and friends mayknow that Hove them,

and appreciate their kindness to me and mine; (6) this gift to

benefit not only the recipient, but all who may read it; (7) to

make known some of my " untold love " for not only friends,

but for humanity at large, so that all may learn to know Him
whom my soul loveth. In brief: The highest object I aim

at is to do what I conscientiously believe to be right in the

light of Divine Truth, realizing that I shall be accountable

for all my acts at the last great day.

And now, my dear friends, in closing I will say that my
earnest prayer is that God's blessing may abide on each of us,

and that we may all be bettered by our acquaintance. I re-

joice that I have been spared to see this day when I am en-

abled to place in your hands a token of true friendship and

esteem, and I trust that my writings will prove to be as the

flowers of the field, to whom the poet sings in sweet refrain:
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" Your voiceless lips, O flowers! are living preachers,

Each cup a pulpit, every leaf a book

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers

From loneliest nook.*'

Hoping that tbis little volume may prove as interesting to

you, my friends, in the perusal thereof, as it has been to me in

the writing, with love to all, I remain

Your true and faithful well-wisher,

Francis C. Waid.

Blooming Valley,

Crawford Co., Penn., July, 1890.
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ERRATA AND EMENDATIONS.

Page 21: Among the names of and dates of birth of the thirty-nine

boys should be that of Leroy Knapp, born November 14, 1843.

Page 22: Annette Roudebush was born June 25, 1845, instead of June
"

27, 1848.

Page 53: Tenth line from bottom, read p(nD for jaw.

Page 84: Third line from bottom, read from Cedar Rapids to Council

Bluffs, instead of Council Bluffs to Cedar Rapids.

Fifteenth line from top, read April for March.

Third line from bottom, read ffty for sixty.

Thirteeth line from bottom, read Frank for Franklin.

Twelfth line from bottom, read Rouelle for Albert.

Twenty-second line from top, read Asa for Ezra.

The grapes spoken of were in Mr. Devenpeck's new vine-

-two clusters on one vine, and one cluster on another

Eighteenth line from top, read Adelbert for Dilbert.

First line, read Myers for Meyer.

Fifteenth line from top, read Marsh for March.

Third line from top, James Harris died October 7, funeral

Sixth line from top of first paragraph, read lightly for

hly.

Seventh line from top, read Kiser for Reiser.

Eighteenth line from top should commence this Souvenir.

Of the children of Samuel Waid, all are now deceased

except three daughters.

Page 225: Fifteenth line from top, read four years old instead of nine.

Page 228: My son Fred had gone to Meadville (on his way to Brook-

ville,'Penn., on a visit to the young lady who is now his wife), an

hour before me, and was there when the accident happened,

being present at the wreck. I rode into the town with mj' cousin,

Harrison Sutton.

Page 231: ]Mr. Dunn, the imdertaker, attended the funeral of my wile.

Page 232: Twelfth line from bottom, Phebe Brown lacked four days

of entering her one hundredth year.

Pages 232 and 233: Read Norris for Morris.

Page 233: Footnote, read Banker for Ranker.

Page 114

Page 134

Page 138

Page 138

Page 141

Page 145

yard-

Page 146:

Page 147:

Page 150:

Page 159:

on 9th

Page 165

hig

Page 178

Page 195

Page 211
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Page 243: Tenth line from bottom, estimate of the county's popula-

tion here given is too high, as the census for 1890 shows less.

Page 243: Third line from bottom, read Athan for Ethan.

Page 247: Fifteenth line from top, read first Cowen school-house for

second.

Page 263: At Eliza's death Dr. Weter (our family physician) was
present; Aunt Jane and Uncle George came soon after she died.

Page 263: Twelfth line from top, for Eliza Waid read Eliza C. Waid.

Page 323: Read S. B. Dick for S. P. Dick.

Page 324: Read Beaver for Brewer.

Page 324: December 11, 1889, copy of Souvenir was given Rev. James
3Iarvin, D. D., pastor of the M. E. Church at Lawrence, Kas.

Page 339: Eighth line from top, read 1850 for 1750.

Page 346: Read ye shall lice for she shall live.

Page 352: Mr. and Mrs. Oldham visited at our home in 1879, on which
occasion Mrs. Oldham sang, in the Indian language, one of our

beautiful hymns, and then repeated the same in our own lan-

guage, which pleased and interested me much, as well as friends

assembled.

Page 3^2: The " old brother class leader," referred to by Mr. Oldham,
is Nicholas R. Stull.





INTRODUCTORY THOUGHTS,

"The pen is the tongue of the mind."

Cervantes.

I
AM glad I was asked to subscribe for the " History

of Crawford County," in the spring of 1884. In my
sketcJi therein published reference is made to the 100-

acre meadow on which years of labor and thought have

been expended, in order to make it what it now is—

a

beautiful and productive field.

In manhood's early days, in my father's family, I

began work, and I take pleasure in saying it has been

continued ever since, which is proof of my enjoyment,

and the invitation by Mr. Harry F. Bancker (one of the

agents of Messrs. Warner, Beers & Co., the publishers),

to subscribe for the history of our county was but an

introduction to my first Souvenir.

The sketch first appeared in the History in 1885, then

in an enlarged form in my Souvenir of 1886, and I have

already intimated my desire to meet the wants of my
kindred and friends and the vouth of our land.

"Who does the best his circumstances allow,

Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more."

Young.

Inasmuch as the labor and thought given to that field

has been amply rewarded by a kind Providence, still may
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I ask His guidance iu this undertaking that it may prove

a blessing to humanity. What have you or I, kind

reader, in our possession, that we have not at some time or

other received ? Who is the giver of all things ? I ask

myself, in what better way can I accomplish the good I

desire than by writing down my thoughts as they come to

me, and publishing them ?

" Live by labor, love your neighbor,

Would you prosper, that's the -way."

I consider the hours of thought and days of labor,

together with the money expended in book-making, not

lost. It is written

—

according fo your faith he it unto

you; again

—

all things are possible to him that helievetli.

It is a well-known fact that I LOVE LABOK. This

new enterprise opens a field in which I engage in work

with pleasure, so far as I am able, and not until one

thousand copies of the Souvenir are distributed FREE,
at my own expense, do I want a single one sold. Faith

and works are like twin sisters—both favor charity. I

love all three

—

faith, hope and charity—and on this

line my love goes out to my kindred and friends, and

to all mankind. I do not desire to be robbed of this

pleasure—a free distribution of the Souvenir. I hope

that if the book is worthy of a wider circulation, there

will be a way provided. I know I have been already well

repaid for what little I have done toward circulating the

book, and the many testimonials and letters,* as well as

thanks, received by me, prove beyond a doubt I have the

confidence of my friends. Again I thank them for their

appreciation of my efforts to DO GOOD.
" Happy were men if they but understood

There is no safety but in doing good."

Yet I have a greater consolation, proceeding from a

Copies of many of these will be found in the Appendix to this book.
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pure motive to advance the cause of Christianity accord-

ing to my ability, showing what the Redeemer has done

for one of the least of His followers.

" What wonderful things in the Bible I see,

And this is the greatest

—

Jesus loves me."

I was once asked what I considered worth more to me
than my friends: not gold, nor silver, nor houses, nor

lands—but God's promise. This is something upon

which we can lean when tempests rage and billows roll

—

it comforts the soul, and this leads me into some pleas-

ant retrospects, some of which may interest the reader.

FAMILY REMINISCENCES.

" Thought in the mind may come forth gold or dross;

When coin'd in words we know its real worth."

Young

I recall a contract that I entered into many years ago,

and the recent fulfillment of which has given me much
pleasure. Here is a copy of the agreement:

May 13th, 1871.—George N. Waid has given me sixty dollars (|60)

to keep for his son Ira until he become of age, unless the money be
sooner wanted by his parents; in which case I will pay the amount
with interest. The money is a deed of gift from Ira C. Waid to his

namesake and grandson.
F. C. Waid.

A few days before my father's death he called my
brother and myself to him, and gave George $60 for his

son, saying that it was to be kept until the little boy was

of age. George asked that I might be allowed to hold

the money, and, accordingly, it Avas given into my hands,

and my father repeated his wish regarding its disposal.

On the 2nd of December, 1888, little Ira came of age,

and I, in behalf of my father's memory, saw the contract

fulfilled, principal and interest.
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I wish to say that the carrying out of oue''s parents'

wishes is a duty performed with the keenest pleasure,

and gives rise to a happiness of the better sort. I must

not close the account of this little incident without say-

ing that if it gives us such joy to carry out the wishes of

our earthly parents, how much happier will we be made

by rendering strict obedience to our Father in Heaven.

Think, O youth, of your duty to the Parent of all good.

The following incident I relate to show to what extent

children will at times imitate their parents:

"As the twig is bent the tree's inclined."

The Bible says: As your fathers did, so do ye, and I

have carried out this injunction in one important matter

at least, as will be seen by a perusal of the following

example of the truth contained in the first sentence. I

was looking over an old account book recently, and found

entered above my name this statement:

September 20th, 1865.—I liave this day rented father's farm for

five years, having the right to discontinue at the end of any one of the

intervening years, in case I am not satisfied. Father has also the right

to bring the agreement to an end in the same wa}', in case he be unsat-

isfied with my methods. The terms are that I am to have one-half the

produce of the farm, excepting that of the garden and orchard. One-

half of the barn and stabling room is to be mine, as is also the use of

the farming implements. Father is to work when he pleases.

On November 22, 1887, after a lapse of more than

twenty-two years, I find that I am under a like agreement

with each of my children; I rent each one who is mar-

ried* a farm upon the same plan, with nothing further

than a verbal agreement between us. Several years ago

one of my sons asked me if we had not better have a Avrit-

ten contract. My reply was to the effect that my father

and I managed nicely with our words for our bonds, and

I thought that there could be no trouble in the present

* They are now, November 20, 1889, all married, aud rent the same.— F. C. Waid.
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instance; and to this day we are under the same agree-

ment.

Many a visit in childhood and youth, accompanied by

my twin brother, have I made to the old homestead of

my grandfather, Robert Morehead, Sr., now owned by his

son, Robert Morehead, Jr., in Vernon Township, about

four miles west of Meadville, on State Road. And I also

remember with pleasure our visits to "Uncle" James

Fergerson and family. Sometimes in May or June,

when the fishing season was in its glory, as we boys used

to view things, we would be there and make two of a

party, occasionally going to Conneaut Lake for a day's

fishing. And I confess the length of our stay with our

relatives depended pretty much on our " luck," as we

called it, in our piscatorial ventures. At same time, as I

remember, if our catch of fish was not very large, our

uncles or cousins would generously fill our "strings"

with what they may have taken. In such manner passed

many a happy hour.

In this connection I would say that some of my rela-

tives living west of Meadville, like my uncle, George

Roudebush, of Blooming Valley, were noted fishermen, a

compliment they have long merited. Memory loves to

linger as it reviews the pleasant scenes of our younger

days, and there is much pleasure in living our lives twice

over, if rightly passed, and forty years have gone over

my head since first I began to sip the sweets of real life.

SUGAR MAKING.

Many a happy day have I spent in the Arcadian pur-

suit of maple-sugar making, of all farm work probably

the sweetest. It has been said that labor is sweet, but

in this case it may be said that the product of the labor
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is far sweeter. The honey bee alone can compete with

the sugar tree in our clime, as a saccharine producer.

For myself, I like the work connected with the sugar

camp, and as I had experience when a youth, I have done

some "tapping and boiling" each spring. This year

(1888) I am carrying on the work alone, as it is not

so extensive as in former days. At one time there were

several camps on the farm of Ira C Waid, but at present

there are but two—one on the old homestead farm, which

Avas willed to R. L. Waid, but is now occupied by N. P.

Waid, and the other the one which I myself work. The

N. P. Waid Farm consists now of sixty-four acres, nine

acres having recently been added by purchase, in order

to gain easier access to the public road. The bush upon

this farm is in operation, and as Mr. Waid has all the

modern improvements, including a Hescock iron arch

evaporator, it is successful. Here is a tank holding about

four barrels into which to draw the sap, storage capacity

for thirty barrels, and about 300 sap pails. It is suffi-

ciently shar]^ work when you are boiling away two and

one-half barrels of sap each hour, and this amount of

consumption will keep those around the boilers busy. On
an average thirty gallons of sap will produce one gallon

of syrup. The variation depends on the trees from which

the sugar water is drawn—a dark colored maple running

a better producing quality of sap than any other, v,diile

a soft maple is considered the poorest producer of any of

this family of trees. We call it a good sugar season when

we obtain one-half as many gallons of syrup as we

have trees; although it is not uncommon for a person

having but few trees, by taking especial care and avoid-

ing waste, to average one gallon for each maple. My
friends, George Floyd and Mrs. Laban Smith, make such

a report concerning their sugar bushes. The care of
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tools and machinery forms an important factor in success

as a sugar maker, as it is in every work. One must learn

to save, that is half the battle in a struggle for success.

In this connection I wish to say that many years ago,

before my twin brother died, he and I worked in the

bush on the farm, and my father bought fifty new cooper-

made sap cans to take the place of the old troughs formerly

in use. Those cans are nearly all in use to-day. Care has

done this for the old sap cans, and will do much in every

direction in life.

STEAM THEESHEE.

While on the subject of farm life T would like to say

a few words on the subject of improvements which have

been made Avithin the past three decades in agricultural

implements generally, threshing machines in particular.

As years roll by I am reminded not only of the muta-

bility of all things mundane, but also of the reforms and

improvements ever going on in mechanical appliances,

particularly in the implements of the farm. I cannot

help, from time to time, contrasting the early days of my
life with the present. More than thirty years ago ( about

1855), when my brother Lyman and I used to thresh

with a two or three horse-power machine, and leave the

grain in the chaff, we thought we were doing a good bus-

iness to thresh on an average from 150 to 200 bushels per

day. In 1887 my two eldest sons, Frank and Guinnip,

operated a steam thresher with an eight-horse-power

engine manufactured for Waid & Bro., at Mansfield,

Ohio, by Aultman & Taylor, and which they claim will

thresh 1,000 bushels per day. No thresher except a sep-

arator is used here nowadays.

Michael Roudebush and Ira C. Waid bought of Ezra
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Cooper August 17, 1847, a two-horse-power machine, and

on the following day my brother, Lyman, and David

Pitcher (Ithink), threshed seventy-three bushels of wheat

for Mr. Eay, who lived in Meadville. We threshed in

those days for several parties in Meadville, among them

being John Reynolds and Squire Arthur Cullon, and

soon after the fall of 1847 I followed the business along

with my brother.

The above-mentioned machine, which was second-hand

at the time of purchase, was bought for 355, and Ava&

owned by the above-named parties till 1850. At that

time our lay for threshing was six of wheat on a hundred,

ten of oats. The steam thresher we now have is new, and

much in advance of the Cooper machine of forty years

ago, while it does four or five times the amount of thresh-

ing in a day, besides cleaning the grain. This steam

separator costs about $1,400, and threshes for five bushels,

on a hundred wheat or oats.

Our boys did their first regular threshing with their

new steam thresher for Lewis Slocum, Guinnip's father-

in-law, and on August 22, 1887, they threshed for our

near neighbor, Gaylord Smith, 746 bushels of oats—402

in the forenoon and 344 in the afternoon—finishing by

about 4 P. M. I am of the opinion that under favorable

circumstances they could thresh from 800 to 1,000 bush-

els per day.* Fred and I helped Mr. Smith thresh, so I

had the pleasure of working with all my boys. I may
add that they have frequently threshed one hundred

bushels of oats in less than an hour, and in the fall of

1887 they threshed 27,000 bushels; in 1888, 42,000 bush-

els, and in 1889, 35,000 bushels.

The enterprise of the boys pleases me more than the

improvements in machinery, yet I acknowledge I am sat-

*0n August 17, 1888, they threshed 1,026 bushels for Mr. Smith.
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isfied with both. It takes uot only works but also faith to

bear ns down the stream o£ Time, to see where our chil-

dren take up the active duties of life to our satisfaction.

I rejoice there is such a thing as patience; it is a crown-
ing virtue. I waiied paiienihj for the Lord, and he heard
me. After we have done all we can, how good it is to

commit our ivays unio ihe Lord, trust also in Him, and, He
ivill hring it to pass.

A MONAECH OF THE FOREST.

In the spring of 1847 James Wygant bought of my
uncle, A, G. Waid, the house and lot in Blooming Valley,

where his widow now lives. My acquaintance with Mr.

Wygant dates back a little over forty years. My uncle,

A. G. Waid, moved, in the spring of 1847, to Dexter,

Mich., where he is still living. I received a letter from

him, dated May 4, 1887 ; his wife died May 19, 1884.

The rise of ground, where my uncle at that tim&

lived, was known as Tar Hill (in those days tar was

manufactured here in a limited way), and I am informed

a tavern was kept here, or near by, in an early day, by
one Seth Nicholas. In those times a good part of what

is now the borough of Blooming Valley was a pine forest.

On the Jeremiah Smith Farm, which now constitutes the

principal part of the borough, there was much pine ; also

on the farms of John Dickson and William Morehead.

It is said, on very good authority, that there was a pine

tree on Michael Coy's land which cut 144 feet, making

twelve logs, each measuring twelve feet in length.

Near the north end of our 100-acre lot is a pine stump,

the remains of a magnificent tree, one beautiful and

attractive in its appearance, towering, as it did, far above



18

all its companions in the forest. It was surrounded by

beech and maple trees but little over half its height. At

the foot of that grand old pine, whose majestic form and

wide-spreading branches are indelibly photographed on

my memory, my twin brother and I have often stood in

silent admiration of its beauty. All around the scene

was one of incomparable sublimity, and our beloved ever-

green pine stood in the midst without a paragon. He
was King of the Forest, planted there by Nature's own

hand, and protected by Nature's own God, till the ruth-

less hand of man felled it to the earth. This large, ma-

jestic pine cut many thousand feet of lumber used in

building Ira C. Waid's house, where Guinnip P. Waid

now lives.

MEADYILLE.

In my writings I often have occasion to speak of the

town of Meadville, and I do so cheerfully and with a feel-

ing akin to love, for from my childhood I have cherished

a fondness for that place, as well as the county. Well,

Meadville has been a good friend to us farmers here-

abouts, who have found in it a home market for nearly all

our products, year in and year out.

Farmers who live near a good market should show

their appreciation of it, not only by attending it, but by

benefiting it in every way possible. I say from my
childhood I have had a love for Meadville, for in those

artless days my twin brother and I used to visit our

cousins, children of Uncle Joseph Finney, and other

relatives; and many a Sunday-school celebration in the

town did we attend in those happy days. I remember

the place most noted for these celebrations was Mr.

Huidekoper's park, in front of his residence, on Water
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Street, where the animal gatherings of Sunday-schools

were wont to meet on the Fourth of July each year. It

was as easy for me to love Meadville, tlien, as for a

school-boy to ride down hill.

In after years I coupled business with pleasure; and

now mayhap the reader will ask Avherein lies pleasure

in farm life. I will tell him. It is business to raise

the products of the farm and put them in the market; it

is pleasure to receive compensation for them. In my
opinion few farmers of my age, if any, have marketed

more of their own farm produce in Meadville than I have;

hence is apparent the great number of times I have vis-

ited the place. Another reason why I love Meadville is

the fact that it was there I earned the first dollar I could

ever call my own; and I question whether I have had a

dollar since of which I felt as proud. This ever-to-be-re-

membered dollar was earned when a child selling, along

with my twin brother, wild strawberries by the quart, at a

low price. That little trade of mine increased until I can

report without boasting a hay crop of about two hundred

tons in the centennial year, besides grain and other pro-

ducts, all sold in Meadville.

"To have seen much, and to have nothing, is to have

rich eyes and poor hands."

SCHOOL RECORD OF BLOOMING VALLEY, 1851-52.

Nearly thirty-eight years ago, in the winter of 1851-

52, I was teaching the first school in Blooming Valley,

only a mile from my home, and on the same farm where

I have ever since lived. At the close of the term I was

presented with the school record, in the shape of a neat and

carefully got up document containing the names of thirty-
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nine boys and twenty-nine girls, being sixty-eight scholars

out of a general attendance of over fifty. On the upper

right-liand corner of this document is a drawing of the

school-house, and on the upper left-band corner is a rep-

resentation of the flag of our Union. Over the list of

names of tbe scholars, which is printed at the end of this

article, is the following inscription :
" Presented, by W.

W. Thompson, a record of Blooming Valley School,

Francis C. Waid, Teacher, 1852."

In the period of time since my dear old scholars used

to meet me day by day, death has not been idle. His

scythe has removed a good many whose names and dates

of death I have, to the best of my knoAvledge, added to

the record ; and in this portion of the work I am in-

debted in a great measure to the assistance of my cousin,

Mr. Ralph Roudebush, for which I thank him. Most of

these who have died sleep in Blooming Valley Cemetery,

and many of the funerals I have attended.

To-day I honor the memory of the departed ones be-

cause 1 loved them, and I respect those living because

we yet live to smile on and help each other. A few of

the names of my scholars do not appear on the record, for

the reason that their attendance at school was not regu-

lar, and as their parents moved away they were forgotten.

As a teacher I tried to do my duty to the best of my
ability, but how well I may have succeeded I do not yet

know. I do know this, however, I loved my scholars, the

entire school, the parents and my occupation. " Friend-

ship and success" was my motto. In looking over this

old record I am reminded of the happy days and pleasant

faces that are gone as a dream, some faces never more to

be seen on earth. And I am here reminded that on June

5, 1889, I received a letter from my cousin, Henrietta

Sturgis, of Centreville, Crawford County, bringing the sad
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intelligence of the death, of cancer, at Titusville, Penn.,

on May 30, 1889, of Ruth Ann Smith (maiden name),

and of her interment in Blooming Valley Cemetery. I

had visited her on the 12th of last January, while on my
way to Warren County, Penn., and found her very ill then.

That winter of 1851-52 was one of the most pleasant

and useful periods of my life. Many friendships were

formed that never have been broken, save by the hand of

death. The old school-house is still standing near the

Advent Church, where it was erected, and is at present

used as a dwelling. I have said my days of school teach-

ing were to me both pleasant and profitable, profitable

because of their usefulness. However much or however

little the scholars may have learned, I added something

new to my knowledge every day, and at the close of the

school I was wiser than at the commencement.

NAMES AND DATES OP BIRTH OF THE THIRTY-NINE BOYS.

Edwin Kobbins, March 6, 1831.

Jackson Shouts, July 10, 1831.

David Smith, Jan. 20, 1831.

James Thompson, Dec. 35, 1834.

William Waid, Oct. 2, 1835.

Dewitt HaiToun, Dec. 19, 1832.

Ebenezer Harroun, June 2, 1837.

Eddy Harroun, March 6, 1841.

Alphes David, Dec. 19, 1846.

Leroy Knapp, 1842. [?]

George Fleek, Jan. 27, 1837.

Jacob Coy, Jan. 25, 1837.

Clinton lioudebush. Mar. 2, 1842.

Porter Fleek, Feb. 28, 1842.

Jackson Fleek, Feb. 28, 1842.

Oscar Roudebush, April 15, 1843.

Joseph Heard, March 7, 1842.

Vanburen Smith, June 1, 1840.

Truman Hayes, July 24, 1842.

J. H. Culbertsou, April 2, 1840.

John Thompson, Aug. 12, 1842.

George Smith. April 1, 1842.

Stephen Morehead, Feb. 12, 1839.

Cornelius Gray, May 2, 1842.

Ralph Roudebush, Aug. 26, 1838.

Walter Thompson, Aug. 14, 1838.

Joseph Morehead, April 30, 1842.

Benton Roudebush, June 25, 1845.

Lorenzo Roudebush, Sept. 28, 1847.

Wellington Smith, May 7, 1842.

Leonard Hays, July 21, 1843.

Nelson Gray, July 3, 1844

Walker Coy, May 10, 1847.

William Purse, June 30, 1840.

Vanburen Purse, July 25, 1837.

Morris Roudebush, May 20, 1848.

Thomas Shouts, Sept. 24, 1836.

Zacariah Dickson, June 10, 1832.

Sylvester Smith, Feb. 8, 1836.
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NAMES AND DATES OF BIRTH OF THE TWENTY NINE GIRLS.

Grace Thompson, Jan. 30, 1833. Harriet Dickson, Sept. 13. 1837.

Catherine Evans, Mar. 20, 1836, Mary E. Gray, May 20, 1840.

Eliza Ann Culberlson, Apr.20,1836. Lovantia Gray, Feb. 29, 1842.

Lovinia Purse, Oct. 9, 1835. Mary Robbins, Jan. 6, 1840.

Lucy Robbins, Oct. 17, 1835. Elizabeth Heard, May 29, 1837.

Lucia Robbins, Oct. 17, 1835. Orra Roudebush, Feb. 27, 1847.

Ruth A. Smith, Dec. 25, 1834. Nancy Fleek, Oct. 17, 1840.

Mariah Robbins, Jau. 2, 1844. Emma Roudebush, Feb. 1, 1846.

Hannah Purse, May 12, 1840. Delia Hays, Sept. 5, 1847.

Temperance Morehead, Jan.29,'41, Treesey Cox, July 10, 1841,

Sarah Morehead, Oct. 30, 1843. Mary Smith, April 1, 1838.

Elizabeth Morehead, Aug. 27, 1845. Angeline Smith, 1844.

Annette Roudebush, June 27, 1848. Ida Roudebush, Dec. 9, 1848.

Jane Fleek, May 16. 1836. Charlotte Knapp, Nov. 28, 1838.

Sarah Dickson, Sept. 13, 1833.

LIST OF DEATHS, WITH DATES, OF SCHOLARS.

Lovinia Purse, June 25, 1855. Nancy Fleek, Nov. 12, 1872.

Mary Robbins, May 11, 1857. Harriet Dickson. Oct. 22, 1873.

Lucy Robbins, Aug. 25, 1857. Jane Fleek, Feb. 19, 1874.

Eliza A. Culbertsou, July 11, 1858. Jackson Fleek, May 13, 1867.

Vanburen Purse, July 23, 1862. George Fleek, Jan. 22, 1879.

Oscar Roudebush, Mar. 29, 1868. Charlotte Knapp, April 5, 1884.

Mary E. Gray, Nov. 13, 1865. Jacob Coy, August, 1886.

Orra Roudebush, Mar. 26, 1864. Lovantia Gray, July 10, 1887.

Hannah Purse, April 29, 1871. William Waid died in Southern

Ruth A. Smith, May 30, 1889. prison, probably in 1864.

In addition to this interesting record, I was also

pleased to receive an "acrostic" written by one of my
scholars, Charlotte L. Knapp, then in her fourteenth

year. I here give it with some few slight emendations:

AN ACROSTIC.

Forget us not, forget us never;

Remember us till death shall sever,

And we'll remember thee;

No, you will ne'er forgotten be.

Celestial are sweet friendship's ties.

It lives in heaven beyond the skies.

Soon the time will come when we must part.

Cordial the love within each scholar's heart.
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Wilt ihoii consent onr teacher yet to be?

And still more faithful pupils you will see;

Indeed we will improve as fast again,

Desirous that you'll teach us, if you can.

The year of eighteen fifty-two

Is a cherished one in memory's view;

Oft regrets will come that it is past,

'Tis sad such pleasure cannot last.

Charlotte L. Knapp.
Blooming Valley, February, 1852.
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ADVICE TO YOUNG MEN.

"In the morning when thou risest.let this thought be present—I am
rising to the worlc of a liumau being."

M. AURELICJS.

To say I do not love the young men of our land, es-

pecially those of my acquaintance, would be to utter a

falsehood. Then, you may reasonably ask of me, what

am I willing to do to prove my friendship for the young

man, and my answer is that I am willing now not only to

give him, as best I can, my own little experience in life

(having lived nearly fifty-four years), but to gather what

knowledge I can from other sources, and so present the

same in this book, hoping it will be acceptable and prove

useful.

Many young men who may read these words are ac-

quainted with the writer; but allow me to assure you,

my dear young man, whoever you may be, that Avhether

we are personally acquainted or not, I feel interested in

your welfare and happiness, both here and hereafter, or

I would, not engage in the present undertaking. Money
is not my object; in proof whereof I intend this vol-

ume to come into the hands of its future possessor free,

"without money and without price." But I have an oh-

ject in employing my means and time in this way, and

that object is to benefit the reader and do him good.

I am aware that many young men fail at the com-

mencement of business to keep any book account, trusting

to their memory the comparatively few business trans-
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actions tliey may have at first. Thus they form a habit

or custom iu getting along, which, as business increases,

proves very injurious to them. My advice to every young
man is to keep a correct account of his daily transactions,

and, in the words of Chesterfield, to "lay down a method

for everything, and stick to it inviolably." Many a one

has been wronged out of his dues because of trusting

to his memory instead of keeping a regular account, as he

should have done.

Here I will jot down a few of the old maxims of life,

in the observance of which I have profited so well, and I

believe the young man who reads them and treasures

them up will be no less benefited. In my youth and

early manhood I carried with me a copy of these maxims,

most of which I had clipped from a newspaper, so that I

might read and ponder over them at my leisure:

Earn money before you spend it.

Never borrow if you can possibly avoid if.

Keep good company or none.

Never be idle.

Always speak the truth.

Make fete promises.

Live up to your engagements.

Your character cannot be essenticdly injured except

by YOUE OWN ACTS.

If anyone specdcs evil of you, let your life be so thcd

no one ivill believe him.

Save when you are young to spend ivhen you are old.

Money saved is better than money earned, because

it can be saved in less time than you can earn it.

Do not forget to profit by your own experience.

Never specdc evil of anyone.

Be just before you are generous.

Good character is above cdl things else.
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When you retire to bed think over what you have been

doing during the day.

When you speak to a person look him in the face.

Ever live [misfortune excepted) tvithin your income.

Drink no iritoxicating liquors.

Do not fail to read the best book

—

the Bible, which

contains the most valuable knowledge in the entire cata-

logue of books, and if you would be refreshed each day

of your life with some good thought, recall some passage

you may have learned from the "Book of Books." Poverty

and shame shall be to him that refuseih instruction; bid he

that regardeth reproof shall be honored (Prov. xiii:18).

" A young man idle is an old man needy." I do not ad-

vise the young man to become a miser, by saving, nor a

spendthrift by extravagance. Seneca says: " It is one

thing to know how to give, and another thing 7iot to know

how to keep," and all acts of generosity or benevolence

should be governed by the moral laid down by Thomas a

Kempis—" Man considereth the deeds, but God weigheth

the intentions.'''' If you arrive at the cross-roads (figura-

tively speaking) stop and think before you farther go.

There is one right ivay, but here you find two wrong ways.

Do not choose either of them ; turn not to the right nor to

the left, the straight path is duty and leads to honor.

Kemember that not what we earn but what we save

will help us in the future. Thrift is the fuel of magnifi-

cence. Years ago some one speaking of the writer in-

quired, " How does he get along so well? I can't see for

my part; I know he doesn't earn any more than I do or

anyone else." The reply came: " You seldom go to the

bank except to borrow money, and they say he goes there

regularly every week to deposit part of what he has

earned or taken in during that period," Well, in truth, I

did save part of what I earned, and to my wife is due a

great share of the credit.
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The following colloquy between some ladies, my wife

being one of them, I happened to partly overhear one

day on coming in from labor. They were comparing my
twin brother with myself as regarded our respective dis-

positions in the matter of generosity. Said one of the

ladies [who had been a school-mate of mine], "Frank

[as my tAvin brother Avas usually called] was always very

liberal with his apples, or whatever he had, at school; he

would give away the last he had;" and to this my wife

added: "Yes, and you could not say that of his mate."

To this I replied, as I entered the apartment: "I admit

Frank gave more apples and candy to the school girls

than I did; but I have had time to improve my generosity

since then, and now I have the pleasure of presenting

some of these girls with a copy of my Souvenie. Strange

to say, some of my old school-mates are still single, but

I intend to treat all who are yet living as generously as

my brother did."

" Life is before you, from the fated road

You cannot turn, then take you up the load,

Not yours to tread or leave th' unknown way,

You must go o'er it, meet you what you may.

Gird up your souls within you to the deed.

Angels and fellow-spirits bid you speed."
Butler.

Eeader, if you have access to the book entitled "The
Koyal Path of Life," from which above lines are taken,

I entreat you to read it. If you have not the work, and

wish to have a good book, get it; the perusal of it will

fill your soul with happiness. A certain writer has said,

"We are known by the company we keep," while another

avers that " we are known by the books we read." De-

pend upon it, whatever we do bears some relationship to

our character. It is like a finger-board pointing out the

path in wliich our future lies, and Avhen we arrive at our
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destination we are commended or condemned according to

our deeds.

"Labor conquers all things."

"AVe want not time, but diligence, for great perform-

ances," says Dr. Johnson, and if half our lives is spent in

idleness, you know what the world will call us. A good

recommendation for a young man is to have it said of him

that he is industrious, and is careful of his earnings.

He who saves to-day is a day better off than he who puts

it off till to-morrow. It is in the plastic youth that

habits, good, bad or indifferent, are formed; and let no

one think he can conquer the first impressions of his

youth, and in youth there should be no such word as fnil.

Bulwer Lytton puts the following in the mouth of Riche-

lieu: "In the lexicon of youth, which Fate reserves for

a bright manhood, there is no such word as 'fail.'"

When we look around us to find out who the success-

ful men in the community are, do we not discover they

are those who do, not those who say and do not? Mark

Twain humorously illustrates this: "The hen," says he,

"displays true wisdom—she never cackles until after she

has laid." Many a young man talks, but fails to per-

form. What is the use of theory without practice?

"If little labor, little are our gains;

Man's fortunes are according to his pains."

Heruick.

On December 24, 1886, while in Meadville on busi-

ness, and after settling with Mr. S. Merrill, the hay

merchant, who is known as the " farmer's friend," he

paid my boys a pleasing compliment. I remarked to him

that Fred had brought a load of apples to market that

day, and that Frank and Guinnip had gone with their
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teams to Warreu County, Peini., to haul logs to a mill

which they were helping to stock.* "You have three

boys," remarked Mr. Merrill, as he handed me a check

for nearly $250, " You have three boys, of whom you

need not be ashamed. I am acquainted with them, and

I don't know where you will find any better boys." I

do not mention this with the opinion that my sons are

better or more deserving of praise than other boys, but to

show the estimation people have of them for right doing,

and to prove that if we deserve credit assuredly we shall

get it, and may our rule of life be such as we may all

merit it. "Let another's and not thine own lips praise

thee."

Young man, ask those whom you consider well ofP,

as this world goes, how they began life, and nine-tenths

Avill claim that they commenced at the foot of the ladder

;

that they earned the first dollar by hard labor—yes, and

took care of it when it came into their hands, and in the

same way they earned ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred. And
what others have done before, why not you? Of course

you can, by industry and prudence in the management of

what you earn. Try it—Be 7iot discouraged. Remember
the Lord is good to all, and you are no exception. His

tender mercies are over all His works, and right doing

will bring its reward. " God helps those who help them-

selves." He has given us the trees, men build the houses

and ships ; He made the earth, men raise their living by

cultivating it.

Young man, allow me to give you the benefit of what

little I know. I wish to offer not only words of encour-

agement, but also those of truth, and to call your atten-

tion to the doings of my youth, for I doubt not many

*\Vritten since their return. The boys s-pent the winter chiefly in MiiKean

County, working for George Paish.
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a farmer's sou, as well as others, will read these lines.

I was not only the youngest child in my father's family,

but, in my own opinion, as well as in that of my friends,

the most delicate, feeble and sickly, and in general terms

the least inclined to farm life of any member of the

family, so much so, indeed, that it was frequently said I

would never make a farmer; my physical disability, as

well as mental, seemed to militate against me in choosing

my occupation, but "Where there's a will there's away,"

and I feel grateful for the little success which has fol-

lowed my daily efforts in farm life ; and I must say I have

enjoyed it. In the words of Bacon: "They are happy

men whose natures sort with their vocations;" and

somewhere in the Avritings of Shakespeare we read these

words of truth

:

" To business that we love we rise betimes,

And go to with delight."

Of my choice of life's work I am proud, and as a

farmer I read with unalloyed pleasure the saying of Jon-

athan Swift: "and he gave it as his opinion that whoever

could make two ears of corn, or two blades of grass, to

grow upon the spot where one had grown before, would

deserve better of mankind, and render more essential ser-

vice to his country than the whole race of politicians put

together."

In this Avorld our ears catch the sound of the three

best Avords in the English language—MOTHER, HOME
and HEAVEN. Well do I know what it is to have a

mother; and that mother did much toward making a

home. I ask, should a young man do less in trying in

the morning of life to lay the foundation toward securing

a good home? The best sisters INDUSTRY has are

ECONOMY and PRUDENCE ; the latter will aid you in
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builuiug your home after the other two have provided the

material. He who does not value a home may spend all

his life without ever owning one, and never realize the

solid comfort derived by a family possessing a good home

of their own. Permit me to quote a single sentence from

Col. C. Charlton's letter to illilstrate what must be done

if success is to be courted: "You battled with poverty

and untoward circumstances, and you triumphed over all

obstacles." This remark by Col. Charlton brings to my
recollection something a venerable man, still living, said

of me years ago: "He not only hopes for success, but

forces it by diligent labor and prudence."

Young man, if life is a battle, do not give up the field

to the enemy. Remember, others have Avon the victory, so

can you. As I have already intimated, when I began the

struggle to secure a home, I was like a disabled soldier.

Many obstacles towered up mountain high before me. In

the opinion of some of my friends my early marriage was

a hindrance to success, financially. My frail constitution

and infirm health generally Avas a barrier in my Avay,

especially so were I to folloAv farming; then my dullness

of apprehension, in choosing an occupation I was but ill-

fitted for, was another reason advanced why I should fail.

Many more reasons could I give, but I will forbear. Yet

it seems that in my "lexicon of youth" there was no such

word as fail. The ship was not only bliilt, but launched

and finished, ready for her trial trip, and four years'

service as a common laborer seemed to satisfy, the

lookers-on that I was now able to begin farming on my
own account, or (to follow up my figure of speech) put to

sea in charge as captain of the ship. Do you care to

know hoAv I felt as I looked out on life's open sea, hoping

at least for a part of Avhat was before me? I hope I will

not be charged Avitli excess of language Avhen I say I felt
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within me that same venturesome spirit and true courage

that inspired the founders of our Government to write the

Declaration of Independence; and it only remained for

me to be as loyal to God, my country and my fellow- citi-

zens, to which I can add that any failures of my life can

be attributed to a lack of compliance with this loyalty.

I love the thoughts of good men. I received a letter

not long since from my friend, Hon. G. B. Delamater,

once my school teacher, in which he says: "You have

been a laborer. You did not use up all the products of

your labor in useless or worse than useless expenditures.

The surplus products of your labor became capital or ac-

cumulated labor." How true! And yet, how few young

men, comparatively speaking, profit by the proper man-

agement of their surplus money or capital.

Being in Meadville on January 8, 1887, I found my-

self near the old academy which I used to attend, with a

few books under my arm, some students being in ad-

vance of me, also carrying books. Presently I met an

old acquaintance. Horatio Wright by name, who asked

me if I were "still going to school." "Yes," I replied,

meaning that all of life is a school; and when the term

closes I want to go home, where " we have friends over

there, over there." Even this little episode brought up

recollections of the past, and joy came with it. The books

I carried were three copies of my Souvenir, and perhaps

I unintentionally felt a little proud. One of the books

had been sought or requested of me for the City Library

by my friend Col. S. B. Dick, who said that if I did not

wish to present it, he would. The other two copies were

—one for a prominent business man of Meadville, the

other for my old friend O. G. Chase, of Jamestown, N. Y.,

who was also my father's friend and acquaintance in youth.
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"I hold the world but as the world,

A stage where every man must play his part."

Shakespeare.

These thoughts are but the simple record of a life's

daily occurrences; and it is well for us to consider how

the whole journey of life is made up, in order that we

may make the best use of it. We have only to reflect as

to how time is measured—by the second, minute, hour,

day, week, month and year. As " the pennies make the

dimes, and the dimes make the dollars," so the hours

make the day, and the days make the year, and the num-

ber of years that make up a life-time is easily told. The

longest life is but a parcel of moments. The days of our

years are threescore years and ten; and if by reason of

strength they he fourscore years, yet is their strength la-

bor and sorrow; for it is soon cut off, and tee fly auay

(Psalm xc: 10.). Young man, keep in view what life is,

what it was given for, and to whom we are accountable

for how it is spent. Ask yourself, how should I live to

insure the greatest blessing here and eternal happiness

hereafter ?

In view of the fact that the experience of other people

has been a lesson to me, and that I have profited by their

example, I wish here to call the attention of not alone young

men, but of all who may read tliis volume to the grandest

period of my life, when I found a change, a being born

again, becoming a new creature ; the choosing of the bet-

ter way; the coming to God through faith in His Son,

and the obtaining of grace to cover all my sins. Had it

not been for this change, how sad indeed would my life

have been! Darkness would have covered it as the waters

cover the mighty deep. Think you I could ever forget

such a turning point in my life? And then to have a ray

of that glorious light continued not only through my
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joutli and early manhood, but to the present time. Mar-

vel not, therefore, that I sit down with joy in my heart this

night to place on record what I have written.

Holidays bring pleasure, and we look forward to them

with pleasant anticipations, not being likely to overlook

them. Year by year our birthdays come round, and

who does not honor them ? So with gratitude and humility

I celebrate the anniversaries of my return to the Giver of

Life. I have now almost reached the thirty-ninth mile-

stone on the highway of my journey as a Christian, my
conversion having taken place January 10, 1851. I

rejoice that my heart is willing to respond with love and

gratitude to the great Author of my being for the innum-

erable blessings, both temporal and spiritual, with which

he has strewn my pathway.

Young man, before I leave you, I feel myself impelled

to ask, have you yet taken the most important step in

your life? Have you decided to become a Christian?

As a friend, one who loves you, I beseech you not to turn

a deaf ear to the invitation

—

Son, daughier, give me thy

heart, or in the counsel conveyed in Matthew vi : 33 : Bui

seek first the kingdom of Ood and His righteousness, and

all things shall be added unto you. There is nothing so

sweet as duty, and all the best pleasures of life come in

its line. It is only when we shun it that we feel miser-

able, for the path of duty is the safe road, and I can

furnish proof coming under my own experience, an act of

my past life in shunning duty and disobeying my father.

Were my life faultless I would not have this incident to

relate. It was in the summer of 1865, when we were

busily engaged in hauling in hay, myself loading and

•driving the team with wagon for the men to pitch onto,

and my father helping bunch and get the hay ready to

pitch. There was an appearance of rain, and we were all
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planning the best means to hasten the work forward, my
scheme being how I should drive to get the hay.

Now, my father, after taking a survey of matters, pre-

ferred that I should drive a different way from what I

intended. But no, being obstinate, disobedient and un-

dutiful, I chose my own way. It is now about a quarter

of a century ago, and yet I remember that act of disobed-

ience with remorse, and wish I had never committed it.

There was no pleasure in doing as I did, and it has

yielded none since, nor ever will. If this is the reward

of shunning duty, I trust my experience will be of a per-

manent nature
;
yet "out of evil comes good," and I bear

with me to the grave the reflection that, where to efface a

fault in the eyes of men it is necessary to repent for

years, with God a single tear suffices.

Not long since, while enjoying an evening with a

friend, I was asked how I seemed to get along so quietly

and smoothly with the world, as compared with many
other men. My reply was that I always tried to take a

lesson from whatever I might see or hear, and this gave

rise to the following colloquy, my friend being the ques-

tioner: {Q-) What do you learn ivhen you hear a pei'-

son speak ill of his neighbor? {A.) I learn to shun his

had example.— {Q-) What do you learn ivhen you see a

7nan frequent a saloon, or meet loith an accident? (^-j

I think of danger, and desire to shun it. And so on, the

general deduction mutually arrived at being that " faults

in the life breed errors in the brain," and that one of the

great lessons of this life is to do those things we ought

to do, and leave undone those we ought not to do. To
effect all this we must have wisdom, an attribute St.

James the Apostle tells us how to get: If any of you

lack wisdom., let him ask of God, that giveth to all men
liberally, and iiphraidetti not : and it shall be given him.



36

Also in the book of Job we are enlightened as to what

wisdom and understanding are: And imio man he sciid,

Behold, the fear of the Lord, that is wisdom; and to de-

part from evil is understanding.

Young man, can you tell me why we try to content

ourselves with the temporal blessings of this life, and

seek not after spiritual blessings which we the more

need ? Both are attainable. God does not want us to be

content with only bread to eat and clothing to wear; He
has far better gifts in store for us if we love and obey

Him. The ravens may lacJc and the young lions do suffer,

but iliey that seek the Lord shall not icant any good thing.

Is it not possible for a young man to do anything in the

morning of life that will bring peace and happiness here,

to say nothing of the life hereafter? Go, ask that aged

person in the decline of years, who sought early in life

the way of righteousness, and then the aged one who did

not seek the good way, how each feels in spirit, and com-

pare their answers.

I remember, in my boyhood days, being sent by my
father to spend several weeks with Caleb Perkins, father

of Lyman Perkins, latter of whom was not only a mer-

chant, but also a drover, and still later a lumberman.

Caleb Perkins then owned and lived on the farm, and

operated the saw-7iiill where ray brother, G. N., now
lives. The time I speak of was in the fall of the year,

and I recollect among other chores I had to do was corn

husking, apple gathering and attending to (I think) six

cows. Now Mrs. Perkins was somewhat deaf, and a duty

devolved on me which I would much rather have been

excused from if I could have had my way, and that was

to read to her during the day or evening, in a loud dis-

tinct tone of voice, from some book or newspaper, alter-

nately with her granddaughter, Maria. At first it was
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hard work for me, and what aggravated it to some extent

was the consciousness that Maria read better than I did;

and I wished at the time that she had all the reading to

do and I all the chores. But Mrs. Perkins knew what

was for my good, and I appreciate her memory for it.

And not to her alone am I indebted for interest taken in

my welfare, as witness the many instances I have re-

corded in this book.

"In silence and in stillness a religious soul advantageth herself

and learneth the mysteries of Holy Scripture."
Thomas A'Kempis.

The truth gathered from the pages of Holy Writ dur-

ing my whole life has been and yet is of inestimable

value to me. In that book are to be found words of en-

couragement in both prosperity or adversity, as the case

may be, just adapted to our case, if we treasure them in

our memory. Solomon says in Ecclesiastes vii: 14: In

the day of prosperity he joyful, hut in the day of ad-

versity consider. Begin sowing the seed of kindness

early in life. "Overcome evil with good" is a motto we

should not let slip our memory. When a school boy, I

think I read this sentence in a spelling book: "Acts of

kindness Avill be repaid." I mention this because I was

fortunate enough to invest a little at that time of my life

which has been yielding fruit for over thirty years. I refer

to my experience in teaching in a certain school district

many years ago, of which I have already made mention.

There was among the scholars quite a large family of

children, some of whom were very intelligent, and for

aught I knew in advance of their teacher in some of their

studies. It was, therefore, necessary for me to review

and prepare myself for recitations, which you may be sure

I did to best advantage. But this alone was not sufficient,
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for if I wished to gain and retain the love and esteem

of my pupils and their parents, my teaching would have

to be accompanied with kindness and charity, and these

I practiced to the best of my ability. In so doing I

learned much myself, and I think I can safely say that

the friendship toward me of both parents and children

continues to the present day. To paraphrase one of

Cicero's proverbs: "Men's deeds are like wines; age

sours the bad and betters the good." So in this alone I

find ample encouragement to continue my work by the

same rule. Patience and time will bring the rewards.

Any and every kind act I may do in my lifetime I want

to see transferred, so to speak, among my fellow creatures,

that all may derive some benefit therefrom. Acts of

kindness are like Christianity, of which Rowland Hill

says: "I would give nothing for the Christianity of a

man whose very dog and cat were not the better for his

religion."

"Each of us has a special call to duty," and the writer

of these words has said that as surely as disaster overtook

Jonah, so it will overtake every one who goes toward

Tarshish when God calls him to Nineveh. The path of
duty is safe. " Who," asks St. Paul, " can harm you if

you be followers of that which is good?" To any young
man who may ask me if it is a duty for him to use tobac-

co or liquor, or both, I would simply put the question

:

" Does either of these so-called luxuries do you any good

whatever, morally, physically or financially? Just exam-

ine the following statistical statement, which will give you

an idea of where the money of our country goes to. These
statistics, I believe, refer to last year (1888), and the fig-

ures, which are facts, are startling and humiliating, but

they are taken from the official records of the United

States

:
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Home and Foreign Missions S 5,500,000

Public Education 85,000,000

Sugar and Molasses 155,000,000

Boots and Shoes 196,000,000

Cotton Goods. 210,000,000

Sawed Lumber 233,000,000

Iron and Steel 290,000,000

Meat 303,000,000

Bread 505,000,000

Tobacco 600,000,000

Liquor 900,000,000

Advice is better than money. You cannot pay a dol-

lar where you owe it, and still have it in your possession,

but advice given you by a friend is as much to your profit

as if he had given you a dollar, and your friend still

retains the advice he gave you. I will illustrate by giv-

ing the reader the benefit of the advice conveyed to me
in a letter from Prof. A. B. Hyde, of Denver, Colo., a

copy of which letter will be found among others in the

appendix to this book.

I appreciate the advice contained in that letter, com-

ing as it does from one whose sermons and words of good

cheer have always brought encouragement to me. Our

noblest resolutions need to be renewed often and daily

put in practice. How wonderfully this "Silent Partner"

has helped me! I once heard a sermon on that subject

at the State Road Church, delivered by Prof. Hyde, and

it is doing me good yet. Then how I love to think of

"God who giveth the increase." I remember it is writ-

ten: WUhoid me ye can do nothing; yet when we enlist

on the Lord's side we can overcome and triumph in His

name. One of the great blessings of this life is to have

friends, and may we so live as to deserve each other's

friendship. I love the sentiment of this verse:

"A solemn murmur in the soul

Tells of the world to be,

As travelers hear the billows roll

Before they reach the sea."
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FRIENDSHIP.

" Rare as is true love, true friendship is rarer."

La Fontaine.

All friendship must have a beginning, and different

are the circumstances in life from which it has its origin.

I will cite one. On December 10, 1886, I received a let-

ter from Anna Tyler, of Norwood, Franklin County, Kas.,

whom I only saw once. Freeman Tyler and family I

regard as our friends, the acquaintance having been

formed November 18, 1880, as my brother G. N., G. W.
Cutshall and myself were traveling from Cedar Rapids,

Iowa, to Council Bluffs, same State, not only on the same

train, but in the same coach. The Tylers were then

moving from Illinois to Kansas, where they now reside,

whilst we were on our way to St. Paul, Howard County,

Neb. It was in the evenino: when we took the train,

and part of the day we had spent in Cedar Rapids. We
did not intend to sojourn any length of time in that town,

but we did, and some people might say it was because we
had "got left." But that was not the reason. One of

my mottoes is: "Do not always look at the dark side of

things." It is well enough to look at the background of

a picture, but what satisfaction is it if you do not remem-
ber the front view? Well, the reader no doubt asks of

me what we gained by being "left," and my reply is that

I think we gained three points: first, our breakfast;

second, several points of interest in the city visited, and
last, not least, the forming in the evening on the train an
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acquaintance with Mr. Tyler's folks— an acquaintance

that has been bringing the rewards of friendship ever

since. Correspondence between us has been frequent,

and I had the pleasure of sending them a copy of my
1886 Souvenir, receiving two days later the following

brief reply:

I feel very grateful and thankful to you for your kindness in

remembering us as your friends. We hope, in the fiiture, we will

return the compliment. * * * *

Before finishing, the letter refers to the tintype pic-

ture of us three (Mr. Cutshall, G. N. Waid and myself),

which we had taken by John Proud, at Rochester. Minn.,

and which we gave the Tylers, at Council Bluffs, before

parting. As I handed the girls the tintype, my brother

remarked he would tell my wife when we got home, and

Anna reminds us of the incident in her letter. She says

of G. N. Waid's portrait, in my first Souvenir, that " it

is the most natural she ever saw." I do not wish to

close this topic without acknowledging my thanks are

due to Mr. Tyler's family for continued friendship, and

that I do not forget the girl, Hattie Tyler, who gave me
a seat in the coach on the evening referred to above. To

forget such an act would be unkind and ungrateful on

my part.

On our return from St. Paul, Neb., we three visited

Ephraim Smith, then living near New London, and about

four miles from Mt. Pleasant, Henry County, Iowa. Mr.

Smith and his wife were formerly from Crawford County,

Penn., having lived near Blooming Valley. They were

quite aged people when we visited them, and since then

Mrs. Smith has died. While in St. Paul, Neb., we attend-

ed the funeral of a young man named Devenport, the

funeral services being held in the courthouse, no church

building being completed, although there were two near-

ly so at the time I speak of.
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Death sunders the strongest human ties ever formed,

and like all other things earthly, friendship comes to an

end. Permit me here to repeat the words of Martha

Smith to her husband. She was a little older than I, and

we were always acquainted, she being one of our nearest

neighbors in her youth, and afterward a resident of Mead-

ville, where she died March 12, 1874. The remark she

made to her husband, taking his hand, a short time be-

fore her departure from earth, was this: "Do you re-

member where you first saw me?" "Yes," he replied,

" in the cemetery; " " There," she added, " is where you

will see me last,"

Many are the pleasant memories that arise to me as I

think over the past, even in this single instance, for her

life was one of usefulness. We never can forget such

friends. Here we have in those few last words of hers

the beginning and the end, not only of friendship, but of

the bond and union of life complete within itself, looking

from the starting point to the end of the journey. Mar-

tha Smith is interred in Greendale Cemetery, Meadville,

Penn. An older sister, Mary Smith, married Nathan South-

wick, and died at Little Cooley, Crawford County, Penn.,

February 12, 1860, in her thirty-eighth year. She is in-

terred in the Smith Burying-ground, in Mead Township,

Crawford County. They were not only my schoolmates,

but, as I have already remarked, our nearest neighbors.

Of Joseph Smith's family of twelve children five are liv-

ing—the youngest daughter and four sons; the aged

mother is yet alive.

I remember the last time I saw Mary Southwick; it

was on this occasion. My brother-in-law, Asa Masiker,

who lived at Spring Creek, Warren Co., Penn,, was here

(Blooming Valley) to attend the funeral of his father,

who died January 30, 18G0, and I accompanied him with
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my horse and cutter on his way home after the funeral,

as far as Little Cooley. Before leaving this place I

called to see Mary, who was very low with consumption,

though still able to sit up. She did not 'see me coming

in, but she recognized my voice at once, for she said:

" Why, that is Francis Waid, I knew your voice," reach-

ing out her hand to me, " I am so glad to see you, I

thought I would never see you again." Now there was

in that last interview the fruit of true friendship; and

before I close I wish to relate one incident that occurred in

our lives which doubly endears her memory to me. When
I was a lad of not more than seven or eight summers,

she and I had to come home from school together, a dis-

tance of a mile and a half, on a certain cold, stormy,

wintry evening. We expected my father to come for us

with the team, as was his custom in stormy weather, but

we were disappointed, and so had to face the bleak wind

and blustering storm as best we could. In coming over

Felty Hill, I believe I would have certainly perished with

cold but for the protection and care Mary manifested in my
behalf. To her eldest daughter, who lives in Bloomfield

Township, Crawford County, I had the pleasure of pre-

senting a copy of my 1886 Souvenir.

On December 14, 188C, I wrote in my diary the fol-

lowing :

" There is not a moment in our lives without a call

for some duty, and he most lives who thinks most, feels

the noblest, acts the best. I consider that no act should

be done without a purpose, and I know of nothing better

than to do right, and to aim at bringing about peace.

My heart has often been made glad in rendering some little

service for the benefit of my kindred or others ; or in see-

ing parties, after years of separation, reconciled, dif-

ferences adjusted, and all things set agoing in the right



44

direction for good, as I have had the pleasure of doing

to-day. That is true friendship, and brings comfort to

me. It is well for us to remember the example of Gen.

Washington, who, before going into battle, always in-

voked the Lord's blessing; and if victory and right prevail

with us, let us attribute all praise to Him. Such are my
thoughts as I retire to rest to-night. I feel I have made

'a day's march nearer home,' and it adds to my happi-

ness to see my neighbors traveling the same way. Some-

times we need their help, then again they require ours.

'Love worketh no ill to his neighbor.'

"Nick P. Waid and Orlando Waid have traded inter-

ests in their father's (R. L. Waid's) real estate, each one

to take possession of his own April 1, 1887; and this day,

December 14, 1886, they have rented said estate of their

mother, Almeda Waid, I, F. C. Waid, assisting in the

transaction and writing the articles of agreement. And
so the day closed with what I wished to be considered an

act of TRUE FRIENDSHIP,"
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THE BIBLE—BOOKS—NEWSPAPERS.

THE BIBLE.

"It has God for its author, salvation for its end, and truth, with-

out any mixture of error, for its matter. It is all pure, all sincere, noth-

ing too much, nothing wanting."
Locke.

BOOKS.

"Dreams, books, are each a world; and books, we know.
Are a substantial world, both pure and good;

Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood,

Our pastime and our happiness will grow."

Wordsworth.

Of all the books in the world, if I were asked to name

my choice, I would unhesitatingly claim the Bible ; for in

itself it has proved to me a complete library. My father

possessed a library, and I always wished to have one of

my own. I cannot say how many books were in my
father's book-case, but this one book I know was there

—

the Bible. The old Family Book was perused perhaps

more than any other, for my parents read from its pages

daily. I love to look at that old familiar book and read

it, for it always has a charm for me. In my father's

library are some fifty or sixty volumes, in my own from

seventy-five to eighty. In his library, besides the "Good
Book," are some works on agriculture, school books, his-

tories, "The Life of Christ," " Fox's Book of Martyrs,"

"The World Displayed," "The Universal Traveler,"

" Uncle Tom's Cabin," " Nelson on Infidelity," " History

of Western Pennsylvania," " Life of U. S. Grant,"
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" Conflict in America," " Military Heroes of the Mexican

War and the War of 1812," Hale's "History of the

United States," " Life in a Rebel Prison," " Parson

BrownloAv," "Lives of Great Men," Webster's Dictionary,

and many others. One book I have just (evening of

December 6, 1886) taken off the shelf from among these

books, a volume I have not opened for many years, and in

it I find this verse

:

TO THE YOUTH.

Why should I saj^ 'lis yet too soou

To seek for Heaven or think of death,

A flower may fade before 'tis noon,

And I this day may lose my breath.

July 4, 1852. Francis C. ^Yaid.

There are some things more than others which arrest

our attention as we pass on life's pathway. The saved

think of the unsaved—the perishing is the one we wish

to rescue. Reader, if there is a single word or thought

expressed in this volume that may tend to lead you Heaven-

ward, may you find that word and profit by it.

As I have spoken of some of the books contained in

my father's library, the reader may wish to know what

kind of books are to be found in mine. As I have already

intimated, when a boy I wished to be possessed of a

library, as I had the idea that so much could be learned

by liaving access to many books. But now at the age of

fifty-three I find my choice among the many books I have

is the " Book of Books," which is a complete library in

itself. It teaches us plainly the pathway of life. It is

the only book for which my love has constantly been on

the increase; hence you may see the reason for my com-

parison. You will not wonder, then, in my selection of

books, at my getting those that teach us concerning the

truths to be found in the Bible. On the shelves of my
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library, among other works, may be found the following:

" History of the Bible," " Complete Analysis of the Holy
Bible," " Bible Looking-glass," " Hand of God in His-

tory," "Testimony of the Ages," "Hold the Fort"
(Moody, fifty sermons), "Sayings and Sermons" (Rev.

S. P. Jones), "Johnson's Cyclopedia" (four volumes),
" Dr. Gunn's Home Book of Health," " History of the

World," "Livingston, Lost and Found," " History of the

Kebellion," Webster's Unabridged Dictionary, " The
Royal Path of Life," " The Nation and its Rulers,"

"History of Erie County, Pa.," History of Crawford

County, Pa.," " Life of Garfield," " Life of U. S. Grant,"

" Daughters of America," " The Centennial Exhibition,

1876," and many others, " too numerous to mention " (to

quote from the auction sale bills), yet all useful in their

place, and I must not forget to mention the last book

added to my library, my SouvENiR, 1886.

Before turning away from " books," I would like to

speak of a little work published by the American Tract

Society, called " Dew Drops," containing 365 verses of

Scripture, one for every day in the year. In this book

one may find some passage taken from the Bible adapted

to his or her birthday; for instance: January 1—/ will

meditate in Thy precepts (Psalm cxix: 15.) This

one I love, April 23 (my birthday)

—

The Grace of God
that giveth Salvation hath appeared to all men (Titus

ii: 11.) This little book I bought in 1850, and although

the smallest in my collection, yet its contents are be-

yond earthy value in my estimation, and may others

appreciate it as I do. Each good thought conveyed in

it has the virtue to " move the dark world nearer to the

sun," and, after reading the many selections from the

Bible, I feel within me a peace above all earthly digni-

ties, a still and quiet conscience.
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NEWSPAPERS.

The things we love, and which are our daily helpers

in household affairs and on the farm, we are not apt to

be forgetful of. I would be unwilling to let this oppor-

tunity pass without referring to a source whence I have

derived much pleasure and general information. I refer

to newspapers, and it is not the quantity or number one

takes, but the quality that is to be considered in this

connection. We are now taking the following: New
York Weekly Tribune, Saturday Evening Post (a Phila-

delphia paper), Knosville (Tenn. ) Weekly Tribune,

The Farm and Fireside (an Ohio monthly), The Sugar
Boivl and Farm Journal (Louisiana), Our Country Home
( a Massachusetts monthly ) , The Chautauquan [a monthly

)

,

Crawford Journal, The Tribune, Weekly Rejyublican, The

Meadville Messenger and Craivford Democrat, and The

Pennsylvania Farmer, the last five being printed in

Meadville, Penn.*

* January 7, 1887. I have just added a new journal to my list, the Meadville
Gazette, Col. G. W. Reisinger, Editor.—F. C. Waid.
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JOTTINGS BY THE WAY.

VISIT TO ISLAND HOME FARM, EAST TENNESSEE,

OCTOBER, 1883.

" When a man travels, he mustn't look queer

If he meets with some things he doesn't meet here."

Old Rhyme.

Id the Knoxville (Tenu. ) Tribune I find the follow-

ing: "The finest farm in all the Southern States i&

'Island Home,' about a mile from Knoxville, and owned

by Hon. Perez Dickinson." One of the most pleasant

and lasting impressions made on my memory while in

Knoxville, in October, 1883, was my visit, in company

with Col. Dickinson himself and my son Frank, to this

far-famed farm, which has more than a national reputa-

tion.

My son being acquainted with Col. Dickinson, whom
we met by accident on Gay Street, Knoxville, introduced

me to him, and it was then arranged that we should drive

to "Island Home" as soon as the Colonel (who wanted ta

get shaved) was ready—" in about twenty minutes." Dur-

ing this interval, as we were near Col. C. W. Charlton's

office, we called on him (my first acquaintance with him),

and I will say our delightfully interesting conversation

not only served to enhance the esteem and love I already

entertained for the gentleman, on account of kindness he

had shown to my son, but also caused me to forget for

the moment my appointment with Col. Dickinson until

reminded by Frank. Bidding Col. Charlton a hasty
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*' adieu," we hastened to Col. Dickinson's store (for he is

a merchant as well as a farmer), and there found him

and his coachman, with double rig, awaiting us. I apolo-

gized to the Colonel for our delay by saying, " I am

sorry we detained you, but an apology will not redeem

the time." " No," replied he, " but after this try and be

more prompt.''^ This was a lesson to me, and coming

from the source it did, I profited by it. I thought to my-

self that a man who had made a large fortune, and was

fio kind and generous withal, should know how and when

to give advice.

After a drive over a pleasant road and across the

Tennessee River, we arrived at the magnificent farm,

where we spent a few hours most eujoyably. We were

driven to nearly all the various points of interest on Is-

land Home, and everything we saw bore evidence of care,

neatness and prosperity. The farm contains about 600

acres of highly cultivated land, 200 being an island,

which is reached by bridges from the main farm, and this

gives to it its name—" Island Home."

From all I saw and heard I should say the statement

referred to in the Knoxville Tribime correct, "the finest

farm in the South," and to this I may be permitted to

add that this model farm, and the far-famed generosity of

its owner, have given him a national reputation which the

citizens of Knoxville will ever cherish.

TEIP TO LAKE CHAUTAUQUA AND OTHER PLACES,

AUGUST, 1886.

"There is nothing insignificant

—

nothing."
Bacon.

Should the question be asked me if my youngest son

Fred F. ever traveled with his grandparents, Ira C. and
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Elizabeth P. Waicl, I can answer the question in this

way: Wlien I was in my "teens" it was considered

quite a trip to go out of the State, either to New York or

Ohio; and even to-day thei'e are many, both okl and

young, living in Pennsylvania, who were born there, and

have never yet been outside of the State. I myself, was

in my "teens" before I ever crossed the State line. Fred

F.'s first trip of any note was in the fall of 1869, when

my father, mother, wife, little Freddie and myself took a

trip to Kinsman, Ohio, and vicinity, on a visit to Frank

Sturgis and Justus Goodwill and family. AVe also went

down to the lake and rambled along the beach in search

of curiosities, and gladness comes to me as I narrate this

event. Here we were a united family—grandparents,

children and grandchildren. My father was very fond of

children, and in this respect my elder brother, Lyman,

as well as his son, Orlando, much resembled him.

In the spring of 1863 or 1864, Uncle George Eoude-

bush, my father and my (then) little boy Frank spent a

pleasant day at Lake Chautauqua, fishing, with remark-

ably good luck. Uncle George was considered a ^ood

fisherman, one of the best, I think, among my relatives.

My father enjoyed having some of his children with him,

either on the farm or when he went from home, and in

this attribute I may say I resemble him.

On August 28, 1886, my wife and I, in company with

Mr. and Mrs. Smith, took an excursion train at Meadville

for Niagara Falls. We had a delightful trip, visiting

some points of interest at the Falls we had not before

seen, among them the whirlpool, from the American side

of the river. Mr. and Mrs. Smith stopped off with us at

Jamestown, N. Y., visiting our relatives, and spending

one day along with Clara Mosier and Frank Simmons, on

board the " Vincent," on Lake Chautauqua. Leaving
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Jamestowu in the morning, we landed at nearly all the

towns along the lake, arriving about 11 A. m. at May-

ville, where Mr. Simmons left us. Clara, my wife and I

returned to Chautauqua (the main point of interest),

where we were soon joined by the other half of our party.

Our stay was brief there, but the sights, to those of us

who had never been there before, were none the less inter-

esting. Some of our Meadville friends and other ac-

quaintances returned to Jamestown, thankful for the

opportunity of having enjoyed so much life in one day,

and, as we take the street car for Mr. Simmons', pleasant

memories go with us.

On Tuesday, August 31, 1886, after passing the fore-

noon with our friends, Eliza and I returned by train

to Meadville, th^re finding Mr. Smith's two-horse rig

waiting to convey us home, where we arrived safely, well

repaid for our few days' absence.

TRIP TO CINCINNATI AND DAYTON, OHIO,

SEPTEilBEK, 1886.

"The use of traveling is to regulate the imagination by reality,

and, instead of thinking how things may be, to see them as they are."

Dr. Samuel Johnson.

I will now narrate the pleasant and interesting trip

made September 21, 1886, by my youngest son, Fred F.,

and myself to Cincinnati and Dayton. Two excursions

left Meadville that day, one for the Far West—Iowa,

Minnesota and Dakota—and the other to Dayton and

Cincinnati. At Warren, Ohio, and other points, we Cin-

cinnati pleasure seekers would overtake the extra train,

and some of each party would have " lots of fun." All

our family except Fred had already seen Cincinnati, and

it was real rest and pleasure for me to accompany my
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youngest born with many others to the exhibition. One

attraction worthy of note in the Music Hall was the

Japanese Village, where nearly a hundred natives of

Japan—men, women and children—were assembled, the

men plying their several vocations with the industry and

carefulness peculiar to the race. The Zoological Gardens

also had considerable attraction, and much amusement

was afforded the visitors at feeding time (4 p. m. ), es-

pecially when the turn of the sea lions came. These ani-

mals exhibited an amount of intelligence certainly truly

wonderful, and I wish that space admitted of my giving

a fuller account of them. I had been there twice before

this visit, once with my wife, and the other time, in 1883,

with my son Guinnip, and on each occasion I saw the

animals fed.

From the sea lions we went to see other animals

enjoy their meals. There we found three large bear pits

built on the side of a hill, and the animals can be viewed

from either the front of the pits or from the top. During

our visit there we were told by the keepers that about

two weeks previous the former keeper of the bears, by

name Matthew Hoffman, while on duty in front of the

cage, had one of his arms literally torn into fine shreds,

and pulled from the shoulder socket, by one of the large

grizzly bears striking his jaw through the bars of the

casfe. The man died soon after from the effects. There

were two polar bears, the largest and most beautiful I

had ever seen. The gray or grizzly bears were very

large, one of them said to Aveigh 1,500 pounds. Another

new sight for me was the four lion cubs, only a few

months old, and the baby leopard, but a few weeks old.

If you admire the beautiful in nature, kind reader, do not

fail when you visit this " Zoo," to look at the birds and

fowls, especially the silver pheasants and golden pliea-
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sants of China. In these feathered beauties you will be-

hold all the colors of the rainbow, delicately laid on by

the hand Divine.

Yet another of the sights of Cincinnati is the suspen-

sion bridge across the Ohio River to Covington, Ky. We
had visited Newport, Ky., on the 22d (the day of our ar-

rival), by walking over the Cincinnati Southern Railroad

bridge, from which we had a good view not only of the

river but also of part of the city. Some statistics con-

nected with the suspension bridge I here copy from my
memorandum-book, as found in a guide-book of Cincin-

nati, as follows: Bridge built in 1865; is 2,052 feet in

length; cost $1,800,000; towers 230 feet high, each con-

taining more stone than Bunker Hill monument; cables

12^ inches in diameter, contEiining 10,400 wires and

weighing 2,000,000 pounds. Fountain Square is to Cin-

cinnati what Broadway is to New York, and it and the

custom house and post-office we visited several times. At

the latter stands, near the foot of the stairway, a statue

of James A. Garfield.

History informs us that the first settlement where Cin-

cinnati now stands was made in 1788, and the place was

named by St. Clair in 1790. The present (1886) popu-

lation is 300,000. When a young lad, I remember, I

used to listen with deep interest to the stories my father,

some of my uncles and others used to tell about Pitts-

bu7'gh. Cincinnati and Louisville (Ky. ).* They used to

fall on my ear like oriental tales of enchanted cities, lit-

tle dreaming I should some day see with my own eyes

those wonderful places, and I think of the Queen of Slieba,

who, on hearing the wisdom of Solomon, exclaimed:

*In those days it was quite common with some faimers to do a little himbering
in connection with agricultural pursuits, making trips down the river either in the
spring or fall. I remember the last flat-boat or scow my father and (I thiiik) Mr.
Breed built and loaded with hemlock bark for Pittsburgh. She was either stove in or
run against a rock and badly darnaged, together with her cargo, and the owners after
this trip abandoned boating entirely.
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"The half was not told me! " Cincinnati is noted for its

trade in pork and tobacco, of which latter Ave saw im-

mense quantities as we passed along the warehouses.

One or two mornings we attended the markets; the

farmer is always anxious to know how the produce of the

farm is selling, being interested in the price as well as the

production.

At the Union Depot here we met a friend, Mr. Field,,

from Knoxville, Tenn., who was acquainted with Col. C.

W. Charlton of same city. This Col. Charlton befriended

my eldest son in February, 1883, by securing for him his

situation as superintendent of Col. Easiley's farm in Ten-

nessee, since which kindness our entire family have had

the pleasure of becoming acquainted with him, although

some of us met him in Knoxville before my son's return

home. September 19, 1885, we were favored Avith a visit

at home from the colonel, his mission to Crawford County

being, as I understand, in the interest of East Tennessee

—

to see hoAV we farm in our county as compared Avith Tennes-

see. During his stay several fairs were held here—Coch-

ranton, Titusville, Woodcockboro and Conneautville. The

weather Avas fine, the roads excellent and the fairs Avell

attended, so the colonel had a favorable opportunity not

only of seeing our farms and their products, but also

of addressing our people at these fairs, Avhich he did in

an excellent manner. He extended a strong invitation,

especially to young men, to move to East Tennessee, to a

better climate, the garden of the world, where, with little

means, one could make a favorable start in life, and live

with much less hard Avork than in these parts. He gaA^e

our agriculturists credit for their good farming, and that

was one solid reason Avhy he Avanted such men as Ave

could spare to emigrate to his State. The pleasure and

agreeable surprise in hearing, through Mr. Field, of my
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friend Col. Charlton, was an event worthy of remem-

brance. When two strangers meet and cheer each other

on their way, we do well to remember that

"Words of truth in kindness given,

Make for us a little heaven."

After a sojourn of three days in Cincinnati Ave left at

4 p. M., September 24, for Dayton, and on our way enjoyed

a beautiful view of part of Southern Ohio, with its pleasant

towns and good farms. Remaining at a hotel over night

we took first train in the morning for the Soldiers' Home.

From my diary I quote as follows: "September 25, 1886,

8:25 A. M.—Fred and I have just had the pleasure of

shaking hands with James Smith, my old friend and

neighbor (Barracks No. 15, brick front, on Kentucky

Avenue). Here we met Mr. and Mrs. Nichols, latter a

daughter of Martin Smith; they live in Meadville, Peun.

We are now going to look at this very beautiful ' Home.'

The springs first. Mound with inscription ' OUR
HOME,' spelled out with flowers. How grand! Have

just examined the large cannon, and the three lakes be-

low the springs, with the swans, geese, etc. On the

larger lake is the ' Garfield Boat ' of historic fame, and

at the foot of the lakes are the ice-houses, the greenhouse

and a large number of flower beds, also the New York

engine house.

" My attention is attracted by a large round building

where a panoramic view of the Battle of Gettysburg is

exhibited every day except Sunday. ' Roll call ' now

going on. Have bought a map, book and guide to the

Soldiers' Home—price thirty-five cents—to which, to

save asking questions, I refer myself. Two beautiful

things present themselves to us—a beautiful day and a

beautiful Soldiers' Home. It brings gladness to the heart

of every true American citizen to see and know what our
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Government is doing for the soldiers, their widows and

orphans. If a man has any pride of his country it will

come to the front at least long enough to sanction this.

If the men who saved our country are not worthy of a

good home, then, I ask, who are? Nature and Art have

combined to make this Soldiers' Home one of the most

picturesque in America. There is no charge for admis-

sion to the grounds, and visitors have many privileges

here gratis that would have to be paid for at other resorts.

There are 150 buildings occupied by about 5,000 sol-

diers. The home includes about 700 acres; incorporated

March 3, 1865; stand-pipe 150 feet high, twenty feet

in diameter, and has a capacity of 300,000 gallons of

water; hospital erected in 1868; height of bviilding, 90

feet; to top of central tower 150 feet; front 276 feet long

by 33 wide,

" The shaft of the monument was formerly one of th

columns of the famous old building in Philadelphia,

known as the United States Bank; height of monument, in-

cluding statue, 58 feet; number of graves, 2,700. On the

base of the monument are four small statues. The num-
ber of persons said to have visited this Central Branch

National Home, in 1885, was 200,000. On the monument
are follov/ing inscriptions: ' Erected by officers and men
of the Nation's Home for Disabled Volunteer Soldiers.'

Also: ^These were honorable men in their generations,''

and 'To our fallen comrades.''
"

Before leaving my friend and this attractive Home, I

visited the panorama of " Battle of Gettysburg." This

scene is painted on oauvas, the figures being life-size,

and it seemed more natural than anything I had ever

seen. It really surpassed my expectations.

My brother " Nick " was wounded at that battle, in

the first day's fight, and lay on the field twenty-four
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hours, during which time he fell into the hands of the

enemy, but was thought to be so near death's door that

they preferred paroling to removing him. After many

months' suffering he returned home. How we waited

and watched for the train that was to return him to his

expectant friends! At last it appeared in sight, and ere

the wheels had come to a stand I was climbing the steps

of the coach. Entering the front end of the car I immedi-

ately caught sight of my brother, sitting at the rear end

—

pale, emaciated, lost; once given up for dead, yet found

still alive, and home at last. The pen that can fully

describe our joy on meeting has never written it.

One day afterward, while out on the farm (and Ave

spent many days there), in the course of conversation

with him about the battle, I asked him what he had done

with the parole, and his reply was: "I cared no more

for it than for a leaf of the forest; I had something else to

think of; it was a question of life or death with me, and

at that time the latter seemed inevitable." I have often

heard him tell his experience on that battle-field, how

little, in the excitement, he saw or knew of what was going

on, which seemed to be the experience of very many in

the hour of battle. I have read the history of that

engagement with probably more interest than that of any

other of the rebellion, not only because my brother Avas

wounded in it, but because many brave men of the One

Hundred and Fiftieth and other regiments from Craw-

ford, Erie, Warren, Venango and Mercer Counties, were

either killed or wounded in the same fight.

If my memory serves me right there was held at

Blooming Valley, in Advent Church, in the month of

July, 1862, a public gathering of almost the entire por-

tion of the able-bodied men of the community, Avhich

meeting was ably addressed by patriotic men appealing



59

for volunteers to come forward and save the Union.

Nineteen true-hearted citizens nobly responded to the

call by enlisting that evening. Many of these and of

those who had previously or subsequently enlisted, took

part in the battle of Gettysburg, and there is scarcely

a cemetery in our part of the country where some of

them are not sleeping their last sleep. Some, on the

other hand, are still living and enjoying the liberty

bought with so much sacrifice.

When for the first time I looked on the Falls of Niag-

ara, I gazed in wondering silence at the sublime scene,

thinking of the great God who created them. There

was no death in that thought, no loss of life or property.

It was a scene of grandeur stamped on the tablet of

memory, never to be erased. On entering the panorama

of the Battle of Gettysburg, one takes in at a single

glance no small part of the scene. Above is the blue

canopy of Heaven, beneath the meadows ripe with grain,

all blood-stained and trampled. To the right, to the left,

in front, in rear, are the two great armies engaged in

deadly strife. In less than a stone's throAv from the spot

whereon you stand are the living, wounded, dead and

dying. Then, as you cast your eye over the country

around Gettysburg, as far as you can see, there is but one

scene of carnage. Wheatfields, stacks of grain, farm

buildings, town of Gettysburg, Cemetery Hill, Round
Top Mountain, all in view.

The Miami River makes a considerable bend in pass-

ing through Dayton. At the south side of the city are

located the Fair grounds. The land is high, but not so

much elevated as Oakland Cemetery, which lies toward

the east, or the Henry Cemetery, to the southwest.

Montgomery monument, which stands by the river's

edge, on Main Street, is eighty-five feet high, and on the
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top is the effigy of a Union soldier standing with rifle in

hand. The inscriptions on the monument, copied as I

stood by it, September 27, 1886, are:

(South Side.)

THE

Memorial op Montgomery County

To Her Soldiers.

Dedicated July 3, 1884.

(East Side.)

The Republic Rests on the

Virtue, Intelligence and Patriotism of its Citizens.

(North Side.)

The Federal Union

Must and Shall be Preserved.

(West Side.)

LlBERTTY AND UnION, NoW AND FOREVER,

One AND Inseparable.

My son, who Avas getting somewhat anxious to return

liome, left on the evening train, September 25, for Mead-

ville. On the following day I attended the First Regular

Baptist Church of Dayton, and heard Rev. Henry F.

Colby preach from Psalm xcv.: 6: Oh come, let us ivor-

sMp and hoiv doivn; and truly I was instructed in the

way of righteousness. How I love the Gospel and the

men who proclaim it! for do not the Scriptures teach us

the best way of living, the noblest way of suffering, and

the most comfortable way of dying? Sometimes it takes
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us a good while to make up our minds whether we love

our minister or not; but I accepted the message I heard

through Brother Colby, aud was glad to number him

among my friends. (FolloAving day I had the pleasure

of seeing him on the street, the only man in Dayton

Avhom I knew, and it was like meeting a friend). In the

afternoon I went to Oakland Cemetery. After seeing the

living of Dayton, with its population of 55,500, why not

visit the silent city of its dead, where, it is said, already

rest nearly 14,000, and there learn a lesson? On coming

to the cemetery, which I understand covers 100 acres, I

introduced myself to the superintendent, Mr. Du Bois,

who courteously accompanied me in my rounds. As we

passed on from the entrance up the beautiful driveway,

and I saw the neatness aud care in which everything is

kept, I could not refrain from remarking that, in the

excellent order in which they are kept, the roadways,

walks, trees, lawns and lots, reminded me of the Soldiers'

Home; and I thought to myself that there was more than

one place beautiful in Ohio. I was informed that the

average number buried in the cemetery annually is about

600.

After spending an hour or two here, in solemn con-

templation, and thinking of an eternal home in the future,

"A house not made with bauds,

Eternal and secure,"

Mr. Du Bois kindly invited me (although much against

the rules) into the observatory, which is located in the

cemetery, and from which can be had a fine view of

Dayton, the Soldiers' Home and the surrounding country.

The Home, though about five miles west, is in plain

sight, the ground sloping to the east, aud the cemetery

gently descending to the west; while the Miami Eiver
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and the town of Dayton lie between, affording a beautiful

panoramic display.

On my return from the cemetery I attended, 2 p. m.,

Sunday-school at the Protestant Episcopal Church, on the

southeast corner of Monroe and Warren Streets, Rev. J.

H. Logie, pastor. In the evening I had the pleasure of

hearing Rev. B. F. Dimmick, of Grace Methodist Epis-

copal Church, of Dayton; text. Psalm Iv: 6: And I said,

Oh that I liad wings lilce a dove! for tlien ivould I fly

away and he at rest. Brother Dimmick said, in the

course of his address: "This is the fourth time some of

us have assembled to-day for worship ; can we not find, in

recalling our past lives, some moment wh-en we might

have said with David: " Oh iliat I liad icings lilie a dove!

for then icoiild I fly away and he at rest.'''' I was so

much interested in and pleased with the discourse that I

resolved to present Mr. Dimmick with the only copy of

the Souvenir I had with me; so on Monday afternoon I

wrote at the hotel on the fly-leaf these words: "Pre-

sented to Rev. B. F. Dimmick, of Grace Methodist Epis-

copal Church of Dayton, Ohio, by Francis C. Waid, of

Meadville, Crawford Co., Penn., September 27, 1886."

Then taking the book I started on my mission, confident

that a clergyman who could appreciate little things

would accept my gift, remembering at same time a re-

mark he made during his discourse that we " should

never get weary in well doing."

On arriving at Mr. Dimmick's residence, 124 Thirty-

first Street, to my disappointment I found he had gone to

Cleveland, but found his good lady at home. To her I said

I had heard her husband's sermon the previous evening

and was so well pleased that I wished to see him and pay

my respects to him before leaving ; also to present him with

a copy of my Souvenir, which I described to her. This
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she accepted for him, thanking me very kindly on his be-

half, saying he would probably write to me.* Other two par-

ties to whom I wished to send copies of the book were the

Baptist minister aud the superintendent of Oakland Cerde-

tery. My interview with Mr. Du Bois was one long to be

remembered by me. Friendship will live wherever true

happiness is found. On parting with him I said, "I will

remember you when I get home on the farm
;
you Avill find

a place in my thoughts, for we carry the memory of our

friends with us."

TRIP TO NEW YORK, LONG BRANCH AND ESSEX, CONN.,

SEPTEMBER, 1887.

" Nothing tends so much to enlarge the mind as traveling, that is,

making a visit to other towns, cities or countries besides those in

which we were born and educated."
Dr. Isaac Watts.

How much is there in life ! Who can tell '? Do we not

all by our experiences know a little ? Life is but a journey

from the cradle to the grave, which at any hour, minute or

moment we may find. There is something in each day of

life. There are twenty-four hours of time that are alike to

us all, to " all sorts aud conditions of men," and, while we

can accomplish nothing without time, let me ask how much

we could do with it, how much in a single day ? It does not

take a year to pick up a diamond after it is found, neither

does it require six mouths to make a visit in order to know

we have enjoyed one.

On September 1, 1887, my son Guinnip and I took

the excursion train which left at 12:30 a. m. for Long

Branch, N. J. I had offered my youngest son, Fred, the

*0n May 6, 18SS, I again heard Rev. B, F. Dimmick, this time, to my surprise, in
Jleadville, at the Methoilist Epi«cnpal Stone,'or First Church. He preached an able
sermon from Mark xi:ti2: Have faith in Ood. Such was the impression made l>y the
man, sermon and Ifxt. and the study of sermon and text afterward, that I headed the
Scripture inscription ou the Waid "'Twin Monument" with his text.— F. C. Waid.
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privilege of going, but he preferred to take Guinnip's

place to help run the thresher with my eldest son, so I

proposed to give him whatever he might earn while we

were gone. As Franklin had been to the Centennial at

Philadelphia, in 1876, I wished Guinnip (since Fred

preferred to stay at home) to accompany me to Long

Branch and New York, also to see our kindred in Essex,

Conn.

On arriving in New York, about 10 a. m. following

day, Ave took rooms at Mr. Arnold's, on the corner of

Fourth Avenue and East Tenth Street, where we re-

mained during our stay in the city. Before leaving

home we had mapped out many points of interest to visit

in the city, such as Brooklyn Bridge, Gen. Grant's tomb,

the Statue of Liberty, Central Park, Union Square,

Greenwood Cemetery (where I might stand by the rest-

ing places of Henry Ward Beecher and Horace Greeley),

and other places.

In the afternoon of the day of our arrival Guinnip

and I went to see the so-called " Eighth Wonder of the

World," Brooklyn Suspension Bridge, and I marveled

that such a magnificent, gigantic and, withal, so beauti-

ful a structure could be erected by mortal hands. As I

stood on Pearl Street, amid the seething multitude and

business of city life, I wondered at the sight of three

railroads, on the approach to Brooklyn Bridge^horse

railway, elevated railroad and steam railway—a trul}^

remarkable sight!

Bridge is 5,989 feet long, 135 feet high, 85 feet wide;

height of towers above water, 276 feet 6 inches; length

of span between towers, 1,595 feet 6 inches; total cost,

$15,000,000; began in 1870, finished in 1883. Before

this bridge was built, yes, when it was talked of more tlian

twenty years ago, and I read of the wonderful plan to
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connect New York and Brooklyn by a suspension bridge,

I hoped to live to see it. When we went to the Centen-

nial, September 18, 1876, we returned home by way of

New York, where we spent several days. At that time the

towers for the bridge were built, and two ropes or cables

had been thrown across. We were also present at the

" explosion " when they blasted the enormous rocks in

order to deepen the channel at "Hell Gate." But now to

be able to ride over this wonderful evidence of man's genius

and enterprise by cable railway, sail or ride under it and

view it from so many points as I have done, brings, I

think, to use fully all the pleasure I then anticipated.

It is said China has the longest bridge in the world,

23,000 feet long. " Never cross a bridge until you have

come to it;" but to cross it safely should bring full satis-

faction. And here I would express my gratitude for hav-

ing crossed so many railroad bridges safely. Thanks to

Him who ruleth over all; thanks to the builders of those

bridges, and thanks to the railroad companies and the

careful, vigilant train hands. "All's well that ends Avell,"

Don't go back on a bridge that carries you safely over,

nor a boat that brings you safely into harbor. But these

living thoughts seem to break in on my story; yet I

have written them, so let them stand.

*0n Saturday forenoon, September 3, Guinnip and I

visited the " Statue of Liberty " on Bedloe's Island, which

we reached by the steamboat "Florence," a little passen-

ger boat tliat plies between the Battery and the Island.

Bedloe's Island is not large, and is walled in, having one

house and a few trees on it. The first things we saw on

landing were ten large cannon—five mounted and five

lying on the ground.

We now enter the base of the statue and commence

* Written while in the Statue, September 3, 1887.—F. C. Waid.
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the ascent; and I will not readily forget the gentleman

and his two little girls who started to climb up the stair-

way along with us. Judging that the little feet and

limbs of the children would soon get tired, the father

carried the youngest in his arms, whilst I led her little

sister up that long stairway until we reached the feet of

the statue proper, where at the window we had a good

view of many point of interest—^New York Bay, East

Eiver, Brooklyn Bridge, Governor's Island, the shipping,

also of portions of the cities of New York, Brooklyn and

New Jersey. The statue at this Avriting is not yet fin-

ished, but when the interior is completed there Avill be

both the stairway and an elevator. The granite or rock

used in its construction is of a reddish description.

After ascending and descending so many steps, together

with the long walk I had taken in crossing the Suspen-

sion Bridge, I was glad to find myself on board the boat

bound for the Battery once more. The fare is twenty-

five cents, and the boats run during the day almost hourly.

At the Battery I took a run " up town," as they call it,

and on the cars I asked a good-natured conductor how

far a pleasure-seeker could ride in New York for a nickle.

"The whole length of a division (ten miles) and back,

over the same road or another, the same distance, twenty

miles for ten cents." " Why," said I, " that is as cheap

as gas in Meadville when it is furnished at fifty cents per

month for a single store!" So I took the ride and en-

joyed it much, not only because of its cheapness, but on

account of its being my first twenty-mile ride on an ele-

vated road in New York City, viewing the busy streets

teeming with business and life.

In the afternoon of the same day (September 3), un-

accompanied by my son, I visited Gen. Grant's Tomb in

Riverside Park; and here I will impart a copy verhatim

from my diary:
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" I write the following in my memorandum book,

while viewing the tomb of Gen. U. S. Grant, as I sit

between his tomb and the Hudson River. Memory brings

back to us the past, and our record still lives. I am very

glad indeed to visit this dear spot, which millions will

honor by their presence, not only in the present genera-

tion but in times to come. I love good and great men,

and as I get older my love and respect for the memory of

those departed increases. This tells why I am here now.

As I look on the tomb I think of one of America's greatest,

and if I might name others I love as well, they would be

Washington and Lincoln
;
yet I, a farmer, have come here

to-day, to pay honor to the memory of the departed,

whom I loved in life; and as I look into the vault and

read on the end of the casket the words, in plain gilt

letters, 'IT. S. Gkant, Died July 23, 1885,' T am re-

minded of the Scofield Vault in Lakeview Cemetery,

Cleveland, Ohio, where the remains of the lamented

James A. Garfield lay awaiting their final resting place,

besides other tombs I had visited."

The great General and a child, the son of a Revo-

lutionary soldier, are the only dead interred in Riverside

Park. This child's grave, which is quite a distance from

Grant's vault, and is enclosed within an iron fence, has a

small monument surmounted by an urn, and has on the

east side this inscription:

Erected to the Memory of an Amiable Child,

St. Clair Pollock.

Died July 15, 1777, in the

Fifth Year of His Age.

(West Side.)

Job xiv: 1,2: Man that is born of a teaman

is of few (lays and full of trouble. He cometh

forth like a flower, and is cut doicn; lie fleeth

also as a shadow and continueth not.
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To some of my readers who have not been at River-

side Park, perhaps a few words concerning this historic

spot may be of interest; and if the reading of this nar-

rative brings lialf the pleasure it gives me in writing it,

I shall be well satisfied. The place where the monument
is to be erected is the highest point at Riverside, a short

distance to the north of the vault and where stands a

beautiful grove of some sixteen trees. There is also a

cluster of trees, nine in number, just in rear of the

vault.

Before leaving Riverside Park I purchased a copy of

" U. S. Grant's Album," which portrays much of his

history from the date of his leaving his home at Galena,

111., up to his funeral. The scene, taken all in all,

together Avith the noble Hudson, the Palisades and the

many other objects of interest so pleased me that I revis-

ited Riverside Park on the 5th, this time accompanied by

my son.

But while I was here enjoying myself I little thought

that a still greater pleasure awaited me in the near future

—a visit to the Grant family at their cottage at Elberon,

Long Branch, and an interview with the General's widow,

her daughter-in-law and grandson. But I am antici-

pating.

On Sunday morning, September 4, being desirous of

both seeing and hearing Rev. De Witt Talmage, whose

sermons are read by the earth's millions, I proceeded via

elevated railway and Brooklyn Bridge to Brooklyn, where

I took a street car for the Tabernacle. On my arrival

there I learned it was closed for repairs, so I attended

the Episcopal Church near by. Here I listened to an ex-

cellent sermon from the text: Ye are my friends if ye do

whatsoever I command you. At the close of the regular

services the sacrament of the Lord's Supper was cele-
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brated, of which a number of strangers like myself par-

took. It takes me all my life to tell what little I know;

indeed, until my last sentence is expressed my life will

not be complete. I am glad I can truthfully say I love

ALL MANKIND AND ESPECL\LLY ALL CHRISTIANS. I love as

broad a Christianity as the Bible teaches: For whosoever

shall do the will of my Father which is in Heaven, the

same is my brother, and sister, and mother (Matthew

xii:50).

The following incident occurred during the sacrament.

A lady who was sitting on the opposite side of the aisle

from me, came to me during the interval of singing, and

asked me if they " allowed strangers to commune Avitli

them." My reply was: "When I am at home they call

me a Methodist,* and I think where the spirit of the

Lord is there is liberty ; but I will ask one of the vestry-

men who sat near by." In answer to my inquiry he said:

" Yes, with pleasure; all strangers who are Christians are

welcome." That is what I call Christianity. Christians

should recognize each other. That lady wanted to com-

mune with them ; so did I, along with others. That kind

act will be long remembered by me.

In the afternoon I visited Greenwood Cemetery, that I

might cast my eyes on the grave of Henry Ward Beecher,

but on inquiry of the superintendent I learned that he

is not interred but lies in a vault a short distance from

the entrance. Proceeding as directed I presently came

in view, from a rise of ground, of a miniature lake, the

scene, taken in all, being one of the loveliest in Green-

wood. On the east side are vaults, with a driveway be-

tween them and the lake, while a path extends on the

north side. I sit on this dear spot and write this sketch

beneath the shade of an elm. I heard Henry Ward

* This lady informed me she was also a Methodist.
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Beecher lecture in Meadville about teu years ago, and it

gives me joy to visit this cemetery and 'the resting-place

of so famous a man.

Visitors are informed that the receiving vaults will

hold 1,500 persons, and that "that large brown-stone

vault holds the remains of Henry Ward Beecher."

Greenwood Cemetery, I am informed, embraces 500 acres,

has six miles of driveway and seventeen of footpath. Af-

ter spending several hours in looking through the grounds

I returned to my pleasant spot to rest and continue my
writing, and I had just seated myself when the tolling of

the passing bell met my ear, announcing that funerals

were in progress. I found three entering in close prox-

imity, and close behind several more; indeed, I counted

seven or eight before leaving the grounds. At the grave

of John Matthews, on an elevated piece of ground, is a

sort of mausoleum consisting of marble pillars support-

ing a canopy, under which is a couch of stone, whereon

lies a fig-ure so life-like as to at first startle one—an

effigy calculated in all respects to remind the bystander

of the common lot of all. On my way out of the ceme-

tery I entered the oifice where I took the liberty of ask-

ing the president as to the average number of interments,

and he kindly gave me the following figures: Up to that

day the whole number of interments was 241,333; aver-

age per day, fifteen or sixteen. These figures, I confess,

seemed at first quite startling. To think of that enor-

mous number being wrapped in the sleep of death, and

sixteen daily added to it! But we are born not only to

live but also to die.

Before finally leaving the cemetery, however, being

desirous of seeing the grave of Horace Greeley, the foun-

der of the New York Tribune, I went directly to Oak-

land Hill. I am one among the many who cherish the
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memory of that great man, having from youth up been a

reader of the Tribune. As I came in sight of Oakland

Hill, and trod the foot-path, I felt I was nearing the last

resting place of one whom I knew yet never saw. With

what interest I looked on the bust surmounting his monu-

ment, and the beautiful living flowers placed on each

side of the base!

" Beauteous flowers why do we spread

Upon the monuments of the dead."

The bust which faces the east is a good likeness of

Horace Greeley. The monument is of gray granite, and

the total height to the top of the bust I should think

nearly twenty feet, the base being probably six feet

square. On the die is embossed a quill pen and a scroll.

On the north side of the base Greeley is represented

standing at a printer's case; on the east side is the word

GEEELEY; on the south side is a design of the old-

fashioned plow with single-tree attached to the plow-

beam; on the west side is the following inscription on a

scroll: "Horace Greeley born February 3, 1811; Died

November 29, 1872; Founder of the Tribune." The day

was fair and had been one of favor and blessing to me.

The sun was setting in its beauty when I turned linger-

ingly away from the dear summit of Oakland Hill to at-

tend Trinity Church in the evening.

The ride through Brooklyn, by street railway, at the

close of this Sabbath day, was agreeable and pleasant.

Crossing the suspension bridge on foot as I did, in pre-

ference to riding, I had more time to take in the different

views to be had from the bridge after sunset, when the

city is dressed in evening attire. The Statue of Liberty

held forth her beacon light, and all I saw afforded me
infinite delight. Yet, amid this scene of pleasure I

thought, like David, to enquire in His temple, that I
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on to church. There not being any services at Trinity, I

went to St. Paul's, near by. Both these churciies are on

the west side of Broadway, and are surrounded with many
old graves, marked with marble slabs and monuments of

ancient dates, the custom being in olden times to have

their churches and burial grounds on the same lot.

After listening to a good sermon in St. Paul's, I ended

my day's journey in the company of a gentleman whom I

spoke to as we came out of church. I asked him if he

knew the name of the minister whom we had just heard,

and he said he did not, as they change pulpits frequently

in the city, and this one was a stranger. Thereupon I

said to my new acquaintance: "And that is the case be-

tween you and me; but friendship comes by acquaint-

ance." We seemed pleased with each other's company,

and learning that 1 Avas on my way to Fourth Avenue and

East Tenth Street, he said it was near A. T. Stewart's

business house,* and that he was going by there, as he

lived, I think he said, on Twenty-third Street. Being a

stranger and alone, I well appreciated the company of a

Christian gentleman, and on arriving at my stopping

place we continued to converse for some time. Finding

by his watch that it was after ten o'clock, he shook my
hand, and with an assurance from him that our acquaint-

ance had hronghi friendship, we parted. This completed

my Sunday in New York.

On the following day, in the forenoon, Guinnip and

I visited Central Park, which takes in 850 acres. It

has nine miles of broad carriage drive-way, six miles of

bridle path, twenty-eight of foot-path, and has eighteen

entrances. Fifty years ago the place was nothing but a

* Before leaving New York I visited A. T. Stewart's business liouse, which is seven
stories in height, but very plain. While in one of the departments I overheard one of
the clerks say to acustonier: "Here is a letter from Horace Greeley." lie allowed me
to take it lu my hand and examine it. It was dated December 20, 1868.— F. C. Waid.
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swamp and rocky waste; to-day it is one of the loveliest

spots on the continent.

And now we stand in the shadow of the Egyptian

Obelisk that for thirty-five centuries stood beneath the

burning sun of Africa. It is a monolith hewn from the

solid rock in the quarry, and carried many miles to be

placed on end, all by mechanical appliances unknown to

the present age. Its height is sixty-nine feet two inches

(besides the base which measures about seven and one-

half feet), and the gross weight is two hundred and nine-

teen and one quarter tons. The base stands on three tiers

of stones, which are also very old, having been brought, I

believe, from Egypt along with the Obelisk.

In that part of Central Park known as the "Mall"

are to be seen statues of Shakespeare, Burns, Sir Walter

Scott, Fitz-Greene Halleck, and one of a native Indian

in pursuit of game. Indeed, did space admit, I could

fill a volume with a description of the innumerable at-

tractions and beauties of Central Park, my visit to which

I shall ever remember as an event of my life well worthy

of record.

Norw I come to our trip from New York to Essex,

•Conn. At 4 p. m., Monday, September 5, Guinnip and

I proceeded on board the elegant steamship "City of

Eichmond," which sailed at that hour from one of the

piers. In 1864, when my parents, my wife and myself

sailed in the steamboat "City of Hartford" from Deep

Eiver to Hartford City, I supposed she was still running

;

but I learned from a gentleman fellow-passenger on

board the " City of Richmond" that a few years ago,

near the mouth of the Connecticut River, amid a great

storm, she ran on some rocks and sank. He said she was

an old boat, having ran over thirty years, during which

she had carried thousands of passengers and an immense
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amount of freight, and that the "City of Richmond"
had taken her place.

This trip to Essex, partly by daylight and partly by

moonlight, was a rare treat to us, so many sights to be

seen—Brooklyn Bridge, which we passed under, the navy

yard, the Fort, Long Island City, and the Islands. The

evergreen shore with its beautiful foliage attracted much
of our attention until the moon, "Pale empress of the

night," and the twinkling stars appeared with more than

ordinary beauty. Passing boats and occasional glimpses

of distant lighthouses broke what monotony there might

be in the night trip until " Saybrook " was called out,

and we then knew we would soon be at Essex. [My father

attended school one winter at Saybrook before coming to

Pennsylvania.
]

On leaving the hotel at Saybrook after breakfast, on

the 6th, we went direct to Mrs. F. J. Tiffany, with whom
we spent the day, and there we found her brother, Syl-

vester A. Comstock, whose residence is Phillipsburgh, N.

J. He was on the island, just across the Connecticut

River, haying, having a number of hands working for

him. After a short chat with Mrs. Tiffany, we were in-

vited to look over the pleasant home and the surroundings

of Essex, including " River Island," etc. There is a very

fine view from this old homestead. Plenty of apples,

pears and grapes are in the orchard, and in the garden

we found two rows of beans, the planting of which was

Mr. F. A. Tiffany's last work on earth. He sowed them

on Thursday, July 7, 1887; died on the 9th, in his sev-

enty-first year, and was interred on the 11th. His re-

mains lie in the cemetery in Essex by the graves of Mrs.

Tiffany's parents, and on their tombstone * is inscribed

* In a letter dated January 7, 1888, 1 am informed a similar tombstone marks F.
A. Tiflfanv's grave, with this inscription: F.Augustus Tiffany, born Jan. 23, 1816; died
July 9, 1887.
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the following: " Bela Comstock, born Dec. 17, 179G;

died Sept. 20, 1884; Jane W. Comstock, born Oct. 8,

1797, died May 25, 1884." Among other things we

saw about the premises were indications of Mrs. Tif-

fany's father's handiwork, such as grapevine arbors,

gates he hung, etc. While viewing all these objects

Mrs. Tiffany's brother came from his work.

As I before remarked we had only one day for our

visit in Essex, and it was economized much in the follow-

ing manner: Guinnip spent a short time with Mr. Com-

stock, who was engaged in the vinegar trade and farm

work, and otherwise enjoyably passed the day. For my-

self among other things I accompanied Mrs. Tiffany

to the cemetery (distant only a short walk from the

homestead), in order to view her husband's grave. On it

lay a beautiful bunch of flowers, and beneath, in silent

death, rested the remains of her husband, who, besides

being a relative, had been a friend to me whom I had

hoped to meet alive. But such is life. The letters he

had written to me are now only keepsakes and memorials

of the departed, dearer to me because written by my
beloved friend shortly before the close of his life.

Eeturning from the sad scene, we had dinner, her

brother being present, and after the repast he took us in

his rowboat across the river to see his island farm.

[Several years ago, as already related in this volume, in

company with my eldest son, then living in Tennessee,

we visited " Island Home," near Knoxville, with Col.

Dickinson, our conveyance being a two-horse rig. That

was to me a pleasure, and this Avas a continuation of it,

with a change in our mode of traveling.]

A short distance from the shore stood a large new

barn painted red, 110 feet long by 35 feet wide, Avith

shed in connection, a good well, barnyard, etc., ten acres
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or more of good corn, dikes, and many other improve-

ments. After passing where the men were haying, and

going over the island farm, we returned to find Mrs.

Tiffany waiting with drag to take us to her sister-in-law,

Louisa Tiffany, who lived some fourteen miles up the

river.

On our way we passed several towns, among them

Deep River, where I and my parents took passage twenty-

three years ago for Halford. I understand Louisa Tif-

fany is in her seventy-ninth year. She lives with Mr.

Clark, a relative. After shaking hands with me and my
son she complimented me by saying: "You have not

changed as much as I thought you would in twenty-three

years." Our stay was limited but very pleasant, rendered

more so by the beautiful view of the river and towns, and

the sloping hillsides, nearly all covered with forest trees,

draped in their fall foliage of green, tinged with gold and

varied hues. One of the noted points of interest on this

drive was the view of what is called "Joshua's Rocks,"

on the east side of the river. Certainly the sight of

rocks along Connecticut River is not rare, but a view of

" Joshua's Rocks," is not common. If Mark Twain has

written a description of them I would like to read it,

my pen being inadequate to give but a faint idea of the

grandeur. Rocks by the acre piled up, heaped up and

running over until they apparently cannot rest, and yet

do rest on each other as secure as the Rock of Ages—truly

wonderful! This visit to our cousin Mrs. F. J. Tiffany

will long be remembered by us as one of the pleasant

days of our lives, and our wish is that she may in the

near future visit us, that we may have the pleasure of

returning her kindness.

On our way from Deep River to Essex we came by

the River Road in order to see some of the cottages and
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summer resorts of tlie city people from New York. On
arriving at the home of our cousin in Essex, we found

friends and supper awaiting our return, and that our wel-

come visit in Connecticut was nearly over. I will ever

remember with unalloyed pleasure this happy day.

After our repast, and an exchange of social thought

such as can exist only in true friendship, imagine my
surprise, happiness and gratitude on being presented by

my cousin, Mrs. F. J. Tiifany, with a gold watch-chain on

behalf of her deceased husband, once its owner. With

much reluctance on my part I accepted the valued gift.

I exclaimed: "Why is it possible? Am I worthy? What
can I do?" To this she replied: "I want you to have it,

and when you are done with it, give it to whomsever you

please; take it."' But not until she had re-assured me by

saying " I want you to have it, and no one else," would I

accept of it; so taking it from her I replied: "In

his name I accept it, and will keep it as long as I live as

a token of pure friendship coming from a beloved wife in

behalf of her husband." After a few words more we had

bade each other adieu and so parted. Guiunip had already

gone down to the boat landing, and thither Sylvester

Comstock accompanied me. The boat being late we en-

joyed another hour's interesting talk; and as we cast a

last look from the boat to the shore I had time to reHect

on the pleasant and instructive day we had passed. Our

friends from whom we had just parted have indeed our

sincere thanks for the kind reception extended to us.

We returned to New York on the " City of Kichmond,"

arriving there on the morning of the seventh.

After our return from Essex, we spent the forenoon

in the city, and about one o'clock P. M., we took passage

on the steamer " Crystal Wave," for Sandy Hook, nine-

teen miles distant. The objects of interest viewed on this
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trip were numerous and very interesting, and I will name
some of them: Statue of Liberty; Coney Island; the

shipping at both New York and Brooklyn; the cities of

New York, Brooklyn and Jersey City; Governor's Island;

Suspension Bridge, etc. As I sat looking at these sights,

and noting them down in my diary, I thought my cup of

pleasure was full to overflowing. Arriving at Sandy

Hook, we took the steam cars for Long Branch, a journey

of about eleven miles, where Guinnip, being desirous of

returning home, took train via New Jersey, surfeited with

sight-seeing for the present.

But I was not yet satisfied. I had an object in com-

ino^ to Long Branch, and that was to visit Elberon and

the Franklin Cottage, where James A. Garfield died,

September 19, 1881, as well as the Grant Cottage. El-

beron is only two and one-half miles from Long Branch,

a short ride. Here I found the two noted cottages, and

the beautiful Ocean Avenue whereon they are located.

I observed also several other commodious and neat cot-

tages on either side of this Avenue. When I arrived at

the Franklin Cottage (which is no longer public, but

rented, I am informed), I was told by a lady that the

northeast room in the cottage was where Garfield died.

I remembered what in his History is said of him, and

the picture of the death-bed scene, "The last look on the

sea"—the end of life. Sad indeed is the thought that

we too will take our last look on earth ere we cross the

Biver of Death! May our hope for a "better land " be as

bright, and I trust all will be well. "Death and the sun

are not to be looked at steadily." But I must pass on to

the Grant Cottage.

The lives of great and good men have always inter-

ested me. Memory finds refreshment liere like thirst

slaked by pure water. Arriving at the grove in front of
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the cottage I met a young man whom I addressed, say-

ino^: "I am a stranger and a farmer from Crawford

County, Penn., living near Meadville, and I have come

to see the Grant Cottage." "All right," he replied

"you will find some one there who will show you." So

passing on to the Cottage, at the corner of the porch I

found a small boy busily engaged in painting a board.

" Why my little fellow," I said to him, " you are quite

industrious, painting." "Yes" he replied, "I am going

to learn to paint, so I can help the men paint the house

when they come." While we were talking an elderly

lady approached us on the verandah, seemingly pleased

with our chat, and after salutations I remarked that I

had come to see the cottage and its surroundings. " Yes

you can," she graciously said, "and that little boy you

are talking to is U. S. Grant, a son of Col. Fred Grant, and

grandson of Gen. U. S. Grant." My little friend then

picked up his paint pail and brush, and taking his hand I

assisted him up the steps onto the verandah, where I

found the porch extended halfway round the cottage.

The lady informed me that " things are on a tum-

ble here, as they are getting ready to repair some of the

rooms, and the goods are on the verandah, but I guess we

can get around." I then told her (not yet knowing

whom I was addressing) that on the previous Saturday I

had paid a visit to Gen. Grant's tomb, adding: " He was

a man whom my father loved. I have read and heard

much of Grant and, like my father, I loved him, and I

am glad I had an opportunity of visiting his tomb."

She then said: " As you pass round the corner to the

other side of the cottage, if anyone speaks to you, say

you have a permit." Then coming to the corner I turned

and saw another lady sitting at the other end of the ver-

andah, I think reading. Looking up she asked me where I
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was going, and who gave me leave to come. '' The lady,"

I replied, " I met at the other corner of the cottage."

" Well then it is all right," she said, "you can take that

path and go out to the summer house; and if you wish

you ma}^ proceed to the end of the lot and down those

steps to the bath-house at the margin of the sea." I

thanked her and walked on to the summer house, where I

had a grand view of not only Elberon itself, which is,

probably, the central point of attraction at Long Branch,

but of the deep blue Atlantic:

" Illimitable ocean! without bound,

Without dimension; where length, breadth and height.

And time and place are lost."

I had learned something of the Atlantic Ocean when
a boy, and since then have seen some small portions of

its waters; but here, now, in its mighty exj^anse it lay at

my very feet. Who would not be happy in such a con-

templation ? To the restless margin of it I bent my steps

with feelings of awe, mingled with pleasure, as I thought

of the majesty and omnipotence of the great Creator, who
carries all the waters of the earth in the palm of His

hand.
" Praise Him, wild and restless ocean.

Praise him, monsters of the deep;

Praise Him in your rude commotion.
Storms that at His mandate sweep."

Dipping my hand in the water I lifted some to my
lips, while I gazed over the broad expanse of ocean to my
heart's content.

Returning to the cottage, where I was again received

as a friend, the lady whom I first met showed me the in-

terior, and while in the dining room she told me that

the other lady standing by the opposite side of the table

was Col. Fred Grant's wife. Entering an adjoining room
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she informed me that "that was where Gen. Grant wrote

two-thirds of his History." Good reader, yon may

imagine my thoughts when being so informed ! Pleas-

ure, truth and friendship combined! Can I be listening

to the Avords of Mrs. U. S. Grant herself? Believe me
when I say I felt and knew, that if my impression were

correct, I was being highly honored. And now the

question arose in my mind, how can I manifest my appre-

ciation of all this kindness? It is not always the intrin-

sic value of a gift which makes it acceptable, but the

friendly manner in offering it, thought I; so before leav-

ing my distinguished friend I remarked: "In the His-

tory of Crawford County, Pa., there is a sketch of

my life, also steel engravings of my parents, my wife

and myself, which have been placed in book form for

distribution among my friends, with additions thereto of

several views of our farm homes and two churches,

together with more reading matter; I desire the pleas-

ure, madam, of sending this little boy, U. S. Grant, a

copy." To this she replied: "He is quite fond of books

and pictures, as well as 'painiing.'''' Then requesting her

to write the address in my memorandum book, I told her

I would send a copy of the book on my return home.

Accordingly on September 10, I forwarded a Souvenir,.

and on the 27th of same month I received the follow-

ing reply:

September 27, 1887.

Mr. F. C. Waid,
My Dear Sir: You were very good to send me the book,

which I and my sister will enjoy. I am glad you thought me indus-

trious. I painted the whole board, it is pretty. My grandmamma
was the lady who talked with you. I am glad that you enjoyed see-

ing the cottage at Elberon, and grandma is always willing to have any-

one see where grandpapa Grant lived. I am very much obliged to you
for the book about your family, which we will all enjoy.

Sincerely your little friend

U. S. Grant,
(Grandson of Gen. U. S. Grant).
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I need not say I felt highly honored on receiving this

letter from the Grant family, written over my little friend's

signatvire, and in reply I wrote the following:

Meadville, Crawford Co., Pa.,
October 28, 1887.

To U. S. Grant,
Dear Sir: My little friend, I received your most welcome

letter of September 27*tli, and read it with the greatest pleasure imag-
inable. Words fail me to express all the pleasure my visit at the Grant
Cottage, and your kind favor brought me. I had visited New York
-City with soine of its most interesting points of interest, including
Riverside, where I paid a visit to the Tomb of U. S. Grant. I had also

been at Essex, Conn., where, with my son, I had the pleasure of see-

ing kindred and friends whom I had not seen for twenty-three years.

My cup of happiness was full. But that scriptural measure in abund-
ance came to me at Long Branch, and especially at Elberon, whei'e I

looked at the Franklin cottage and was made a welcome visitor at

Gen. Grant's cottage, and honored with a brief interview with the
Grant family. I shall ever feel indebted to your kind grandma, j'our

mother and you for mj^ reception at your cottage, and only wish some
day I might liave the honor, or even my children, to return the favor
to you or some member of the Grant family. I am glad the book
pleases you all so well. Let me send you this gem* to remind you how
the farmer appeared when at the cottage.

Very truly yours,
F. C. Waid.

To return now to my narrative. I can not look on

life as a romance or an empty dream. Life is real; life

is what we, by the help of the Lord, choose to make it.

Had anyone told me there was so much pleasure awaiting

me at Long Branch after enjoying so much before reach-

ing that point, I believe I would have considered it a

mere idealism. Yet now when I think over the many
pleasant places and friends we saw on our trip, the last

was certainly not the least. Through toil we reach

pleasure; after labor comes our sweetest rest. Those

with whom I conversed at the Grant cottage made the

visit a most remarkable one in my life, and I can not but

reflect that a kind Providence had reserved it for me as a

worthy ending of a pleasant journey.

*This was a luiniature picture taken with luv hat on. On jNIonday, September 5,
" Liiboi' Daj' " iu New York, my son and I being on our way to Central Park, chose to

walk amntij; the immense crowds gathering in the streets, and our way being blocked
for a short time we were compelled to wait; so, "boy like," to make use of our time,
finding in a photograph gallery pictures only eighteen cents per dozen, we stepped in
and had twelve gem pictures taken. They were very natural, and I distributed them.
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MY FIRST TRIP TO KANSAS,

OCTOBER, 1888.

" Though long the wanderer may depart

And far his footsteps roam,

He clasps the closer to his heart

The image of his home."
J. D. Burns.

On October 8, G. W. Cutsball aud I left Meadyille, Pa.,

via the New York, Pennsylvania & Ohio Railroad for

Cincinnati, Ohio, arriving there on Tuesday morning aud

leaving the morning of the same day for St. Louis, Mo.,

where we found ourselves at dusk the following day.

Leaving behind us this great city of the Mississippi at 10

o'clock on the night of October 9, we passed swiftly over

the Central Pacific, aud entered Kansas City at daybreak.

Allowing ourselves just enough time for rest, we took up

the journey, and proceeding over the A. T. & S. T. F.

Railroad, we found a resting place at Ottawa, Kas., at

noon. Our ride from Cincinnati through Southern In-

diana and Illinois took place in the day time, and as a

consequence we were able to obtain a fine view of the

country. This we particularly enjoyed, and in fact as the

country after leaving Louisville, Ky., was entirely new to

us the sight- seeing sensation was very pleasant. We
saw but little of Missouri as our trip over that State took

place at night, although we stopped long enough at

Kansas City to see some of its points of interest. A
ride of three and one-half miles on one of the principal

streets, by means of the cable railway, gave us an oppor-

tunity to see not only the business portion of the city

but many of its schools, churches and fine residences with

their spacious lawns and substantial appearance. It was

about the school hour, when the children gathered in

groups in the play grounds and along the streets, and
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made the air ring with their merry voices; I thought it

to be one of the pleasantest sights in the whole city. We
saw many other interesting things which time and space

forbid my mentioning.

In going from Kansas City to Ottawa, a distance of

only fifty-eight miles, we passed through some fine coun-

try, with improved farms. The stocks, crops and build-

ings made a most favorable impression on our minds.

Although we had never before been in the State we had

had at the Centennial Exhibition an opportunity to learn

much of " Noble Kansas." From reading and from talks

with men who had tilled Kansas soil I also had gained

much knowledge, but the best way to learn of a thing is

to see it for yourself and I have more satisfaction from a

view of the State than from all other sources combined.

The reader now has my first impression of Kansas. I

went there upon business and for pleasure, and in both

ways I was remarkably successful. I wanted particularly

to visit friends and kindred whom T had not seen in

nearly eight years. From Ottawa we took a train to Nor-

wood, a place six miles north, where we were met by our

friend Rouelle Tyler, who drove us to his father's, Free-

man Tyler, home, about one and one-half miles from

the village.

As Mr. Cutshall and I stepped from the train a young

man approached us, and as he extended his hand I recog-

nized him as Rouelle Tyler, from his resemblance to his

father. He knew me as readily, and after introducing

Mr. Cutshall we started for the house, where we met our

friends of eight years before. At that time my brother,

George N. Waid, G, W. Cutshall and I were on oiir way

from Council Bluffs to Cedar Rapids, Iowa, and meeting

Mr. Tyler's family, a friendship sprang up between us

so sincere that it resulted in a continued correspondence.
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Our Avelcome was a Avarm one. To me it was much

more tbau a simple meeting of friends. Before I further

proceed let me explain. Change is written on everything

that pertains to earth. How many homes were made va-

cant during the year 1888 ? How many families had

been bereft of a fond mother, a beloved wife? I need

say nothing more save this: Eliza had gone before,* and

since her departure true friendship had sprung up, and

the fruit of that friendship as it existed between Mr. Ty-

ler's daughter and the writer was love. This will explain

to some extent the circumstances under which we met,

and as Rouelle drove up to that beautiful home you, my
reader, are left to imagine the feelings of the writer.

By the door stood Mr. Tyler and his beloved wife; their

greeting was most cordial, and then, as ever, showed the

loveliness of their lives. Near them stood their daugh-

ter, Anna Tyler. In the words of Goldsmith:
'

' Her modest looks the cottage might adorn.

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn."

This eight years' acquaintanceship with her father,

fostered by corespondence, had produced its result. Nay,

more, I felt that my life was given me for this very pur-

pose, and that a kind Providence had guided me to one

destined to be my life's partner. Just how to meet her,

just what to say, puzzled me to a considerable extent.

Words were not at my command, and after a moment's

hesitation I remained silent. I do much more thinking

than talking, and, while not demonstrative, I feel deeply.

Before me, waiting our second greeting, stood Anna Ty-

ler. Our hands met, and the bond of friendship changed

to love. Plain words are best, and in my diary I find the

following: "The agreement made." It was not neces-

sary to submit such a compact to paper, for it was

* In luy diary proper, farther on in this book, will be found an account of the ill-

ness and death of my dear wife, Eliza, which occurred July 4, 18S8.—F. C. Waid.
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already written in tAvo hearts. October 10, 1888, Ave

were engaged to be married.

Even before I came of age I believed Avith Scripture

that " It is not good for man to be alone," and carrying

out the Apostle's idea I became engaged to Eliza C. Ma-

siker nearly thirteen months before my tAventy-first birth-

day, upon which day we were married. My mind upon

the question of marriage remains unchanged to this da3\

All my experience of married life leads me to favor it.

Is it not noAv sufficiently clearly explained what the chief

motive Avas for my Kansas trip? I cannot leave this all-

important subject of matrimony witliout saying a feAV more

words born of observation. As I look back over my mar-

ried life of a little more than thirty-four years, I see it

crowded with blessings both temporal and spiritual, and

know that Avith David I may exclaim: Oh Lord what shall

I render unio Thee for all Thy henefiis unio me, I will take

the cup of salvation arid call on the name ofthe Lord.

I Avish God to guide me both in the pleasures and in

the cares of life. One of my father's prayers Avas, " Lord

guide me in all I say or do," and like my father I Avish

to be in all respects. You will not now wonder, my reader,

why I consider October 10 a day freighted with blessings

for me. It seemed as though I had been blessed not only

with a partner, but with a new lease of life and its joys.

A portion of this same day was spent in rambling over

Mr. Tyler's farm and the two adjoining ones. His con-

sists of about 240 acres of land enclosed with well-trimmed

osage fences, and passed on three sides by public roads,

from each of which a fine view may be obtained. It has

water and plenty of timber, and as we looked it over for

the first time, the fact was once again brought forcibly

home that the farms of " Sunny Kansas " were finely

improved and good to look upon.
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beautiful of the week, and it appeared to me that the

sun never shone more brightly than that day as we
drove into Ottawa in response to an invitation from

Rouelle Tyler, who Avished us to view the town thoroughly

before leaving for the East. No plan could have suited

us better, and so with Rouelle and his sisters, Mr. Cut-

shall and I drove into this beautiful county seat. It is a

city of 8,000 people, a thriving, growing place, with a

number of handsome public buildings and private resi-

dences. One of the first points of interest to be visited

was the Chautauqua Assembly grounds. I think, having

visited very frequently the celebrated New York Chau-

tauqua, on the lake of that name, that the grounds of the

Ottawa Assembly may be said to compare very favorably

with those in the Empire State, and, indeed, others who
are entirely unpredjudiced say that the place ranks sec-

ond to the original Chautauqua, although there are many
of the Assemblies in different parts of the country. We
drove through Ottawa's streets and saw the various objects

of interest, and then drove homeward by a route different

from that which we had taken to approach the city. It

was somewhat longer, and we had a more extended view

as we rode slowly along. Upon reaching home the many
pleasures of the day were increased when Anna said to us,

"This has been the happiest day of my life."

On October 13 Rouelle and Albert Tyler drove us

to a public sale of farming implements and stock in Doug-

lass County ; about eighteen miles from the house. There

we had an opportunity to converse with the farmers of

the surrounding country, and the day was most profitable.

Rain fell heavily on Sunday, the 14th of the month,

and we were prevented from attending church as we had

intended. However, we managed between showers to get
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as far as the house of Mr. Albert Tyler, where five of us

dined with him and his family. Monday morning dawned

with pleasant weather, and taking advantage of it, we

went to Ottawa, and thence by train to Emporia, the

capital of Lyon County. The herds of stock on each side

of the track were a source of comment and interest. The

little towns that we passed were in appearance neat and

attractive. Reaching Emporia, we found a lively town

of 12,000 inhabitants, where we stayed until the follow-

ing morning, and then drove across the country to Ivy,

where I have living a second cousin, Mrs. Lydia Put-

nam. Mrs. Putnam is a daughter of Cyrus and Martha

Brown, of Warren County, Penn. She was married about

seven years ago to Mr. Fred D. Putnam, and moved

with him to Ivy, since which time she has made one

visit to her Eastern home. I thoroughly enjoyed this

short visit to my cousin, and will cherish a kindly recol-

lection of it during coming years. I paid, while at Ivy,

a visit of a few hours to Mr. Sydney D. Putnam, and then

we returned to Emporia. The farmers, many of them,

were making hay, a fact that struck us strangely, for the

month was October. A great deal at times may occur in

a single day, and this was true of October 16, for after

reaching Emporia we made still another trip, this time

going to Bitlertown, which is about twelve miles to the

southward, to call upon Frank H. Ringer, a gentleman

whom from that day to this I have looked upon as a

brother.

We returned to Ottawa from Emporia on the morning

of October 17, and were soon at Mr. Tyler's, a place

that had grown to seem to me like my home, a feeling

that gave rise to the remark as I left tliein on the day

following: "It seems like leaving my liome instead of

returning thither." The time had come to say good-by;
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a grasp of the hand, a tear, and we were on our way.

Rouelle drove us to the depot, and as he was the first

to meet us so he was the last to leave us, like the faithful

friend that he has always proven. While on the way to

Kansas City I purchased a book entitled, " The Battle

for Bread." It was a series of sermons on the relation

of labor to capital; from its perusal I profited to a con-

siderable extent.

We arrived at St. Louis at an early hour on October

19, and as Mr. Cutshall wished to remain in the city I

went alone to visit my cousin, Mrs. Addie Whicher, who
resides at Mt. Vernon, 111., on the line of the St. Louis

& Nashville Railroad. Mrs. Whicher's maiden name
was Simmons, she being the youngest daughter of Phil-

ander Simmons, of Jamestown, N. Y. On her return

from a trip to her native town in October, 188G, she had

visited Meadville, where I had seen her.* My call at Mt.

Vernon was a surprise to my cousins, and I trust not an

unpleasant one. I called upon Mr. Whicher at his store,

and accompanied by him and his eldest son, Archie, we
went to his pleasant home where we found cousin Addie.

The younger children, Bertie and Bessie, soon came in

from school, and as we sat down to dine we formed a

very social family party. I was much interested in an

account that they gave me of the cyclone that devastated

Mt. Vernon on February 19, 1887. The town suffered

very severely, and many lives and much property were

lost. It was late in the afternoon when I said good-by to

the family and returned to St. Louis, where in the crowded

depot I had much trouble in finding Mr. Cutshall.

When we finally did come together he greeted me with:

" Well, I thought you were the one that was lost." We
feared that the time spent in looking for each other

* Eliza and I met her to bid her good-by us she was returning home. This was my
wife's last, good-by to Addie aud her son.
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would cause us to lose our train for Cincinnati, but we

succeeded in boarding it, and were soon on our Avay. We
spent one day at the Centennial in the city, and left on

the morning of the 21st, for Meadville, where we at

length arrived safely, and our journey was ended. I

found visiting Meadville the three daughters of Samuel

Waid, who are the only surviving members of the family

that left Crawford County in 1858. This was their first re-

turn to their old home, and I was glad indeed that I reached

Meadville in time to see them before their departure for

Michigan, where they have lived for many years.

I wish to say, in closing this narrative of my Kansas

trip, that I feel deeply touched by the kindness of friends

and kindred. The reading of the Souvenir has called

forth from all to whom it has been given words that are

pleasing and a blessing to me. It was a simple story of

real life, and it seems to have bound our hearts more

closely, and to have knitted a bond of union that neither

time nor distance can break.

TRIP TO ATHENS, PENN., ELMIRA, N. Y., ETC.

DECEMBER, 1888; JANUARY, 1889.

"At Christmas, play and make good cheer,

For Christmas comes but once a year."

TUSSER.

In the afternoon of December 24, my brother, George

N., and myself took the train at Meadville for James-

town, N, Y., where we stopped over night with our cousin,

Frank Colt, and family. We were happy to find them all

well, including dear old Aunt Ann Simmons, now nearly

eighty-six years of age, and who is living with Mr. Colt.

My brother and I had visited relatives in this county in

October last, and at the same time we called on two of
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our aged aunts—Aunt Phoelie Goodwill (who was then

residing witli her son-in-law, Frank Sturgis, near Cen-

treville) and Aunt Clarinda Morehead (living with her

son, Charles, near Townville). Although Mrs. Morehead
lives so near my brother, yet he had not seen her for

eighteen years. After buying our tickets at Jamestown,

we had a very pleasant time on the train as we journeyed

together, and also in the evening. On Christmas Eve
we arrived at Athens, Bradford Co., Penn., having en-

joyed an exhilarating four-mile walk from Waverly,

the train having failed to connect at that point.

The last time I was in Athens visiting relatives was

twenty-four years ago, in company with my parents and

wife. What a change! How many had bade adieu to

earth! The loved parents and bosom companions are

among the departed, and many we visited at that time

are gone from earth forever. Wherever we looked

change was visible. The enterprise and energy of the

people had constructed railroads. The town of Sayre, two

miles from Waverly, had been built, and the borders of

it and the growth of Waverly and Athens had spread un-

til it seemed one town all the way from Waverly to

Athens. Christmas was a fine day to us, and it really

meant more than an ordinary Christmas, for connected

with it were the blessed memories of the past.

" Christ died for all; He came to find the lost,

Whether they bide in palaces or slums

—

No matter how tlieir lines of life are crossed.

And they who love Him best will serve Hira most
By helping those to whom no Christmas comes."

My brother and I called on our cousin, Fayette Allen,

and his wife, whom my brother had not seen for fifty

years, and whom I had not met since September, 1864,

over twenty-four years ago. Eeader, you may imagine



9-2

the joy on that occasion. I had the pleasure of introduc-

ing my brother and myself to Mrs. Allen, as her husband

was temporarily absent. I did not recognize her face so

readily as I did her voice. When she opened the door

for us I asked: "Is this Mrs. Fayette Allen?" "Yes,"

she replied, and at that moment I knew her. " My name

is Francis C. Waid," I said. That was enough; twenty-

four years vanished "like the baseless fabric of a vision,"

and we seemed to live not so much in the present as in

the past. I was reminded of the saying: "A good heart

never changes, but keeps his course truly." Soon Mr.

Allen came along, and as I saw him approaching I said

to our hostess, "That is Fayette Allen." Yes, and then

when he came inside the room, such cordial hand shak-

ing and greeting followed. I introduced him to my
brother with whom he had played in childhood, but had

not seen in fifty years; I think Mr. Allen was in his six-

ty-fifth year; my brother had entered his fifty-ninth.

Pleasure enough for one Christmas, it might be thought,

hut it seemingly had only begun.

After a social chat, consisting chiefly of innumerable

questions and answers, and supper being over, we closed

this, to us, memorable day by all going to a Christmas

entertainment in the Universalist Church, Mr. and Mrs.

Allen's place of worship. Thus ended a day long to be

remembered, and somewhat remarkable in our lives; and

yet it was but as a prologue to ten more days equally

full of enjoyment.

On the following morning we informed Mr. Allen of

our intentions to accomplish as much visiting and calling

on friends, and looking about Athens, as we thought could

do in the space of two days, so we immediately commenced,

in company with our esteemed friend, that same day. We
visited several places of note in Athens—the Union
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Bridge Works, furniture factory, new sciiool building and

the Tioga Point Cemetery. The old cemetery is within

the limits of Athens. In the former my uncle, Eayette

Allen's father, and other relatives are interred. On my
uncle Allen's headstone is inscribed the following: " L.

M. Allen, Born June 19, 1793: Died January 9, 1870."

This new cemetery is highly creditable to Athens. Among
other relatives we called on in Athens was our cousin,

Mrs. Sarah Corby. Mr. and Mrs. Corby have three sons

and two daughters, all living and married. Fayette Allen

has one son and one daughter, both married and living

in Athens, and Ave called on them also. All our relatives

in Athens were in good health when we visited them, but

we were informed by Mr. Allen that Clarissa Hart, his

sister, who was a resident of Williamsport, Penn., had

died September 16, 1888.

Leaving Athens on the 27th my brother and I stayed

a short time with our relative. Charles E. Corby, at Wa-
verly, N. Y., and took dinner. We shall ever remember

with true pleasure our short visit with the newly-married

couple. In the journey of life there are attractive scenes

and places that we would have indelibly written on the

tablets of our memory. There is notliing, I think, more

refreshing than the sight of a young, happy pair starting

out in their newly-married life with a resolution to do

RIGHT. Oh! young man, young husband and young Avife

be true to God and humanity, and enjoy this life as our

Heavenly Father designed we should.

After this short pleasant visit, ovir relatives, includ-

ing Mr. Allen, accompanied us to the train, and with a

farewell shake of the hand Ave parted. On arriving at

Elmira, a town some eighteen miles from Waverly, we

found we had to Avait till the evenino; train on the Tioga

Branch, in order to reach Millerton, in Tioga County,
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Penn., a place some twelve miles distant from Elmira,

Our cousin, Homer C. Waid, resides at Millerton, and

I had written to him to expect us, but hardly supposed

he would come to the train at night, and raining as it was,

yet there he was, lantern in hand, in the darkness, pa-

tiently awaiting our arrival and ready to greet us. We
were soon at his home, where Ave were made welcome by

Mrs. Waid and her son, Roy L., and daughter. Flora. I

had not seen Mrs. Waid since they moved from Bloom-

ing Valley, twelve years ago. Over twenty-five years

ago, she made her home with us, I think, part of two sum-

mers, and from that time our friendship continued, al-

though our visits had ceased since they left Blooming Val-

ley, Meadville, in 1876, until now. Well, we had a cordial

greeting, with much shaking of hands and many other

tokens of joy, after which I sat down, giving utterance

to my feelings with difficulty, as my emotion was great.

" Dear friends," I said, " I am too full of joy and glad-

ness for utterance. Let silence speak; it is certainly

golden now." I had contemplated making this visit with

my wife, and a year ago we were specially invited by them

to spend Christmas with them. We came near going, but

on account of Eliza's impaired health we did not venture

on so long a journey. And to think Providence had per-

mitted me to make this long-expected visit, even now,

with my brother, was joy beyond my expression.

We spent Thursday night, Friday and Friday night

at Homers, leaving there on Saturday morning. He
accompanied us to Elmira, where we spent Saturday, and

called on his brother-in-law, Mr. Trescott, with whom we

took dinner and had a pleasant retrospective chat. Years

ago, in company with my beloved wife and my mother, I

had visited the Trescotts, and since then Mrs. Lydia

Trescott and daughter, in company with Mr. and Mrs.
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Homer Waid, had also called on us when paying their

friends a visit in Crawford County. We also went out

to the Guinnip farm near the city. This name to me
and my family has an attraction, inasmuch as my second

son, Guinnip, was named in honor of merchants of that

name who carried on business in Meadville before the

Kebellion of 1861. Elmira is a city of about 30,000 in-

habitants, and has many places of interest, which we vis-

ited, such as Park Church, W. K. Beecher, pastor, where

there was a Christmas entertainment going on, with

Christmas tree, etc. Before leaving we called on and

had supper with our cousin, Clarence Simmons, and then

took the night train for Jamestown.

Sunday we spent with relatives in Frewsburgh, five

miles from Jamestown, and to us it was an unusually

pleasant Sabbath. We found Mr. and Mrs. Burns and

their daughter, Clara, at home, and with them we went

to church. To enjoy two good sermons and attend Sun-

dav-school was enough for one Christian Sabbath to bring

peace and rest to my soul, and I always thank the Lord

for these privileges.

On the morning of Monday, the last day of the year

1888, Mr. Burns drove us to Busti, a town about eight

miles distant, where we passed the day very pleasantly

with our relative, Adelbert Simmons, who is in the mer-

cantile business. After a profitable visit with him and

his family, we were driven by his son to the farm of

Henry Simmons, about two and one-half miles from

Busti. These two cousins my brother had never visited.

Henry Simmons' wife died October 11, 1886, leaving him

with the care of a family of three boys and three girls.

My wife and I had enjoyed the social friendship of their

domestic home ere it had been broken up; and now I

fully realized the bereavement and the empty place in the
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family circle, for I thought of my own loved home. I

knew Avhat it was to have a wife and mother taken away.

Yet we should not burden our remembrance with a heavi-

ness that's gone. Mr. Simmons had gone to Jamestown,

and was not yet returned, so we sat there in the evening

chatting with the children; and as I mused on the scene

of the motherless little ones grouped in the room, I

thought there was still some happiness left under the

roof. All the girls were occupied at something, even the

youngest child, little Bernice, only eight or nine years

old, sat there quite lady-like, knitting just as girls used

to do in olden times. After the eldest, Katie, had played

the organ, we retired to rest, and when midnight came
we knew that the old year in dying had given birth to

the new.

" Once more we stood, with half-reluctant feet,

Upon the threshold of another year;

That line where Past and Present seemed to meet
In stronger contrasts than they did elsewhere."

The early morning of the first day of the year 1889

saw us up and dressed, and who should be the first one

to hail me with a " Happy New Year," as I entered the

sitting room, but Henry Simmons himself, and glad we
were to meet. Soon after breakfast we took the stage

for Jamestown, about eight miles off, and on our arrival

we proceeded to the residence of Mr. Frank Simmons,

where we were met at the door by Mrs. Simmons, who
extended to us the usual greeting, with the anuounce-

ment that we " were just in time for a New Year's din-

ner " at the home of her brother, Hezekiah Williams,

who lived near by. Of course it came as a surprise to

us, and as it was a family gathering purely among the

Williamses, held by them for years on such occasions, I

hesitated in accepting the generous invitation. Mrs.



97

Simmons, however, observing my hesitancy, said: "Yes,.

yon are going, and here is Frank just coming in." So

there was no refusal; we had to go when they put the

crucial question, " Don't you want to go?'' "Yes," I at

once said, " T know your folks so well, and have been

acquainted so long, you can regard us as members of the

family." Just before leaving for Mr. Williams' a gen-

tleman from Dakota came in, and he also accepted a sim-

ilar invitation, so we all went together to the " New
Year's Dinner." I found I knew nearly all of those pres-

ent, and especially did I welcome Hezekiah Williams, our

long acquaintance having endeared him to me like a

brother. His aged mother was present, proving a bles-

sing to us all, while the children cheered and enlivened

the company with their merry glee—the grandmother

and the grandchild reminding us of the close of one year

and the opening of another, or of the beginning and the

end of life''s journey. After a few hours of the elixir or

good of life, we parted, the banquet and the friendship

we had enjoyed remaining in our hearts, bright memen-
toes of the birth of the year 1889.

As the day had not yet closed, we found we had time

to visit other relatives, so directing our steps toward

Harvy Simmons,' some distance off but yet within the

city limits, on Foot's Avenue, we called on Mrs. Simmons-

and her daughter, who were both sick, the mother's

health having been very indifferent for several years.

Then after yet another call we proceeded to Frank Colt's

(where we stopped December 24), telling him we thought

it was time he was visited again by us, as we "had not

been there since last year!" At this he laughed, at the

same time, in his usual cheery manner, inviting us to

"come in," which we did, and were glad to find Aunt

Mary Ann Simmons "quite well." In the morning w&
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left their hospitable roof, and after visiting Mr. Cobb,

and Diy friend William Bowen, also attending to some
business we left Jamestown, stopping, during the day at

Ashville, to see our cousins, the family of the late Lean-

der Simmons, also our enterprising friend, F. Fleek, who
is engaged in mercantile business, and whom we were

glad to find prospering.

In the evening we came to Union City, Erie Co., Penn.,

where we tarried with Augustus Underholt, G. N. Waid's

son-in-law, and after breakfast the following morning,

Mr. Underholt took me to my friend, Mr Wesley David-

son, who formerly lived near Blooming Valley; thence

we proceeded to the chair factory where were found some
old acquaintainces. With Mr. Davidson I remained and

took dinner, and afterward, while my brother chose to

prolong his visit Avith his daughter, I returned home
after a ten day's remarkably pleasant, instructive and

invigorating trip.

RETROSPECTIVE THOUGHTS.

(written JANUARY 25, 1889.)

" I believe if iu my grave,

Hidden iu woody deeps all by the wave,
Your eyes should drop some warm tears of regret,

From every salty seed of your deep grief

Some fair, sweet blossom would leap into leaf,

To prove that Death could not make my love forget."

One op tue " Humbleti Poets."

Once again let me pause in quiet, retrospective

thought; let me stand aside to see the phantoms of past

days go by me, accompanying the shadow of myself in

dim processioD. Weeks, months, years glide along. They
seem little more than a summer day and a winter evening.

I find in my hand to-day the marriage ring I placed



99

upon Eliza's finger nearly thirty-five years ago, and a

keepsake book, " The Family Circle," which I gave her

April 3, 1853, after our engagement but before our mar-

riage. While looking in my library I take from its

shelves this neat little volume, which I find in a good

state of preservation, though it has been read and re-

read with much profit to both of us. The value to me of

this little book is increased as I read on the fly-leaf the

inscription: "Eliza C. Masiker, April 3, 1853," and

" Francis C. Waid, April 3, 1853," both in our own hand-

writing. If this little memento is so valuable to me, I

ask what should be the Bible?

I have stood aside to see the phantoms of those days

go by. They are gone, and I resume the thread of my
story.

TRIP TO WASHINGTON, D. C.

FEBRUARY, 1889.

" Our nature consists in motion: perfect rest is death."

Pascal.

Although I have seen nearly all the large cities of my
country, it was left until a recent period for me to enjoy

a visit to its capital, the City of Washington, the seat of

government of the best nation in the world. I had had

many opportunities to make this journey, but for one

reason and another had never embraced them. Having

the means and disposition to go to a certain place does

not necessarily take us there; we need an actual start,

and at times it takes more than mere inclination to give

us that start; we need a strong incentive. This is as

true of all earthly journeys as it is of the journey to the

Heavenly City. Merely wishing to go, having friends

and the Bible to point the way, and even Christ to lead
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us, will not without will and determination on our own

part lead us to the gates of the New Jerusalem. How
will it ever be made unless we start, and start to-day. Are

you aware, my reader, how much meaning there is witliin

the little word, " Now " ? All the years you may have

lived have at one time been included in this little Avord of

three letters. Do yoa not know that future happiness

depends upon how we improve the present?

To return to our Washington trip^—^In company Avith

my brother-in-law, Mr. G. W. Cutshall, I left Meadville,

February 28, 1889, for the National capital, to attend the

inauguration of President Benjamin Harrison, and to

visit the many points of interest in the city. In leaving

for Washington, hoAvever, I had a motive that Avas of far

more importance to me than that Avhich impelled me to

visit its sights, and that Avas that I purposed attending the

Avedding of my son, Fred F. Waid, to Minnie Haines,

of Brookville, Jefferson County. This Avedding had a

two-fold pleasure for me from the fact that I Avas mar-

ried on the day that I was tAventy-one, and that Fred Avas

within one day of the same age Avhen united, on the 7th

of March, to Miss Haines.

We obtained a rest on the first night of our journey

at Pittsburgh, Avhere Ave visited Jacob Cutshall, a brother

of my traveling companion, and whom we had not seen in

several years. This visit I shall ahvays pleasantly remem-

ber. We left the Union depot on the morning of Friday,

March 1, on a Pennsylvania Central train. We Avere

accompanied by a jolly croAvd of excursionists bound like

ourselves for the inauguration. Let a person who has

never made the journey from Pittsburgh through the

great Keystone State by all means make it. The scenery

is grand, no other word can describe it. I would like to

traA^el through that beautiful country, amid such scenes



101

of sublimity, again and again. " The horseslioe curve,"

" Spruce Creek tunnel "
! their very photographs are

pleasing; how much more enjoyable then to see them in

their native state! Farther along the route are Jack's

and Lewiston Narrows, and i£ you be not yet satisfied

gaze upon "Alleghany Mountain tunnel," or catch a

glimpse o£ Altoona.

Dear reader, in this life we are never out of reach of

disappointments. It was well for me that I formed the

acquaintance of a gentleman named O. A. Hibbs, of Har-

risburgh, 111., otherwise I should have been without a

companion during the rest of my trip. My disappoint-

ment arose from the fact that, by an unfortunate accident,

I became separated from Mr. Cutshall and did not see

him again until I reached his brother's home in Pitts-

burgh on my return. At Harrisburgh, where we stopped

twenty minutes, the conductor said: "All passengers for

AVashington remain in this car." As I wished to make

a note in my diary, Mr. Cutshall said he would step out

and bring me a lunch ; from that moment we were sepa-

rated, he going by accident into the first section of the

train, and although in the depot at the capital, we could

not have been more than an hour apart, we failed to find

each other. Several times during the inauguration we

must have been very close, but we did not meet. He
left the city one hour ahead of Mr. Hibbs and myself,

and thus I followed him to his brother's. Our attach-

ments, however, are not so easily separated as our per-

sons, and we were extremely glad to meet once again. A
lesson is to be learned from incidents of this nature, and

the one that comes most naturally is that from our dis-

appointments we may learn wisdom. I have during years

past traveled thousands of miles with Mr. Cutshall, but

never once have we been separated. At times we have
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failed to make proper train connections, and have met

disappointments in other forms, but this was always our

consolation :
" We are together." And if we were again to

travel, I think that our Washington experience would

cause us to appoint a place of meeting at the point of

destination, so that in case of separation on the way it

would be but of short duration.

As I have said before, it was a source of great pleas-

ure to me to have met Mr. Hibbs. We became warm
friends during the short time of our intercourse, and we

lodged together at the house of Mrs. Eugenie Tabler, No.

224 Thirteenth Street, South Washington, where we found

a pleasant home during our sojourn in the city.

The first object toward which Mr. Hibbs and I bent

our steps Avas the great Washington Obelisk, a monu-

ment of Maryland marble erected to the memory of the

Father of his Country. It is of imposing appearance, as

one may judge when its dimensions are given; a shaft

rising to the immense height of 555 feet, 4 inches may
well inspire awe as one gazes upon it from its base. Its

walls are 15 feet thick, at the base, and 18 inches at the

top. Resting upon a space of ground 55 feet, 1^ inches

square, the obelisk tapers to 34 feet, 5^ inches at the

height of 500 feet, from which point a pyramid roof has

been erected. The work began in 1848, and when in 1855 a

height of 178 feet was reached, the building ceased. In

1876 the Government took charge of the labor of its com-

pletion, and in December, 1884, the copestone was placed

in position. The interior is fitted with iron stairs, which

ascend to the beginning of the roof. An elevator carries

passengers to the extreme top. On the inner walls are

blocks contributed by the different States and Territories.

Two hundred and thirty thousand dollars had been expended

by the monument society when Congress undertook to com-
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plete the obelisk, and since then the appropriation has

been ^900,000. Next to this monument in height comes

the city building of Philadelphia, which towers to an al-

titude of dSI feet. Next is the Cologne Cathedral, whose

spire reaches Heavenward a distance of 424 feet, 11

inches. The public first gained admission to the obelisk

in 1888. The monument inspired me with much more

enthusiasm as I gazed upon it than did the world-famed

obelisk in Central Park, New York, which I visited with

my son Guinnip in September, 1887. As we viewed the

vast pile from various parts of the city and surrounding,

I thought of the greatness of the man to whose memory
it was erected. While we stood at its base we saw people

chipping pieces from the slabs that were broken off when

the marble was dressed, and pocketing them as relics, so

we secured a piece each in the same way. The morning

of our visit, just at nine o'clock, Ave waited for the open-

ing of the massive doors that led to the interior, and

luckily were among the first to gain admission. We
took our places in the elevator, and were soon at the top,

from whence the view is magnificent; the city, the Po-

tomac River and a vast stretch of country lie beneath you,

forming a feast for the eye. I love even now to re-

call the monument to memory. I may add to the above

description that history tells us the corner stone was laid

by President Polk July 4, 1848 ; and from the Knoxville

Trihunel read: "Completed; December 6, 1884, the cope-

stone was placed in position." The monument is made
of blocks of marble two feet thick, and it is said that

more than 18,000 were used, the total cost being $1,300,-

000. There are 900 steps. No wonder the Washington

Monument is great, the highest work of man! The skill

and ingenuity of man have ascended to their loftiest

height to honor George Washington, and the youth of
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our country will ever be inspired by the name and mem-

ory of GEOEGE WASHINGTON. I will mention, with-

out lengthened description, some of the other points of

interest that we touched, before I speak of the Capitol.

First came the Agricultural Department, where Avere a

number of lady clerks doing up packages of seeds. Next

we saw the Smithsonian Institute and the National Mu-

seum, where there are so many relics of George Wash-

ington and Martha Washington and Gen. Grant. The

Patent Office, Fort Meyer and Arlington House came next

in the order of sight-seeing. The Arlington House was

once occupied by G. W. Parke Custis, the adopted son of

our first president, and later by Robert E. Lee, com-

mander of the Confederate forces during the Rebellion.

At Arlington Cemetery are buried over 16,000 soldiers,

and directlv in front of the mansion rests Gen. P. H.

Sheridan.

We attended, on the 4th of March, the inaugural

ceremonies. There were more people present at the in-

ducting into office of President Harrison than on any

similar occasion in the history of the country. The

parade was fully eight miles in length, and it is said that

there were fully 50,000 people in line. Mr. Hibbs and I

stood at Ninth Street and Pennsylvania Avenue from 1

o'clock until 5, or from the time that the presidential coach

had passed until the last cow boy from the West had

ridden by on his broncho.

In the waiting-room of the Baltimore & AVasliington

Railway depot President Garfield was shot at by the as-

sassin, Guiteau, and there is yet to be seen a stain of his

life blood upon the floor to mark the spot where he fell.

While in the city we visited both houses of Congress

while in session. It was certainly worth a great deal to

me to visit the capitol, and to hear the speeches of the
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members of the lower house, and the debates and speeches

in the Senate. It broadens a man's mind to visit halls

of legislation and to get some idea of the legislative meth-

ods of our country.

The capitol is a building 751 feet long, 324 feet broad,

and the dome rises to an altitude of 397 feet above Ioav

water mark of the Potomac River. The great bronze

door at the front entrance weighs 20,000 pounds, and

cost $28,000. The building covers an area of three and

a half acres, and its cost with the dome was $15,000,000.

The view from the dome is indeed fine, but its height

beins; less than that of the monument before described,

not as great an area of country can be seen from its noble

gilded top.

There is so much of beauty in our country's capital

city that I must say I withdrew from it with reluctance,

but duty called my attention in another direction and to

a most important event in the life of one of my children,

the marriage of my son. It is with a heart full of grati-

tude that I remember my own marriage, and the happy

after life until the time that my beloved wife was taken

from me. Knowing the importance of the step my boy

Fred was about to take, and realizing that not only duty

but his wish called me to his side, I left AVashington and

started on my homeward journey.

SOME THOUGHTS BEFORE LEAVING HOME.

(written APRIL 2, 1889.)

" Though at times my spirit fails me,

And the bitter tear-drops fall,

Though my lot is hard and lonely.

Yet I hope—I hope through all."

Mrs. Norton.

Records of passing events are always kept, if not with
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engraver's tools, yet in the thoughts of men they are

ever with us to perish only in death: It is written: In

that very day our thoughts perish. So while we live

our thoughts live also; and I wish to express some of

mine before leaving home on my western trip. I am
aware of the fact that while these thoughts—the remem-

brance of things—and acts live in our memory duriog

life, and that the accountability and influence continue

thereafter, I am prompted or led by the Divine Spirit to act

on my better judgment, endorsing the truth that as every

man's judgment cometh from the Lord, therefore we are

accountable to Him. And since we know what influence

the lives of others—loved ones gone before—have over

us, we should think of the influence our lives may have

on those who follow us. And in recording my thoughts

to-day—no matter how little the reader may think of

them—my object is to do good, and to honor the Lord for

his goodness and mercy to me. Few, if any, are more

indebted than I, and I have tried frequently to give ex-

pression to my thoughts and views of life, of right and

wrong ; but to-day I would fain try again. This is a new

day. I never saw it before; it is passing away, and when

it is gone I shall never see it again. Life is precious,

the time of our departure is sure to come, and we are

admonished that ivhat ive would do ice must do quickly.

This thought is of great value to me, and I am trying to

act on its teaching.

My dear readers, I wish to speak to as many of you

as I can, and tell you what the Lord has done for me.

Some of you, I think, who know me so well, and are aware

of my present peculiar surroundings, may read, perhaps,

with interest, the description I give of myself and family,

but do not lose sight of the fact that my chief desire is to
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thank the Lord in this as best as I know how. Now you

may ask why I—on this morning of April 2, 1889, at the

age of nearly fifty-six, left alone, in not the best of health,

and about to leave home, amid peculiar surroundings

—

am glad, why I am thankful, and why I praise the name

of the Lord? Well, I will tell you. This morning, after

family prayer and breakfast at Guinnip's (the old home-

stead), where I had staid over night, I said to Anna (Guin-

nip's wife): "Your Bible is small print, have you no

large Bible?" When she answered me in the negative

it occurred to me that an opportunity had come. I will

buy Frank, Guinnip and Fred, each of them, a Family

Bible. I am thankful for this thought coming to me, and

I am going to carry out my intention. Precious thoughts

come to me, and I always court them. I love them, and

only wish I had always made better use of them. Yet I

am thankful I have been permitted to profit by so many
of them. You know David, the Psalmist, speaks of them

as being more countless than the sands on the seashore,

and God in His mercy, sends them to you and me. In

getting my boys a Bible each I intend to have our own

old Family Bible rebound, although in 187G it was bound

for the second time. I think the Bible first cost $1.25^

re-binding cost $1-25, last binding (November 14, 1889),

morocco cover, S2.00. Ol<l new Boolx! How I love it! I

wish the reader could see it as it appears in its new cover.

I believe in thanking the Lord for temporal blessings

as well as spiritual, and with this before me, and with a

retrospect of my past life, how can I but feel I owe a'

debt of gratitude, first to my Creator, then to humanity?

Here is a thought: My wife always loved me better ichen

I appi^eciated her love. So I believe of our Heavenly

Father. All the blessings he pours down upon us in this-

life are intended to increase our love toward Him, Now
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let me thank Him in heart and life, in act, in word, in

thought, in deed and in truth for these temporal bless-

ings. Many a one makes a great mistake in life simply

because he fails to manifest due appreciation in return for

what he receives. And if this is true in the obligations

we owe to each other how is it in a higher sense when we

think of our duty toward the Giver of all our blessings!

What, then, should be the love, praise and gratitude of

our hearts toward Him? What actual service besides

homage should we pay Him then ? In this sense let my
thoughts ever be toward the Lord, and I will exclaim out

of the fullness of my heart: "O that men would praise

the Lord for His goodness and His wonderfid ivorks

toward the children of men.'''' This spirit of prayer and

praise has aided me in prosperity and in adversity—yes,

in the very darkest hours of life, and is helping me to-

day, in this year of sore trial and greatest of afflictions,

the death of my beloved wife. Surely this is the most

lonely, the most melancholy and saddest year of my life.

Yet, in all this, comes the consolation of His grace, which

has supported me thus far, and as I soon expect to leave

home I think of my children, who are now all married

—

Franklin, March 15, 1877; Guinnip, March 31, 1883;

Fred, March 7, 1889 (all married in the month of

March !). The thought that I have lived to see all my
children married and settled in life affords me comfort,

and I rejoice that they are in good homes and so near

each other, and that they are so willing to help one an-

other in business and in the affairs of the farm. Kind

reader, let me tell you from the fulness of my soul that

this affords me great happiness, this pleasant condition of

family affairs, and my prayer is that it may ever continue

so. How few of us know with what anxious care and

prayer the home must be guarded to hold our children
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constantly in the bond of domestic peace. In our own
family the credit is nearly all due to the memory of the

beloved wife and good mother. No wonder the influence

lives with such undying love in the hearts of bereaved

husband, children, kindred and friends.

On April 8, I had the pleasure of presenting to each

of my sons a Family Bible, and I have also given Bibles

to others. My intention is to distribute other copies

among my relatives and friends, where I think they will

do good, and my prayer is that they may prove a blessing

to all. " The true way to bear evils is to yield ourselves

up with confidence to God."

MY SECOND TRIP TO KANSAS,

COMMENCING APRIL, 1889.

" The fountains mingle with the river,

And the river with the ocean.

The winds of heaven mix forever

With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single:

All things by a law divine

In one another's being mingle

—

Why not I with thine V
"

Shelley.

Accompanied by my eldest son, Franklin, I left Mead-

ville, on April 10, 1889, en route to Kansas. We left in

the afternoon and journeyed as far as Marion, Ohio, over

the New York, Pennsylvania & Ohio Railroad, and from

thence we reached Chicago, over the Atlantic & Western,

arriving on the morning of the eleventh. This day saw

a combination on our part of business, sight-seeing and

pleasure. My first duty was with my publishers, Avith

whom I had transacted business some years since, but

had never personally met. I was more than pleased to
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meet Mr. J. H. Beers, Mr. A. Warner and Mr. G. A.

Baker, all of whom I have long regarded in the light of

the truest friendship. Mr. Beers accompanied ns on a

tour of inspection through the great city of Chicago.

We visited its principal buildings and the beautiful Lin-

coln Park. We entered the postoffice, Grand Pacific

Hotel, the United States Court and Custom House, and

the Stock Exchange. We were exceedingly interested in

all we saw, but one of the chief delights was the visit to

Lincoln Park, with its 250 beautifully kept acres.

The lawns were dressed in livin.a: ffreen,

A sight by man too seldom seen;

The birds made such sweet music too

We had no heart to bid adieu,

Until the animals in the zoo

Attracted our attention too.

F. C. W.

We saw the statue of Schiller, the German poet, and

afterward, to my great interest, that of Abraham Lincoln.

I had been extremely desirous of seeing this statue ever

since its erection. It represents Lincoln standing with

a chair behind him. The entire work is placed within an

enclosure of horseshoe shape, and is the gift of Eli Bates.

The long broad drive between the lake and the park is

worthy of mention. A very good view of this beautiful

spot, that forms a bit of country in the heart of the city,

may be had from the cable cars that pass by its side for

some distance.

We left Chicago in the evening over the Chicago,

Burlington & Quincy route, and stopped at Galesburgh,

HI., for the night. In the morning, after visiting the

notable places in the city, we started for Quincy, a city

of 40,000 people, where we visited the Soldiers' Home,

the courthouse and postoffice. From Quincy we went to

Kansas City by the Hannibal and St. Jo Railway, and
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from thence to Ottawa by the Santa Fe route. There is

a feature of Quincy to which I wish to refer, and that is

the park where any number of tame gray squirrels dis-

port themselves, and are fed by the children. They appear

perfectly fearless, and I think I never saw so many tame

squirrels together. In this park is the statue of John

Wood, once governor of Illinois, and the first settler at

Quincy, where he went in 1822. He was born in 1798,

and died in 1880. From the tower of the main building

at the Soldiers' Home a grand view may be obtained of

the city and the Mississippi Kiver. In going from Gales-

burgh to Quincy we saw some of the most beautiful

farming country imaginable. We were exceedingly well

pleased Avith our trip across the State, and only regretted

that it was not wholly made by daylight. The system

or order that appears about a farm, and the location of

its buildings always add to its attractiveness as a home,

and as we were passing one that answers this description

my son said, "How is that for a home? I think it good

enough for anybody." Yes, that farmer honors his occu-

pation who so keeps his farm. A glance over a farm is

better than the reading of an advertisement, for, when pres-

ent there, one can find instantly wealth, beauty, comfort

and happiness; and if one does not know what genuine

farm life is, let him go to such a country home and learn

a lesson. One is paid for traveling by looking on just

such scenes as this. The farmer that loves his occupa-

tion honors it, aye and is honored by it also. Whosoever

waiereih shall himself he ivaiered. Once when traveling

in Pennsylvania I heard a stranger say: " I have heard of

the 100-acre lot of F. C. Waid, in Crawford County. A
friend who saw it in June told me it was nearly all

meadow, and that it was particularly beautiful just after

harvest." This remark pleased me very much, coming as
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it did from a stranger, and I felt amply recompeused for

the amount of labor I had expended on that meadow.

On another occasion I was traveling across the State line

into New York, when a stranger, who sat opposite to me
in the car, spoke up and said to some one with him that

he had never seen a contented Pennsylvania farmer; that

they all wanted to quit farming and go into some other

occupation. He was from New York State, and evidently

was merely speaking in a bragging tone, but just when
crossing the State line he again spoke of the alleged dis-

contentment existing among Pennsylvania farmers, and

one or two passengers replied, but not strongly enough
to cause him to cease. As he seemed to be getting the

better of them, and appeared proud of his position, I who
had heretofore been silent arose and turned the lauo^h

upon him, just after he had said he never expected to see

a contented farmer in the whole State, by saying: "If
you never have seen a contented Pennsylvania farmer,

look upon one now. I was born upon a farm in Craw-
ford County, in 1833, have always lived on a farm, I love

a farm and expect to die upon a farm. I am a contented

Pennsylvania farmer." When I sat down, the stranger

shook hands with me, thanked me and said that he had
learned something. There was a hearty laugh in the

car, and we became friends at once.

I must return now to my Kansas trip. There are

many changes in life, some of them so sad that neither

tongue nor pen can describe them sympathetically. Dis-

appointment comes to us all ; no one can pass through

life without meeting it sooner or later, and it comes at

times when least expected. It was so in the case of which

I am about to speak, and though time and space will not

here allow me to go into detail of the sorrow that I have

gone through during the last year, yet I will say it was the
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deepest sorrow I have ever known, and I doubt if it be

possible ever again to experience such another. This

sorrow came in the loss of my beloved wife. It has done

one thing for me, however, it has taught me how to sym-

pathize with those similarily aliflicted. An event full of

sad interest for me was the death of Frank H. Ringer, of

wdiose sudden calling away I had heard a few days before

leaving home. He was my esteemed friend; I loved him

as a brother, and I expected to enjoy many pleasant times

with him, but Death, the reaper, cut him off in his prime.

AVlien Mr. Cutshall and I visited him last October for the

first time, little did we think that it was doomed to be our

last visit. Sometimes, my kind reader, it happens that

we are to see our real friends but once in a life-time.

Did you ever think of this? It was true in the case of

which I speak. My acquaintance with Mr. Ringer was-

short, but that our love and friendship were sincere is

amply proven by the letters that passed between us dur-

ing the short time between our meeting and his death.

I would have been present at his funeral had I not been

so far distant, yet, when I reached his home at Olpe, Lyon

Co., Kas., some time after his death, I visited his grave,

and while fell the tear of sorrow I placed the wild ver-

bena and other beautiful prairie flowers above his grave.

He is interred in Pleasant Ridge Cemetery, near his home.

He was in his twenty-ninth year, and in death I feel that

I have lost a true friend and an affectionate brother, one

that I will ever bear in loving remembrance, and although

not to be allowed to see him again in this life, I trust I

will meet him in the better land.

This is written at the home of Mr. Freeman Tyler, one

and one-half miles west from Norwood, Kas., where I am
staying wath my son. I was much disappointed on reach-

ing Mr. Tyler's, to find that Miss Anna Tyler, whom I had
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come especially to see, was away from home, having been

called to the aid of her sister during the illness of her

husband, Mr. Ringer, of whose death I have just written.

Our letters had failed to reach each other for the last

eight or ten days, on account of the absence of both from

home. After the death of Mr. Ringer she did not return

home, but remained with her sister Hattie. I went with

Anna's brother to the home of the Ringers, on April 16,

and staid there with him until he settled up Mr. Ringer's

affairs, when we all returned to the Tyler homestead,

where Hattie and little Vera would thereafter make their

home. Did you ever analyze a tear to see what it con-

tained? It contains elements of joy and of sorrow.

Upon our arrival at Mrs. Ringer's home on the morning

of March 16, we found there the bereaved wife and her

little daughter. Vera, with Anna Tyler seated at break-

fast. Our coming was a surprise to them, and for a

moment the pleasure of the meeting lightened their bur-

den of sorrow. I thought of the absent one, and the

severe trial through which I had passed only the year

before, and my heart went out in syjnpathy to this mourn-

ing family. Here were sorrow and gladness mingled,

sorrow for the departed and joy at meeting loved ones.

When our best earthly friends are called away we want to

feel that God is with us, and that those we love on earth

are ready to extend their loving sympathy, and to heal

our wounds with the balm of affection. I was glad to be

with them in their dark hour of affliction, and had I known

the circumstances on the 13th of the month, when at

Ottawa, I would have gone to Olpe instead of to Nor-

wood. Yet as it turned out it seemed to be for the best, for

by going first to Mr. Tyler's and remaining over the Sab-

bath, and attending Valley Chapel along with my friend,

R. P. Tyler, and my son, I was enabled to accompany Mr.
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Tyler on his journey to his sister's home. "While at Olpe

we paid a visit to Mr. Tyler's farm, at Rock Creek, six miles

distant. Returning we called upon Mr. Stratton, a friend

with whom we had a pleasant visit, and an interesting

conversation concerning Kansas. Before reaching Olpe

we visited Pleasant Ridge Cemetery, of which I have

spoken before. I wish to write down a few thoughts that

came to me as we left Olpe. The goods had all been

packed away, and we had taken our seats on the train and

bade good-bye to the friends who had come to see Mrs.

Ringer, and as the train moved slowly out we turned our

eyes to that attractive home just vacated, and our thoughts

were sad indeed. Around it clustered the tenderest mem-
ories, joyful and sad, and now mother and daughter were

leaving it behind them with heavy hearts. Little Vera

sighed her good-bye, but all the sadness was not so much
for the home, as for him who had made it, but had now

gone to a dwelling beyond the skies. Mr. Tyler, having

some business to attend to, remained in Olpe, and the rest

of our party went to Emporia, where we staid for the

night. I there had the pleasure of visiting with the two

sisters their friend Mr. Atkinson, whom I will remember

as another new friend. On the morning of the 18th of

April, we arrived at Ottawa, where we Avere met by Mr.

Tyler's conveyance and taken home. Mr. Tyler lives six

miles north of Ottawa. His home is to the writer a very

attractive farm-home, and I think I can give several rea-

sons for its so being. There is one thing that is best

spoken at all times, and that is the truth. We are allowed

the privilege of making our wants known, and I will say

that I am wanting a partner for life. Once before, when

in search of a wife, I found her in a farm home, in the

kitchen. I speak of the kitchen because it is the essen-

tial part of the household; it is to the house what the
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main spring is to the watch, and every good wife and

mother should understand housework.

To return to the incidents of the trip, I will say that

when I went to Olpe my son Franklin remained at Mr.

Tyler's, and as it was corn planting season he enjoyed

that, for the Kansas method of planting is different from

that in vogue with us. April 19 and 20 were very pleas-

ant days, and, although I was feeling rather indisposed,

I drove with Mr. E. P. Tyler, his brother Albert, and my
son, to Baldwin, Media and Prairie City, a distance of

ten or twelve miles. These towns are near each other,

and about seven miles from Mr. Tyler's. There was a

strong wind blowing, and when we reached home I was

quite ill, and on Monday I Avas no better, so my son de-

cided to remain until I felt an improvement. On Tues-

day I was worse, and Dr. Black, Mr. Tyler's family phy-

sician, was called in, who in three days succeeded in

breaking the fever, but I was not able to leave the house

for several weeks. I am indebted to Dr. Black and the

entire Tyler family for the help and faithful care be-

stowed upon me during my illness, and also for the gen-

eral interest manifested by them in my welfare ever since

I came here. Franklin did not wait to see me change my
condition, but returned to his home on April 25, arriving

just in time to attend the funeral of his father-in-law,

John Moore, who had died very suddenly on April 25,

at S. C. Derby's, in Meadville, in his seventy-eighth

year. Mrs. Maria G. Moore, my son's wife's mother, died

at Jamestown, Mercer Co., Penn., on the 17t]i of last

August. I was at Jamestown the May preceding, and

visited them at their home. That was the last time I saw

Mrs. Moore, and when I left home upon the present trip,

I parted from Mr. Moore to meet no more on earth.

Only a short time ago I visited my son with Mr. Moore,
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and roomed with liim during the night. We greet our

friends, but when we part none can tell if we will ever

see them again on this side of the grave. How necessary

for us to be ready when the call comes!

Live a little while we may,

But die we must;

Then help us while we live, O Lord,

In Thee to put our trust."

My trip to Kansas is embracing more time than any

previous journey here or elsewhere, but its importance

requires time, deep thought and sincere, candid reflection.

The subject of marriage is one of vast importance to

those entering upon its duties. Too little attention is

at times given to it, and on this account it is called a lot-

tery, a name that it should no more bear than that busi-

ness should be called a farce. When I returned from

my first trip to Kansas, I was met by a particular friend

who, knowing where I had been, said: "Well, how do

you like Kansas?" "I like the country and climate

exceedingly," I replied. "Did you invest?" "Yes," I

said, for how could I speak otherwise when I had invested

my all in matrimony? He seemed somewhat surprised

and was anxious to knoAv if I intended going West to

locate. I told him that much as I liked the West I

liked Crawford County better, and had no intention of

removing. This conversation occurred last fall, and as I

sit to-day writing this in the home of Mr. Tyler, with

Anna Tyler writing at the same table, I feel that I

have every reason to be thankful to Almighty God for

His blessing ; especially am I grateful to him for sparing

my life and crowning this year with happiness. Yester-

day, June 2, 1889, I attended the Christian Sunday-

school and church at Norwood. A collection was taken for

missionary purposes, and when it amounted to only ^2.88,1
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was reminded of some of our own small church collection

at home, and so at the close of the service I handed the

treasurer a like amount, thus doubling the contribution.

The Lord loveth a cheerful giver, and may I ever do His

work with a cheerful heart and willing hand.

I wish to say a word concerning the lighter and fairer

products of Kansas soil. Fruit and flowers are in great

luxuriance here, particularly (among fruit) peaches and

cherries, and (among flowers) roses, of which latter there

is great variety. Apples do not promise so well as

peaches, yet there will be a fair yield. The weather con-

tinues beautiful, and all Nature is smiling.

"All good things around us

Are sent from Heav'n above;

Then Ihank the Lord, Oh! thank the Lord

For all his bounteous love."

In order that my "right hand might not forget her

cunning," speaking as a tiller of the soil, I kept myself

in some degree of practice by mowing the grass about

the yard and house for a few days, and the exercise I

found did me good. Two of the letters I received from

Meadville, yesterday (June 5), brought me intelligence

of the death at Titusville, Penn., of Ruth Ann Goodwill,

and of her burial at Blooming Valley Cemetery, May 31.

She was one of my scholars at Blooming Valley, in 1852,

and we had always kept up a cordial acquaintance. Last

January I visited her for the last time, she being then

very ill.

Things went on from day to day much the same at

Mr. Tyler's, with occasioned variation, and I found my-

self gradually becoming stronger, and in a more composed

frame of mind. My diary now brings me to the memor-

able " Ottawa Chautauqua Assembly."
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OTTAWA CHAUTAUQUA ASSEMBLY.

June 18, to 28, inclusive, was a long-to-be-remem-

bered period in the annals of Ottawa, Kas. The galaxy

of talent and the vast crowds attracted thither on the oc-

casion are of rare occurrence anywhere, and I had made

up my mind to become one of the many there assembled.

Accordingly, in the forenoon of the first day (June 18),

I took train for Norwood ; thence, after some delay, owing

to non-connection of trains, proceeded to Ottawa, where I

arrived in the afternoon in time to be present at part of

the exercises, but too late to hear the opening address.

When I come to reflect it seems to me that now, in the

early autumn of my life, I do a good deal of traveling,

and I confess I see and appreciate its value. It does a

man good to " rub up against the world," and without

travel, like a sword kept too long in the scabbard, he is

liable to get rusty. When a boy I often entertained a

wish to travel, and now I have no cause to complain on

that score.

But to return to my Ottawa trip. I found that city

very pleasant, and Forest Park looking resplendent in

spite of the swollen river having encroached considera-

bly on its limits. There is one tree, an elm, in the park,

beneath whose shade I wrote some of my diary, that is five

feet in diameter at the trunk, and probably over a century

old. They are already making great preparations here

for the " Fourth " and the " Chautauqua Assembly " is

creating no little commotion in all quarters. Each church

denomination has its own headquarters on the ground in

front of the Tabernacle, as well as the Y. M. C. A. and

W. C. T. U. I purchased a " season ticket," price $1.50,

which entitles me to " entrance and exit at pleasure." As

you pass in at the main entrance to Forest Park, on the

right hand is the Assembly Hall; on the left, near the
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river, is the boarding dining room, on tl^e left before you

come to the Tabernacle, between the gate and the Taber-

nacle; then, farther on, is the little tent village, ensconced

in a beautiful grove of trees, and near this are the Normal

Hall and Hall of Philosophy, which latter is located very

near the river bank on a rise of ground, beautifully sit-

uated, as the tent village lies in front and Normal Hall

near by.

On the evening of the 18th I listened to a lecture de-

livered by Peter Mamreoff Von Finkelstein, a native of

Jerusalem, and a man of, I should think, about fifty

years of age. This lecture, for teaching and explaining

the Scriptures, excelled any discourse, I believe, I ever

heard. He was dressed in Oriental costume, as was also

the party of Syrians who accompanied him and Avho as-

sisted in his lectures by practical illustrations of Eastern

and Biblical scenes, and in several tableaux.

Wednesday, June 19—Attended a discourse at the

Tabernacle, with Bible readings about Sanwjel. He was

a good boy, and early learned obedience. The speaker

said that if a child at five years of age did not mind his

parents or guardians he would never be obedient, and we

should be careful to teach our children lessons of obedi-

ence. Eev. Sam P. Jones came to-day. He is of medium
size; fair complexion; quick step; dark hair; has a mous-

tache, and a keen eye. Rev. D. C. Milner is a man of

medium size, somewhat tanned by the sun, and has a

full beard, though not long, Mr. Von Finkelstein gave,

with some twenty others dressed in rich Eastern attire,

a most instructive entertainment to an immense audience.

His description of Jerusalem and its people, both ancient

and modern, was most graphic and edifying, and made

the Bible dearer to me than ever, if such could be possi-

ble. To-nigfht I heard Rev. S. P. Jones lecture on the
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subject, "Get There.'' The audience was large, and by

his pointed remarks and truthful sayings he made con-

siderable impression on his hearers.

Thursday, June 20—This morning I met Kev. S. P.

Jones at the park gateway, and as I passed through I

remarked to the gate-keeper, "That's Sam Jones."

"Yes," replied some one, "that's the critier!'" "Well," I

said, "he is a peculiar man, but he draws a large crowd."

Listened to several interesting lectures—Chemistry (with

experiments). Energy and Force, etc.—all most instruct-

ive, by Prof. James T. Edwards, of Randolph, N. Y.

Also heard Col. George W. Bain, of Kentucky, lecture on

"Temperance." Col. Bain has just come from Pennsyl-

vania, where he had been lecturing on " Constitutional

Amendment," and reports 180,000 against it. Anna

and Mr. Tyler came into Ottawa to-day by horse and

buggy, and I saw them long enough just to chat for a

few moments. In the evening. Rev. S. P. Jones, on "Tem-
perance."

Friday, June 21—Great crowd to-day, as weather is

more pleasant after some refreshing showers. Dr. H. R.

Palmer's (of NeAv York) musical class is no small addi-

tion in the entertainment of the people. Heard Dr. Pen-

tecost's Bible readings, and Dr. Hays, of Kansas City,

lecture on " Church Organizations." Two years ago

(1887) I sent Rev. Sam P. Jones a copy of my Souvenir.

Now to-day, at his room in the Assembly Hall, at 10:30

A. M., according to prior arrangement, I had the pleasure

of handing him another copy, which he accepted, thank-

ing me, and saying he would write to me and give me his

opinion of the book. Mr. Jones then wrote my address

in the back part of the volume. During the interview I

asked him if he was acquainted with T. L. Flood, of

Meadville, and he said he was. I stated to him my ob-
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ject in writing the Souvenir, and what I wished to do for

the Lord, as I owed everything to Him, saying I wished

to " Get There "—that is to Heaven
;
yes, get there. I

have heard Mr. Jones twice here, and have listened to

him most attentively each time, one reason being that I

heard him lecture and preach at Chautauqua, N. Y., in

1887, and I am glad of yet another opportunity to hear

him this afternoon at the Tabernacle. I should add that

Mr. Jones, in turning over the leaves of the Souvenir,

stopped at the portraits of Eliza and myself, and remarked

of mine that it reminded him of a friend, and of Eliza's

he said: " That is a fair, noble face." I then told him

that my wife had died July 4, 1888. This, the fourth

day of the Assembly, ended with a grand concert by the

Assembly chorus under Dr. Palmer, listened to by a large

audience.

Saturday, June 22—Having some bank business in-

volving the sum of ^3,000, and other private affairs to

attend to, I took a run " home," returning in the after-

noon to Ottawa, and bringing with me, from Mr. Tyler's,

John Cavinee, who is stopping at the same hotel. We
visited several places of interest in Ottawa, including

the stand-pipe and North Ottawa; also took a trip in

the little pleasure steamboat " Gertie." In the evening,

grand parade of children, speeches, music, etc.

Sunday, June 23—Attended Sunday-school for adults

at the Tabernacle, Dr. J. L. Hurlbut being the teacher,

and his lesson " The Eesurrection." Kev. Wilbur L.

Davidson, of Cincinnati, filled Dr. William Butler's place

at the Tabernacle, latter being sick. Prayers were offered

up for him, and Mr. Davidson said he would see him

soon and let him know how the people of Ottawa remem-

bered him on that day in prayer. The subject of Rev.

Davidson's discourse was 2 Cor. iv: 17: For our light
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affliction, which is bat for a mon/cni, worketh for as a far
more exceeding and eternal iveight of glory. In the-

evening the Young Men's Christian Association held a

temperance meeting, which was well attended. I shook

hands with the secretary of the association, Mr. Maurice

McMullen,* who was from Meadville, Penn. Also attend-

ed song service at the Tabernacle.

Monday, June 24—Bright and early this cold morn-

ing I was in the park, seated on the river bank, pencil

and note-book in hand, and much I wrote, which space in

this volume will not admit of. From many passing events

and scenes I was always learning a lesson, and everything

seemed to me like an animated Panopticon. To-day I

rode over from the town to the park with Mr. McMullen,

who kindly invited me to a seat with him in his carriage.

In the evening I returned to Mr. Tyler's, and found

Rouelle waiting for the mail at Norwood, but my busi-

ness required me to go in person to the farm, instead of

writing.

Tuesday, June 25—Returned to Ottawa in time ta

hear Dr. Hays again. I truly love to hear him speak,

his words are so full of instruction, and his delivery most

pleasing. After dinner I went to the First National Bank
of Ottawa to transact some business with Mr. Freeman

Tyler, his daughter, Anna E., being with us. Just be-

fore Mr. and Miss Tyler's arrival at Ottawa I had at-

tended a grand lecture at the Tabernacle on the subject

"The Pleasures of Our Country." After dinner I heard

Dr. P. S. Henson, of Chicago, discourse on "Grumblers."^

his lecture being full of instruction and amusement. He
maintained that the best cure for grumblers was work.

In the evening Bishop John H. Vincent, LL. D., the

* Robert McMullen (decpased), father of Maurice and a blacksmith by occupa-
tion, was a friend and ac()uaintanre of uiy father as well as a friend of mine, and I
always esteemed him a good man. His widow is living in Meadville now.
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Founder and Chancellor oi: " Chautauqua,"" whom I have

frequently seen and heard, delivered a very fine lecture

entitled "Among the Heights," in the course of which he

said that we, in Ottawa, were 850 feet above the level of

the sea; then went on describing heights of land every-

where till he reached the Yosemite Valley, his descrip-

tion of which, with its hills and mountains, rocks and

waterfalls, rivers and cataracts, was really sublime.

Wednesday, June 26—This is " Recognition Day."

Bible-reading by Dr. J. L. Hurlbut, of New York.

(Wrote to C. R. Slocum, Esq., of Saegerstown, Crawford

County, Penn., and to my son, Fred F., at Meadville.

)

Heard Dr. Hays to-day, and think him one of the most

common and practical of preachers that I know of; but I

shall ever remember him with pleasure. His subject to-

day was " Systematizing the Pastor's Own Work." In

speaking of the various churches he compared them to

different railroads all doing business of the same nature

but under different organizations. This afternoon they

are getting ready (decorating, etc.) for Bishop Vincent,

whom I heard address the boys at Assembly Hall, and

afterward the girls (Mrs. Kennedy's class) at Normal

Hall. And now the procession is formed, with the " Chau-

tauqua Literary Scientific Circle " in beautiful line
;
gradu-

ates, advanced Normal and Normal, then mediates and

intermediates and boys and girls from twelve to four-

teen, both white and colored. After the entire line was

formed they marched, headed by a band, through deco-

rated archways to the several halls, and then to the Tab-

ernacle, where seats were reserved for all the classes.

Here was rendered an instructive and entertaining pro-

gram, consisting mainly of music. " Recognition Ad-

dress," by Bishop Vincent, and the conferring of diplo-

mas upon the class of 1889. In the evening came the
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grand camp-fire of the C. L. S. C. At the setting of the

sun I stepped on board the " Gertie " and enjoyed a de-

lightful sail on the pond, which looks not unlike the out-

let of Chautauqua Lake, N. Y. I sat beside the gentle-

man who lectured on " Pleasures of Our Country," and

I thought that even in this little boat-ride I was en-

joying one of the many pleasures of life for the small

sum of ten cents. About 9 o'clock, after the bonfire of

the C. L. S. C. had died out, all repaired to the Taberna-

cle, where was assembled the largest audience I had yet

seen, to enjoy the rendering of an amusing and in-

structive program, of which the following is a verhaiim

copy:

PROGRAM OF THE I B U!
WAIT UNTIL THE GHOSTS APPEAR!

" Catch as Catch Can."—Dr. Milner.

Opening Remarks Dr. Hurlbul

Peter Vou ***4^** Mr. Jerusalem

Lecture Sam Jones

Class Song I. B. U. Chorus

Chemical Experiments Dr. Edwards
Cornet Solo Miss Anna Park

Lecture (with gestures) Col. Bain

Stereopticon Illustrations W. L. Davidson

Solo Madam Bianca Salveteri Romana Etc. Carringtoa

Lecture Dr. Hays
Speechification Dr. Henson

Song L B. U. Chorus

Presentation of Diplomas Bishop Vincent

Instrumental Duet (with encore) I. B. L'.'s

WAIT UNTIL THE GHOSTS DISAPPEAR!

Thursday, June 27—The tenth day of the Ottawa

Chautauqua Assembly opened this morning under a sunny

sky. I attended Bible reading at the Tabernacle, and
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lieard again the stories of David and Samuel. Dr. Hurl-

hnfs description of the Psalmist and his abilities was

most interesting. I had, after the reading, an entertain-

ing conversation with a Presbyterian clergyman, who
owns three farms in Coffey County, which be is desirous

of selling in order to remove to the East. He stated that

his sons did not care for farming, .and that like most

young men in that region wished to go to the populous

centers, where they could make more money, saying, that

young men of the present day preferred speculating and

trading to good hard farm -work. At 10 o'clock Miss

Anna Park gave a concert in the Tabernacle, which was

followed by a similar entertainment at a later hour.

The motto of the Chautauqua Assembly at Ottawa is

^' Knowledge unused for the good of others is more vain

than unused gold." Some people think the Ghost play

at the Tabernacle last evening was overdone; I think it

Avould have been better left undone entirely. The Ottawa

Chautauqua Assembly should have complete control of its

grounds and entertainments, and should submit to no out-

side pressure. I am writing this near Philosophy Hall,

upon the river bank, a favorite spot of mine, and when I

reach home my thoughts will wander pleasantly back to

this sylvan nook. The little steamer, " Gertie," has just

passed, and the waves she made are washing the bank at

my feet. I rode upon the boat last evening, and as we

drifted I found a deep and pleasurable satisfaction in the

ever-changing scene on the shore. The white tents with

their background of leafy green, the children darting

hither and thither in their parti-colored dresses, all went

to make u[) a picture long to dwell within the memory.

Since sitting here within the shadow of Philosophy Hall a

gentleman from Connecticut and a party of ladies have

43ome and stood by my side. The\' are good conversa-
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tionalists, and I enjoy listening to them. But a Avord

about the concert this afternoon ; a young boy and his sis-

ter, from Missouri, played the violin remarkably well, and

are very attractive in their appearance. Solos were given

by two young men, and also by Mrs. Carrington and Miss

Park, chorus singing by the choir filling the rest of the

program. The weather has been extremely hot, the

thermometer marking 94° at noon. One makes many
friends in the course of ten days, and I find myself when

writing on the river bank continually accosted by those

with whom I have formed more or less acquaintance since

coming here. The little steamer " Gertie," I think must

be getting rich to-day for she is now pulling out upon her

third trip. The captain told me a day or two ago that

times were dull, but I think he is now reaping a harvest.

The heat of the day has dried up the mud caused by the

overflow of the river, and the seats along the bank of the

stream under the shade of the trees are more accessible

and far more comfortable. I saw a lady to-day, sitting

beneath the shade of a tree and standing her things on a

seat, making a pretty sketch of the Locust Street bridge,

Avhich crosses the river just below the park. It struck

me this evening as I stood upon the Main Street bridge,

that I had never experienced such oppressive weather.

As is sometimes the case in Kansas, there was positively

no air astir, and the least exertion caused actual dis-

comfort. I have heard of hot waves in Kansas, and if

this is not one of them it bears a remarkably startling

resemblance. I expect to return to Mr. Tyler's to-

morrow, the last day of the Assembly.

Friday, June 28—This is "Grand Army Day," and

the last day of the Chautauqua Assembly, for which great

preparations have been made. In the forenoon we had

addresses by U. S. Sen. John J. Ingalls, chairman of
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the day, and Gov. Lyman U. Humphry of Kansas. In

the afternoon, addresses by Hon. Henry Booth, De-

partment Commander of the G. A. R., and Corporal

James Tanner, U. S. Commissioner of Pensions. In the

evening, camp fire and addresses by Ex-Gov. George T.

Anthony and others. One of the speakers spoke of the

time when Kansas was on the border of civilization and

had so many a hard struggle; he eulogized the people

for what they had done in bringing a fertile land from

an unfruitful soil, so that now Kansas can raise enough

in one year to last her five. Speaking of the war he

said: "Kansas, in proportion to her population, sent more

men to the front than any other State in the Union.

More soldiers went from her borders than there were

voters in the State." The choir sang "Marching Through

Georgia," and Miss Park played the clarionet, thus add-

ing musical features to the day. Sen. Ingalls is tall,

slender and a little gray, but withal fine looking. The

Tabernacle was filled to overflowing by people anxious to

hear his speeches. He paid a deserved tribute to the

G. A. R. boys, and to the State of Kansas. He began

quietly, but soon, like Dr. Vincent, was "towering among
the heights." In the evening occurred another meeting

that was interesting and entertaining in the highest de-

gree. There were patriotic songs and speeches, and the

day, and with it the Assembly, closed crowned with

success. I was so delighted with the noted good men
whom I had seen and heard, that I bought their pictures

of Mr. Corwin, the photographer, along with the views

of Ottawa. The portraits were those of Revs. J. H. Vin-

cent, D. D., T. De Witt Talmage, D. D., J. L. Hurlbut.

D. D.; Rev. Sam P. Jones; Dr. H. R. Palmer; Rev. D. C.

Milner, Mr. Finkelstein and Mrs. G. R. Alden ("Pansy").

Saturday, June 29—This forenoon I visited Ottawa
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University, which was built in 1866. A new one has been

commenced and is already up to the second story; the

grounds, I understand, comprise 100 acres. After trans-

acting some bank business I left Ottawa at 3:15 p. m. for

Norwood, arriving in the evening at the Tyler Farm in

good health and spirits.

THE TOPEKA CHAUTAUQUA ASSEMBLY.

July 1, 1889—This morning I am to leave Mr. Free-

man Tyler's to go to Topeka, Kas., where I intend spend-

ing several days, in order to attend the Chautauqua

Assembly, and to view the city, which is the capital of

the State. I have made my home at the house of Mr.

Tyler since April 13, and now, having an opportunity to

visit the city mentioned, I feel that I ought to take ad-

vantage of it. Mr. Tyler, before buying the farm where

he now resides, lived in Topeka, for two or three months,

at 369 Van Buren Street, When I reached Norwood on

this bright July morning, I found that I had missed the

train by about five minutes, and I concluded to walk to

Baldwin, a distance of six miles, rather than wait until

the afternoon; and so out I set despite the hot sun that

a winter suit rendered rather uncomfortable. As I had

about seven hours in which to make the trip, I did not

hurry, but, walking leisurely along, I stopped in the

shadow of the Valley Chapel, to make some entries in my
note book, and then started eastward. I am at Baldwin

at last, tired, faint, hungry and thirsty, after a tramp of

ten or twelve miles. I must admit now that I was dressed

altogether too warmly for a July day, especially so con-

sidering the fact that my walk was prolonged far beyond

my anticipation. I turned in the wrong direction at one

time, and, finally, upon inquiry, I found myself farther
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from my destination than when I started.* I turned about

and reached here as I have described. At a farm-house,

•on my way, T stopped and asked for a cup of water. It

was given me readily by the ladies of the house, and I

must say that I have rarely tasted anything so thoroughly

good. This little incident put me in mind of the passage

of Scripture, concerning a cup of cold water given in the

Master's name, and I have since studied the passage

anew. I am now writing in a restaurant, where I have

eaten, drank and been refreshed. I am not sorry I took

the walk, although I did lose my way and travel farther

than I intended, for there is a lesson in it, and one by
which I shall profit. I enjoyed looking at the fine farms

as I walked along; the green corn in fields of a hundred

acres, and the large tracts of timothy grass just ready for

the scythe, were enough to delight the eye of any farmer

who held in his heart a love for his calling. I left

Baldwin between three and four o'clock, and am now,

in the early evening, at Lawrence, where I intend call-

ing on Eev. James Marvin, who left Meadville fourteen

years ago, as I was informed by his daughter with whom
I conversed while waiting his return home.

While there he was frequently called into the coun-

try to preach and make addresses, and, meeting him
often, I formed a strong attachment for him. I had

about two hours and one-half at Lawrence, and the time

proved to be composed of golden moments for me. I

walked from the depot, which is a splendid structure, a

short distance up the street, until I found a boy, who was

picking cherries. He kindly went into the house, and,

securing a directory, found that Mr. Marvin resided at

1605 Vermont Street. Thither I bent my steps, but was

* How early to go the wrong way, when we consult pleasure, and think we have
plenty of time I The benefit I derived from losing luy way was a view of the country,
and an experience of kindness shown nie l>y strangers.— F. C. Waid.



131

disappointed at not finding Mr. Marvin at home. His

house is a fine commodious dwelling, with large grounds

and ample shade. A short distance up the walk leading

to the house, and at the edge of a beautiful terrace, sat a

lady reading, who rose, as I neared her, and greeted me.

When I introduced myself she gave me a chair, and we

entered into conversation about old times and a contem-

plated visit of Mr. Marvin to Prof. A. B. Hyde, of Denver,

Colo. We spoke, also, of the beautiful home in which

they resided, and that appeared to me to be a combina-

tion of city and country. I left shortly, not having much
time before the departure of my train, and on the way to

the depot I met Mr. Marvin and his wife driving home-

w^ard. I hailed them without hesitancy, and, walking

into the middle of the street, I said, '' Is not this Mr.

James Marvin, of Meadville, Penn. ?
' " Yes," was the

response. I told him briefly of my call upon him for the

sake of old times, and that I remembered his sermons with

interest and him with affection. I spoke of the SOUV-

ENIR, saying that it was intended for my kindred and

friends, and as I surely counted him as one of the latter,

I wished him to accept one. He thanked me very kindly

for the offer, and I promised to send him a copy, and to

write to him upon my return home.* Our interview was

not very prolonged, but was pleasantly satisfactory, and

when, as I left, he pronounced a benediction, by saying,

""The blessing of the Lord be with you," I felt amply

repaid for all my labor, and went rejoicing on my way.

I reached the depot in time for my train, and ere long

was in Topeka, the beautiful capital of Kansas. The

State house is a magnificent structure, but not yet com-

pleted. There will be work to the exteat of four years

*My promise was really not filled till December 11,1889, when I wrote him a letter

aud sent him a copy of the Souvenir.— F. C. Waid.
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yet to come before the building will be fiuished. Near
the capital is a handsome brick library, stone trimmed,

for the use of the city. Bethany College, also, is not far

distant, and is a handsome stone building, covered with a

beautiful climbing ivy, and surrounded by stately ever-

greens. After visiting the college, and going parti

v

through the capitol, I called on Guild & Walworth, mak-
ers of monuments, etc., to ask prices and look at their

work, in the interest of a friend. Their place of busi-

ness is not far from the State house.

July 2—I am seated in the amphitheatre of the To-

peka Chautauqua Assembly grounds. The building is cir-

cular, rises like a dome, and from the outside presents a

fine appearance. The audience is not large, and the rain

has rather a dampening effect upon the spirits as well as

upon the clothes. The platform within the amphitheatre

is well arranged and has a drop curtain that gives a the-

atrical effect to the interior. Greenland Park, where

the Assembly is held, is about four miles from the city.

An electric railway runs to the grounds upon a track

that curves frequently and sharply. I have met again

the excursionist. Rev. L. J. Dyke, of Coffeyville, Osage

County, where he has been located for four years. I met

him at the Ottawa Assembly, and in a number of other

places since I first saw him in the Santa Fe depot several

weeks ago. From him I have learned something of the

method of arranging and carrying through the plans of

an excursion. Prior to this year the Assembly has been

held in North Topeka, at Garfield Park, but now Green-

field Park is the chosen spot. It is new and not yet

beautified by art to any extent, while Nature herself has

done but little. The cost of admission to the Assembly,,

including car fare, is but 20 cents.

July 3—I am a guest at the Ohio Hotel, where for
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moderate prices one gets good accommodations, and I wish

to remain here until the 5th. I will make this my head-

quarters. The hotel is on Fifth Street, near the Santa

Fe depot, which itself is opposite the State House. The
depot is a fine brick structure, and in it are located

the offices of the road. The postoffice is a stone edifice

that is an ornament to the central part of the city, where

it is located. Washburn College is situated at a distance

of about three miles from my hotel, and I am now taking

a look at the stone building situated in a park amid beau-

tiful surroundings. It is vacation time and the students

are away, and I am sitting unmolested on the portico

writing in my diary, and enjoying the view that from here

is very beautiful. I would like to go to the top of the

building whence even a better sight may be obtained

of the city and its environs. The Library building

near the college is handsome. As I came to the college

from my hotel I passed the Commercial Business College,

the Fifth Avenue Hotel, the State House, Bethany Col-

lege and the Santa Fe office buildings. The college

ground comprises, I should judge, about twenty acres,

well kept and beautified by art as Avell as by nature. I

have just heard some one within the building, and now
the door opens and a colored man admits me, and I am at

liberty to climb to the roof and take in the view that I

have wished. The scene is grand in the extreme, and,

combining as it does the solidity of the city with the

beauty of the country, long stretches of beautiful fields

and rivers of water, might well appeal to the eye and

brush of an artist. The Insane Asylum, away in the dis-

tance, presents a fine view.

It is high noon, and I am now at Garfield Park, six

miles from the place of writing the above—Washburn

College. This pleasure ground is not over twenty acres



134

in extent, and at this hour is undergoing a transforma-

tion into a gala day appearance, for to-morrow will be the

Fourth of July. Stands are going up in all directions,

row-boats are getting into position to catch the morrow's

trade, and all are animated by the spirit of preparation.

Standing near me is a colored man mowing; I approach

him and ask him to loan me the scythe for a moment.

He complied willingly with my request, and shortly I was

swinging the scythe as though I was at home. I told the

man I loved the name of Garfield, and wished when I

reached home to say that I had cut grass in a park named

for our second martyred president. Leaving Garfield

Park I rode to the Insane Asylum, which consists of a

group of stone buildings situated within beautiful grounds.

There are between 700 and 800 inmates occupying nine

wards, two of which have been recently added, and are in

a brick building, at some distance from the main portion

of the asylum. The grounds are neatly kept, and at one

time I saw ten lawn-mowers in operation. I saw very

little of the inside of the buildings, much preferring to

remain amid the beautiful surroundings of the institu-

tion to going inside and looking on the unfortunates,

whose darkened minds have rendered necessary their

incarceration. I have at length been accurately informed

on the subject of street railways in Topeka, and I find

that there are eighteen miles of electric road and twenty-

four miles upon which horses form the motive power.

Late in the afternoon of this July day. I reached the

Topeka fair grounds. They are well situated and have

substantial buildings upon them. It is difficult to tell

just where Topeka ends and the country begins; the city

has a population of sixty thousand, but so spread out is

it that there is much room for growth yet remaining

within the city limits. I have seen a good deal of the
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city to-day, liaviug ridden twenty-five or thirty miles

within the last ten hours. To-morrow will be the Fourth

of July, a day to me of the saddest memories, for upon it,

one year ago, I lost my wife.

July 4—The boys began celebrating early last even-

ing, and kept up the racket all night, much to the annoy-

ance of staid and elderly citizens who wished to sleep.

It is now early in the morning but the celebration is at

its height. The Chautauqua Assembly closes to-day at

Greenfield Park, and at Garfield Park there are to be

sports of all kinds, including something unique in its

way, namely, an ostrich race. The main business street,

Kansas Avenue, is gay with bunting and alive with peo-

ple called from their homes by the spirit of the day ; it

presents an animated and pleasing sight. At noon I went

to the Assembly and heard war-time readings that were

particularly interesting. The crowd was much larger

than on the occasion of my first visit. At Garfield Park

the crowd was dense, men, women and children, from city

and country being present in throngs. The admission

fee was but ten cents, and considering the program of

sports, this was almost ridiculously cheap. There were

boat, tub, bicycle and other races, and various laughable

contests. The park is admirably situated for a celebra-

tion, easy of access and conveniently arranged. I wish

before leaving the subject to speak of the broad streets

and avenues of Topeka. They are lined by double rows

of trees, and upon many streets the trees border a grass

plat fifteen feet wide, between sidewalk and roadway.

July 5—I attended a meeting of the Salvation Army
last evening. The methods of these people are some-

what peculiar, but I believe them to be sincere in the

work that they are doing. I left Topeka at 7 a. m. to-

day, and having a short time to remain at Lawrence I



136

visited the University of Kansas, which stands on the

most prominent height in Lawrence, and is superbly situ-

ated. I visited the institution in company with a gentle-

man whom I had met on the train, and whom I found

afterward to be Mr. Warner M. Reateman, a lawyer from

Cincinnati. We were kindly shown through the different

departments, in one of which I recognized the portrait of

my friend, Rev. James Marvin, which I was pleased to

see. Then on reaching the top of the building we had

a grand view, not only of Lawrence but also of the sur-

rounding country, including the Indian School, one and a

half miles distant. I observed that there is beautiful

farming country about Lawrence. Taking it all in all,

my trip to Topeka was thoroughly satisfactory, and I

arrived at Mr. Tyler's home with a mind stored with ad-

ditional facts about the great West.

I now find I am again becoming retrospective in my
diary, which day by day, often hour by hour, I have

carefully kept for a long time back, and I have no desire

in these pages to change its nature. As I have already

said my eldest son, Franklin, and I left Meadville for

Kansas, April 10, 1889. I was then in very indifferent

health, and had been during all last winter, feeling often

that I was left alone to cope with the ills of life. But

oi this I have already spoken more fully.

Words fail me in the expression of the debt of grati-

tude and love I owe Miss Anna E Tyler, for her help.
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love aud devotion during my illness, while at the resi-

dence of her father, and for her unceasing energy and

watchfulness in bringing about my recovery, and now I

humbly trust that Anna may be repaid with interest by

a kind and true-hearted husband, as I hope to prove my-

self. And I am here disposed to quote a few lines from

the sayings of Dr. Samuel Johnson on the subject of

second marriage. Among other things he writes: "A
man, by taking a second wife pays the highest compli-

ment to the first, by showing that she made him so happy

as a married man that he wishes to be so a second time."

Several of my friends have died since I came to Kan-

sas, and I find old " landmarks " dropping off one by one.

I know not when I may be called away; perhaps death

may supersede marriage, aud humbly I think of the

Thirty-ninth Psalm, more especially, in my present frame

of mind, of the fourth verse: Lord, make me fo hioio

mine end, and the measure of my days, what it is; that I
may k7iom hoiv frail I am.

" Lord, let me know mj' term of days,

How soon my life will end;

The numerous train of ills disclose,

Which this frail state attend."

As the day approaches when I shall be united to

Anna E, Tyler, " for better for worse, for richer for

poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish,

till death us do part," my mind naturally reverts to my
first marriage which took place upon a Sabbath day,

much like unto this in the glory of its sunshine. I feel

that it can not seem out of place upon this day for me to

advert to that other and olden time, when in the spring-

time of youth Eliza and I were joined together. I feel

rather that it should add to our pleasure to honor her

blessed memory. We had prayed upon the morning of
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oar marriage that our life might resemble the day that

had opened before us, aud that our spirits might sink to

rest as beautifully and as peacefully as the sun sank at

even behind the western hills. Our prayer as far as life

went was answered, and Eliza's death was surrounded by

al] that makes the close of life a time of peace. But to

resume my narrative.

The time has arrived for me to make ready for the

ceremony, which will shortly be performed by the Rev.

Mr. Boaz. In taking Anna E. Tyler as my beloved wife.

I know that I am doing that which will prove a blessing

unto me, and with perfect trust and confidence I place

my future in her hands, praying that with equal trust she

may confide hers to me. It is now four o'clock. Albert

Tyler and family, Mrs. Dewitt Tyler with little Franklin,

Mrs. Ringer and Vera, Mr. and Mrs. Tyler, Sr., Albert

Tyler and John Cavinee are present. It is now evening

;

Mr. Boaz arrived at six o'clock, and Anna and I were

married in the presence of sixteen persons, at her father's

house. Immediately after the ceremony a supper was

given, and all enjoyed themselves informally. I gave the

officiating clergyman several photographs, including the

family group of 1885, one of Eliza and myself, and

another that Anna and I had taken recently.

July 8—Our marriage seems to have made but little

change in the household ; it is true that Anna E. Tyler is

now Anna E. Waid, but this morning she is engaged as



139

usual iu household affairs, Avhich, under her direction, con-

tinue in the "even tenor of their way." For myself, I

took a scythe and mowed the door-yard, and afterward

helped Mr. Tyler put up a quantity of hay in the field.

It was harvest time, and what more natural than that I

should help my new relatives in a work which I loved for

its own sake, l^ou will see from this short account of

Monday's doings that our marriage caused hardly a rip-

ple in the quiet waters of the Tylers' domestic life.

July 9—This day passed as quietly as its predeces-

sor. I drove in to Ottawa with Mr. Tyler, and, making

some small purchases, returned, and went to work in the

hay -field. I wish to say a few w^ords at the close of this

beautiful day, and as twilight closes in upon me, about

the happiness of my present condition. You will realize

it, my dear reader, when you can thoroughly understand

the truth that is contained in the words of Solomon : He
that findeth a icife findeili a good thing, and obtaineth

favor of the Lord. I was cast down in loneliness for

many months, and I felt the need of a wife, a companion

and a loving helpmate, and now that my wish has been

gratified, I must thank the good Lord for this blessing,

as well as for the many blessings that throng my path-

way.

July 10—I went into Ottawa this morning with nearly

all the members of the family, upon business of some

importance, and returning, I sought the field, and for a

while stacked oats. There are fifteen acres of oats upon

the farm, and they are gathered without binding and

stacked upon the ground without a vail platform, a method

that is quite new to me,

July 11-15—These days passed off with no event oc-

curring worthy of particular notice. I worked upon the

farm, wrote a few letters, and transacted some business.
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My wife and I intend starting for Meadville to-morrow,

and upon our way will stop at Chicago, where I have

some business to transact, and will then proceed if possi-

ble, to the home of Frank Tyler, in Monroe, 111., where

my father-in-law once lived. I left Meadville in seed-

time, I will reach it in harvest.

July 16—After a visit of over three months' duration

in Kansas, I will leave to-day, accompanied by my wife,

for Meadville. There have been a few trials since my
leaving home, but they have in their way been a blessing.

In this life we have day and night, sunshine and storm,

good and ill, and yet after all, we may believe that all the

diversified phases of life are intended for our good.

" The good man suflfers but to gain,

And every virtue springs from pain."

Goldsmith.

Anna and I bade good-by to her father and mother at

about eleven o'clock in the morning, knd drove to Ottawa,

where, having a few hours to spare before leaving, we

called upon friends and relatives, to say a few parting

words. While in town I purchased Anna a Waltham

watch,* price ^35, and in the afternoon we left Ottawa

and its cherished associations far behind us, and sped on

our way to Kansas City and Chicago, via Chicago &

Alton Railroad, arriving at the latter city at 1 p. m.,

Wednesday, the 17th inst. Anna enjoyed the trip ex-

ceedingly, especially when crossing the great rivers,

the Missouri and Mississippi. She was so much pleased

with the C. & A. road on account of the evenness of its

road-bed and the excellence of its coaches, etc., that she

* My watch (an " Elgiu," price $18) is a gift from my youngest son since my return

from Kansas. The chain was presented by my cousin, as mentioned elsewhere in the

Souvenir. I am glad it has come to me, a token from near kindred whom I will never

forget. If I had had the choice of donor, I believe I would have selected Eliza. We
had talked the matter over, but it was put ofl', and I accept it now in behalf of her

memory from my son.—F. C. Waid.
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expressed a wish to trayel over the same route again.

She says it is the best road she ever traveled on. Enter-

ing Illinois, we came once more upon a country produc-

tive to the highest degree, and one which I have before

described, when I traveled through it on the Chicago,

Burlington & Quincy Railroad; through the rich State

we sped, until we reached the gates of the great city of

the lakes. We rested for a few hours, dined, and then

journeyed toward Monroe Center, 111., seventy-five miles

west of Chicago, where I was to meet relatives and

friends whom I had never seen before. At the depot

in Monroe we were met with the warmest possible re-

ception, and with a kindness that put me at once at my
ease. As I have said before, Monroe Center was at one

time the home of my wife, prior to her father's removal to

Kansas, and these relatives whom I met and who were so

kind, were hers. Freeman Tyler's father, a Revolutionary

soldier, is buried here, and I, with my wife, paid a visit

to his grave, in Monroe Cemetery, and to the resting places

of other relatives. I neglected to copy the inscription

on the monument, but give it as best I can from memory:

"Ezra Tyler, aged ninety-one years and eighteen days;

and Fannie, his wife, aged seventy-six years." This aged

couple had six children, three sons and three davighters

;

Freeman, the eldest son, has four sons and two daughters;

Silas D.,* the second son, has three sons and three daugh-

ters, while Horace C, the youngest son, who died ten

3'ears ago, left four daughters and two sons. I can not

refrain fjom writing a few words concerning the memory
of this visit to my wife's relatives. When meeting a per-

son for the first time, an impression, favorable or unfavor-

* From what I saw and learned, Silas Tyler, I think, is one of the enterprising bus-
iness men of the community, of which there are not a few, as the thrift of the town and
farms indicates We were pleased with our vi'iit. and, having an extra visit with Mr.
and Mrs. S. O. Tyler, at BIr. Sweet's, I became quite well acquainted with uncle and
aunt—F. C. AVaid.
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able, is at once made upon our minds ; a good impression

may need cultivation, the bad one will grow like a weed,

untended. I am glad to say that my newly found rela-

tives made a loving impression upon my heart and mind,

and I only pray that I proved as acceptable to them as

they have proven dear to me. A remark was made about

me at Monroe, Ottawa and other places, that I regard as

a great compliment; it was to the effect that I resemble

Abraham Lincoln. Frank A. Tyler, my brother-in-law,

met us at the depot and drove us to his farm about four

miles distant, and there, during our stay, we made our

headquarters. L. J. Roger, a cousin, with his wife and two

children, were staying with Mr. Tyler, and I formed a

strong attachment for this family, the members of which

reside in Beloit, Wis. It Avas a source of enjoyment to

me to look over Mr. Tyler's farm, which I consider a

model in all respects, and one of which he might justly

be proud. Hay, oats and rye were in good condition,

and fruit plentiful. Corn, owing to the wet season, was

slightly backward. Our visit to Monroe will long dwell

in my memory as one of the pleasant episodes of my life.

" We say it for au hour or for years,

We saj' it smiling, say it choked with tears;

We say it coldly, say it with a kiss,

And yet we have no other word than this,

'" Good-by.'
"

We said the sad word good-by to our friends on the

morning of July 22, and reaching Chicago in a short

time, we spent the day in the city. We first called upon

my friends and publishers, J. H. Beers & Co., at whose

office we also saw my loved friend, Mr. G. A. Baker, edi-

tor of the Souvenir. After a brief visit Anna and I went

to Lincoln Park, which was much more beautiful than

when my son and I saw it in the spring. Save at the
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Centennial Exhibition, I have never seen so many beauti-

ful flowers at one time. The beds were well kept and

handsomely arranged, the colors blending harmoniously

and producing soft and pleasing effects, and I realized

the benefit of having my wife with me to point out the

beauties of the various plants and flowers; as when we

two stood at the foot of Niagara Falls, both viewing that

one of Nature's grandest works, the sublimity of which

awed us into reverence, till by faith we could look from

Nature up to Nature's God with our hearts content with

pleasure. Surely, I thought, husband and wife can help

each other. The animals in Lincoln Park, the miniature

lakes, the walks and the trees were all a source of pleas-

ure to us. Before leaving the park Ave took a last look

at the statue of Abraham Lincoln. On our way toward

the city proper, we passed the residence of Potter Palmer,

which I consider one of the finest dwelling places in the

country. We visited the water works tower, the board

of trade and other buildings, and finally left Chicago in

the evening for Meadville, via Marion, Ohio.

July 24—We reached Meadville to-day, and thus my
second Kansas trip was brought to a successful close,

after an absence of one hundred and five days. I found

that many changes had occurred during my absence, not

less than ten acquaintances and friends having died,

quite a number had married, and others had moved

away, while some strangers had come to reside in our

midst. Georg'e Hamilton and Miss Amv Ellis were mar-

ried April 23, my birthday. The State Koad had been

widened and improved, especially on the hill just west

of the Methodist Episcopal Church, where a number of

bowlders had been removed, and a large one that for

years had been a landmark was buried from sight. We
have received and paid many visits since we reached
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home, and our welcome from old friends and from my
kindred has been marked by a warmth and affection that

could not fail to reach our hearts. I have gotten into

harness again, and am working as though my long ab-

sence had been a dream instead of a reality.

"Where burns the fireside brightest.

Cheering the social breast?

Where beats the fond heart lightest,

Its humblest hopes possessed?

Where is the hour of sadness,

With meek-e}^ed patience borne.

Worth more than those of gladness.

Which mirth's gay cheeks adorn?

Pleasure is marked by fleetness.

To tliose whoever roam;

While grief itself has sweetness

At home—sweet home." Barton.

TRIP TO JAMESTOWN AND CHAUTAUQUA, N. Y.,

AUGUST, 1889.

On August 23, my Avife and I left Meadville for

Jamestown, and upon arrival there we walked to the house

of Frank Simmons, my cousin, where we were to spend

the night. During the evening two cousins, Rachel and

Elizabeth Phillips, from Meadville, but who were visiting

in Jamestown, called upon us, and we had a charming

evening.

August 24—At an early hour this morning, with

Frank Simmons, we started for Chautauqua, and after a

trip on the cars and a delightful ride on the lake we

reached our destination. At the dock I met Dr. T. L.

Flood (of whom I have written before), who greeted

us heartily, saying: "Call and see me before leaving

Chautauqua." Grand Army Day at the lake had called
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forth a vast assemblage of people. Dr. Paxton's address

was very iiiterestiiig, and Corporal Tanner's oration to

the veterans was inspiring to the highest degree. I

met several acquaintances, among them being Mr. Bush
and wife, of East Branch, O. B. Craven and wife, and P.

Walters; also Mrs. Jones, of Buffalo, N. Y., whom T have

always known, as she was one of my scholars when I

taught school.

August 25, 1889—We attended several meetings at

the Hall of Philosophy in the evening, and heard short

addresses by Drs. liussell and Hurlbut. Also two lect-

ures by Col. Sanford, the noted traveler, on the subjects,

"Old Time" and "New Time," both very interesting.

The C. L. S. C. held its last meeting for the year, and

among other interesting things the tribute to John Bright,

the great English statesman, who died last March, de-

served the highest encomiums. In the afternoon of the

27th we Avent to Brocton, and were shown through the

basket factory of Hosea Crandall, who presented Mrs.

Waid with a grape basket. Mr. and Mrs. R. B. Deveupeck,

with whom we had a most pleasant visit at Brocton, ac-

companied us to the basket factory. While there we

were shown a grape vine with two clusters or stems of

grapes, one of last spring's planting; in fact, the grape

crop was good in all respects.

August 28—We to-day again A'isited my cousin, E. B.

Devenpeck, to whom I gave our pictures. Cora also has

them, and thus they are well supplied. Mr. Devenpeck

drove us to the depot, and we went by train and boat,

"J. A. Burch," to Jamestown. On the Avay we met Pres-

ident G. AV. AVilliams and Dr. Hall and wife. We arrived

at Jamestown at 2:30 p. m., and after a protracted street-

car ride, in which a derailed car figured, we arrived at

Frank Colt's, where we spent the night.
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August 29—Stayed at William Cobb's, and in the

covirse of the day we called upon Harvey Simmons, and

afterward upon liis daughter, Mrs. Mamberts, and Mrs.

Andruss who live on Foot's Avenue, near Mr. Simmons".

In the afternoon we visited the Fair, and there met several

whom we knew. The exhibits at the Fair of poultry, cat-

tle and horses, were very fine. On the 30tli we visited the

cemetery, and on ou.r return called at tlie house of Will-

iam Bowen. groin o^ from there to dine at Mr. Cobb's. After

dinner we took the stage from the Humphrey Hotel for

Busti, where we arrived after a dusty ride. We spent

the night at Henry Simmons', and there met Miss Mabel

Burns, of Buffalo, and Miss Minnie Howard, of James-

town. We were obliged to hurry through breakfast in

the morning to catch the stage which came earlier than

we had anticipated.

August 31—While waiting in the stage for the mail

this morning I saw Dilbert Simmons, whom I introduced

to my wife and told of my ineffectual attempt to see him

the night before. Our hurry at this time was occasioned

by our desire to reach the house of Mr. Burns, at Frews-

burg, where we intended to spend Sunday. Upon reach-

ing Jamestown once more we were surprised and gratified

to find that we could take, at about 10 o'clock, a stage,

instead of being obliged to wait until the afternoon as Ave

had expected. We reached Mr. Burns' in time for din-

ner, and afterward, accompanied by our host, we went to

Connewango Creek, and took a short ride upon the little

steamer, "Hattie" (a new enterprise), manned by a crew

of two. The captain was waiting for a pleasure party from

Jamestown, and in the interim gave us a turn upon the

stream. Although a short trip, Ave entered thoroughly

into the spirit of it, and succeeded in extracting a fund

of enjoyment. Upon our return we found the party from
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Jamestown, one of whom, Mr. Meyer, I knew, and by liim

we were introduced to the other excursionists. We
watched the little boat until it steamed out of sight, and

then we turned homeward. Anna and I will long remem-

ber this day, for into it was crowded a variety of events

seldom compassed by the time between sunrise and sunset.

Sunday, September 1—We went to church and the

Sunday-school to-day. I had attended the same house of

worship before, and was fond of its services. After the

sermon Brother Stone spoke of the boy who, at Gettys-

burg, desirous of doing something for his country, had

filled the soldiers' canteens with water, and from this in-

cident Mr. Stone drew the lesson that it lay in the power

of everyone to do something for the kingdom of God in

its warfare against the Prince of the powers of dark-

ness. A collection had been taken up for missionary

work, and as the school superintendent, Miss Wilsey, told

me that the scholars had raised ^10, I gave her a like

sum, thus doubling the collection. I was glad to carry

out the spirit of the remarks that I had heard, and give

my mite in a good cause. In the afternoon Clara Burns,

my wife and I visited the cemetery, a beautiful spot,

bordered by Frew Creek, upon the bank of which stand

stately evergreens, throwing a pleasant shade into the

quiet home of the dead. Here are buried Robert Myers

and wife, and Mary, wife of Hugh Frew, born in County

Down, Ireland, in 1762, and died in Frewsburg, N. Y.,

in 1865, aged one hundred and three years.

September 2—Our pleasant trip to Busti is over, and

we are now on our way to Ashville, where Ave will stop

at Mr. Fleek's. AVe did not see our cousin, Mrs. Leander

Simmons, as we expected, as she had gone to Jamestown

to see her youngest daughter. We arrived at Ashville

after a hot, dusty ride. I have met Dr. Mai'tin, the den-
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tist, and on the train we saw Elizabeth Densmore and

other friends. Our visit at Fayette Fleek's, though

short, was pleasant. Mr. D. G. Fleek, the father of our

host, was visiting here yesterday. On the 3rd we ar-

rived in the evening at Meadville, and at once proceeded

to the home of Cora Williams, where we spent the night.

A rain has laid the dust and cooled the air, a most wel-

come change from the heat of Frewsburg. On the morn-

ing of the 4th we returned home, and upon our arrival

we found that my sons, Fred and Guinnip, with their

wives, had gone to the International Fair at Buffalo.

[Here my Diary proper picks up the thread of my every-

day narrative.]

MY THIRD TRIP TO KANSAS.

OCTOBER, 1889.

" To me there is no place or time;

I am at home in any clime;

I can be calm and free from care

In any land, for God is there."

Before starting on this, my third trip to Kansas, my
first one, however, in company with my dear wife, Anna,

I found much on my hands to complete in the way of fi-

nancial interests, farm business as well as home affairs.

Indeed it seemed almost impossible to get ready by the

day we intended to start, namelj^ Tuesday, October 8.

We had two special reasons for being at Anna's old

home on October 10—first, it was her birthday, and

second, it was the anniversary of our engagement (Octo-

ber 10, 1888) as partners for life. Then add to these

reasons the love of relatives and friends, and of Kansas

itself, for I think the more I become acquainted with the

country and climate, the better I like it. While on our
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way thither Ave saw laro^e fields of corn, but in no other

State did they look better than in Kansas. How large

and fine the corn looked there in July! And then to see,

as Anna and I did, in October, the immense quantity

ready to harvest, it looked as though the farmer would

be well compensated for his labor, even be given a reas-

onable profit; but alas! the present price of only seven-

teen cents per bushel is enough to blight all his prospects

in agricultural pursuits.

But I am digressing, and must return to my starting

point. This would be Anna's first visit from her new
home to her old one, after an absence of nearly three

months. And here let me place a thought on record, that

to me, at least, is of interest. If the dark side of life is

gloomy, the bright side brings happiness. "Every cloud

has a silver lining." Happiness we ought all to pursue,

and I am pleased to say I am not one of those who are

slow in the chase; but lasting happiness, in my expe-

rience, has only been found in the sunlight of Heaven

by faith in Christ, and in doing something for the Mas-

ter. Before Anna and I left her father's roof, on our

wedding tour and home trip, we promised her parents

that, if health were spared us, we would pay them a visit

in the fall. So they had good reason to expect us. I do

not wish to be misunderstood, in writing thus, as com-

plaining of married life. They who do not enter upon

its duties know not its joys, sorrows or trials.

It is easier to get ready than to start on a journey;

but ready we did get at last to leave,* as desired, on Octo-

ber 8, from Meadville, by the 3.45 p. m. train, via the

New York, Pennsylvania & Ohio, for Cincinnati; thence

we went to St. Louis by the Ohio & Mississippi ; from

* I shall never forget the little season of prayer luy wife and I had in our room,
hefore starting. Reference is made to it farther on in my Diary.—F. C. Waid.
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there to Kansas City, via the Missouri Pacific, and thence

to Ottawa, Kas., via the Santa Fe road, a journey of about

one thousand miles in all. By coming with an excursion

we saved one-half our fare, the return tickets being

only $51.50; and where could I save |51.50 easier than

in this way when I had the opportunity? I may say that

I chose this route because it was new to Anna, and I

knew that it would please her to find that I studied her

happiness before all else. Happiness comes not only

from the heari, hut to tlie lieart. To me the route was

not new, as I had passed over it twice with Mr. Cut-

shall ; so the real pleasure on this occasion to me was the

enjoyment of the trip in company with my wife.

We arrived at 12:30 p. m., October 10, at Ottawa,

where we took dinner at the hotel with Joseph March,

my friend, with whom I stopped when last in that town,

and a few hours landed us at the door of the home of

Anna's maidenhood. I need not speak of the happy

greetings all round, of the sunny charms that ever sur-

round a reunion of kindred dear to one another, and of

friends true to each other. No one need ever tell me
there are no new pleasures in life's pathway; my expe-

rience teaches me differently. There are, and some very

prominent ones, too, pleasures so remarkable that we

always remember them. One I think I will never forget

I experienced on the evening of our arrival. As we sat

doAvn to supper, Anna exclaimed, to the surprise of all

present: " Wait a moment !
" Then turning to me she

said: ''Husband, give thanks.'''' I never in my life felt

more gratification in responding to a request of such a

nature than at that moment. It brought satisfaction to

my soul, for I had been entertaining a desire to do some-

thing to please the Lord, and now an opportunity had

presented itself, and we were blessed. The desire of my
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heart was granted, although it came as a surprise. I

love the Lord's way of answering our prayers. He
knows just' when and v/here to do so, and this is what

brings His children peace. O, may such harmony ever

prevail

!

It was pleasant to spend Anna's birthday in Kansas,

and part of the day on the homestead with her parents;

it brought a lasting pleasure, not easily effaced. But

one day does not last always; the journey of life is

onward, and should tend upicard to lead us to heaven.

Then the social chat during and after supper, and the

endless things Anna had to tell of our trip East and our

visit with so many relatives, as well as the seeing of

Chautauqua and Niagara. Indeed it was well we had a

month's visit, for there was so much to talk about, and it

was quite late this evening when we retired to rest.

On the following morning I went Avith Mr. Tyler and

John Cavinee to the orchard to help gather apples, and I

found they had several fine winter varieties: Snow, Ben

Davis, Lady's Blush (pipj^in) and others. We gathered

a load in the forenoon, and one wagon-load in the after-

noon. It afforded me gratification to help gather the fruit.

Business and pleasure travel in the same car. Peace and

harmony never quarrel. Our friends may outlive us, or

we may outlive them ; but we expect to meet them again,

whether it should be our lot or theirs to go first.

Summer lasts much longer in Kansas than in Penn-

sylvania, and the winters are shorter and milder; my
overcoat, when we arrived here, was not needed. On
October 12 the thermometer stood at 60° in the morning,

and at noon at 88°. This day Mr. Tyler and I went to

Ottawa in a two-horse conveyance on business, and while

there I made a deposit in the National Bank. Next day

being Sunday, Kouelle Tyler and I went to the Christian
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Church, at Norwood, where we heard Rev. Mr. Johnston,

quite an aged man, preach from the text: Fight the good

fight of faith, interpreted "Fight the good fight of Chris-

tianity ;
" a good sermon which I much appreciated. On

Monday, and on many days thereafter, I helped husk

corn, and I am almost ready to say I would rather do

that work in Kansas than in Pennsylvania, for here the

corn is better and ears larger.

On Tuesday morning, the cider apples having been

gathered Monday, Mr. Tyler and I took them to the

cider mill, about two miles north of here. Mr. Wayne
Lecner made the cider with our help. Mr. Tyler had

thirty baskets of apples and 107 gallons of cider, besides

some left, as he had no more storage. It took us, to make

the cider, about two hours and a half, probably rather less.

Mr. Tyler hitched his team (as it was a "sweep power")

and drove, Mr. Lecner scooped the apples into the hopper

from the wagon, whilst I "hied" away the pomace. When
the box was full, Mr. Lecner and I changed places,

put up cheese, and so on ; so when through grinding,

there was only the pressing and putting up the cider,

which was soon done, and we were ready to return home.

I am, in this little account of cider-making here, some-

what explicit, because it taught me how they make cider

in Kansas,* and a brief description of it may not be dis-

interesting to the reader. On that day we were indeed

busy ; we made the cider and husked four and a half loads

of corn. We finished husking the corn grown on the

piece of laud in front of Mr. Samuel Patterson's place

(about seven acres), which corn was planted by my son

Franklin. And while I was at work husking I could not

help wishing he was there to see the fine corn they grow

* I afterward saw cider made on a larger scale at Media, Douglass County, Kas.
For making cider their prices are higher than iu Pennsylvania.
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in Kansas. This thought seemed to please me; my son

planted the corn. I was here then, and remained long

enough to see it grow ; one day I went out to help weed it.

I was but of little account, however, as compared with

two good hands who could do so much more; yet, boy-

like, I did what I could—it was a hot day, and I was an

invalid, but it did me good to do a little work.

I did not return East till July 15; then to think I

should be here again on the 10th of October, in time to help

husk it! I will here briefly describe how they husk corn

on Mr. Tyler's farm. He has two teams and two wagons,

each with a double box and extra side boards, called

"bang boards," each one being movable from one side of

the box to the other. They drive " straddle " or over one

row, and husk two or three rows in crossing the lot.

Even if one hand is husking, he usually husks two rows

at a time, and when there are only Rouelle and John to

pick corn they take both teams (thinking it pays better),

and they get along faster with their work, to have two

wagons. I would " pick corn " (as they call it) with one

awhile, and then with the other, but most of the time I

worked with John, and I will give the reason for John
and myself working together. Mr. R. P. Tyler is a quick,

active man, and I think can husk as many bushels of

corn in a day as "the next man." I admit John wore

gloves part of the time while picking corn, and I am no

extra hand to husk, yet, when a single man husks as

much corn along side of us as R. P. Tyler did, I think him
a fast husker. Mr. Tyler made the statement at the sup-

per table to-night that we had husked 150 bushels of

corn;* then dividing that by three, fifty bushels each is the

result. He said he had worked as far as the Rule of

=i=If one bushel of shelled corn takes one and a, half bushels of ears, so 150 bushels
of shelled are the yield from 225 bushels of ears.

lO
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Three in arithmetic, and he liked proportion, and to see

things equal. John and I were pleased, yet I remember,

when in Pennsylvania, his sister wrote of his husking

seventy-five bushels of corn in one day, which seemed

difficult to credit at the time, yet in present case of the

225 bushels he husked 100. But to-day's experience

in husking corn removes the difficulty; the half of 150

is 75, and that is where I would draw the line.

On the fifteenth, in the afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Lang-

don, neighbors of the Tylers, paid us a short visit. Mrs.

Langdon, I understand, has a cousin, Fayette Temple,

living at Edinboro, Erie Co., Penn., who is a distant rela-

tive of ours. I once knew Wilson Temple,* and when my
brother, George N., and I visited Fayette Allen, at Athens,

Penn., he spoke of Mrs. Temple, who, he thought, lived

at Conneautville, Penn. Mr. Langdon's folks are going

to move to Lake Charles, La., in the near future.

From this time forward there was little variation in

the routine of life on the farm—corn-husking, apple

gathering, haymaking, etc. On Sunday, October 20,

Rouelle Tyler, John Slaven (who worked for Mr. Tyler

when Mr. Cutshall and myself were here) and myself

went to Sabbath-school at Mineola, a place about three

miles northeast of here, direct west from Albert's; school-

house and church combined, has bells, and is pleasantly

located; attendance of scholars averages over fifty, and

altogether it is a very interesting Sunday-school. This

is my first visit to Mineola, and I shall want to come

again, for I found my afternoon well spent. The weather,

which has been remarkably fine hitherto, is now begin-

ning to show symptoms of change, like man, when he

feels as if the period of "the sere and yellow leaf" were

coming into his life.

* The Temples used to live in Meadville, and I remember Wilson Temple visiting

at my father's, and of us boys playing with him.—F. C. Waid.
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" The melancholy days are come,

The saddest of the year,

Of wailing winds and naked woods,

And meadows brown and sere."

On October 22, I and Mr. Tyler went to Media to mill.

They grind by steam power, one engine running the

grist-mill, sorghum-mill and cider mill; they have also a

corn-sheller, which was in operation, loading a car with

corn. All were running in full blast except the sor-

ghum-mill. We came home by way of Norwood, where

I found some mail matter awaiting me.

On Saturday, October 26, Anna and I went to Ottawa,

where my wife introduced me to several new acquaintances,

among whom were George B. Renwick, a merchant former-

ly from the East ; Mrs. Shears, dry goods, with whom we

traded ; at another store I was introduced to Harry Dunn,

formerly from Oil City, Penn., and at still another store

I was given the acquaintance of Thomas Howell. While

in Ottawa we also had the pleasure of meeting Rev. E.

C. Boaz, already mentioned as being the minister who
married us. It seemed to me that to-day Ottawa was

having a large trade, as there was scarcely room on Main

Street to hitch a team. On our return, after crossing the

river at Main Street, we stopped at Mr. Cowdery's, whose

wife has been in poor health for a long time, and there

were but little hopes of recovery. By the time we

reached home it was quite cool, and the night before

there was quite a frost. On Sunday following the ther-

mometer stood, in the morning, at 28°, but the sun shone

beautifully through the day, smiling on all nature and

inviting to be happy. This day R. P. Tyler, John

Cavinee and myself went to Valley Chapel (the Methodist

Episcopal Church), and heard a young student, a Mr.

Slauter, from Baldwin University, preach. After the ser-

mon he came to me, being a stranger, and shook me by
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the hand with a very brotherly greeting; I appreci-

ated his kindness, for I loved the young man. I said to

him: "You have helped me; I am glad I came to church;

your sermon has done me good." Mr, Slauter said he

was draicn toward me. Now the reader may wish to

know why I love the house of the Lord so well, and am

so frequently blest. First, and chiefly, I love and fear

the Lord, and delight to do His will. On entering Valley

Chapel and seeing the young man who was to address us,

my heart was uplifted in prayer on his behalf. I do not

know but what he did the same for me. One thing we

do know, we each received a blessing. In the afternoon

Anna, Hattie, Mr. Tyler and myself called to see Mr.

James F. Langdon and family, who, as said before, are

going to move to Lake Charles, La., probably in a few

days. I have had the pleasure of meeting them several

times since T came to Kansas, and hope I may even

some time visit them at their new home in Louisiana,

After returning home in the evening, John Cavinee and

I went to the Christian Church at Norwood. Eev. John-

son conducted services and preached a sermon, to me both

profitable and interesting, and I felt composed and happy

with the thought that I was another Sabbath day'^s jour-

ney nearer home. Mr, Johnson, on coming down the

aisle after service, shook hands with me, and I said to

him: " I thank the Lord for the Gospel, and do not for-

get the men who bring it to us; I love them." I am not

unlike the man who said that if a husband should love

his wife, there is no harm in telling her so occasionally.

I love to go to church because I am always so well paid

for going. I thank my friend for taking, or going with,

me to church. There are very pleasant hours of real en-

joyment along the pathway of life, many of them at

home; some among relatives and friends; others in trav-
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eling and sightseeing, and in the enjoyment of life

abroad. But I give the church, the house of the Lord,

the preference; and here I raise the question, where in

my life have I had more pleasing favor and blessing than

at church? Where, anywhere else, have I been taught

such great lessons of life as I have been in the Sunday-

school and at church? I believe in attending the differ-

ent branches of Christ's church, as it broadens our views

and makes better men of us. We love Christ more, and

serve him better. We can not be like Him until we do

as he did. He loved all mankind. He has told us what

to do, and it is all written out most plainly in His word.

On Monday, October 28, Mr. Tyler was busy finishing

his haying—taking in his second crop of clover. While

he was out in the timber the two dogs treed a large coon,

which was captured and brought in. It was quite a show

for little Vera and the rest of the family. While gather-

ing the clover hay in piles, and getting it ready to stack,

I was reminded of haying in former years in Pennsyl-

vania. In the West they hay later in the season. I used

to think September was a late month to finish haying in,

but here, to-day, in Kansas, Mr. Tyler is stacking his

second crop of clover hay! It was cut with a reaper and

then allowed to lie till dry or cured, and pitched in heaps

ready to be drawn. Some places in the West they cut

prairie grass for hay, as late as November. On the 29th

Mr. Tyler finished stacking his clover hay, building two

stacks, and we now consider the haying completed on the

Tyler Farm. A letter from my son, Guinnip, to-day,

brought me the news that my sous have completed their

threshing, the total amount of wheat, buckwheat, and

oats for current year being, I understand, as follows:

Wheat, 120 bushels; buckwheat, 124; oats, 1,700; alto-

gether rather less than 2,000 bushels raised by my three
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boys for the year 1889, The corn crop is not yet husked;

fruit crop in our vicinity not very ^oocl, though we had

quite an abundance of pears and some apples. Our hay

crop, which is the most essential with us, was very good,

and, in my opinion, will reach, if not exceed, the average.

This year several improvements have been made about

the farm buildings, especially on the old homestead,

where Ira C. Waid dwelt, and where Guiunip P. now

lives. The house and barns have all had repairs this

year, and I am very grateful to my son for the interest

he has taken in keeping the old farm and buildings in re-

spectable condition. It is not only a credit to him, but to

me, as well as others, and it reminds me pleasantly of

my parents and the old farm; how well it was cared for

by them, and how often we shared the blessings of a boun-

tiful harvest, and the goodness of the Lord in that dear

old home.

While at labor in the cornfield, we have time to think,

and to-day, October 29, while busy husking, many of my
friends came into my thoughts—friends whom I shall

never forget, prominent among them being Col. C. W.
Charlton, of Knoxville, Tenn., who died July 13, 1889,

at his home. The letter written by himself to me,*

acknowledging receipt of the Souvenir, is treasured by

me among my most precious keepsakes. I have not said

or written as much about my honored friend as I would

wish, but while I live I shall ever cherish his memory
with unqualified gratitude. I am glad I came to know

Col. Charlton, whom I first visited in Knoxville, Tenn.,

after an introduction at the hands of my eldest son,

Franklin I., whom he had befriended. That agreeable

interview and visit will ever remain in my recollection.

As the leaves of ihe evergreen, bright all the year,

So my heart, all ray days, his sweet mem'ry will cheer.

F. C. Waid.
*rhis letter will be found in ilie Appendix lo this book.
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October 8, 1889, before leaving Meadville on the 9th,

I bent a last look on the remains of James Harris, who
died the previous day, and whose funeral was held the day

after his death. I was sorry we could not attend, for Mr.

Harris was a neighbor of ours, and I had known him

many years, his farm lying south of ours. He is in-

terred in Greendale Cemetery, Meadville, while his par-

ents sleep their last sleep on the farm he owned. In this

connection I am reminded of a trip I made to Grand

Island and St. Paul, Neb., in November, 1880, in com-

pany with my brother and brother-in-law. We started

from Meadville on the 9th, and while waiting for the

train I was informed by a friend that John Irvin was

dead. I remember my taking the last look of the young

man, whom I had loved so dearly, for I had known him

many years, from boyhood; indeed for one to simply know

him was to love him. Trees blossom before they bear

fruit. I use these words to introduce a compliment paid

me by his father, James Irvin, who was a school director

in Mead Township in 1856 (I think). When the direc-

tors visited the Moore School, where I was teaching at

the time, Mr. Irvin, in his address, after visiting all the

schools in Mead Township, said: " We find nowhere so

good order and attention to study is observed as here^

Of course I blushingly appreciated the remark, the more

so as my father was present at the time, having come

there to see me on business that day. Little things are

helps, and it may not now be wondered at that for many
years, when visiting Meadville, I stopped at the "Irvin

House," just because James Irvin was proprietor, and I

felt that I honored him for his kindness to me. But this

is another digression from my subject proper, for which I

must crave the reader's indulgence.

Mr. Warren Eley and wife are here on a visit (Tlmrs-



160

day, October 31), one much appreciated by Mr. Tyler's

family, of which, of course, Anna and I form a part.

They came to this neighborhood from Washington Coun-
ty, N. Y,, twelve years ago. I had the pleasure of pre-

senting them with our photographs before they left for

their home. On November 2 Albert Tyler and his son,

coming along with their fine team, kiiidly drove me to

Ottawa, and, as the weather had cleared off and become

once more fine (for it had been very stormy and wet), I

enjoyed my ride very much. In Ottawa I was pleased to

meet so many of my old friends and new-made acquaint-

ances. Among those Avith whom I conversed were Dr.

Black, Prothonotor Sherman, Harry Brown (formerly of

Meadville), also Mavirice Mullen, secretary of the Y. M.

C. A., of Ottawa, on whose aged mother I had called be-

fore leaving Meadville for Kansas, and whom I have

called on since my last return home from Kansas. I also

met Mr. Minton, cashier of the First National Bank,

whom I was pleased to see, and with whom I afterward

did some business in the bank. I said to him: "Mr.

Minton, 'as face answereth to face in water, so the heart

of man to man.' Your banking seems free. I ought to

pay you a compliment; when I return to Ottawa again

I will remember you." Also met Mr. Chambers and Mr.

T. Howell, both very friendly, excellent gentlemen and

true friends.

Sunday, November 2, was a beautiful day. The mail

brought me by Mr. Tyler, from the Norwood office, con-

veyed the news of the death, on October 31, 1889, of Nial

Peas, one of the oldest men of Crawford County, born in

Hampshire County, Mass., July 2G, 1798. Being a resi-

dent of near Meadville, and a farmer, I knew him pretty

well. Also I learned of the taking away of Reuben Van
Marter, who died October 26, 1889. He is interred in
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Blooming Valley Cemetery. Reuben, when a boy, came

to school to me, and he attended the Cowen School, I

think, two winters. AVilliam Roderic, of Meadville, died

recently. He was street commissioner there for many
years, and I was well acquainted with him. To-day I

attended Sunday-school at Norwood, and I and Anna
dined with Albert W. Tyler and family, in company with

her father and mother. After dinner I went with my
nephew and niece to Mineola Methodist Episcopal Sun-

day-school, the evening being spent in social chat at

home with Mr. and Mrs. Tyler and Rouelle. As I was to

leave for my own home in Pennsylvania the following

day, our conversation had an essence of deeper interest,

more especially as we expected Anna would have to re-

main behind on account of her somewhat impaired health,

and at the earnest request of her aged parents to have

her remain here with them during the winter.

Monday, November 4—I wished good-by with a hearty

"God bless you," to my dear wife and all the Tyler

family who had been so good, kind and hospitable to me
during my most pleasant, interesting and health-invigor-

ating visit, and set off, in company with my father-in-law,

for Ottawa, there to take the cars for the East. I remem-

bered, before leaving the home, my love to Hattie and

Vera, who were absent at Olpe, Lyon Co., Kas. In giv-

ing, at Ottawa, a farewell shake of tlie hand to Mr. Tyler

(for he had to return home on account of his horse

"Mary" being afraid of the cars), I felt that, for a time

at least, I was parting with the last link that united me
with what was most dear to me on earth—wife, kindred

and friends, old and new, and I confess a sense of deso-

lation came over me. I had an hour to wait for the train,

in lonely commune with myself; and during that time

many thoughts and reminiscences presented themselves
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to me, some of which I jotted down in my Diary, and

that portion of this work, commencing at page 165, now
takes up the thread of my narrative.

"Linger not long. Home is not home without thee;

Its dearest tokens do but make me mourn.
O, let its memory, like a chain about thee,

Gently compel and hasten thy return."



Extracts from My Diary,





DIARY.

' Man wants but little here below,

Nor wants that little long.'

'Tis not with me exactly so;

But 'tis so in the song.

" My last great want—absorbing all

—

Is (when beneath the sod,

And summoned to my final call)

The mercy of my God."

John Quinct Adams.

1886.

The common articles of food and clothing are at all

times in demand, for are they not the necessaries of life ?

Yet other things we need for our happiness' sake—friends

and home; and how much should we appreciate such

blessings. Yet have you ever thought, dear reader, that

often the common things of life are valued too highly by

us, and not really cared for as they should be? Why?
Because they are so common. The rising of the sun is

no less beautiful because we have seen it so often; the

friend on whom we may have looked so frequently we

love the more; so I call attention to some very common
things I have met with or observed on life's pathway;

very common, I call them, yet not altogether insignificant

Having enjoyed labor on the farm, and taken an oc-

casional trip abroad on business as well as pleasure, I
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will resume the thread of my narative by first relating

that in May, this year, my wife and I received a wedding^

invitation, of which following is a copy:

Mr. and Mrs. Leander Simmons request the pleasure of your com-

pany at the marriage of their daughter, Florence, to Anson Skinner,

Thursday, May 13, 1886, at 8:30 p. m.

Ashville, N. Y.

In response to this we accordingly made preparations

for the journey, and at a late hour of the day (for business

and home affairs did not permit an earlier departure) we

drove to Meadville depot in time, as we thought, to catch

the 3:35 p. m. train, but arrived just too late. My wife

not intending to accompany me to the wedding, returned

home with the rig. Was I now to give up my intentions ?

No. The blacksmith who has too many irons in the fire

may let some of them burn. My case was this : I wished

to be present at the Avedding, and I had business in

Jamestown (near Ashville) which I could transact, even

if I should fail to be at the wedding in time. However,

in this instance I would place pleasure first, business aft

erward—reversing the moral. My last chance to reach

Ashville that evening was, I thought, another train known

as the Bradford train, or " train No. 9," which would leave

Meadville about 6 p. m., and I yet hoped to be in time for

the wedding feast. As Goldsmith says:

"Hope, like the glimm'riug taper's light,

Adorns and cheers the way.

And still as darker grows the night,

Emits a brighter ray."

But do you know what often accompanies Hope, dear

reader? Disappointment. And, alas! this was my ex-

perience at that time. When "train No. 9" came in I

learned it did not stop at Ashville, but at Jamestown,
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seven miles beyond; so I could not reach Asliville in the

time desired. Yet, though defeated, I would not sur-

render, and faithfully came to my relief this old maxim,

which I had learned in my youth: Never he discouraged,

I now decided not to proceed to Jamestown until I should

have the pleasure of seeing the happy newly-wedded

couple ; so I went to my friend Mr. Derby, with whom I

have spent many pleasant hours on the farm, and there

put up for the night. In the morning I took the early

train, arriving at Ashville about 9 a. m., just in time to

see those of my relatives who had been at the wedding

take my train for Jamestown, and leave me at Ashville ;.

a brief recognition, for, as they were getting on the front

platform of the car, I was stepping off at the rear!

To Mr. Simmons' house I sped direct, and here I met

Mrs. Simmons and her two daughters, Florence and

Jennie, with other members of the family, who greeted

me pleasantly, with much hand-shaking and many affec-

tionate enquiries—"Where is Eliza [my Avife] ?" "Have
you come to the wedding?" etc., etc. Being introduced

to the bride, Mrs. Simmons asked me if I had not met

the friends at the depot, to which I replied "Yes;" then

saying, "Come this way," she courteously led me to the

dining-room, where the contemplation of the good things

yet remaining after the feast, together with the numerous

wedding presents, brought sufficient pleasure and happi-

ness to me as to more than reward me for the disappoint-

ment I had experienced. I felt just like a man stepping

into the pay-office to draw his month's wages.

But duty called for an onward march, and I had to

make preparations to leave after spending a pleasant fore-

noon with my friends, and enjoying a social after-dinner

visit with my cousin, Leander Simmons, in the beautiful

grove which surrounded his home. Here we talked of
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departed friends and relatives, among them our grand-

father, Pember Waid, and our uncles and aunts, whose

memories linger in our minds with a fondness my pen

fails to describe. This interview was like pure gold; the

essence of real friendship collected for a final review,

never in this life to be repeated. I do not hesitate to

call it the best we ever had.

Bidding them adieu for the present, I took my depart-

ure from Ashville, crossing the country to Henry Sim-

mons' farm, which is located in New York State, near the

State line, between Sugar Grove, Penn., and Busti, N. Y.,

these places being about five miles apart, and his resi-

dence lying about midway between them. Having a

desire to see the country which I had never before

traveled over, I took my journey on foot, and the eight

or nine miles walk was fine, wholesome exercise for me,

which I truly enjoyed.

After I had traveled about three or four miles, and

ascended a long hill, a beautiful view of Lake Chautau-

qua presented itself to my admiring sight. In the previous

summer, when visiting Chautauqua with my wife and

friends, we stood by this lake, and were borne over its

placid waters. But that was not the view I now enjoyed.

I think that to the lonely traveler just emerging from

the darkness into the light—from the valley beneath to

the hill-top above—as the beautiful Lake Chautauqua

bursts upon his sight, presenting an expanse of crystal

waters extending from Jamestown, at the foot, to May-

ville, at the head, together with the many other surround-

ing points of interest, the scene is incomparable.

Then as I passed on, and shortly before arriving at

Henry Simmons' I ascended another eminence, whence

the view of the Stillwell Creek valley and surrounding

country could be had at a glance. And here again I was
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refreshed with another new thought. I thanked the Cre-

ator that He had permitted me to see this day, and to be

cheered by so many pleasing thoughts and beautiful

sights, the words of Luther unconsciously occurring to

my mind: " God writes the Gospel, not in the Bible alone,

but on trees and flowers, and clouds and stars."

It was now evening. Descending the hill I came di-

rect to Mr. Simmons' farm, where I found him just leav-

ing the barn for the house, and I surprised him by salut-

ing him before he noticed me, with " How do you do,

Henry?" This was my third visit since he was married,

having been to see him twice with my wife previous to

this occasion. If I mistake not Lizzie Mee and Henry
Simmons were married October 12, 1865, and they lived

near Levant, seven or eight miles from Jamestown, several

years after marriage. It was there we made our first visit

;

then afterward, during the month of December, 1883,

after attending the funeral of Mr. Simmons' father (Uncle

Philander Simmons), we visited them where they now
live. In Henry Simmons' family there are six children

—

three girls and three boys—all living. Thoroughly well

did we enjoy our visit there, as well as with his brother,

Delbert Simmons, the youngest son in Uncle Philander

Simmons' family, and who is a merchant in Busti. But,

" Time and tide wait for no man." Some one is ever be-

ing borne across the River of Death to his long home.

" Death's but a path that must be trod

If man would ever pass to God."

The unbroken family must lose its first member, and

this sets us thinking that it matters not hoAv strong the

tie is that binds us here, there comes a time when it must

be sundered, and we part. I think I shall never forget

my visit of May 14, 1886, to that family who so kindly

welcomed me, and with so much interest and friendship

1

1
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conversed witli me. But how suddenly is the strongest

tie broken, that bond " which unites two hearts in one."

How wonderful is the wisdom displayed by the allwise

Creator, in witholding from our knowledge the time of

our departure! "We know what we are, but we know

not what we will be;" and we are admonished to be

ready.

There we were talking and enjoying life so well, little

thinking that ere we should meet again one of our num-

ber would be taken. Well do I remember shaking hands

with the children, when leaving that home, and bidding

" good by," and then my last farewell to their mother.

It was our final meeting on earth, for I shall see her no

more until I shall have crossed the river that divides "the

beautiful land " from ours!

"O Paradise, O Paradise,

Who doth not crave for rest,

"Who would not seek the happy land

Where they that loved are blest ?
"

Sunday, May 22, 1886—To-day at 11 A. M. I attended

the funeral of William Robins, services being held at the

Methodist Episcopal Church, Eev. Henry Delamater, of

Meadville, being the officiating minister. In the after-

noon, understanding that the funeral of Dr. David Best,

who died in Meadville on the 20th, at the age of fifty-

nine years, one month and five days, was to take place at

3 p. M., my wife and I drove to Meadville, where we

learned that the burial would be on the 23d instead of

the 22d. Dr. Best had been in continuous practice in

Meadville for thirty-four years. He Avas a prominent

physician, well known and esteemed by his fellowmen.

I have frequently thought that to know him was to love

him—and I have known him for over thirty years. I

cherish his memory as a true friend, one who often
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greeted me as a brother as we met journeying the path-

way of life. Mrs. Waid and I were disappointed as to

the funeral, but we took the opportunity of the Sunday
afternoon to visit Greeudale Cemetery, which lies at the

head of Randolph Street, and occupies 100 acres. At
the entrance is a handsome stone arch, with a driveway

in the center, and on either side of the main entrance are

smaller gateways for foot passengers. Over the driveway

is inscribed the legend, Geeendale Cemetery, 1866.

The superintendent's house is on the right hand as you
enter, near the arch, and the Huidekoper Vault, the only

one at present in the cemetery, excepting the receivinor

vault, stands a short distance to the left. The largest

monument is the one on the burial lot of the Brawley
Family, which stands, I think, about thirty-five feet in

height. The number interred in this cemetery is, I have

been informed, about 4,000, Mrs. Balch having been the

first to be buried here (her husband, with whom I was
well acquainted, was a bookseller and traveling agent,

a man who took a great interest in Sabbath-schools; he

was run over by the cars and killed, in Michigan, not

many years ago), and my uncle, Joseph Finney, the sec-

ond, date being December 6, 1853. Many of my rela-

tives and friends lie in this beautiful City of the Dead,

and as my wife and I sauntered through it and read so

many familiar names on the tombstones, I could not re-

sist copying a few, which I here give the reader

:

" How loved, how honor'd once avails thee not.

To whom related, or by whom forgot;

A heap of dust alone remains of thee;

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be."

John Reynolds, born at Colchester, England, June 18, 1783; im-
migrated to the United States of America in 1795; died July 23, 1871.

He was a good man, and full of the Holy Ghost and faith. Jane J.,

daughter of Andrew Ellicott, wife of John Reynolds, born at Balti-

more, June 35, 1778; died November 27, 1845.
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Hon. Gaylord Church, bora August 11, 1811; died Sept. 29, 1869.

John Dick, born June 17, 1794; died May 29, 1872.

James R. Dick, born April 22, 1801; died February 9, 1875.

Rev. E. B. Lane, died 1864, aged 48 years.

John Frew, died September 22, 1883, aged 71 years.

James B. Chase, born 1803; died 1877.

Alonson Lindley, born March 4, 1799; died May 21, 1881.

Father and mother, sweetly they journeyed the pathtmy of life; to-

gether they entered the jwrtals of Heaven. Lorenzo D. Williams, born

March 7, 1813; died October 14, 1878: Olive T., wife of L. D. Will-

iams, born January 16, 1815; died October 17, 1878.*

Hugh Hamilton, died March 15, 1869, aged 62 years, 10 months,

22 days: Maria, wife of Hugh Hamilton, died April 34, 1856, aged 55

years, 3 months, 2 days: Lovina, second wife of Hugh Hamilton, died

December 10, 1879, aged 69 years, 2 months, 6 days.

June 5, 1886—Kobert E. Slocum aud wife {nee Lo-

vantia Gray) paid us a visit, and it was, indeed, quite a

surprise to us, as we knew Mrs. Slocum to have been an

invalid many years, at times considered past recovery. -j-

Mr. Simon Gray, her father, lived in Blooming Valley

when I taught the first school there, in the winter of

1851-52; but anterior, even to this, I was acquainted

with the family, whom I always loved, and T am sure I

can not recall anything that has ever interrupted our

friendship. Years ago Mr. Gray and his family removed

to Van Buren County, Iowa, where, after revisiting friends

and relations here, he died, I believe in 1872.

Robert E. Slocum is a son of Eleazer Slocum, and a

brother of C. E., of whom special mention is made in my

first SouvENiK, and there is not a single member of the

family whom I do not love and respect, having a life-

long acquaintance with them. Robert lived a number of

* While attending college, one of my recitations was in Prof. L. D. Williams' class.

—F. C. Waid.

t Although there were favorable hopes of her return to health, she continued to

linger until July 10, 1887, when her spirit took flight into the unknown country. She

died at Mosiertown, and her retuains are interred in Blooming Valley Cemetery, I being

present at the interment. Lovantia Gray was a scholar at Blooming Valley school

during 1851-52.—F. C. Waid.
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years in Blooming Valley, and at present resides at

Mosiertown, in the same county.

August 28 to 31—[My trip to Lake Chautauqua and

other places, accompanied by my wife, Eliza; for an ac-

count of which see page 50.
]

September 21 to 28—[My trip to Cincinnati and Day-

ton (Ohio), along with my youngest son, Fred F. ; for

an account of which see page 52.]

October 9, 1886—At 6:30 p. m. to-day I took train

"No. 4" at Meadviile for Jamestown, N. Y., arriving

there at 8:35 p. m. Went direct to my aunt, Mary Ann
Simmons, after having a social visit with aunt and Clara

Mosher, and Addie Whicher and her son Archie (aged

sixteen) from Mount Yernon, Jefferson Co., 111., whom I

had not seen for many years, and whom on this occasion

I had especially come to see. I was truly glad to meet

them. In years gone by, some twenty or more, when my
cousin Addie was at home in Jamestown, she would answer

my letters, and for quite a number of years we kept up a

correspondence, in which way Ave became more familiarly

acquainted than we otherwise would have been, or than I

did with other members of the family. Yet during her

long absence since her marriage, and after living in

Jamestown, and then going to Illinois some eight or ten

years ago, we had not written to each other. During this

time, however, she had made one visit home to her folks,

though I had not the pleasure of visiting her.

During that evening I was informed by Clara that

Lizzie, Henry's wife, was very sick, not expected to live.

Some three weeks prior to the present date she had re-

turned from Buffalo, where she had been visiting relatives,

and was not feeling very Avell, yet not complaining; nor

(as I understand) did her friends feel alarmed about her

condition, until a short time before her death, which oc-

curred about 11 A. M., October 10. 1886.
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On Sunday Archie Whicher and I attended the Metho-

dist Episcopal Church, where we heard a sermon deliv-

ered by Elder Peate, with whom I have been acquainted

many years. I think he is doing a grand work for the

Lord as well as for the people of Jamestown. When I

was there last March the society were still holding their

meetings in the old church. I take this opportunity of

saying that on March 28, 1886, I was in Jamestown and

enjoyed with my friends one of the best seasons of grace

and favor in the Lord in hearing Elder Peate's sermon

and the Sunday-school exercises. It was not only a

Bethel to me but to all present, and the Sunday-school

exercises, under the favor and blessing of the Lord, I

fully admit I have never found excelled. And now to be

permitted to share a similar one in their new church is

certainly enough to pour happiness into a Christian's

mind.

On returning from church, I was told the sad news of

Lizzie Simmons' death. I then deferred my return home

until after the funeral, which took place on Tuesday fol-

lowing at 11 A. M., from their home. I went from James-

town to Ashville and attended the funeral with my cousin,

Leander Simmons, whose good wife remained at home to

care for her sick daughter. It is about a nine-miles'

drive to Henry's, and probably about thirteen to Levant,

where the remains were interred.

I would here give pen utterance to a few more

thoughts suggested by this sad event. How true it is

"we all do fade as a leaf." And at this season, "the

melancholy days, the saddest of the year," when count-

less leaves are fading and falling, are we not reminded of

the shortness of human life ? If we view it from this stand-

point, and ask ourselves what the period of life of a single

leaf is, the answer is applicable to our own case—one
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short summer. Our days are as grass ihat groweth up
in the morning; it is cut down and withereth: or like a

floiver of the field, the ivind jyasseth over it and it is gone,

the place thereof knoiceth it no more. And how true

also are the words of the poet Young, in his "Night
Thoughts:"

" Earth's highest station ends in ' Here he lies,'

And "Dust to dust,' concludes her noblest song."

The speaker at Lizzie's funeral said in his opening

remarks: "We are here to-day to honor the dead and

comfort the living.'''' I thought to myself, who would not

pay a tribute of respect in honoring the memory of one

who had so faithfully performed the duties of life, and

left a record more valuable than anything this earth can

afford. She was a member of the Baptist Church for

many years, and if my memory is correct, was in her for-

ty-fourth year when she died. She is interred beside her

parents in Levant Cemetery, where stands a fine Scotch

granite monument, erected (so I am informed) at a cost

of about $1,000. But the memorial left to the memory
of every true man or woman will live when the monument
left to perpetuate that memory shall have passed away.

I do not wonder it is said in the Blessed Book: Let me
die the decdh of the righteous, and let my last end he like

his. The memory of the just is blessed, hut the name of

the icicked shall rot.

On returning home from Jamestown, October 13, I

inquired after Mr. Jacob Cole, one of our neighbors, who
had been very ill for several weeks, and my wife's reply

was that he was failing, although there were still some

hopes of his recovery. This was on Wednesday, and on

the following Saturday, October 16, he died, in his sev-

enty-third year, I believe. The funeral services, which

were held at the Methodist Episcopal Church, Blooming
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Valley, on the following Monday, were largely attended,

Rev. Mr. Sprague, of Meadville, officiating. The remains

M^ere interred in the cemetery at Blooming Valley.

How often and yet how true is this saying: " Friend

after friend departs; " and in the language of inspiration:

" The mourners go about the streets."

Then, again, on October 20, my wife and I attended

the funeral of Lina Masiker, second wife of Avery W.

Masiker (my brother-in-law), who lives in Oil Creek

Township, Crawford County, Penn., near Bethel Metho-

dist Episcopal Church, and where the funeral was held.

Kev. Thomas Berry preached the sermon, the text being:

Lei me die the death of the righteous, and let my last end

be like his. Then live the life of the righteous.

The remains were interred in the beautiful rural Hen-

derson Cemetery, on a hill located within less than a mile

from the church.

Mr, and Mrs. Masiker were married last November.

AVe had the pleasure of but one visit or short interview

with them, wliicli took place last March. There are some

people whom we are privileged to meet but once in a life-

time, and yet who leave an impression on our minds for

good, never to be effaced. Such was the effect of our

visit with Lina Masiker.

I am inclined, before leaving this subject, to say a

few Avords about another departed friend and relative.

" Death loves a shining mark." I refer to Hulda

Chipman, a girl who attended school in the Goodwill

District, at that time a school district of Woodcock

Township. [The district has long since been divided,

and the people in the portion in which we live, on

the State road, send their children to Blooming Valley

school.] I taught two terms of winter school in this

district, 1853-54 and 1854-55. One day, I remember.
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delivered a short address to the school, after which he

said to me that he could select not only the best-looking

scholar, but also the smartest and most intelligent one.

I told him I thought he would require more than one

visit to find the " most intelligent," but he said not.

"Will you tell me if I should guess it?" Thinking he

would fail in his guess, I replied, " Yes." He immediately

said "Hulda," and my reply was, " You need not guess

again, for a person who had visited our school previously

said there were some very intelligent-looking scholars,

and as the most intelligent chose the same one as you

did."

Hulda Chipman, her brother Edward, and many others

I could name, not only of the school I am speaking of,

but also of the Moore and Hatch schools in Mead Town-

ship, and of the Blooming Valley schools in Woodcock
Township, have long since passed to their rest and

been numbered with the dead. Many of them, as well

as some of my old teachers, are interred in Blooming

Valley Cemetery.

" Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade,

Death came with friendh' care.

The opening bud to Heav'n convej^ed.

And bade it blossom there."

THANKSGIVING DAY.

NOVEMBER 25, 1886.

" To be good is to be happy."

Yesterday, after a faithful day's work plowing on the

farm, I came in thinking to myself, " To-morrow will be

Thanksgiving Day; how shall I spend it? No meeting or

public addresses near home, and roads too bad to permit
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of going abroad." I was glad an opportunity had pre-

sented itself for me to invite my old neighbors, some of

the oldest in our community, who are not blessed with

much of this world's goods. I have known my father do

similar acts, and that was example enough for me. The

three oldest women in our midst referred to were Mrs.

Mary Reiser and Mrs. Handley, each in her eighty-fifth

year, and Mrs. Maria Long, probably over ninety years

old. AVith these and relatives and other friends in our

neighborhood I spent a happy day. I drove to Mrs.

Long's in order to get " Aunt " Maria (I call her " aunt "

on account of her age), and when I invited her to the

dinner she greeted me with a hearty " God bless you!"

Then the willingness and pleasure with which the other

two ladies tendered their acceptance of the invitation,

and the expressions of gratitude they poured out as I

took them home, brought me true happiness. It is the

active part we take in those things, says St. James, not

for doing but in doing, that brings us blessing. I also

called to invite Mr. and Mrs. Norris, but found Mrs.

Norris quite ill and unable to come; however I had the

pleasure of presenting them with a copy of my Souvenir,

which they seemed to like very much.* My only brother,

George N., also dined with us. This is one of the many

ways to do good and bring happiness, and peace will ever

abide with us if we keep the right way.

Truth, which so often gladdens our hearts, will avail

us nothing unless it abide in us. Truth will not unite

with error; it is ever on the search for more truth, and

when found forms a union complete in itself, drawn to-

gether as if by some magnetic influence. So if hapj^iness

does not dwell with us, it is because we are strangers to

* These four aged mothers are yet living (December 25,1889), and it is a pleasure to

greet them occasionally.—F. C. Waid.



179

it. It would enjoy our company were we only in a con-

dition to enjoy it.

The reader may wish to know how a farmer, who has

so much to do as Francis C. Waid, can find time, not only

to travel, but also to write on his return home, such ex-

haustive accounts of his several excursions. Some time

ago I began writing an account of a trip to Cincinnati

and Dayton, jotting down only a little each evening, and

the reader will see that I have stopped to sketch down

what occurred on November 25, 1886. Yet the race is

not always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, but

to them that persevere to the end.

November 30, 1886—Another funeral to-day, that of

Anson Chipman, a young man of about twenty-seven

years, who died on the 27th instant, near Conueaut-Lake,

in Sadsbury Township, this county, whither he had moved

last spring. The funeral services were held at the Meth-

odist Episcopal Church, Blooming Valley. He was an

only child, and was reared and lived in this community,

his father, Edward Chipman, who died March 25, 1868,

and lies buried in Blooming Valley Cemetery, having

been not only an old school-mate of mine, but also one of

my scholars. The early cutting ofp of this young man,

in the flush of youth and in the bloom of health, is food

for reflection. As the pastor said in his remarks at the

funeral service: "God speaks to us" in the melancholy

event, and we are led to consider the language of inspir-

ation, when the Master said: What I do now ikon know-

est not: but tliou shalt Jaioiu tiereafter.

Only a few weeks ago Rev. Mr. Sprague, of Meadville,

delivered a discourse at the funeral of an aged man who

had reached the three score and ten (or more) ; but here

was a young man, whose general health was good, strick-

en down after a few days' illness. How changed the
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scene! It is the Lord's doing, and it is marvelous in

our eyes! " There is a Providence in the fall of a spar-

row." This is another lesson to us all, especially to the

young man or youth who may think to himself that as he

is in good health to-day, he bids fair to live to a good

age. But, young man, for aught you or I know, the aged

grandfather and grandmother, who were present at Anson

Chipman's funeral, may attend ours. The man has never

been born who could tell what a day may bring forth.

In speaking on the subject of death years ago, with my
aged aunt. Temperance Fergerson, I remember making

the query: " Is not our chances for life, one as good as

another? " " The young may live, the old must die," was

her reply. So it is well for all of us, young or old, to

ponder on these things, and be ready when the Master

calls us for an account of our stewardship.

" Man, like a shadow, vainlj^ walks

With fruitless cares oppress'd;

He heaps up wealth but can not tell

By whom 'twill be possess'd."

December 10, 1886—On the 8th of this month Mr.

and Mrs. Pember Phillips, of Townville, Crawford Coun-

ty, paid us a pleasant visit. James McCullough died

to-day (10th), in his eighty-fifth year, his wife having

preceded him to the grave within two days of exactly

two years ago. Both rest in Blooming Valley Cemetery.

In this book I make mention of the deaths that occur in

our own neighborhood and community, for the reason

that we seem to be so often reminded of our final depart-

ure. I do not wonder at the inspired writer perpetuating

his thoughts in those words: It is better to go to the house

of mourning than to the house of feasting, for the living

will lay it to lieart. Enjoyment is not all we were placed

in this world for; we are frequently called to that place

where we are to be taught the greatest lessons of life.
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Mrs. Melissa G. Scott and her youngest son, from

Wentworth, Lake Co., Dak., who are on a visit to kindred

and friends liere, and were staying with us a short time,

left this morning for Meadville. We had the pleasure of

a visit from Mrs. Scott about four years ago. She is a

sister of my honored and distinguished friend, J. Y. Gil-

more, and is an old school-mate of mine. A few days

after her visit I presented her with a copy of the Souv-

enir and a photograph of the family, as a memento from

her friend, for which she expressed her thanks.

December 11, 1886—This morning, after hearing of

the death of our esteemed neighbor, Mr. McCullough, re-

ferred to, I was informed of the birth of my fourth grand-

daughter, first-born to Guinnip P. and Anna Waid. Until

the marriage of my two eldest sons, boys used to prevail

in the family, but since then a change has taken place,

there having been born six girls (five yet living), no

boys, and this relieves me from naming any of my grand-

children. I tell their parents, jocularly, that my name,

Francis, is so nearly that of a girl's that if they desire to

name a daughter for me they have only to change the

"i" into "e"; and if that won't suit, why then they

must nurse their patience, and the first boy born to any

of them they may name him Francis. There are many
things in this world that we hope for but never get, and

it is a relief in some cases to express our Avants. But

perhaps I have said enough about this to have my wants

either expressed or understood.

December 27—To-day we had a visit from my dear

niece, Orpha Leonard, and her husband. In the course

of conversation at dinner she asked me if I remembered

Aunt Maria Lord, who visited my parents when I was in

my " teens," and about our " baking the pancakes." I re-

plied I did not, but expressed a desire to hear the story,
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which she complied with, while I listened attentively.

My wife, I think, was more anxious to hear, because both

of us enjoyed listening to what a friend would say about

either of us, and especially what took place before our

marriage; it was testimony of a nature we could rely on,

and would be likely to beget in us greater love for each

other. We learned from my niece that one morning,

when it was my turn to bake the pancakes (for my
twin brother and myself were accustomed in those days

to help our mother, by turns, in many of the house-

hold duties ) , mother wanted me to assist, but because we

had visitors and I was somewhat bashful, I wished to be

excused. When father came in, however, he said to me:
" Francis, help bake the pancakes," and although quite a

big boy at the time I did as desired. I relate this inci-

dent, not because of my reluctance to comply with my
mother's wishes, but as an illustration that under trying

circumstances I rendered obedience to my parents. If

the duty did not smack of pleasure at the time, yet since

I have helped to rear a family of my own it brings me
consolation now, for I can the more fully appreciate the

precept of St. Paul: Children, obey your parents in all

things: for this is ivell pleasing unto the Lord (Col.

Ill: 20.) Some one may ask what I think of a boy

doing housework, and my reply is simply that if a boy's

parents require him to help within doors, he should do so,

and he will find that time will bring its reward. In my
own family, the boys (whose lot in life is in one respect

similar to my own, having no sister) have helped in

many ways to lighten the burdens of household duties

for their mother. They know how to cook to some extent

rather than go hungry. But I think I hear some skep-

tical person remark that such domestic training spoils a

man for business or farm work. My answer to such is a
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reference to my father's family—are they working men or

not? I will not go back to my father's youth and early

manhood, for I take it for granted he was more industrious

than any of his sons, but I can not forbear reciting this

incident which I have heard him relate. During the first

winter after his marriage (1825-26), with two pair of

oxen and a sled, he took sixty bushels of wheat from

Meadville to Connewango Mills, nine miles below James-

town, N. Y., and there he and his wife lived. Here with

other help he assisted in stocking the mills with logs

that winter. On their way home from these mills my
parents stopped at Eiceville, Crawford Co., Penu., where

my eldest brother was born.

While speaking of lumbering I would like here to

give one instance in my own experience which has been

much less than that of my father in that line, although

I have done a little in company with him, as well as

some for my own account, I remember once helping

him to haul a fourteen-feet hemlock log to William Dick-

son's mill on Woodcock Creek, in my township, which

cut into 1,620 feet of lumber, being the largest log I

ever assisted in handling! There were three of us and

three or four teams, my cousin, Thomas Fergerson, help-

ing us. It was indeed a pleasant duty to assist in haul-

ing that log to the mill. And I may add that my sons

are also inclined to try their hand in hauling logs. On
December 20,1886, Frank and Guinnip, each with a good

span of horses and a wagon, one loaded with hay, the

other with oats, started for Grand Valley, Warren Co.,

Peun., to engage in hauling logs as my father did over

sixty years ago. Frank has had some experience in

lumbering as well as farming, and Guinnip can learn.

After several days' work in Warren County, they en-

gaged with George Bush, with whom at this writing they

are working.
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December 29, 1886—A visit from Mrs. Matilda Barr

and our cousins, Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Roudebusli, all of

Blooming Valley, threw another ray of sunshine around

our fireside. It is pleasant for me to be remembered, not

only by relatives, but also by some of my old scholars

who attended school where I taught in by-gone days. In

the Avinters of 1853-54 and 1855-56 I taught school in

the Goodwill District, and to-day I was asked by one of

the lady visitors if I remembered the " treat" I gave the

scholars on a certain Christmas ( for it was customary in

those days to teach on holidays). I replied that I did

not think I recollected the incident. "Chestnuts," said

the lady ; and then she recounted how I distributed them

among the scholars, throwing some on the floor for the

younger ones to scramble for. It is said that if a day

passes of which we can give no account, it may be con-

sidered lost. The visit of Mrs. Barr and Mr. and Mrs.

Roudebush lasted the greater part of the day, but I found

time to assist in digging a grave in the Smith Burying

Ground for the oldest man in our community, George

Smith, who died to-day. Had he lived till February 14,

1887, he Avould have been ninety-six years old. The

Smith family of sixteen children, of whom reference is

made in my first Souvenir, have now all passed away

save our nearest neighbor ("Aunt Polly," as she is called)

who is in her eighty-fifth year.

December 30—The funeral of my revered friend,

George Smith, took place to-day, services being held in

Blooming Valley Methodist Episcopal Church, Rev.

Henry Delamater officiating. I Avas anxious to attend,

but absence from home and not returning in time pre-

vented me. On May 17, this year, I had a settlement

with Mr. Smith, and he handed me a receipt for which I

thanked him with the remark that I had never taken a
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receipt before from a man of his age. The Pennsyl-

vania Farmer, in speaking of his death says: "Mr.

George Smith, one of the oldest men in Crawford Coun-

ty, died Wednesday at his home near Blooming Valley,

at the advanced age of ninety-seven years." The death

of two other neighbors which occurred last spring I

will here also make mention of, the deceased being Mrs.

Mary Smith (Kobert Smith's wife), and Mrs. Eliza

Roberts. Mr. Smith died May 25, and is interred in the

Smith Burying Ground. Robert Smith, son of William

Smith, resides on the old farm once owned by his father,

in Mead Township, within about half a mile of our farm,

and where I was taken when an infant to be weaned.

William (or " Uncle Billy " as I learned to call him) was

a good neighbor, and I think I speak the truth when I

say that his family and my father's were on most friendly

terms, each member of both families imitating the noble

example set by their respective heads. Some writer says

we should " reverence that which is best in the Universe,

and that which is best in ourselves," so I may be par-

doned if I refer to an incident of my days of infancy,

wherein is illustrated a trait of my character that I am
happy to say has not deserted me in all these years. I

will relate the occurrence as I have frequently heard it

from my parents and others. When the time came for

my twin brother and myself to change our diet (that is

to eat bread and butter), in order to relieve our mother,

who was in rather poor health, and somewhat encum-

bered with household duties, my mate was selected to be

sent to Mr. Smith's. Being so peevish and cross, how-

ever, as to mar not only his own happiness but also that

of the entire household, he was soon brought home, my-

self being sent in his place, on trial, and I am pleased

to say that it is recorded I was very peaceable, quiet and
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good-natured. Now this may be giving me more credit

than I deserved at the time, or even now, though I can

conscientiously say that I have struggled through life in

the interests of peace, and in the words of the apostle,

to " study quiet." This good characteristic I claim I

have inherited from my parents, and it was so visable in

my father's life that I was encouraged to cultivate in my-

self this noble trait. I have often found myself mentally

reviewing my many venerable acquaintances who have

passed away, and selecting from among them the, to my
mind, most peacefully inclined.

William Smith had the reputation of being one of the

most peaceable men in this community. My acquaint-

ance with him began in my childhood, and with un-

interrupted friendship remained up to the day of his

death, January 12, 1858. Along with some relatives

and dear friends I was present with him at his parting

hour, which was one of peace ; and I was reminded of the

Scripture saying : Oreat peace have they which love Thy

law, and nothing shall offend them.

Mrs. Eliza Roberts died June 19, in her sixty-fourth

year, and is interred in Greendale Cemetery, at Mead-

ville. She was a member of the Methodist Episcopal

Church, as is her husband, David Roberts, who resides

about two miles from our place, on the road leading from

Hatch Hill to Meadville. Mrs. Roberts was the second

daughter of William Williams, one of the early settlers

in this section of the county, Avhose farm on State Road,

two and one-half miles east of Meadville, is now owned

by Mr. Judd and Hartwell Williams. The date of Will-

iam Williams' settlement in the county I can not record,

but his name appears in a list of tax-payers previous to

1810. Mrs. Eliza Roberts, I believe, always lived in this

community. I remember going in my boyhood with my
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brothers and the Smith boys to pick cherries on the Will-

iams farm, for in those early days farmers who had plenty of

fruit allowed their neighbors to help gather it on shares,

and we boys found as much enjoyment in it as we have

nowadays in an excursion. If I am not mistaken, my ac-

quaintance with Mr. and Mrs. Roberts had its commence-

ment several years previous to the noted revival meetings

held at State Road Methodist Episcopal Church, nearly

throughout the entire winter of 1850-51, where many
were brought out of darkness into light, some 200, as

estimated, having been saved at that time. During my
father's last illness David Roberts and his wife called

occasionally to see him; and at one visit, when it was

thought my father's mind was failing, as David was

shaking hands with him, my mother asked him: "Do
you know who it is?" "Yes," replied my father, with a

smile of recognition, "I think I do know David Roberts.

I would know him if I should not see him for a thousand

years." It is well to ever bear in mind that words spoken,

good or bad, wise or foolish, often live after us; it is not

essential that they should be written or printed to be pre-

served, for when once engraved on memory's page, they

will be more enduring than brass, and will be certain to

liave tlieir influence on the minds and lives of those who
come after us. In governing our tongue we should en-

deavor to excel, for it is an attribute that in itself is most

excellent. Reader, did you ever think that "life and

death are in the power of the tongue, and they who love

it eat the fruit thereof." How very bitter the fruit of

sin ; how good the fruit of peace.

December 31, 1886—The closing day of a year that

has been to Eliza and me, in many respects, a most event-

ful one. Lewis Slocum (a neighbor) and family, together

with my wife and myself, by previous arrangement with
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Lewis, went to Mosiertown to pay a visit to the Slocum

family—three brothers and one sister of Lewis—includ-

ing C. R., Robert, Lewis and Caroline (Cochran), all

heads of families and life-long acquaintances and old

school-mates. This was found to be a most pleasant and

profitable way of ending the year 1886, and we feel that

the doings of yesterday and to-day will leave a lasting

impression on our memories. I could recall many pleas-

ant scenes and happy hours of bygone days, when similar

gatherings occurred at the homes of our parents; and this

reunion of to-day, at the home of C. R. Slocum, was en-

joyed, not only as a family gathering, but as a reproduc-

tion, so to speak, of the real unbroken friendship possessed

by our parents, and inculcated on their children. The

evening was spent at Hon. S. Slocum's, and C. R. then

remarked that he was fifty-two years old on December 10,

the day after my son Guinnip's daughter was born. In my
youth and earlier manhood I question if I spent as much
time visiting during the holidays as I have this season.

Some people transpose the maxim " Business first, pleas-

ure afterward" to "Pleasure first, business afterward;"

but in cases of emergency, and until I can get through

the rush of both, I can couple them—make a good run-

ning team of them, as it were, as I had to do this time,

for I have several days' business and pleasure in various

ways before me.

1887.

January 1—Made one of a New Year's party, held at

the home of Mr. Clark Ellis, who reminded me, while at

dinner, where he and I had dined last New Year's Day.

It was with my aunt, Mary Ann Simmons, in Jamestown,

N. Y., and I said to Mr. Ellis, that I would like to take

supper with her this evening, although it was already two
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o'clock. So, after dinner, his son, Edmond, drove me in

a cutter to Meadville (distant about three and one-half

miles), which we reached just in time for me to catch the

train for Jamestown, whither I traveled in company with

my neighbor, Newton S, Chase. Here I took supper with

my relatives, and enjoyed another opportunity of calling

on my friends and spending two or three days in the

town. On the following Sunday forenoon we heard Elder

Peate, of the Methodist Episcopal Church, hold forth,

and in the evening we listened with pleasure to Dr. G. W.
Towsend, who spoke on the subject of Temperance. On
Monday, after attending to some business, I returned

home, having entered on the duties of the New Year in

my usual way, combining pleasure with business, both of

which worked harmoniously together, with satisfactory

results.

Sunday, January 9—After service at the State Eoad
Methodist Episcopal Church, which I attended this morn-

ing, our preacher, Mr. Miller, announced the death of

Mrs. Olmstead, an aged lady, the funeral to be held at

1:30 P. M., from Mead Corners, three miles south of

State Road Church. Mrs. Waid and I attended, and

on our way called on Brother Roberts, with whom we
took dinner. During Mrs. Roberts' sickness, which was

of about a year's duration, we visited her frequently,

and I think I will ever remember the words of encour-

agement and advice we received from that good sister.

In retrospect, I think of that lifelong acquaintance, and

of the blessed privilege Brother Roberts and I sought

out together in the good way (his wife being a member
of the church at the same time)—the privilege we have

for thirty-sis years enjoyed, of worshiping God in the

same house, I do not think I could name another person

in our society at present whom I have met in church as
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often as I have David Roberts. Of the large number
that congregated for prayer and praise thirty-six years

ago, but few are now left; some have crossed the river to

the "better land," and many others are scattered over this

wide country, some being in the "Far West."

January 27, 1887—Much of the enjoyment and pleas-

ure of life comes to us sometimes in a single day. To-

day we have had the company of friends and kindred

whom we love so well, and the intercourse brought pleas-

ure and happiness, seemingly enough for one day. But

more was in store for us, for when my son Fred returned

from Meadville with our mail, I received two letters, one

from Prof. Samuel P. Bates, of Meadville, and the other

from Mr. J. Y. Gilmore, which threw yet another ray of

sunshine in the midst of my family circle These letters

both appear in full in the Appendix to this volume. The

one from Prof. Bates has endeared to me the recollections

of bygone, happy, boyhood days spent with him, whom I

have known since we attended Meadville Academy to-

gether in the fall of 1853—thirty-six years ago; and I

also gratefully remember the kind act of Hon, S. B. Dick,

in being instrumental in having a copy of my Souvenir

placed in the hands of the Library, Art and Historical

Association.

I love my honored and respected friend, Mr. J. Y.

Gilmore, none the less because he leads an active, labo-

rious and useful life, as his letter states. Such a man is

deserving of all he calculates on, and my sincere desire

is that not only Mr. J. Y. Gilmore, but all who strive

for success may legitimately attain the height of their

ambition, and ultimately enjoy such repose as he speaks

of. With the man who does right, life becomes better

day by day, as he gets farther from the cradle and nearer

to the grave. What could please us more, as we near the
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close of life's journey, than the enjoyment of the company

of our best friends.

January 29, 1887—This is another red-letter day in my
Diary. Being the sixty-ninth anniversary of the birth of

Mr. John Braymer, of Mead Township, Crawford County,

a farmer wJiom we have known and valued as an upright

citizen from our earliest recollection, a goodly company

of over forty assembled to join in the celebration, my
wife and myself being among the number. We were

pleased to see his brother, David, present, also hale and

hearty.* Although these two brothers were considerably

in advance of my own age, yet I knew their father, An-

drew Braymer, well; and 1 remember when I and my
twin brother Avere boys going with father to assist Mr.

Braymer (who was at that time pathmaster or supervisor

in Mead Townsliip). We were working on what is known

as Meeting House (or Hamilton) Hill, west of the Meth-

odist Episcopal Church, and from the brow of the upper

hill (as we term it) we rolled, with the help of several

yoke of oxen, a great stone, or rock, that for a long time

had been an obstruction, down the hill a short distance

and off to the north side of the road to near the ditch,

where it yet lies. Few men, if any, have passed that

big stone oftener than the writer of this incident. Shake-

speare speaks of there being " sermons in stones ;" and

that old landmark lying by the roadside, inanimate and

dumb, a potent witness to the acts of men long since dead

and gone, could read us a moral lesson more forcible and

convincing than any pulpit oratory.

Not long after this Mr. Leland Meachum, living on

Town Hill near Meadville, formed a "bee," inviting

* We were also present at the celebration of the seventy-second birthday of David
Braymer, held October 13, 1887, on which occasion he was presented with a silent rock-
ing-chair. Three brothers and one bister were present. Mr. Braymer resides with his
son, Ezra, on the homestead.
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everyone alou^ the State Road within several miles to

assemble on the Fourth of July, and spend the day in

improving the public highway at a point on Town Hill,

about halfway down the hill (near the corner of Green

-

dale Cemetery) where the road was given a bend in order

to avoid a deep ravine. On that day the people began

filling in the gulf, and by special efforts on the part of

good citizens the grand object is at present nearly accom-

plished. But since that time the hill has been graded

and much improved, its entire length, and the road

straightened where the curve was. I have had oppor-

tunities since then to help improve the road at other

points, and I will here conclude this reference by re-

marking that the community always seemed to be di-

vided into a majority, who were bent on pleasure, and

a minorUj, who were always seeking ways and means to

benefit the public. I hope the reader will not charge me
with undue pretentiousness when in this connection I say

that I usually found myself in the ranks of the minority.

I am glad I was taught to do good in more than one

way. I have attempted to speak of the amount of

blessings that has come to me while walking in the path

of duty. Good deeds done for the benefit of others are

like the boomerang, which after being thrown at an object

returns unaided to the person throwing it, with this dif-

ference, however, the boomerang only returns itself, good

deeds make returns with grand interest. The principle

which led me to a wise choice for the improvement of

my time had its origin in my boyhood. As several gen-

tlemen, not long since, were passing the Goodrich Farm,

purchased only about two years ago (in 1885), one of

them remarked: " Industry is a fortune of itself," while

a second one said: "I wish you would prove it to us."

*' Well," replied the first speaker, " do you remember
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this old farm as it was abovit two years a^o ? Look at it

now,'''' calling attention to the field on the north side of

State Road, containing sixty-six acres all fenced, with

stumps and stones removed, rough ground leveled, an old

pasture field of fifteen or twenty acres plowed, some of it

a second time, and seeded to meadow. Passing on down
the hill this gentleman, referring to the improvements on

the farm on the south side of the road, remarked: "That

large quantity of stove wood, corded up so nicely along

the road and in the yard, was cut down there in the

wood lot, where it had apparently been abandoned on ac-

count of the immense thicket of undergrowth timber and

brush." Then to cap the climax as they came down to the

flat (to what was known as the corduroy or long bridge),

there appeared to their view a tbree-cornered five-acre

piece of land, once separate from the Goodrich Farm, but

bought by Mr. A. S. Goodrich of Hugh Hamilton, for

pasture and water privilege. Now a portion of this bit

of land had never been completely cleared—many logs,

small trees and a large amount of brush still remaining,

and a portion of the flat often covered with water, when
it came into my possession. '"Who would have thought

of clearing this land except F. C. Waid ! " exclaimed the

flrst speaker of the party. " Then," quickly remarked

number two, " it is F. C. Waid and Industry who have

made the improvements on the farm." For the general

improvement on this farm, however, credit is due my
eldest son, who lives on the farm, and the rest of my
family. A good motto for a farmer is this one, of which

Benjamin Franklin is the author: Plough deep while

sluggai^ds sleep.

Not boastingly, but simply as something that may be

of interest to my many farmer friends, I here present a

statement of the income or products of the farm referred
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to for the year 1886: About forty tons of hay, three hun-

dred bushels of potatoes, ten hundred bushels of oats,

about five hundred bushels of ears of corn. The fruit

crop was about as follows : Apples and plums, good crop

;

blue damson plums, estimated at ten to twelve bushels;

and apples, probably three hundred bushels. In order

to show to some extent the income derived from this

farm the first year we had it (1885), I will here recount

some conversation I had, late in the fall of that year, with

my son, Frank, who is in charge of the farm, which he

worked on shares, giving me a portion of what the land

would yield. In speaking about the products and their

value, Frank said to me: "I will give you six per cent

interest [$264] on the money invested in the farm for

your share of the crops." I confess this rather astonished

me, for it takes good farming—nothing short of prudence,

industry and economy—to make a farm pay six per cent

interest on its value, and I did not expect this when I

bought the farm. Kind reader, the blessings of this life

should call forth gratitude and praise to the Giver of all

good, who rewards our labors and crowns the year with

His blessings. I believe in an overruling Providence,

who not only governs the nations on earth, as spoken of

in His Word, but also the affairs of individuals. What
did David mean when he said: The steps of a good man
are ordered by the Lord? Then again: All things work

together for good to tliem tliat love God. The Avorking of

all things for good may be to us a mystery. How a blade

of grass grows is a mystery, but grow it does. It is a

pleasant thing, and delightful to the eye, to look on the

green-clad fields in early spring, and behold, with admi-

ration, the growing grass; but sweeter, far, is it to have

faith in His promises, which brings us peace. The All-

wise Creator knows our wants before we ask them, and
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He has the means, and will devise the way, whereby our

wants, if real, shall be met, if we live in harmony imth

Him. And it is His prerogative to give or withhold as

He may deem best for our good, just as an earthly father

would treat a child whom he loves. If a dutiful child

follows the advice of his parents, how much more should

he not obey Him?
February 21, 1887—In a letter from George M. Bur-

dett, of Lenoir's, Loudon Co., Tenn., of above date, he

says: "I write to thank you for your kindly remem-

brance of me and my family during your visit to East Ten-

nessee." My wife and I, during our visit to the South,

and while staying with our sou near Mr. Burdett's place,

were kindly invited to call on the latter' s family, which

invitation we accepted, and in company with our daugh-

ter-in-law we enjoyed a remarkably pleasant visit, one

long to be remembered by us; and in the distribution of

ths Souvenir we wished to remind them that we claimed

them as friends. I will here, in this connection, say a

few words about the farming land I saw in the Valley of

the Tennessee, between Knoxville and Lenoir's. How
much poor land there may be adjoining the river I do

not know, but I found some good and some very good

land on Col. Easiley's farm. The greatest amount of

good land, however, is to be found on the very large farm

of Mr. Lenoir. The island embracing 117 acres, lying

at the mouth of the Little Tennessee River, where it

empties into the Tennessee River, a short distance from

the station at Lenoir's, contains, perhaps, some of the

best soil along the river.

February 25—This day Rev. M. Miller, our respected

pastor, accompanied by his daughter, Miss Ada, paid us

a very agreeable visit. I find not only pleasure, but

profit, in listening to our teachers who instruct in the

good way.
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Sunday, March 6, 1887—This beautiful day I spent

with relatives and friends in Jamestown, N. Y., and again

enjoyed the privilege of attending church with them.

At 11 A. M., in company with F. Simmons and family, I

went to the Baptist Church, where we listened to a very

interesting discourse, delivered by Rev. Harvey, his sub-

ject being "Church Work," and what had been done dur-

ing the past five years, this being his first Sabbath of

his sixth year. Among other things, he stated that the

church, both temporally and spiritually, was prospering

well; that eighteen new members had been received into

the fold that day; that in 1882 the membership num-

bered 317, and in March, 1887, it numbered 424, being

an increase of over 100. The church property, he said,

was much improved and out of debt, their growth not

being rapid, but like that of a tree—slow and solid. At

3 p. M. we attended the funeral of William H. Devoe

(who died at the age of seventy-eight years), Rev. J. D.

Townsand officiating. In the evening Mr, Simmons and

I went to the Independent Congregational Church, where

we again heard Mr. Townsand. At the close of his ser-

mon he referred to the severe illness of Henry Ward
Beech er, who had received a paralytic stroke.* Among
the great men whose memory I love, stands in the front

rank Henry Ward Beecher. If my memory serves me
right, I heard him lecture about ten years ago, in the

Opera House at Meadville, the subject being: "The Bur-

dens and Wastes of Society." Many good things he said,

and worthy to be remembered, among them: "A sick

man is not a burden to society, for he will either die or

get well; but a lazy man is a burden." "A boy is reared

to fill some occupation in life, but a girl is raised to get

married." He also interpreted some passages of Scrip-

ture, making them very clear to me.

* Henry Ward Beecher died at half-past nine, on the morning of March 8, 1887.
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March 12, 1887—To-day my wife and I went to see

kindred at the old homestead, and found Uncle Robert

Morehead on this his eighty-fifth birthday, his general

health being pretty good. He conversed with us freely,

remarking that he had done a good many "chores " this

winter, and was able to split a good share of the fire-

wood.

Sunday, March 13—Went to church to-day with Mr.

and Mrs. Robert A. Fergerson. On Monday following,

on our way home, we attended, in company with our

cousins, the funeral of John Parks, in Kerrtown, Rev. A.

C. Ellis, of the First Methodist Episcopal Church of

Meadville, being the officiating minister. His remarks,

though brief, were very good and appropriate, and Avhat-

ever else of his discourse might be forgotten, by repeti-

tion he impressed these words on his hearers: " We all

preach our own funeral sermons in life." No matter

what may be said over our remains ere being forever

hidden from view, the truth is manifest that ive all preach

our own funeral sermons in life. We are prone rather to

inquire how a person may have lived than how he may
have died, although the dying are included in this life

—

the last act in the great drama. So our study should be

hoiv to die, not how to live. Mr. Parks was Mrs. Ferger-

son's uncle, and he died at the age of seventy-seven

years.

On coming through Meadville we called on our life-

long friend, Henry Smith, who resides near the top of

the town hill, where Avery Oaks formerly lived. Henry

and I did many a day's work together, and he helped to

build our house. I can safely say that for aught I know

we have enjoyed unbroken friendship from childhood.

Before corn-planters were introduced here, and even since,

Henry and I have dropped corn many a day together,
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and he had the credit of dropping straight rows of corn,

which I tried to imitate, and was often chosen " second

dropper."

March 20, 1887—James Wygant, born April 10, 1824,

and died March 17, 1887, at his home in Blooming Yal-

ley, was buried to-day. The funeral services were held

in the Methodist Episcopal Church, which was filled to

the doors, the attendance being so large that twice I gave

my seat up to accommodate others; by special request,

however, I was seated with the family of the deceased,

much to my gratification. Rev. William B. Trevy was

the officiating brother. James Wygant was well known

in this county, and when I get his obituary I will proba-

bly write more concerning him. He was converted at

State Boad Methodist Episcopal Church during the won-

derful revival in the winter of 1850-51. Although over

nine years older than myself, he frequently claimed to be

my age, we having both set out on our Christian journey

about the same time. And there is something more in

this than a mere passing thought. The living within a

mile of each other ever since our conversion, and the en-

joying together Christian fellowship and friendship, had

endeared us to each other, which is one reason why I

wish to pay a tribute of respect to his memory. In life he

was my friend, and I have often appreciated his advice,

and listened with profit to his many funeral* and other

sermons. I regarded him as one of the most accommo-

dating men in Blooming Valley, not infrequently making

unselfish sacrifices to others, and I remember it was often

said: " If you want an accommodation, go to Brother Wy-
gant." When I was a young man I used to visit his

home frequently, for my "girl" (who is now my wife)

boarded there at the time she was going to school. James

* In his obituary it is slated be had preached over Sit funeral sermons.
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Wygant was twice married; on the first occasion, Septem-

ber 18, 1844, to Lucretia B. Halley, and the second time

April 6, 1854, to Maria E. Cutler, of Randolph Township,

Crawford County. His first wife died October 29, 1853,

and his remains now rest beside her in Blooming Valley

Cemetery. Our last visit with Brother Wygant's family

before he was prostrated with sickness, was December 15,

1886; but the last time I talked with him was on Tuesday

evening, March 15, 1887, two days before he died, and 1

heard him repeat this verse on awakening from a short

sleep:
"Jesus can make a dying bed

Feel soft as downy pillows are.

While on His breast I lean my head
And breathe my life out sweetly there."

Brother George Floyd and Eobert Teasdale were

present, also Dr. I. T. Akin, while I was there.

The last words Mr. Wygant uttered were from the

well-known beautiful hymn:

" Nearer my God to Thee, nearer to Thee;

E'en though it be a cross that raiseth me,

Still all my song shall be, nearer my God to Thee,

Nearer my God to Thee, nearer to Thee."

Our family Bible, which was rebound, having been in

daily use since 1852, was bought from Rev. James Wy-
gant who was colporteur that year.

March 24, 1887—When I and my family returned

home in the evening from Meadville, in the midst of

a storm, we were most agreeably surprised to find await-

ing us Mr. and Mrs. Gilmore, of Dakota, who had arrived

but a few minutes before, we got home. Joy does not

always wait till morning; on this occasion it came in the

evening. We were truly glad to meet our old friends,

whom we had visited in September, 1881, when they

were living near St. Charles, Minn. There were four
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of us who enjoyed that visit: Mr. and Mrs. G. W. Cut-

shall and Mr. and Mrs. Francis C. Waid. At the time

spoken of we had been visiting our brother-in-law, Willis

Masiker, who lives at Lansing, Iowa; and from his place

we drove by hired team to Pine Island,Goodhue Co., Minn.,

in order that we might have a better view of the country

than could be got by rail. At Pine Island we visited

Warren W. Cutshall and Victor Sterling, and on our way

thither we stopped at Chester, Olmsted County, where we

had the pleasure of dining with our friend and old ac-

quaintance, Hod. Thomas W. Phelps. On our return

trip we took dinner with Eleazer Phelps, at his residence

in Eochester, Minn., after which we drove to William

Gilmore's and made our long-to-be-remembered visit; I

call it so, as it proved to be one of the most fortunate

visits we made in this entire trip. We expected to meet

only William Gilmore and his family at his home, but

imagine our pleasant surprise when we learned that J.

Y. Gilmore and his daughter were there, from New
Orleans. To have met my old school-mate anywhere in

the West would have been a surprise to me; but to un-

expectedly find him at his brother's was to me a genuine

pleasure, which I heartily enjoyed. As I have said,

this occurred in 1881.

On March 25, 1887, we were favored with the com-

pany at our home of Mrs. Gilmore (mother of William

and J. Y. ), who is now in her eighty-sixth year; also of

Mr. and Mrs. G. W. Cutshall, and Mr. and Mrs. Gaylord

Smith, the last two named being near neighbors

—

altogether a very happy reunion.

William Gilmore was in the Mexican War, and was

personally acquainted, I believe, with Gen. Zachary Tay-

lor, having served on guard duty under him. During the

Presidental campaign of 1848, Gen. Taylor came to
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Meadville, where, with many others I had the honor of

shaking hands with him, and here Mr. Gilmore was in-

troduced to the General with whom he had a long chat.

March 31, 1887—Success does not always depend on

our own exertions. After we have done all in our physi-

cal power to bring about certain results, and have seem-

ingly failed, there is yet not alone liope of success for

us, if in the proper path of duty, but even a certainty of

victory if we will take our case to the Lord in prayer.

" Prayer is appointed to convey the blessings God designs

to give." We may mark out our way, but should always

ask his approval. " Man proposes, God disposes."

My experience of this day is not the first demon-

strated in my life. A similar experience came to me
December 14, 1886, and I could recall many others; but

I will forbear. I have just spoken of Hope. How
thankful we ought to be for that desire of some good

that "springs eternal in the human breast! " Without

it man's life would be almost a blank. It is true hope

may be deceitful, but yet there is pleasure in cherishing

it. Peacock speaks of

"Those blest days when life was new,

And hope was false but love was true."

In the darkest hours of distress and despair, when all

else has deserted us, sweet hope remains. It is a balm for

every condition of life
— " The miserable have no other

medicine, but only hope;" it is the Divinity ever stirring

within us. Byron thus apostrophizes Hope:

" Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life.

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away,

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray."

My son, Guinnip P., has been married four years to-

day, and has been living since then, with exception of a

short time, on the old farm.

13
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I have received an interesting letter from Mr. J. F.

Hamilton, dated Muddy Creek, Loudon County, Tenn.,

March 29, 1887, a portion of which will be found in the

Appendix. This letter commences with general news, in-

cluding an account of the sale of Col. Easiley's estate,

with a pressing invitation for Frank and his wife, and

myself and my wife to visit his family, and attend the

sale on May 5, 1887. Mr. Hamilton Avas Frank's nearest

neighbor, and had lived on Col. Easiley's farm several

years. We had the pleasure of forming the family's ac-

quaintance and visiting them when we were at our son's

place, in October, 1888.

April 4, 1887—I copy from my personal journal the

following:

November 11, 1852. May I remember my teacher,

Mr. S. S. Sears; may I ever hold his name dear to me,
and should it please God to spare my life until I reach

that place among men where I may be the means, in the

hand of Him who has created me, of doing good to all

my fellows around me, I still wish to remember Mr.
Sears, who has been and now is so kind to me. I may
read these lines long hereafter, and I will always hold
his name dear to me. He has treated me well, and
labored hard to instruct me, for which I give him my
sincere thanks, this being all I have to give, though not

all he deserves. The following certificate was written by
Mr. Sears and handed to me:

November 11, 1852.

To whomsoever it may concern:
Sir:

I take pleasure in recommending to you Francis C. Waid as a
young man every way capable of teaching a common school, and well
calculated to win the esteem of both parents and scholars.

S. S. Sears,
Teacher of Waterford Academy,

Erie County, Pa.

Although Mr. Sears has passed from earth, and his

family are living far from here, in the West, yet as soon

as I learn their address I intend to send them a Souvenir

with our best wishes.
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April 5, 1887—To-day I and my yovingest son, Fred.

F., were near the northwest corner of the farm, in the

hollow, and close by the site where many years ago stood

a saw-mill, cutting and splitting into firewood (for our

fire-place is still in use) an old three-prong-forked pine

log, that once lay in the mill-yard, on the side hill, prob-

ably over forty years ago—indeed it may have been cut

fifty years ago. While thus occupied my thoughts again

became retrospective, flying back with magic speed to

days of long ago. I remembered of my twin brother

and myself visiting this old saw-mill when we were little

boys, when everything to our young senses had grand

proportions. And I also remember that one time when
my twin brother and I Avere there, we found our uncle,

Washington Waid, sawing. The mill, in those days, stood

on what was known as the "Goodwill Farm," on a little

creek or run that meandered between hills on either side,

steep and lofty, more so below the mill than above it, the

valley or flat being quite narrow. It was then all wood-

land, but now there is no timber except below the old mill

site, and this and the sugar bush, probably 100 rods east

of this, include all the woodland on this farm. So working

away with my hands, cutting and splitting this old pine

log, and at the same time conjuring up visions of the

past in my equally busy mind, I felt, indeed, happy, and

was ready to pity any man who had his health and could

not enjoy farm life, the oldest and best occupation among
men. On it all mankind depend. The " king himself is

fed on the herb of the field." In its day the saw-mill,

just referred to, did considerable business; but when T
cast my eyes on the limited bit of territory where lay the

source of its water-power, I wonder the mill was ever

built on so small a stream. This creek was the output of

some neighboring springs, namely: The Pitcher Spring
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(now on the James Harris Farm), a little over a mile

southeast of the mill ; a second one about three-fourths of

a mile southwest, on Jabez Goodrich's farm (now on our

farm) ; a third one on James Douglass' farm, which united

with some other springs in that locality; and a fourth

one, distant from the mill less than half a mile, and

located on the east side of our 100-acre meadow. Sev-

eral years after the mill had ceased to do business, Justus

Goodwill began the erection of another one, constructing

the dam farther up the stream; but after doing some

work on it he abandoned it, and Ira C. Waid bought the

property.

April 8, 1887—To-day we attended the funeral of an

only child of Harry Roudebush, Ida by name, who, had

she lived till June 30, this year, would have been four

years old. Services were conducted in the Methodist

Episcopal Church, Blooming Valley, by Rev. Mr. Thomp-

son, of Guy's Mills, and friends and relatives whom we

had not seen for a long time were present. Among them

were Bigler Roudebush, son of my aunt, Clarissa U,, and

uncle, George Roudebush (Bigler lives at Erie, Penn.,

and his wife we met for the first time at this funeral), also

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Gilmore, from Bradford, Penn.,

and Mrs. Scott, from Dakota. Some time after this funeral

Mr. and Mrs. Bigler Roudebush sent me a photograph

of one of my dearest aunts—my father's youngest sister,

Mrs. Clarissa U. Roudebush—and her youngest son, Big-

ler, whom she is represented holding in her arms when

a child. Bigler is now (1887) a young man, married,

and in the employment of William Densmore, who is en-

gaged extensively in the manufacturing of flour in Erie,

Penn. We had likenesses of his father and mother sent to

us after the death of my parents, which we prize highly,

and this to be supplemented by the one sent by my
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cousin, Bigler Roudebush, was indeed an agreeable sur-

prise. If this comes in the nature of a complimentary-

return for a single copy of my Souvenie, the pleasure to

me is such that I believe I will never regret the labor

and expense incurred in trying to benefit a thousand or

more of my kindred and friends in the same way. I wish

my liberality to be commensurate with my means, and

may it be inflaenced by Divine help in the various chan-

nels wherein I shall accomplish the most good. How I

love this great truth written for our good: Ood loveih a

cheerful giver! Life is worth living when He rules our

motive. Take my yoke upon you, for my yoke is easy

a7id my burden is light. How heavy our burdens would

be without his aid, how easy with it!

It was not taught by Him in vain,

The merciful shall peace obtain;

But they who to the end endure,

Will find His promise fixed and sure.

'Twas eighteen hundred fifty-one,

This Christian course had then begun,

The Bible truth which malies all free.

Then proved a blessing unto me.

My years have very sweetly flown,

When in search of truth alone;

And while working in the field,

His word to me did comfort yield.

Contented now by day or night,

For His landmarks are in sight,

Which point me to His favor given,

And lead me upward unto Heaven.

F. C. Waid.

May 20, 1887—Ephraim Smith, a farmer, who moved

in the spring of 1853 from Randolph Township, this

county, to Lee County, Iowa, thence years afterward to

New London, Henry Co., same State, is at present on

a visit, after an absence of thirty-four years, to relatives
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and friends here. Twice I met liim and his family in

Iowa, namely in the fall of 1860, when visiting my
brother, George N., and in November, 1880, when my
brother, just mentioned, G. W. Cutshall and myself paid

him a visit. Ephraim Smith* is the only member of his

family now living; his wife, Emeline, died October 27,

1885, at the age of sixty-nine years and nine months, and

is interred in the cemetery at New London, Iowa. Mr.

Smith is now aged three-score-and-ten years, having been

born March 2, 1817, in Greene County, N. Y., and as he

himself says this is probably his last visit, as he is in but

indifferent health. At his request, before leaving our

home, I had the pleasure of handing him a copy of ray

Souvenir.

William Robins died to-day at his home in Blooming

Valley, aged, I believe, about eighty. He was post-

master for several years at Blooming Valley.

May 25, 1887—Although I have seen my fifty-fourth

birthday, I have never sought office. Not long since I was

pleased to learn through the newspapers that C R. Slocum

is a candidate for the office of prothonotary, and no one

could I more heartily support, as I told him when he

dropped in on us for a social visit this evening. The
time was when we spent many hours in each other's com-

pany, but nowadays we meet so seldom that it is more

like a renewal of old friendship than otherwise.

May 29—After the taking up of a collection at State

Road Church to pay the presiding elder's claim, it was

found to be about $8 short, and this amount I gave with

the remark to our pastor that I would like to see him ac-

complish whatever he undertook.

The following incident I here mention for two

* Ephraim Smith is still living (December 28, 18S9) at Rundell's, this county. He
went West, then returned, preferring Crawford County to his former home, where to
spend the rest of his life.
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reasons: It is, in my opinion, not only due to the mem-
ory of the late lamented Rev, James Wygant, but it is

the last compliment paid me in my presence at State

Koad Society, a short time prior to Mr. Wygant's sick-

ness and death. At the close of the meeting the question

of finance was brought up in connection with our pastor's

salary; and here I will remark that I fear we were not

only slow sometimes, but delinquent in meeting our ob-

ligations. Brother Wygant once said: " I have known
my friend [referring to F. C. Waid], after paying his

share of the disbursements, hand over $50 more toward

meeting the expenses and paying the preacher's claim,

rather than see them go unpaid." If there is any honor

in contracting a debt, I certainly think there is in paying

it. Render to all their dues, and who is more worthy

than our minister. The ivorkman is 'worthy of his hire.

I ought to be liberal in supporting the Gospel, for all

the good it has done for me has never yet been fully told.

There is so much evil in the world that we ought to be

sleepless in our efforts to infuse all the good we can. Our

natural propensity or disposition is to evil, and evil is a

habit. Alas! "the chains of habit are generally too small

to be felt, till they are too strong to be broken." All

good alone is the ideal, good and evil both are the real.

" The ideal is older than the real," Avrites Richter, " There

were spotless angels before there were fallen angels." I

often think as Benjamin Franklin did when, after reading

Thomas Paine's manuscript on infidelity, he said to him:

" Do not unchain the tiger; let no other eye see it; burn

it. If the world is so bad with religion, what would it

be without it?
"

June 2, 1887—Having been appointed pathmaster (or

road commissioner) several times, my experience in mak-

ing and repairing has been considerable, and many re-



208

marks—good, bad and indififerent—have I heard made by-

passers-by, when commenting on our work. We have

quite a large amount o£ " work tax " several days in each

year, necessitating the employment of hands, teams and

tools, in paying our road tax in Woodcock and Mead
Townships, which varies from $35 to $40 in labor, and

about $15 in cash. By reference to my receipts I find

my heaviest tax, hitherto, was paid last year (1886) in

Woodcock Township—a little over $151, including State,

county, poor and school taxes. Our taxes all told for

that year were about $260* ; so the farmer, it will be seen,

has to pay some taxes as well as inhabitants of villages,

towns or cities. I do not wish it thought that I am com-

plaining about our taxes; far from it. I am only glad

that after toiling so long I have something to be taxed

for; I was really troubled when I had nothing to be as-

sessed on, and even then I was glad that my wife owned
a cow!

But to return to what I was saying about comments

passed by wayfarers on our road-making. I will be ex-

cused, I know, from here repeating what may have been

said uncomplimentary, and will only relate one instance

of the many favorable criticisms. A certain gentleman,

a farmer, living near Meadville, who had just passed over

the portion of State road we had finished working on,

expressed himself in this wise: " I have been acquainted,"

says he, " with this road over fifty years, and I will say

that I never have seen it in as good condition, or looking

as well as it does now, taking it from the Goodrich Farm
to the borough of Blooming Valley." [Distance about

one and a half miles. ] He then appealed to me with the

inquiry if I had ever seen it as good as it is now? " Do

* In 1889 about $300 by reference to my receipts. One receipt in Woodcock Town-
ship is for 1191.56.—F. C. Waid.
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not ask me," I replied, "to judge of our own work; I

admit, however, that we have done what we could to merit

your compliment, for which I thank you."

June 4, 1887—Received a letter from my friend. Rev.

A. S. Goodrich, who with his family, consisting of wife

and only daughter, spent the winter in Florida; at pres-

ent they are residing in Corry, Erie Co., Penn. In this

interesting letter he gives a description of St. Augustine,

Fla., the oldest city in the United States, founded by

Menendez de Aviles, September 8, 1565. In conclusion

he speaks of his own and family's health having been im-

proved by their Southern trip. He also acknowledges

receipt of Historical Sketch Book, on his return from

Florida.

June 12—This was "Children's Day,"at the State Eoad

Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school. The attendance

was good, and the exercises passed off in a most credit-

able manner to all who participated in them, and the

presence of our pastor added much to the occasion. One

of the noted features was what was called the " blank

class," which is the second Bible class, including all who

come in and do not belong to some classes in the school,

and is composed of grown persons. When the superin-

tendent called this class at the close of the other exer-

cises, I said I would represent the "blank class," as

when our pastor is not present I have the honor of being

its teacher. After making a few brief remarks, I re-

quested to have the pleasure of doubling the collection

which had been taken up for the Educational Fund, and

which amounted to $5.02, thus making it $10.04. So

ended "Children's Day" at State Road Church.

My family's friend, Henry Smith, with his family,

living near Meadville, accepted our invitation to dine

with us, and in the afternoon we all attended "Children's
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Day" meeting at Blooming Valley, where a large audi-

ence was assembled. Here also I had the gratification

of increasing the educational fund, but the collection was

not so large as at State Road. Possibly the reader may
ask: " Why speak of these collections and additions there-

to, and why publish such in a book? Such little things

are of frequent occurrence." That is very true, kind

reader, but you know the rain-drops count. Every blade

of grass has its own drop of deiv. The moments and

hours of life all tell in making up a year in one's life.

Some of us, if small things in our favor were to be

omitted, when weighed in the balance, would be found

wanting. Shakespeare says: "Small showers last long,

but sudden storms are short." He who teaches us that not a

sparrow falls to the ground without the notice of our

Heavenly Father, declares the very hairs o^ our head are

numbered. He who is constantly trying to do good will

succeed in his efforts, and will find that favor and bless-

ing are sure to follow. Then the problem of how to enjoy

a dollar twice is not hard to solve. To me there comes a

pleasure in earning a dollar, but the greater pleasure

comes in a proper use of it. Where better, I ask, and

where with better security and guaranteed profits can a

man place a portion of his earnings than in the Lord's

ti-easury, cheerfully? My own reply to the query is to

be found in my own experiences.

June 16, 1887—At the home of Mr. and Mrs. Daniel

H. Miller, our near neighbors, were gathered this day

a pleasant party, consisting entirely of their children and

relatives, excepting myself and my wife, who were present

by request. The event was the celebration of the six-

tieth birthday of Mrs. Sarah Miller, and as on such oc-

casions it is customary for visitors to leave as a memento
some gift, in this instance presents were given valued at

about ^7, and also |11 in cash.
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On same day, in Randolph Township, Crawford

County, was celebrated at the residence of her son, John

McLachlin, the ninetieth anniversary of Mrs. McLach-

lin's birthday. A venerable old age and a useful past

life were in her represented, which a wave of good is cer-

tain to follow.

June 22, 1887—As my son Fred and I had just fin-

ished grinding our scythes before mowiug the grass by

the roadside (for we like to have clean fence rows as well

as good roads), our friend,.Heury Smith, and his family,

accompanied by an elderly gentleman, drove up to us.

This stranger, who was introduced to us as Mr. Harmon,

from Lake Ridge, Lenawee County, Mich., spent the day

with us in visiting, ourselves learning from him some-

thing of our relatives living in Michigan. Mr. Harmon's

eldest son, James, married Anna Waid, my uncle Samuel

Waid's youngest daughter. Samuel Waid moved to

Michigan in the spring of 1858, and if my memory serves

me right, he had a family of four sons and six daughters,

of whom Sarah Jane, the eldest daughter, died at Mead-

ville, and was interred in Blooming Valley Cemetery be-

fore they left Pennsylvania. Oue son, William, the eldest

in the family, became a soldier in the Union army in the

Civil War, and died in Andersonville Prison. John, the

next younger son, who was also in the army, was taken

prisoner, I understand, and has never been heard of since.

The surviving children are sous—Nathan and Harmon

—

and daughters—^Clara, Lovina and Anna, the two first

named being married to brothers by the name of Reeves,

During the day I drove Mr. Harmon to Blooming Valley

and the cemetery. He is in his seventy-eighth year, a

native of Phelps, Ontario County, N. Y., but moved to

Michigan in 183-t. I always take pleasure in the society

of men who may be a quarter of a century in advance of
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myself, for I yet love the council of the a^ed, and find

wisdom in their experience.

June 27, 1887—To-day we have been mowing the 100-

acre lot; somewhat earlier than usual for haying in our

section. This meadow, which lies on the north side of

State Road, is of historic fame, for an account of it is

given in my biographical sketch, at page 1175, "History

of Crawford County," published in 1885, as well as in

my Souvenir issued from the press in 1886, at page

35, We had working to-day three mowing machines

driven by my three sons, Franklin I., Guinuip P. and

Fred F., myself being engaged in trimming fence rows,

etc., part of the day. Several years ago Mr. Townley

asked me how we managed to do our large haying with

so much dispatch, generally finishing in July, as he un-

derstood, I replied that we usually had two machines

running part of the day (in the forenoon), and sometimes

had three, though not often,

I do not think as many acres have ever been cut on

the farm in a single day as there were mown this day.

Twenty-five or thirty acres cut in one day is considerable

for us in June, even with fine weather, though rather

cool. It is a pleasure to see the grass fall as the guards

and knife come in contact with it. But the more respon-

sible labor is not in the mowing but in the raking, pitch-

ing, loading and hauling to the barns, and there unload-

ing. But making hay or working in the hayfield is a

pleasant task for anyone who loves it, and I still like to

take my place in the harvest field.

My youngest son, Fred F., in the spring of 1885,

planted a beautiful maple tree of good size on the rise of

ground near the hay-barn, at the north end of the 100-

acre meadow, and it is growing finely.

July 1, 1887—Have had beautiful haying weather
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since last Monday, in fact, all that could be desired. This

afternoon came a slight sprinkling of rain, not sufficient

to stop work in the field. At this writing there have

been cut of the 100-acre meadow, seventy-five or eighty

acres, all stored in barns. One family, with some outside

help and good machinery, can do a considerable amount

of haying in five days, when favored with fair weather.

Three mowers, two horse-rakes and four wagons, all

well manned, can make work progress in a lively manner

as was the case on this big field. On the south side of

State Road we have another field of about sixty acres,

nearly all meadow, and yet another, of twenty acres, all

meadow; and these fields comprise all the meadowland on

the farm. This last mentioned field, thirty years ago,

was all woodland ; now it is a fine, productive meadow. It

slopes toward the north, and adjoins the public road

which bounds Blooming Valley on the west. [This sea-

son our haying was completed on July 20th, the earliest

of any year as far as I can remember; last year I think I

finished July 21st, and then helped my boys a few days

to finish their haying.]

"Independence Day," 1887—The "Glorious Fourth"

was, as usual, full of interest and pleasure to me, not alto-

gether disconnected, I confess, with some business affairs;

for, as I have already remarked, I can most agreeably

combine business Avith pleasure, or vice versa. Having

taken the morning train for Jamestown, N. Y., my young-

est son and I there found my cousin, F. Simmons, in his

store, busily engaged, with Mr. Prosser, waiting on cus-

tomers. At Mr, Simmons' suggestion, after dinner, we

took passage by one of the large steamers for one of the

most noted resorts in America, Chautauqua, where was

being held the Fourteenth Assembly. At the Hotel Athe-

naeum we met and shook hands with Hon. H. G. Horr, of
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Michigan, and had the pleasure of hearing him deliver

an interesting and instructive address on "Independence

Day." While the population of Jamestown is estimated

at about 16,000, it is said of Chautauqua that, during the

Assembly, it is a "grove city" of some 10,000. It is one

of Nature's lovely spots, made more attractive by the art

of man, and never before have I seen town and forest so

completely mixed; it may be truly designated r-us in urbe.

The chiming of the bells in the town attract the attention

of strangers, and, as the mellow notes of some sweet

melody pour from their metal throats, one is reminded

of the rhythmical lines of Moore:

"Those evening bells! those evening bells!

How many a tale their music tells

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time

When last I heard their soothing chime.

Those joyous hours are passed away;

And many a heart that then was gay

Within the tomb now darkly dwells,

And hears no more those evening bells.

And so 'twill be when I am gone,

—

That tuneful peal will still ring on;

While other bards shall walk these dells,

And sing your praise, sweet evening bells."

Beturning to Jamestown we were favored with the

company of Hon. H. G. Horr and Rev. T. L. Flood,

editor of the Chauiauquan, and other distinguished per-

sons. Years ago, when visiting relatives at Jamestown,

I heard Mr. Flood preach at the Methodist Episcopal

Church, since when I have listened to him occasionally

with much pleasure and satisfaction, and was one of the

multitude in Meadville, who listened with profit to his

delightful memorial address on Gen. Grant. The Chau-
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iauquan finds a welcome at our home, as I am one of its

60,000 subscribers.

Sunday, July 24, 1887—Aunt Eliza C. Phillips, in

her eighty-second year, died at about 5 o'clock this morn-

ing, at the old homestead near Townville, where her hus-

band, Gamaliel Phillips, closed his eyes forever May 4,

1853. Well do I remember attending his funeral, accom-

panied by my parents and other relatives, also by Miss

E. C. Masiker, who was doing housework for my mother

at that time. On Monday, July 25, with my eldest and

youngest sons, I attended my aunt's funeral to Town-

ville Cemetery. My wife Eliza was unable to go on ac-

count of failing health, though, together, we had visited

aunt not long before her death, when we had a very in-

teresting and profitable long-to-be-remembered conversa-

tion. The services, at her request when dying, were con-

ducted by Dr. C. E. Hall [here I met this gentleman

for the first time], pastor of the Methodist Episcopal

Church of Titusville, who had delivered the discourse

on the occasion of the funeral of her daughter, Eva-

line Davidson, at the time of her death a resident of

Titusville. Dr. Hall's text to-day was from John xvii,

24: Father, I ivill that they also, ivhom Thou hast given

me, be tvith me where I am; that they may behold my
glory, ivhich Thou hast given me; for Thou lovedst me be-

fore the foundation of the icorld, and the sermon was

like my aunt's Christian life—good, having a salutary

effect on all who heard it. " Life is but a fleeting show."

Thirty-four years ago I, a young man, not yet twenty-

one, stood beside the open grave and saw all that was

mortal of my uncle lowered into it, its final resting place

;

to-day, as the widow was laid to rest beside him, were

present not only my oldest son but also my youngest,

just nearing his twentieth year! Inscribed on the tomb-
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stone at the grave are the words " Gamaliel Phillips,

died May 4, 1853." How many even of my own kindred

who were present at the funeral of my uncle have

passed away since, I can not tell. But when I think

of an entire generation leaving this world in less

than the third of a century, and consider my own age

now, fifty-five years, I may well exclaim: "How short is

life, how soon are we gone!" and I thank a merciful

Father for all these years given me, and for many bless-

ings still bestowed upon me. It has been my privilege

in company with my wife to visit my aunt several times

during the past two years, and we always profited by

her conversation, which never left the channel of Chris-

tianity and love.

July 30 and 31, 1887—The recollection of such a

pleasant and beautiful resort as Chautauqua is as dear to

me as to any one of the many thousands who have visited

it, not alone on account of its scenery and the atmosphere

of superior education which pervades it, but for the order

and society that prevail there. With all these attractions

then, it may not be thought strange that even a farmer,

eighty miles distant, should break away from the harvest

fields (as I did to-day) in order to spend a summer Sab-

bath there. The only regret I had on starting was my
wife's inability, owing to ill-health, to accompany me,

though she kindly consented to my going. So taking

the 2:40 P. m. train at Meadville, I arrived at Lakewood,

where we took passage on the "Vincent" for Chautauqua,

arriving in the evening in time to hear Dr. Baldwin's

lecture on China, which was illustrated with panoramic

views of that interesting country. At 9 a. m., Sunday

following, after my first night of quiet repose in Chautau-

qua at "Matthew's Cottage," kept by William H. Mat-

thew, on Bamble Avenue, I listened with pleasure and
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profit to an address to teachers, delivered by Prof. Henr}'

Driimiuoiid, of Glasgow, Scotland, whom I never saw or

heard before, and may never see or hear again, but he

proved such a clear thinker and distinct speaker that the

lasting impression he left on me was of a nature to cause

me to love him. At 11 a. m. I found myself in the Am-
phitheater, a unit among an immense multitude attracted

thither by the announcement that the Rev. Sam P. Jones,

of Georgia, the evangelist, was to hold forth. The build-

ing is said to seat 6,000 persons, but, on this occasion, not

only every possible space, including the aisles, was occu-

pied, but even outside was a large number collected. For
his text Mr. Jones selected the words of Pilate: What I

haveiDrUten I have written [John xix, 22.], and the force

and eloquence with which he dwelt on conscience and

record are beyond my power to describe, yet within my
limit to be greatly benefited thereby. Among his many
potent sayings he remarked : "The editors claim they have

made me," and I ask, Ccin they make another man like

him? Referring to bishops, he said: "No bishop ever

made me; no bishop will ever judge me." I love to see

a man enjoy freedom, especially the one who is made
free by embracing the truth

—

Ye shall knoiv the truth,

and the truth shcdl make you free.

In my library is a book I bought May 17, 1886, en-

titled " Sermons and Sayings, by Rev. Sam P. Jones,"

which I have read with interest and benefit. I had both

heard and read of him before I possessed this book,

and after a careful perusal of his Gospel sermons and wise

sayings, I came to love the great evangelist, so that noth-

ing less, in my way of thinking, would satisfy me than

seeing and hearing him for myself. Even then I had to

advance another step in my acquaintance with him, by
shaking hands and enjoying a brief interview with him

14
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before leaving Chautauqua, which I succeeded in ac-

complishing.*

August 4, 1887—On this day the Methodist Episcopal

Churches on State Street and State Road held a Sunday-

school picnic in Mr. J. Hempson's grove, two and one-half

miles east of Meadville, on which occasion the children

and youths enjoyed a right happy time. After refresh-

ments and amusements the children assembled round the

stand to unite in singing and taking part in the further

exercises of the day. Our pastor then called on the

superintendent. Brother St. John, of State Street Church,

to deliver an address, which he did, and in the course of

his remarks he said they would like to hear something

from Mr. F. C. Waid, about Rev. Sam Jones, for he

(Mr. Waid) had just returned from Chautauqua, where

he had heard Mr. Jones. "If we get Mr. Jones even

second-handed," added Brother St. John, " it will be

good, for he is the most noted preacher in America." I

will not aver hoAv much of Mr. Jones I tried to tell them,

but I will say I have loved that man ever since I saw and

heard him at Chautauqua. " And my love takes in the

Sunday-school children and everyone in the community,"

I continued in my remarks from the stand. I said

further: "Brother Sam P. Jones helped me wonderfully

in my Christian life; and now I wish to help some one

else. The question is—How can I do it? This leads

me to make this offer to our two Sunday-schools, who are

here assembled. If you desire to increase your libraries,

I will give $30 on condition that you raise the same

amount to purchase books for our Sunday-school ; the $60

to be equally divided between State Street, Meadville and

*His address, "Sam P. Jones, Cartersville, Ga.," was written by himself at my re-

quest in my diary at an interview I liad witli him in his room at the Hotel Athe-
iiseum, Chautauqua, at nine o'clock, Monday morning, August 1, 1887. It was a genuine
pleasure lo me to share in this interview and shake hands with Mr. Jones, and at part-

ing to hear him say, as he again took my hand: "God bless you, my dear brother

—

Good-by !

"
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the State Road Sunday-schools.* Our Sunday-school at

State Road, though not large, has been occasionally in-

creased, but not as often as it should have been. No ad-

dition has been made to it since June 14, 1879, at which

time there were added 135 books at a cost of $25.

My kind publishers, in their preface to my Souvenie,

have asserted in two words much of my real character

—

UNTOLD KINDNESS. This was a trait in the life of my
father, and I find it apparent occasionally in my own life,

like cream in a pan of milk coming unbidden to the top.

It is a pleasure to help on a good cause, but it is no less

so, as opportunity may offer, to lead in a good cause.

The blessing of the Lord maketh rich, and He addefh no

sorrow with it.

August 17, 1887—My wife and I were favored with

an invitation to attend the fiftieth anniversary of the wed-

ding of Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Falkenburg, of Woodcock
Township. They live but two miles from our home, and

Mr. Falkenburg has resided on the same farm from my
earliest recollection. This contented and honored couple

have passed their three-score-and-ten, Mr. Falkenburg

being aged seventy-five and his wife seventy-one. Fifty

years of married life are attained by only a few of the

human family, and it is fitting that such an event should

be duly celebrated by a " golden wedding." What added

to our pleasure, and I may say surprise, was meeting

among the eighty or so guests, two of my old school-

mates, William Densmore, of Erie, Penn., and John Y.

Gilmore, editor of the Sugar Boivl and Farm Journal,

New Orleans, La., the latter being accompanied by his

* December 24, 1887, 1 left $15 at Brother Miller's, Meftdville, for State Street
Sunday-school library, and on March 18, 1888, 1 had the pleasure of hearing that our
Sunday-school board had not only accepted my otfer as above, but were ready to buy
books. Good news to us; we are to have S30 worth of new books for our Sunday-school
library. Our Sunday-school, according to our superintendeut's report, March 31, 1888,
in Quarterly Conference, is about eighty. State Koad Pilgrim's Home is having rather
a prosperous year, for which we have abundant reason to thank the Lord.
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youngest sou aur] daughter, all three having arrived

here yesterday evening, on a visit to Mr. Gilmore. We
were, in fact, as much pleased and surprised as when we

met J. Y. Gilmore and daughter at the residence of his

brother, William, in Minnesota, in September, 1881.

Where friends and kinsmen meet

Enjoyment seems complete.

This date reminds me of what occurred one year ago

to-day. I received 300 copies of my Souvenir from my
publishers, Messrs. Warner, Beers & Co., Chicago, for

free distribution, nearly all of which have been disposed

of, Mr. Falkenburg accepting of one. His friendship to

our family began with my parents before I was born.

There is happiness in trying to please an aged friend ; like

the "golden wedding," age demands our best respects.

August 23, 1887—My wife and I had the pleasure of

visiting Mr. and Mrs. J. F. Breed, whose home is within

less than two miles of ours, our acquaintance dating back

to my early recollections. This worthy couple, who are

nearing the close of the fifty-fourth year of their married

life,* came here from Massachusetts in 1838; and our

visit was full of interest and pleasure in hearing them

talk of the many incidents of days gone by. My parents

and Mr. Breed were friends, often exchanging work on

their farms. I understand Mr. Breed is now in his sev-

enty-seventh year, and Mrs. Breed in her seventy-first.

They have led a very industrious life, and bear their ages

remarkably well.

September 1 to 10, 1887—[My son Guinnip and I

make a tour to New York, Long Branch and Essex

(Conn.), an account of which will be found at page 63,]

* Mr. and Mrs. Breed were married September 12, 1833. Indeed I wa.s surprised

when Mrs. Breed said they were married in 1833, the year I was born in. "What!" I

exclaimed, " You have been married nearly as long as I have lived!" They are still

(December 28, 1889) living, and I hope they may see many more years of married
life.
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September 12, 1887—William B. Trevey, pastor of

the Methodist Episcopal Church, Saegerstown Circuit,

Meadville District, died at the Methodist Episcopal par-

sonage in Saegerstown, above date, at the age of about

thirty-two years. His remains were taken to Mounds-

ville, W. Va., for interment. It was my privilege and

pleasure to form an acquaintance with Brother Trevey

about four years ago, and this Christian friendship has

increased in strength ever since until his departure to the

" Better Land." Mr. Trevey was attending Allegheny

College in the fall of 1883, when he came out to State

Road with Brother Allen, who was at that time our pas-

tor. Presiding Elder Brother Merchant also came along,

as he was desirous of changing pastors at State Road in

order to favor Brother Allen, who seemed to have more

work at State Street than he could accomplish, especially

as he had sickness in the family. I have always loved

our Elder, for he labored to make things harmonize. He
wished not only the consent of Brother Allen and Brother

Trevey, but also of each society, and when Brother Trevey

preached to us we could say how we liked him. After

others had given their opinion, I remember I was called

on for an expression as to how I would favor the change,

both men being present, and my reply was to this effect:

" This reminds me of the presidential election; I voted

for James G. Blaine, but I intend to prove loyal to our

Government if Cleveland becomes President." I know
I love Brother Allen; his sermons have done me good,

and I have listened also with pleasure and profit to Brother

Trevey. The latter had filled the appointment at State

Road nearly two years, and had about completed his sec-

ond year at Saegerstown and Blooming Valley, where we
heard him so frequently that he seems as still our pastor.

Blooming Valley is only one mile east of us, and here
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Brother Trevey preached every second Sabbath afternoon,

so we had the opportunity of attending, even if we had

preaching at State Road on the same day in the forenoon.

The last two visits Brother Trevey paid us were im-

mediately prior to his illness, the one being on the occa-

sion of my wife's sickness, and the other soon thereafter

(in August), when he was accompanied by our pastor,

Mr. Miller, which was his last appearance in our home.

My wife and I, however, called to see him just two weeks

to a day before he died, and then we had our last conver-

sation on earth. At that time there seemed to be hopes

of his recovery. I recollect saying to him: "You expect

to get well." "Yes," he replied, "I think my time to go

home has not come yet," and as we shook hands at part-

ing he said, "Come again." Two weeks from that Mon-

day his spirit fled.

Brother Trevey was, I think, one of those even-tem-

pered men, well calculated to win the good-will of all,

and the Meadville Trihune, in its obituary notice, says of

him: "He had an army of friends, whom he had won in

four years." He was fond of flowers, and frequently

alluded to them in his sermons. I never knew him fail

to interest the Sunday-school scholars when addressing

them, his love for children being a marked characteristic.

Many of Mr. Trevey's friends have now in their posses-

sion his photograph, as also that of his wife, both being

excellent likenesses. Brother Trevey, in giving his tes-

timony for Christ, says: " I was converted in early child-

hood, so that my whole life has been given to Him.''

How few, even Christians, have a record like this! A
ivhole life given io Christ! No wonder Brother William

B. Trevey's influence will scent like the rose when its

leaves are faded and the stalk is dead. He and his wife

always had many warm friends here, who, like myself,
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appreciate their pictures (husband and wife being taken

together), of which a large number have been circulated

since Mr. Trevey's death.

September 17, 1887—While busy with my youngest

son, cutting and shocking corn, I was surprised and much
pleased when Emmet Deusmore, my old school-mate,

drove into the field where we were cutting corn. Many
years had slipped away since we had met, and there was

joy in that voice when he called out: " France, take these

pumpkins out of the way or I Avill have to drive over

them!" Then the friendly look and shaking of hands

which followed brought pleasure and satisfaction in full.

"Where do you live, Emmet?" I inquired. "In New
York City." " Had I known it last week when I was

there," said I, " I would have gone to see you." As Mr.

Densmore's visit to these parts was on business, and he

had merely called to see us, our interview was but brief.

I rode with him from the field to the house, and had an

agreeable chat with him as long as he could stay. Before

leaving I presented him with a copy of the Souvenir, for

which he expressed many thanks, and since his return

to New York we have received from him a copy of a mag-

azine entitled Earnest Words, edited by Emmet Dens-

more and Helen Densmore. I have had many pleasant

interviews and social talks with friend Emmet. In the

early days of oildom on Oil Creek, when roads were bad,

on the Tar Farm I was pleased to meet my old school-

mate, with whom I tarried over night, and had a " Merry

Christmas " (December 25, 1863). I had taken a load

of produce from home to Oil Creek with an ox team (and

by the way, I don't want to brag when I say that I had a

good ox team, an excellent pair of cattle on the farm and

remarkably good travelers on the road). I thought them

too good, after a hard day's work, to endure the hardship
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of crossing Oil Oreek tliree or four times, with ice float-

ing, and the water quite high, in order to get to Mr.

Densmore's. But we made it! And it was then I was

glad to see Emmet. He befriended me; purchased

my entire load (except a few articles sent to C K. Slo-

cum), the amount paid being $61.95. Produce was then

high. Well, one trip satisfied me at the time, but since

then my capacity for pleasure, I think, has been greater,

and I will not go back on that event; yet I believe I was

better pleased when I saw Emmet coming to see me in

the cornfield, and heard his familiar voice when he called

oat about the " pumpkins." If there was no money

transaction on that occasion, there was at any rate abund-

ant proof of our friendship.*

November 24, 1887—Thanksgiving Day—Another

year has passed, and again our home is made happy by

the presence of all our children, our two daughters-in-law

and four granddaughters. This family gathering, to-

gether with G. N. Waid (my only brother living) and

Mr. and Mrs. G. W. Cutshall, compose our Thanksgiving

party to-day. I desire to express my thankfulness to the

Parent of all good for His unnumbered blessings to us as

to all mankind. Our family remains unbroken. How
many, not only in this community, but everywhere, dur-

ing the past year, have bade adieu to some departing one

who has gone to his reward. Home, kindred and friends

—

what a blessing! But this is not all of even to-day's en-

joyment. At 11 A. M. I heard a sermon at Blooming Valley

Methodist Episcopal Church, delivered by Rev. B. L.

Perry, from Genesis viii, 22: While the earth remaineih,

seed-time and harvest, and cold and heat, and summer

and ivinter shall not cease. As we advance in years let us

trust more fully in His promises. Memory brings the

* I met Mr. Densmore again, February 2, 1889.
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past to view, and I think of the time when my brothers

and myself, with our families, would gather at our fa-

ther's home, and with friends, spend Thanksgiving Day,

and at church, as on to-day, would hear a sermon and be

happy and contented. It is never too late to be educated,

and I have lived long enough to pass some of the degrees

of life. In the primary department they called me "son,"

then "grandson," after that "father," and for several

years back, as on to-day, the children of the family circle

have called "grandma" and "grandpa," except little

Edna, who will not be a year old until December 11,

1887. There is still hope in completing an education, as

we may get new ideas each day we live. Our first grand-

daughter, Ida, if living, would have been nine years old

December 25, 1881; she died October 13, 1881, at the age

of two years, ten months and twelve days, and is interred

at Blooming Valley.

Our aged friends are passing away. Henry Marker

died November 11, 1887, in his seventy-seventh year,

and the funeral services were held at the Methodist Epis-

copal Church, Blooming Valley, on Sunday the 13th, by

Rev. H. McClintock, of Meadville. He Avas interred in

Blooming Valley Cemetery, I and my wife attending the

funeral.

Samuel Chase died November 19, 1887, in his eighty-

third year; funeral at Wayland, services being held by

our pastor, Eev. M. Miller, of Meadville. This funeral

I attended accompanied by Mr. L. Slocum.

December 23, 1887—To-day I attended the fiineral

of Mr. Leon C. Magaw's wife, who died suddenly on the

morning of December 21, of heart disease. She was a

very highly esteemed lady. Mr. Magaw is a life-long

acquaintance, and I regard him as a true friend. My
father, as well as myself, dealt with him many years,
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hence the friendship between us. I am informed my
aunt, Sarah Finney, was their nurse, taking care of him

when he was a child, and was a particular friend in their

family many years afterward in cases of sickness or

death. In this life the distance from a tear of sorrow to

a smile of joy is not great. While sadness is brought

to us by her departure from our midst, joy enters our

hearts when we think of her removal being from earth

to heaven. As the minister said: "If Jesus could say

to the thief on the cross (who had lived a bad life,

but whose dying request was to be remembered).

This day shalt thou he ivUh me in Paradise, what would

He say to one who had lived an exemplary life so long as

she? Let us live aright, die beautifully and live eter-

nally," were the concluding words of the sermon. On my
return from the funeral I attended the Christmas enter-

tainment at Blooming Valley, where I had an opportunity

of helping the Sunday-school cause by giving $5.00 to

their library.

December 27, 1887—My wife and I to-day visited

Frank Sturgis, living near Centerville, this county, our

conveyance being horse and buggy. Winter had seem-

ingly set in in earnest, and it was our lot to have a storm

to face. But I think we were repaid (leaving the busi-

ness point out of the question), for the pleasure experi-

enced on that wintry day more than compensated for our

experience on the storm-beaten road. A short visit and

a good dinner with our cousin, George A. Goodwill, at

Tryonville. Mr. Goodwill and I have been acquainted

with each other from our childhood (he being a little the

elder), as his parents lived near us many years, until his

father died. Many were the incidents of our lives to

which, with pleasure, we could refer. While in our

" teens," we took a trip with Mr. Bowers, a drover, to help
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him drive a drove of cattle from Crawford County, Peiin.,

to Orange County, N. Y. The story of our new boots we
had not forgotten—a story which, in its small way, would

yet "point a moral and adorn a tale." We had occasion,

before getting to Orange County, to buy, each of us, a

new pair of boots, and in our selection (perhaps our van-

ity had some influence in our choice) we chose each a

pair fitting close and neat, and were elated over our new

boots, thinking " what a fine time we would have when
comparing them with some worn-out pair of shoes." Be-

ing thus equipped with brand new "understandings," we
were too glad to throw away the old ones; but, before

the close of that same day, we both wished we had carried

our poor old discarded shoes along with us, for, ere long,

we were obliged to take our fine new boots off, and walk

bare-footed through the mud. It rained soon after we

started with the drove that morning, and to have to break

in a new pair of boots on a muddy road, completely cured

me of buying a too closely fitting pair of boots or shoes.

It was a lesson early in life, and one to be remembered.

The incident, besides illustrating an experience, also car-

ried a moral

—

small things should never he despised.*

After leaving Tryonville, where we remained only

long enough to get warm and do an errand of business

with a friend, my wife and I continued our drive to Town-

ville. Stopping at Pember Phillips, once the home of

my aged Aunt Eliza, who so recently died, we went in

out of the snow-storm, and were made welcome by George

W. Phillips, who soon after introduced us to his wife,

and it was to us indeed a being ushered from storm into

sunshine. The newly married bride and groom, the only

occupants of the home, are deserving of our thanks and

kindest remembrances for the kind reception accorded to

* " For who hath despised the day of small things ? "—Zech. iv, 10.
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us. Ou our departure after supper, I felt like saying:

"God bless you, aud may your home ever be a happy

one."

December 31, 1887^—-There is no old day in the year.

It is we who grow old, not the year. Change is written

ou all that pertains to earth.

" Change and decay in all around I see,

Oh, Thou, who changest not, abide with me!"

If life is full of pleasure, which seems true sometimes,

let me ask, who can sketch its hours of sadness caused by

accidents? I would that I could give the reader a brief

pen-picture of the collision which occurred about 9 a. m.

to-day, four miles west of Meadville, on the New York,

Pennsylvania & Ohio Railroad. This has been indeed

the saddest of all days of the past year to Meadville.

Probably not since the battle of Gettysburg, in 1863, has

this community been shocked to such a degree as it was

this morning when the news of the disaster reached

Meadville. Five were killed aud fourteen Avounded. The

killed are Engineer Swan and his fireman, Arthur Irwin,

of the passenger engine; Engineer Gouge and his fire-

man, Edwin Humes, of the head freight engine, and a

passenger, William H. Stevenson, of Toledo, Ohio. Ed-

win Humes lived in Cambridge, this county, the other

fireman aud the engineers in Meadville. I was in that

town soon after the accident occurred, and the scenes on

the streets and at the depot I shall long remember, as I

was at the depot when the wounded were brought in. I

left Meadville that afternoon about -4 p. m. on the accom-

modation train for Jamestown, N. Y., where I again vis-

ited relatives and friends. My aged aunt, Mary Ann
Simmons, is still living and quite well. On the follow-

ing day (Sabbath) I had the pleasure of attending in the

morning the Baptist Church, in company with Mr. aud
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Mrs. F. Simmons, and in the evening, with other rela-

tives, went to the Methodist Episcopal Church to hear

Rev. A. C. Ellis, who was for three years pastor o£

the First Methodist Episcopal Church of Meadville. The
text chosen was: Days speak, and the muUUude of years

teach ivisdom. The old year a friend, the new year a

stranger. I had listened with profit to Mr. Ellis' ser-

mons in Meadville, and his preachings on funeral occa-

casions, his remarks leaving a lasting impression on the

minds of his hearers, and so it was with me on the pres-

ent occasion. I thought surely days teach. AVhat a les-

son in yesterday, the last day of the year and to some the

last day of life! How swift we are borne on Time's rapid

pinions to the end of life, and to "that bourne whence

no traveler returns!" What awful moments must they

have been to those who knew those ill-fated trains were

hastening to destruction, and realized that they could

do nothing to prevent them! No wonder there was a

suspense and a growing " deadly pale " iintil the worst

was known. Then came a relief, a reaction, and the

sudden thought that there was something to do, to care

for the wounded and the dead. So all the days in the

year teach us a lesson of wisdom ; let us learn something

from every day's experience.

After hearing an excellent sermon, I stayed over night

with my relative, Mr. F. Colt, and Monday being a legal

holiday I availed myself of it by visiting kindred and

friends in Jamestown. Toward evening the following in-

cident occurred: Having expressed a desire to visit

Thompson Burns, at Frewsburgh, five miles distant, I

was told I could go in the 'bus which runs from James-

town to that place at 4 p. m. But on arriving at the

Sherman House I learned it had left a little before four

o'clock. I then thought of going by rail, but found I
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would have to change cars, which woukl prevent me get-

ting to my destination till a late hour at night. Yet I

thought to myself there was another way whereby to solve

the question: If I was in Meadville and wanted to go

home I would think nothing of walking five miles to get

there. Now I am in Jamestown, and as it might be a

long time before I would have another opportunity of

spending a night with Mr. Burns' family, certainly I

would walk to Frewsburgh for such a pleasure, which I

did, and was well repaid. While there, however, I was

informed that they had received a dispatch from Mead-

ville announcing the death of Redding Burns, and that

the funeral would occur on Wednesday at 2 p. m. (Red-

ding was a brother of Thompson Burns who lived three

miles northeast of Meadville, on the old Turnpike Road).

On Tuesday morning, January 8, Thompson Burns and

I took passage by 'bus for Jamestown, whence, after trans-

acting my business there and dining at Aunt Mary Ann
Simmons', we departed by the afternoon train for Mead-

ville where we arrived at 7 p. m. Mr. Burns remained

over night in Meadville with a relative, whilst I had con-

tinued my journey on foot, arriving home before nine

o'clock.

1888.

January 4—To-day I attended the funeral of Redding

Burns to Greendale Cemetery, Meadville, the services

being performed by Rev. T. D. Logan. Mr. Burns was

aged seventy-seven years, four months and a few days. In

the evening I called on John S. Bell, a farmer on the

Turnpike Road, about four miles from Meadville and two

from Saegerstown, who has been in poor health a long

time. A year ago he was not expected to live any length

of time, his friends thinking him so near dying. I have
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learned since I came home that he died January 4, 1888,

at the age of sixty-two years, and was interred on the

7th in Long's Cemetery, near his late residence and farm.

This burying ground is situated on a prominent height

of over 100 feet in the north side of Woodcock Valley,

two miles east of Saegerstown. From this quiet spot can

be had a rather picturesque view of the valley below and

the surrounding country. While on this subject I may
mention that Mr. Dunn, a well-known undertaker in this

community, observed to a friend: "F. C. Waid attends

nearly as many of the funerals as I do, as I generally

see him present." Overhearing the remark, and having

placed him on the list of my friends for his kindness shown

at my mother's funeral, I could not refrain from thanking

him for the compliment, and I have ever after felt kindly

toward him.

January 10, 1888.—The evening of this day finds me
at the thirty-seventh milestone of my Christian life. I

desire to thank the Lord, who has so mercifully spared

my life until now. How wonderful have His dealings in

love and mercy been toward me and my family who are

all living ! If David desired to praise the name of the

Lord, why should not I ? The Lord has done great

things for me, whereof I am glad. He has not only put

a new song into my mouth, even praise to the Lord, but

established my goings. And the vows that I made unto

the Lord when starting out on this new journey I still

wish to keep; for we read it is better to not vow than to

vow and not pay. This question of pay embraces a

wonderful meaning. The Lord's title on us holds good

forever—it never outlaws. But His promise is just as

good as the claim which reads : He that endureth to the

end shall be saved; and herein lies the encouragement the

Christian never relaxes his hold on. Heaven awaits the
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finally faithful. When I am traveling on a road on the

side of which the milestones are set, I generally take

note of the figures on them in order to keep myself

advised as to my journey's progress. Should I think

less of my Heavenly journey ? The Master has not only

commanded us to pray but to watch. Waicli and pray

that ye enter not into temptation. Not alone prayer but

constant watching are what save us from danger. This

question of pay involves much thought and deep study.

January 12, 1888—My wife and I went to Blooming

Valley, to call on some friends who were sick, also to

pay a long talked of visit to an aged couple, Mr. and

Mrs. Richardson, and the night being stormy we tarried

there till morning. On our way to visit my brother-in-

law, Moses Masiker, we called to see "Aunt Polly," as

she is called (Mrs. John Dickson), who is very sick.

Her life-companion had departed this life April 16,

1882, in his eighty-fourth year. Many a call and visit

in days gone by have I made at Mr. Dickson's. It was

one of the homes my twin brother and I used to spend

evenings at in our school days. Mrs. Dickson is a

daughter of Simeon and Phebe Brown, latter of whom
lived to enter her one-hundredth year before her death,

being the oldest person in this community at that time.

I know of several who have reached from ninety to

ninety-seven: Mr. Wise was ninety-nine, but even that

was younger than Phebe Brown.

January 18—My aged, good friend, Adam Morris,

died at his home in Woodcock Township, and has since

been interred in the Long Cemetery. He was in his sev-

enty-seventh year, a shoemaker by trade (years ago doing

our shoemaking), and a kind, neighborly friend. I taught

two terms of school in the Goodwill District in the years

1853-54, and during that time had as scholars six chil-
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dren of Mr. Morris', five daughters and one son. They
have lived within two miles of us for many years, and I

know the family intimately. My wife and I to-day, in

company with L. M. Slocum, had the pleasure of visiting

his sister and three brothers at Mosiertown. We first

visited Mr. C. R. Slocum where we partook of supper and

stopped for the night, on the morrow going with the

members of the' family to dine with Caroline Cochran,

the only sister. While there I thought of similar oc-

casions in my youth when, with my parents, I was a fre-

quent visitor at the home of Mr. Eleazer Slocum. After

thus enjoying the hospitality of Mrs. Cochran we drove to

the home of Hon. S. Slocum,* where we remained until

January 21. Our visit at his home was a most enjoy-

able one, and, just as we were about to leave, Robert

E. Slocum, who had been prevented by business from

dining at Mrs. Cochran's, came in and invited us to pro-

long our stay until the afternoon, and in the meantime to

dine at his home. This invitation we accepted and in the

early evening we left for our own home, thus completing

the third of our visits to these fi-iends whom we all love

so well.

January 27, 1888—The State Road between Blooming

Valley and the Goodrich Farm, where my son lives, is at

this writing blockaded with snow, something that has not

occurred before within my recollection. I have known
of blockades that extended short distances, but never any-

thing to the present one in extent. The storm has lasted

several days and during that time but little travel has

been possible, although the public held possession all day

yesterday. This morning all attempts to travel over the

road were abandoned. On the south side of the road by

* Ranker now lives in Saegerstown; I had the pleasure of calling on the family Jan-
uary 4, 1890 ; also on my aged friend, Lorenzo Wlieeler. on my return from Jamestown,
N. Y—F. C. Waid.

'

15
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going into the fields it is possible for teams to make their

way between the points mentioned. When going they

pass through the door-yard of the old homestead of Ira

C. Waid, thence around the buildings and through the

orchard and fields to the top of the hill where they are

enabled to take the road once again. It is an unusual

sight to us, such vast quantities of snow, and not by any

means an uninteresting one. A gentleman called upon

me this morning on business, who said that had he known

the night before where I lived he would have stopped, as

he was caught in the storm with many others. I sincerely

wish that he had known it for there were forty people in

two sleighs, bound for a leap-year party, caught in the

height of the storm, and one horse, a valuable animal, per-

ished. Teams, before arriving at the Borough limits on

the State Road in Blooming Valley, are compelled to turn to

the south, pass around Felty Hill and to cross the public

road into Woodcock Township, and thence continue

through James and Gaylord Smith's fields to the State

Eoad once more, near the old homestead, from which

they proceed as once above described.

February 4, 1888—He who seeks to do good to others

finds his reward every hour of his life. To-day I was

privileged, after attending to some business in Blooming

Yalley, to attend the Teacher's Institute now in session,

and I listened with more than ordinary pleasure to the

practical instruction and the discussions as to how best

instruct the young. Now my memory travels back thirty-

eight years to the time when I taught school! My love

for and attachment to my scholars,* and the many friends

with whom I became acquainted in Blooming Yalley and

other places in my school-teaching experiences, is one

*I would like every scholar, now living, who came to school tonne in Blooming
Valley or elsewhere, to receive a copy of my Souvenir. Some have; I hope the rest

may now or in the future.—F. C. Waid.
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reason why I desire to have this work published as a gift

book for friends and kindred. We are taught the great

truth that our record will live after we are dead ; so let

us make a good one, of which none need be ashamed.

February 6, 1888—The road is now open for travel

after a ten days' blockade. The people of the Borough

opened the public roads to the town limits, and we, of

Woodcock Township, opened the way to Mead Township,

and to-day, with three neighbors, I completed the task of

making a passage as far the Goodrich Farm. At the

dairymen's convention in Meadville the other day, a gen-

tleman asked me if he had not seen me shoveling snow

the Tuesday previous, near F. C. Waid's. I laughingly

told him that I thought he did, for I handled a scoop-

shovel on that day, and as I worked all alone I had a

wide berth, and not a wide one only, but a cool one as

well.

March 6—Rhoda Chase died, on the 2d insi, at her

home in Meadville, Penn., in her seventy-eighth year,

and is interred in Greendale Cemetery by the side of her

husband, who departed this life in September, 1877,

when in his sixty-ninth year. They were both members

of the Methodist Episcopal Church at State Road. He
was a farmer by occupation, and once owned the farm

where his son, Newton S. Chase, now lives. This farm

is in Mead Township, only a mile south of our home.

Many years prior to their moving to Meadville I had

known them, even from my childhood, and, like my par-

ents, I loved them and their children. My wife and I

went to the residence of Newton S. Chase for an evening

visit, February 11, 1888, and we then learned of his

mother having had a paralytic stroke on the 8th, three

days before. During her illness her son, Newton, and

her only daughter living, were present to cheer and com-
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fort her. Slie was also visited twice by her son Warren,

who lives at Corry, Erie County, Penu., and whose health

at present is quite poor. On my first visit to see Mrs.

Chase she said, as we shook hands: "I am glad to see

you;" and in the course of our conversation I asked her

if she thought she would get well, to which she replied

:

" I think not." My wife and I were present at her

funeral. Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord; they

rest from their labors and their works do follow them.

March 8, 1888—To-day my wife and I decided to visit

my aunt, Clarinda Morehead, who resides with her son

Charles, near Townville, this county. She had been

seriously ill for several weeks, but was now convalescent,

although still feeble. My aunt has seen seventy years of

a hardworking life; her eight children—three sons and

five daughters—are living and married. Mrs. Morehead

seldom leaves home to pay visits to her relatives, but we

hope she will so far regain her strength as to be able to

come to us and other kindred at Blooming Valley, where

she spent many years of her life. Aunt Clarinda spoke

to my wife of a time when she and her sister Jane worked

for the Moreheads, many years before. This brought to

my mind the fact that I had worked at one time for Uncle

William Morehead, and I spoke of it, saying at the same

time, that the fact that I worked for him as a boy always

made it seem pleasurable to work by his side, as I had

often done, in manhood. Thus the conversation drifted

along, pleasantly, until finally it turned upon aged per-

sons. I remarked that I felt that I loved and respected

the aged more than ever before, and my Aunt Clarinda

said that was because I was getting older myself and

wished to set an example for others. "That is true,

aunt," I replied, "and I feel that when I get really old I

will want something still due me." We bade my aunt
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good-by, and pressed her if she could possibly to come
and visit us when the weather was less inclement.

April 3, 1888—Joseph Dickson, the oldest citizen of

Meadville, died to-day aged ninety-eight years, one month
and twenty-one days. I am told that Meadville had been

his home for upward of ninety years. I have known Mr.

Dickson personally from my youth, and I called to see

him shortly after he entered on his ninety-ninth year.

In this connection I wish to speak of Balthazar Gehr,

who resided in Sadsbury Township. Mr. Gehr died in

1885 at the remarkable age of nearly one hundred and

three years.

April 8—To-day my wife, Eliza, and I attended the fu-

neral of John Johnson, of Woodcock Township, who
resided two miles north of us, in Woodcock Valley. At

his death he was in his sixty-fifth year. His funeral was

largely attended, the Rev. Hamilton McClintock, of Mead-

ville, officiating. His test was from Psalm Ixsiii, 26:

My flesh and my heart faileth; hut God is the strength of
my heart, and my portion forever. I wish to say a few

words, taking the book of books as my theme, and I do not

know where I can say them more appropriately than in con-

nection with the text quoted above. I have said that I love

labor, but with all my love for work I have not been pre-

vented from loving the Scriptures. I delight in them;

they are ever new to me; they come freighted with glad

tidings of great joy bringing light and life with the prom-

ise of eternal happiness hereafter.

The study of the Bible and the hearing of the Gospel

as it is preached by those sent forth to proclaim its truths,

by the Divine Master, are to me of inestimable value, as

they bring the greater and lasting blessings. There are

some facts about the actual make-up of the Bible that

may not generally be known, and I will give them for

the future reference of my readers:
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There are 66 books: Old Testament, 39; New Testament, 27.

Chapters, 1.189: Old Testament, 929; New Testament, 260. Verses,

31.143: Old Testament, 23,214; New Testament, 7,929. Words, 773,-

692: Old Testament, 592,439; New Testament, 181,253. Letters, 3,566,-

480: Old Testament, 2,728,100; New Testament, 838,380. Ezra vii,

21, contains all the letters of the alphabet. The nineteenth chapter of

Second Kings and the thirty-seventh chapter of Isaiah are alike.

The Bible abounds in beautiful passages. What is

more lovely than this description of the lily in the sixth

chapter of St. Matthew: Consider the lilies of the field,

how they groio; they toil not, neither do they spin: and
yet I say unto you, that even Solomon in all his glory

was not arrayed like one of these. The lily is men-
tioned fourteen times in the Bible, the rose but twice:

both are beautiful, but what flower can eclipse the modest

beauty of the lily of the valley. How many lessons we
might learn from the flowers. At the Centennial I saw

the greatest variety as well as the largest quantity of

flowers I had ever beheld, as a friend of mine remarked,

there seemed to be acres of them. I thought as I turned

from them how my dear mother would have enjoyed the

sight, for she was so fond of flowers, planting and tending

those about the homestead with the greatest care. Even
until this day springing from the garden are blossoming

plants placed there by her hands. I agree with Dr. Tal-

mage that "flowers teach."

April 13, 1888—To-day my wife completes her fifty-

sixth year. Crowded on the pages of memory are a

thousand pleasant reminiscences of the past—of the time

of our courtship and of our happy married life. But we
are nearing the end of our journey; each day brings us

nearer to the time of God's calling. We may not know
it, it is not our heavenly Father's wish, but

"Somewhere on this earthly planet,

In the dust of flowers to be,

In the dew-drop, in the sunshine,

Sleeps a solemn day for me."
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Bad news as well as good news sometimes comes on a

day when we would wish all to be bright, and it was bad

on this anniversary of Eliza's birth, for Ave heard of the

burning this morning of G. N. Waid's saw-mill. My
wife and I called to see him, and on our return took sup-

per with our eldest son. I wrote to-day, also to Rev. W.
F. Oldham who, with his wife, is a missionary at Singa-

pore, on the Malay Peninsula. In 1879 Mr. Oldham
was our pastor at the State Road Methodist Episcopal

Church, being at the same time a student at Allegheny

College. Brother Oldham once, when trying to raise

some money for repairing the church, came to me with

the subscription paper; I put my name down for $30,

and as I handed the paper back I said: "I reserve the

right to pay more if it be needed." He smiled and re-

plied: "Brother Waid, I am glad we have a few such

men in our church, who after paying their subscriptions,

pledge themselves to make up any arrears." Well, as

it happened the cost of the repairs exceeded the amount

subscribed, and although Mr. Oldham had gone I remem-

bered our conversation and assumed with pleasure the

balance of the indebtedness which amounted to $58.

This is but one instance in which I have endeavored not

only to bear my part, or rather what I thought my duty,

financially, but have rather perhaps gone beyond it. Let

me quote other instances: I was once handed a subscrip-

tion paper in a church, and was asked if possible to raise

$45, that sum being the one-fourth part of the amount

necessary to be raised. Three others were trying to raise

a like amount, and soon succeeded. *I was the last of the

four to be sent out to canvass one-fourth of the house.

I was younger then by many years than I am now, and

could do more labor, but I had not the means that I at

present possess. When the other three had counted
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their contributions, it was announced that if Brother

Waid had been equally successful the entire amount of

^180 would have been raised. When I counted the sub-

scription I had obtained, I'found the sum fell far short

of the amount needed, and as I told the congregation

some one asked why it was that it fell short when the

others had been so successful. I replied that the reason

was because I had not yet put down my name, and that I

would now ask the privilege of subscribing the amount

•necessary. In that way it was arranged and the debt

was paid.

At the time of writing this incident, April 23, 1888,

1

am just fifty-five years old, and I do not regret a dollar

that I have ever spent to promote good by advancing the

Master's kingdom. I like to close each year of my life

better than I began it, and last night, as my fifty-fifth

year drew to a close, I trust that I performed a deed that

will aid in making me better in reality, as it certainly has

aided in making me feel better. The Free Methodists of

this vicinity are holding meetings in the Methodist Episco-

pal Church, Blooming Valley (as they have no church of

their own), on alternate Sabbaths. We attended church

there on Sunday morning, and in the evening also. We
heard two good sermons from the pastor, who is supported

from the proceeds of the collections. One was taken at the

morning service, and another at the close of the evening

service. When both offerings were counted, the total

amount was but $7.00. I thought that ere the close of

my fifty -five years of life I still had another opportunity

of doinggood, and so, at the end of the sermon, when Elder

McGeary gave all an opportunity to testify for Christ,

and when all was finished, I arose, and addressing the

elder, said: "Is it still in order to speak?" "That de-

pends upon what you have to say," he replied. I quoted
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this passage from the Scripture: Who can harm you ij

you he followers of fhat which is good? I then told them

that Christ had been very kind to me in my Christian

life, and that I had derived great comfort from His Gos-

pel. With a few other words, I said that I desired to

make their collection double what it was, and thus I made
the amount ^14.00. So I ended my year pleasantly by

doing a kind act, and I hope to do it each succeeding year

while my life shall last.

No one can be so interested in the return of my birth-

day as I am. To me it is a day of joy and thanksgiving

for having life, health, peace and happiness, and for be-

ing surrounded with friends and kindred ; first, therefore,

let me thank the Parent of all good for the blessings that

He has showered upon me. I believe that if with age

there comes infirmity, there also comes more grace to

endure. During the past year, taking into account the

failing health of my dear wife, and other trials which I

have passed through, I feel that I have been upheld, and

that indeed His grace is sufficient for me. How I ought

to honor the Lord when I remember His goodness to me.

APRIL 23, 1888.

MY BIRTHDAY.

I'm fifty -four years old to-day;

Father Time would not delay,

But added daily to the store

Until my years reached fiftj'^-four.

All these natal days I've seen

While watching close life's changing scene;

Each day and year brought pictures new
And mem'ry calls them into view.

If thinking deeply o'er the past

Will save, O Lord, my soul at last,

Then let me yet the wiser grow
As I with faith shall onward go.
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The fifty-four years I have lived

Have taught me lessons to forgive;

Its nothing else but truth from Heaven

—

Forgive and you shall be forgiven.

It was, not said by Him in vain,

The merciful shall peace obtain,

But every one who will endure

Shall find His promise very sure.

In eighteen hundred fifty-one

My Christian course was then begun;

The Bible truth which makes all free

Has been a blessing unto me.

My years full pleasantly have flown,

When deep in search of Truth alone,

While working daily in the field

His word sweet comfort oft did yield.

I am content, by day or night.

When Heav'nly landmarks are in sight.

Reminders of His favors given,

Landmarks leading on to Heaven.

Francis C. Waid.

May 11 and 12, 1888—I think a few lines concerning

the " Centennial Celebration of the Settlement of

Crawford County and Founding of the City of Mead-

ville" will not be out of place here, for it was a most im-

portant event in the history of this locality; and as I

have just returned from the two-days' celebration I will

write concerning it while it is fresh in my memory.

In the early afternoon of the 11th occurred the in-

dustrial parade, representing the various trades, indus-

tries and professions of the city and county. After the

parade, which was a success, a shower of rain fell that

interfered sadly with the band concert in Diamond Park.

The literary exercises in the evening at the Academy of

Music were marked by good taste and force in the ren-

dering of the addresses, and showed high attainments on

the part of the participants. The historical address was
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full of interest to all who lieai'd it, and a finely rendered

ballad, "George Washington," by the College Glee Club,

was provocative of much applause. The rooms of the

Historical Society in the library building were open

during the progress of the Centennial, a courtesy much
appreciated.

At 7 A. M., Mav 12. a salute of one hundred guns was

fired, and there was a loud ringing of bells, calling forth

the people to the planting of the centennial oak on Dia-

mond Park. The tree was placed on the southern half of

the park near the dividing walk. May it stand for

many years as a memorial of this day and as a reminder

to future generations to guard well their liberties, that

they, too, may celebrate successive Centennials with their

country's heritage of freedom still secure. The Pioneer

monument standing at the north end of the park was un-

veiled in the presence of a throng of many thousand peo-

ple, among whom were the children of the public schools

who sang "America." I had witnessed many notable

scenes on Diamond Park, or the " Old Diamond" as we

called it, but none of my boyhood's sights impressed me
as did this scene on the morning of which I write. The
Crawford County Centennial was a most interesting

affair to the inhabitants of this section of Pennsylvania.

The county's population is now estimated at 85,000,

while that of the city is put at 10,000.

I have to record a sad accident that occurred on the

first evening of the celebration, when George Williams, a

special policeman, was accidentally shot dead. He was

in his thirty-eighth year, and I knew him as a boy when

he attended our Sabbath-school at State Road. His father,

Ethan Williams, was an active member of the church

during many years of his lifetime.

Returning to the subject of the monument I would



244

say that it bears an inscription to the purport that it was

erected May 12, 1888, to mark the history of Crawford

County and the founding of Meadville. It is an orna-

ment to the city and an object of great interest to visiting

strangers. It was a great pleasure to me to contribute

$100 toward the Centennial fund, as it was no less a

gratification to aid in such a way as I could the publica-

tion and distribution of our Centennial pamphlet which

contains much of interest concerning our county, and is a

strong promoter of its welfare. The following letter I

received from my respected friend, Mr. S. B. Dick, one of

the vice-presidents of the Centennial Celebration,

Meadville, Penn., May 5, 18«8.
F. C. Waid, Esq.

My Dear Sir: I am requested by the Centennial Executive Com-
mittee to express to you their hearty appreciation of your generous
gift to tlie Centennial Memorial.

The following resolution expressive of our appreciation of your
subscription, and the feelings which prompted it, was passed unani-

mously at the last meeting of the Committee:

Resolved, That the generous contribution of Mr. F. C. Waid to the
Centennial fund calls for special recognition on the part of the Cen-
tennial Executive Committee, and that our thanks be extended to Mr.
Waid.

Yours very truly,

S. B. Dick,

Vice-President.

I love a book and my friends, and in subscribing to

one I help the other. The wide distribution of this work

has brought much love and friendship to my door; the

good work began before Christmas, and still goes on.

The good spirit that is within a man who contemplates

doing anything, says: "Ought I to do this?" while

another spirit queries: "Can I do this?" Reasoning

upon this line of thought, I decided a question for myself

not long ago. A few days before my birthday, Col. S. B.

Dick, whom I met in Meadville, said: "Frank, now is a
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good time to subscribe for the monument fund." "Yes,"

I replied, "but I will take a little time to consider about

it." "All right, that is precisely what I want you to do,"

said the Colonel, in answer, and then we parted. I think

the right man had spoken to rae on the subject, and I

did not have to think over it long before I was decided.

I knew that when the spirit asked: "Ought you to do

this?" the answer came readily and promptly: "Yes."

And in a day or two I experienced a double pleasure,

that of celebrating my birthday and giving the money
toward the monument. On that day I addressed a letter

to Col. Dick and the Centennial committee, and enclosed

my check for $100. I gave this money, my reader, because

I love the county which gave me birth. When travel-

ing at a distance through strange and beautiful places,

my heart has always turned yearningly toward my home.

There are many associations connected with home life

that have endeared me to it. The feeling of love for

home is one common to all mankind, and he who does

not have it must in some way be ijaorally estray. As I

have written above, I subscribed cheerfully to this fund,

for I wish always to promote Crawford County's welfare.

Here rests the dust of my dead kindred; here my j^arents

and grandparents lived and died. It is a locality teem-

ing with memories of pioneer life, of hardships and early

struggles. I, as a descendant, feel that I have a share

in those early times, and I trust that posterity will be

imbued with the same spirit to the extent that will make

them guard ever the interests of Crawford County.

Before closing this subject I may say that I was ap-

pointed by the Centennial Executive Committee a vice-

president of the committee, of which I was advised by a

letter from the chairman of Committee of Arrangements,

of which the following is a copy:
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Meadville, Pa., May 7, 1888.

F. C. Waid, Esq.

Dear Sir: You are appointed by the Centenuial Executive Com-
mittee, a vice-president of tlie Committee. *

It is hoped that you will be able to attend the exercises to be held

in the Academy of Music, May 11 and 12. Executive Committee
badges will be supplied by Major D. V. Derickson.

Yours very truly,

A. M. Fuller,
Chairman, Committee of Arrangements.

June 5, 1888—When walking along Park Avenue, in

Meadville, to-day, I met Francis Fox, a mechanic, with

whom I am acquainted, and after a hearty greeting,

noticing that he held some tools in his hand, I said:

" Those tools indicate that you are on your way to work."

" Yes," he said, " I am going to help tear down the old

academy." This answer struck me with surprise, for T

had no idea that the time-honored institution of learning,

the Meadville Academy, would be demolished. Before

I left town I walked through Market Street, and found

Mr. Fox and his men at work removing the old structure

which was built in 1S*26, nearly seven years before I was

born, I had lived to see the old Cowen School in our

rural district removed to give place to a larger and better

building. It was afterward converted into a dwelling,

and as I have passed it I have always looked into it with

pleasure born of recollection. The old academy in

Meadville is another bright spot in the past. How well

I remember my instructors, T. F. Thickstum and S. P.

Bates, both of whom are still living. I attended but one

term at the academy, and that was in the fall of 1853,

but even a step in the direction of learning is not lost.

I have looked upon the academy since then as an old

friend, and I find that many others viewed it in the same

light, for on the morning when it Avas being taken down,

many had gathered to bid it good-by. The work of de-



247

struction occupied several days, diiring Avliich time, the

youth, middle-aged and those in more advanced years,

looked upon the work, while memories of the days spent

within its old and well-loved halls filled their minds and

warmed their hearts. History tells us that there were

two other buildings used as academies in Meadville prior

to 1826, both of which are yet standing. One is at the

corner of Chestnut and Liberty Streets, and the other

near by upon the latter thoroughfare. The first step

toward securing an academy was made in 1800.

June 17, 1888—On this day died Mrs. Thomas Chip-

man, aged seventy-seven years. Her husband is still

living, at the age of seventy-nine. I have known this

aged couple for many years, their residence being the

second Cowen schoolhouse, which, in my youth, I attended

as a scholar and in which shortly after I was a teacher.

It is situated at the foot of Schoolhouse Hill. The north

point of the cross roads forms the corner of Blooming

Yalley Cemetery, a plot of seven acres. The portion near

the Chipman residence descends to the north and north-

east and form Schoolhouse Hill. On its summit stands

the largest monument in the cemetery, erected to the

the memory of Henry B. Baxter, born December 17, 1827,

died July 4, 1882. North of this lot lies the grave of

Hulda Baxter, riee Chipman, the wife of Wallace Baxter.

She was the daughter of Mrs. Chipman, whose funeral

my brother and I attended to-day, June 19, 1888. Mrs.

Chipman is interred at the foot of her daughter's grave,

and within a few rods of her home. I do not remember

having ever before attended a funeral where the inter-

ment was so close to the deceased's residence. The

changes from joy to sorrow and from sorroAV to joy are

ever occurring in this transitory life. One day we fol-

low a fi'ieud to the silent grave, and the next we are
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cheered by a visit from a long absent, yet dear relative.

The day following Mrs. Chipman's funeral, while work-

ing busily in the field, I heard a voice evidently address-

ing me, saying: " You are going to let me come way out

here after you, are you ?" I recognized the voice before

seeing the speaker, and going toward him I said: "Willis

Masiker, I knew your voice before I saw you, although

you have been absent so many years. Perhaps, however,

it is a good thing that we visited you as that visit prob-

ably aided memory." My visitor was my wife's brother

who went to Lansing, Iowa, thirty -two years ago, and had

not since visited his old home. My wife's illness was

the prime cause of his coming at this time. On this day

as Eliza had felt better she was driven to the old home-

stead,and there her brother and I followed,and we all dined

with my son, Guinnip. During the afternoon Willis and

I visited Blooming Valley Cemetery where we looked upon

his father's grave. Leaving the cemetery we went to the

home of Moses Masiker for supper, after which, as we

drove slowly home, we passed the old Masiker homestead

with its well-tilled farm, where Willis spent his happy

childhood and where I with my bride so often visited her

parents.

July 2, 1888—Meeting with old friends is sweet, but

parting is sadness itself. To-day, after a visit of twelve

days, Willis leaves for his home. When he came here

this morning to see his sister he spoke of the fact that

whenever he approached the house he found me working.

I told him that in my youth I had asked for a busy life;

I obtained it, liked it and did not propose to give it up.

We passed into the parlor, where, upon her sick couch

lay his sister bearing her sufferings so patiently. Willis

had spoken to me of the fear that he might never see her

again. I saw their pathetic parting and heard the wliis-
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pered goodby as they seperated never to meet again in

this world. The joy that had lightened their faces dur-

ing his visit had now departed, and sorrow dwelt in its

place. But hold one moment; I read something in their

faces that means more than joy—it is HOPE—hope of a

meeting in the blessed hereafter that brings that look of

peace. My dear wife died on the fourth, and was buried

on the fifth. My sorrow is too great to write of the cir-

cumstances at present, but at some future date I will en-

deavor to say a few words about my great affliction.*

Soon after the death of Eliza I wrote to Willis Masi-

ker, and in reply he said that he was not at all surprised

to hear of his sister's death, that he knew she must di^

at the time of this sorrowful parting, and that the time

of her death on the morning of July 4 was just two hours

after he had reached home.

The Commencement Exercises of Allegheny College

occurred to-day, there being twenty-six gradviates, seven

young ladies and nineteen young men ready to go into

the world to better its condition. Gen. James A. Beaver,

Governor of Pennsylvania, was present and delivered an

address. I had heard Gen. Beaver before, but was glad

of this additional opportunity. All the exercises pleased

me greatly. The Governor spoke in terms of praise of

Allegheny College, and said that instead of concentrating

the institutions of learning in Pennsylvania into one

grand university, he was in favor of doubling their

number.

Before relating the events of interest that occurred

while on a trip to Jamestown and Chautauqua, N. Y., early

in August of this year, I wish to speak of the peculiar

circumstances under which the journey was taken. I re-

*0n March 26. 1889. Mr. Waid has in his diary some retrospective thoughts anent
his wife's death. [Editor.]

re
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member when I left home first, as a boy, just what my
feelings were at the parting with the dear ones, and how

I anticipated great pleasure in relating my experiences

upon my return. I was but a boy, and the journey was

but a short one, merely extending to Orange County,

N. Y., where I was to assist in driving a drove of cattle,

yet to me it seemed of the utmost importance, and I min-

gled not a little romance in my thoughts of what was to

befall me on the way. Since then I have had many op-

portunities to leave home, and have availed myself of

most of them. Many, many times have Eliza and I alone,

or with our childreu, as the case might be, left home, the

dearest spot on earth to us, and gone forth for the pur-

pose of visiting friends or places at a distance. Those

were indeed happy days, and my heart beats with grati-

tude as I recall them. Blest be the tie that binds us in

union here on earth! but, alas! all earthly ties are made

but to be broken asunder, and now the dear one, the bet-

ter half, is no longer here. I have lived long enough to

know what the loss of father and mother means, and be-

fore realizing that I felt poignant grief over the death of

my twin brother; but who can estimate the greatness of

the loss of a loving and true wife. Since July 4, I have

been studying from this new book of experience. I had

heard others tell of loneliness, but what it meant in its

fullest force I did not know until I started to leave home

on August 3, 1888. I had hardly realized my position

until now; my mind had been clouded by the shock of my
wife's death; but now the cloud was dissipated, and I felt

that I was indeed alone. In the words of Bunyan: " The

heart must be beaten and bruised, and then the sweet

scent will come out." Upon this journey Eliza was

neither to go with me nor to remain at home; she had

already departed to return no more. The thought of go-
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ing away without her overwhelmed me; I hardly knew

how to get ready to go, and my situation and feelings

were desolate indeed. At length the words o£ Divine

comfort came to me : / will neve?' leave thee, nor forsake

ihee, and I took heart and left home upon my short tour,

which was to include Jamestown and Chautauqua. At

Jamestown I saw Mr. F. Simmons, and spent the night at

my cousins', the Colts, with whom my Aunt Mary Ann
resides. My aunt's mind had been failing for some time,

but she gratified me by remembering me, for, when her

daughter, Mrs. Colt, said, "Do you know who this is?"

she replied, "Yes, it's a gentleman from Meadville;

don't you think I know Francis?" After that she ad-

dressed me as Francis often, somewhat to their sur-

prise. I reached Chautauqua on Saturday, August 4, at

noon, and went to the house of my friend, Mr. Mathews,

on Ramble Avenue, Avhence I went, at a later hour, ~to

hear Dr. Talmage lecture on the subject: " The School

for Scandal." At eight in the evening there was an en-

tertainment, entitled "Picturesque America and British

America,'' given by Philip Philips.

On Sunday, August 5, I heard Dr. Talmage preach in

the Amphitheater upon the text: And through a icindow

in a basket loas I let down by the wall, or, as Dr. Talmage

called it: "Paul in a basket." After hearing this emi-

nent clergyman lecture and preach, I was very desirous

to speak to him and shake his hand. I have read many

of his sermons, and once tried to hear him in Brooklyn,

but failed, as the church was closed; and I have always

regarded him as a friend, for I have profited by his

work. I could not resist the temptation, therefore, to

attempt to have a chat with him, and so, when I saw him

part from Dr. Vincent, with whom he walked from the

Amphitheater, I approached, and overtaking him said:
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"This is Dr. Talmage?" "Yes," he replied, and then

evidently seeing in me a friend, he extended his hand.

After warm pressure I told him who I was, how much I

had enjoyed his sermon and lecture, and then, calling his

attention to the sermon just delivered, I told him I

wished to be like one of the men who held the rope when

Paul was let down from the windows. He smiled at this

and said, that if I would read the sermon I would know
better what holding the rope meant than I would if he

described it to me. The names of the men who held the

rope were unknown to the pages of history, but were writ-

ten in the Lamb's Book of Life. Their names were writ-

ten in Heaven, for doing what they could. I spoke to

Dr. Talmage of my biography and the Souvenir, and

asked him if I might have the pleasure of presenting one

to him. He said: "Send me a copy," and with a heart-

felt " God bless you," we parted. On Sunday evening

Philip Philips gave an illustrative song service, with

views from the Bible and the life of John Bunyan. The

pictures were beautiful, and the hymns were sweetly sung.

Scriptural reading closed the evening service.

August 23, 1888—In looking over my youngest son's

album to-day I found some excellent advice written by

my wife to her son, and I copy it here, for I wish to

show how fully I appreciate her memory and sayings,

and the advice she gave our children. On one page occurs

this: A good name is rather to be chosen than great

riches; and on another:

" True happiness, if understood,

Consists alone in doing good."

I cannot refrain from copying the following lines writ-

ten by my wife's only sister, Aunt Jane, as she is called.

She deserves many thanks for the sentiment set forth in
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the verse. She is nearer to us now than any of our kin-

dred. The lines are as follows:

" Within this book so pure and white,

Let none but friends presume to write,

And may each, word in friendship given

Direct the reader's thougbts to heaven."

M. J. CUTSHALL.

Forest Grove Methodist Episcopal Church, situated

four miles east of Guy's Mills, was dedicated to-day. It

is a plain, neat, country church, erected where a house of

worship was much needed. It rained in the morning, and

I was undecided whether to go to our own church or to

the dedication, but I finally decided in favor of the latter.

Orlando Waid, my nephew, drove to the church, a dis-

tance of eleven miles, with me, and we arrived rather late,

the services being well advanced. I pushed my way
to the stove, for I was wet and cold, and sat down. Dr.

Flood, who was conducting the services, stopped the pro-

ceedings, gave out the text and announced the state of

the collections. The church cost ^1,100, $600 had been

previously collected, leaving $500 to be subscribed on

the day of dedication. Dr. Flood having explained the

situation, I said: "I will give my check for $100." I

afterward added 10 per cent for the family of Kev. J. W.
Crouch e, and $20 for my own family, making a sum total

of $130. It brings true happiness to do a deed of this

kind. On January 11, 1889, I gave my check for the

amount pledged. I afterward met my friend Dr. Flood

in the depot, as he was on his way to dedicate the Method-

ist Episcopal (Hites) Chapel, at Jamestown, N. Y. " Dear

brother," said he, after cordially shaking my hand, " can

you give me $10 for this good work?" I said "yes," and

handed him the money.

October 8 to 21, 1888—[My brother-in-law, G. W.
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Cutshall and I make a trip to Kansas, an account of

which will be found at page 83.]

My cousin, Leander Simmons, died December 16,

1888, at his home in Harmony, Chautauqua County, N.

Y., at the age of sixty-j&ve years and four months. His
funeral was held in Harmony Methodist Episcopal

Church, the pastor Eev. Mr. Burns, officiating, and his

text was : Whai I do now ye Jaiow not, but ye sliall Jmoio

hereafter. The text and sermon were very appropriate

as Mr. Simmons, like my wife, had been afflicted nearly

a year, and we often wonder at the trials of our loved

ones and their afflictions, and seek a reason; but the

Bible comes to our relief and tells us we shall know
all in good time, and what is now seemingly so mysterious

in our Lord's doings will one day be made clear. I be-

lieve this, and it brings rest and comfort to us here amid

our deepest distress. Leander was interred in Lake

View Cemetery, Jamestown, N. Y., eight miles from Har-

mony. It was cold but pleasant, and we had carriages

and buggies instead of sleighs; nevertheless I was re-

minded as we neared the cemetery of the cold weather

and deep snows that prevailed when his father, Philander

Simmons, was interred in December, 1882, a funeral that

my wife and I attended. Ira Simmons died in 1867 and

is buried in Lake View Cemetery. There are at present

four sons and four daughters left with an aged mother

to mourn, with the afflicted family, the death of Leander.

The family left consists of his widow, two sons and two

daughters, of which children three are married. As the

four brothers of the deceased gently bore the casket and

lowered it into its resting place, I was touchingly re-

minded of the last tribute of myself and three sons as we

tearfully placed the form of wife and mother under its

covering of flowers and dew.
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CHRISTMAS, 1888.

"Stronger tlian oak, in apparel so green, .

And trappings so fair to see,

With its precious freight for small or great

Is the beautiful Christmas tree."

Preparations had been made for an entertainment

and Christmas tree at State Eoad Methodist Episcopal

Church for the Sunday-school, Miss R. Hempson and

myself having been chosen to buy the presents. We
sometimes get a position by being generous, but I will

not say I got this one in that way. I was like a child

that was hungry. I asked for if, and was honored by

our school with the appointment. Now the planning and

arranging were our part of the program, raising the

funds wherewith to buy presents was quite another, and

certainly not the least in importance. My intention as

expressed at the meeting was that each scholar should

have a gift, no one to be passed by, and I had told the

school that I would warrant the tree to have at any rate

$5 worth of presents. The society raised $5 more,

which with other subscriptions increased the total con-

tributions to ^11.85. My lady friend met me in Mead-

ville on Monday, December 24, at 11a. m., the same hour

that my brother met me to go on our business and pleas-

ure trip of which I have already written.

1 remember when I was quite a youth I frequently

prayed that the Lord would grant me a useful and active

life, and I am sure he has answered my prayer. On the

present occasion, as on many others, I confess I had

many errands to do before leaving Meadville, but none

more pleasant than selecting Christmas gifts for our Sab-

bath-school children. It had been reported to me that

we had twenty-five or thirty scholars during the winter.
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and as I considered I could buy no better present than a

neat Testament, I procured at the book-stores forty copies,

thinking that would be sufficient; but on meeting my
lady friend she informed me the number of scholars was

sixty-three instead of twenty-five or thirty, so I bought

twenty-five more, making in all sixty-five; and I wish to

say here tliat when a Sunday-school child* gets a better

present than a New Testament, I want to hear of it. I

have carried a pocket Testament nrany a day, out of

which I have read the grandest truths and noblest words

ever uttered or written

—

-words of Life, ETEENAL
LIFE, EVEELASTING LIFE.

This Book tells not only of this life but of the life

beyond. The reading of the Bible, so useful to me all

through life makes it of such value to me that I wish

every child in the Sunday-school to profit in a similar

way; and that is my reason for giving each a Testament, f

ADDRESS BY F. C. WAID.

December 24, 1888.

To our Sabbath-school and especially to the children, I want to

say to you little boys and girls, although I can not be with you on this

happy occasion and share yonr pleasure and happiness, yet I repeat

the words I spoke to you last Sunday: i love you. And as I told you
if I could not be present I would give $5 to buy presents to put on

the Christmas tree. And then when the committee on program put

my name down for an address, they seemed to call for sometliing more

than money. But you who were present remember I promised to do

the best I could; that if I was absent I would write a letter, make some

remarks and give some advice to the children.

It is said in my biography there are three things I love. But then

there are more. Those things spoken of are a Book, a Newspaper and

a Friend, and there is also connected with this thought the idea, I love

* I remember going to school barefooted, and I have heard my wife, Eliza, say
that she aud several others used to go several miles to Sunday-school and church at

Mead Corners, and that her sister and she would often carry their fine shoes part of the

way, putting them on again before reaching their destination, so as to save them.
That is how we did years ago when going to Sunday-school ; to-day the value received

is more than the sacrifice made or shame endured.

1 1 was asked by my lady friend to write down what I wished placed on the fly-leaf

of each Testament, so I jotted down the following: Prfsented to by MelhodUt
Episcopal Church State Road Sunday-school, December 25, 1888.
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the Sunday-school. I have always loved the Sabbath-school, and allow

me to say from my early childhood, indeed I cannot go back in my
recollections beyond the time when I did not attend the Sunday-school
at old State Road. I do remember of my parents having my twin
brother, Franklin, and myself accompany them to Sunday-school and
church, when we were very small boys. And I want to thank the

Lord for his goodness to me, for I have had the privilege and enjoyed
the pleasure of coming to Sunday-school and church up to last Sunday,

December 23,4888.

Children do you think it strange that I should love the Sunday-
school? I only wonder why I do not love it more, and do more for it

and for you whom I love so well. Now let me speak of The Book,
Newspaper and Friend. If you think I have had any success in life

let me point from whence I think it came. Children this is for you just

as much as these presents are for our school. Of course we would be

glad to give presents to everybody, but on this Merry Christmas we
want to remember you especially, and encourage you both with advice

and some token of our love accompanied by a present, The Book out

of which I have learned the great lessons of life is the Bible. Study
it, practice its teachings; it is the chart that will guide you safe

through the journey of life. It teaches us to obey our parents and
give our hearts to the Lord.

The Bible is dearer to me now. I love it more than ever, because

I ha\'e learned a little more of it, and I have found so much knowl-

edge in it, that has been useful to me. I want you, dear children, to

study it, and you will be glad in after years that you attended Sunday-

school, listened to the gospel and obeyed the truth. I cannot close

without saying, give your hearts to the Lord, for it is written: Son,

• Daughter, give me thy heart.

Written Monday morning in haste, December 24, 1888.

F. C. Waid.
P. S.—While you enjoy a merry Christmas, I wish you a happy

New Year.

December 24, 1888, to Janiiary 3, 1889—[My brother,

G. N,, and I, visit Athens, N. Y., and other places. See

page 90.
]

January 25, 1889— [To-day I wrote some "Retrospec-

tive Thoughts," which may be found at page 98.]

February 28, 1889—[My visit to Washington, D. C,

in company with my brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, for

an account of which see page 99.]

March 26, 1889—I wrote the following while in

Washington.
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" Weep not for the dead,

Thy sighs and tears are unavailing;

Vainly o'er the cold dark bed

Breaks the voice of thy loud wailing.

The dead—the dead they rest;

Sorrow and strife and earthly woes
No more shall harm the breast,

Nor trouble their deep, calm repose.

Weep not for the dead."

I have spoken in another place of my desire to leave

this city in order to attend my son's wedding. I wish to

give some of the reasons for ray anxiety to be -present,

and to say a few words concerning home life, as I experi-

enced it, before and after my marriage. I was married

the day that I attained my majority, and thirty-four years

of married life taught me the value of a good home.

Peace and order reigned in my father's house, but per-

haps I did not quite so thoroughly appreciate it then, as

I did when, after marrying, I had my own hearthstone

and fire; but I must say that quiet and contentment are

to me the greatest blessing that can surround a home.

We should ask ourselves how ought we to live to bring

about such a state of blessedness in the little circle at

home. Let me answer in my own way and say that I am
perfectly assured that the homely but true sentence, " To

be good is to be happy," is the key-note of happiness in

families as it is in individuals. Do right, and you will

have a happy life on earth and a certain home in heaven.

I wish also to speak of the value of a good companion in

the highest sense of that word, a companion that you can

lean upon in time of trouble and distress, and that will

share heartily your joys as well as your sorrows, in fact

enter into and be a part of your very life. You may see

from this, again, how anxious I was to be near my son

when he chose his partner for this life's journeyings. I

had a companion such as I have described during all the
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years of my manhood, and it is only since my dear wife

died, July 4, 1888, to the present writing, in March, 1889,

that I have known what it is to be alone without a congen-

ial helpmate. What has made my life colder and more

devoid of joy in the past months will be better understood

when I tell you that, during my boyhood days, I had a true

and trusted twin brother who stood ever firmly by my
side, and did for me what none other could do in the way
of companionable intercourse. He died soon after he was

twenty-one years of age, up to which time my father's

family had remained unbroken by death. I do not mean

it to be understood that I loved my twin brother so dearly

as to fall short in affection for the others, for such is not

the case. The memory of all is very dear to me. People

have asked me if I thought that there was more natural

affection between twin brothers than between others of

the same family. My brother and I were wedded by the

ties of nature, and the natural affection was fostered by

our being encouraged to seek each other's company, and

to learn to love more and more day by day. Added to

this we were invariably dressed alike, got into trouble and

out of trouble together, slept together in our little trun-

dle bed, and were ever ready to stand up for each other.

We, in short, battled life together; when one fell the

other lifted him to his feet. From the foregoing you will

see that my minority was in the highest sense of the

word blessed by companionship.

But it is to my wife that I must now turn. It must

now be evident from what I have written how much of

my life my twin brother filled, and I cannot but think

that it was well for me that ere he had gone I had chosen

my life's partner. It was but a few weeks before his

death, that Eliza C. Masiker and I were married, and so

that in my bereavement I had not only comfort from on
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high, but the solace that is drawn from the knowledge of

possessing that nearest and dearest of all earthly friends,

a true loving wife. Solomon has said: Whoso findeth a

wife findeth a good thing and ohtaineth favor of tlie Lord.

Praise is certainly due unto the Lord, when I think what

he hath done for me. You may say to me, my reader:

" Certainly you had reason to praise God, when in your

youth you were surrounded by loving kindred and had

your still more loving wife at your side; but how is it

now that she has been taken away ? " Let me reply to you

in the words of Job: The Lord gave and the Lord hath

taJien aivay; blessed he the name of the Lord.

I wish to write a few words in memory of my de-

parted wife, whom I trust, one day will be the first to

greet as I pass to the other shore. She was dear to all,

but especially dear unto me, who with her shared equally

the joys and sorrows of life for so many years. During

this time I knew to the fullest extent the blessing of God's

gift to man—a noble wife. We frequently spoke together

of the close of life, and at one time she said to me earnest-

ly: " Francis, you will be left alone." I caressed her and

asked her not to speak of death, for it pained me deeply,

and said that I might be the first to be taken away. But

she persisted, and repeated the words, the remembrance

of which comes to me now with great sorrow and a feel-

ing of loneliness; " Dear Francis, you will be left alone."

The feeling of being utterly alone, when you have had

for so many years a close companion, causes a sense of

complete desolation. This feeling is expressed in a letter

of condolence I received from a friend, Mr. J. M. Eunk,

just after my wife's death; he says: "I wish to extend to

you my sincere sympathy in this the most lonely time of

your active life." I feel the force of this most keenly,

and I am to-day learning one of the greatest lessons of
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life. The master who is teaching it is too wise to

err, and too good to be unkind, and He afflicts only

for our own sakes, I have found, during this period

of deep melancholy and bereavement, that there is joy and

comfort to be found in our Lord Jesus Christ, and I have

found His grace sufficient for me. I have thought often

during these past months of sorrow, that there could be

no journey too perilous to undertake, no danger too great

to be faced, no property too valuable to be hazarded for

the inestimable privilege of once again seeing my dear

wife's face. I would willingly go where the waves wash

the lonely shore of the farthest isle in the farthest sea,

could I hope once more to look upon her. But well

knowing the uselessness of such a voyage, I feel it better

to turn unto Him who said : Come unto me all ye that are

heavy laden, and I will give yon rest, and there seek my
peace. Jesus also said: In my father'' s house are many
mansions; I go to prepare a place for you, that where I
am there may ye he also; and when Eliza died she smiled

these words back to us: "I will meet you in one of my
Father's many mansions." My dying brother said: "I

will meet you in heaven," and from the thoughts of see-

ing them there I draw my greatest comfort. The influ-

ence of Eliza's life is helping me; it is a blessed memory,

and I must say with the Bible, that the righteous are had

in everlasting remembrance. Her thousand acts of kind-

ness live to comfort us, and none shared in them more

deeply than her husband and children.

My acquaintance Avith my wife began several years

before our engagement. I think that the first time I

saw her was when going to her father's house to borrow

for my uncle, William Morehead, a cross-cut saw. Our

courtship began some time after that, but we were not

formally engaged until March 25, 1853, thirty-six years
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ago yesterday. Some of my younger readers may ask:

" How did you put the question, since you have been

kind enough to give the date?" Well, I will tell you:

On the evening mentioned, as we sat together with hands

and hearts united, I mustered up sufficient courage to

say: " Eliza, do you love me well enough to marry me?""

"Yes, Francis," she replied, "I think I do; in fact, I

know that I do." That was a happy day for me, and I

have seen many since, and I do not wish it thought that

I am complaining when I speak now of my loneliness and

sorrow.

I will pass over the thirty-four years of our married

life, and speak of its close. Although stricken by dis-

ease a year before her death, I thank my Heavenly

Father that my wife was, to a great extent, able to fulfill

the little social duties of life that rendered her last days

cheerful. She was able to call upon friends, and to drive

out in pleasant weather. Our last call was made on Fri-

day before she died, and was upon my son, Guinnip, who
lives at the old homestead of Ira C. Waid. There our

engagement was made, and our wedded life entered upon.

Near it we had lived, and to it was her last visit paid. It

seems to me remarkable that we should have been al-

lowed to visit the old place once more just as life for one

of us was about to close.

Come now with me to the parlor of our home, for the

last scene draws nigh. Eliza was apparently bright upon

Sunday, and was engaged about the house to some ex-

tent on Monday, but on Tuesday she began to fail raj)-

idly. I was by her side until 11 o'clock Tuesday even-

ing, when I laid down for a short time, and fell asleep. I

was soon aroused by the nurse, and hurrying to the par-

lor, where my dear wife lay, I saw that the end was at

hand. The last vestige of hope fled as I looked upon
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lier face. My son, Fred, with the nurse and her sister, were

then present, and as I wished the entire family I sent for

Guinnip, Frank, Aunt Jane and Uncle George Cutshall.

They came, and, as we surrounded her bedside ber pure

spirit lied to its Celestial Home, but not before her face

was illumined by two heavenly smiles, the memory of

which will be effaced from our hearts—never.

The following tribute to Eliza's memory is from the

pen of her last pastor, the Christian, kind-hearted Rev.

M. Miller:

The writer of these Hues officiated as pastor at the funeral of Mrs.

Eliza Waid. consort of F. C. Waid, on the 5th of July, 1888, at the

Methodist Episcopal Church in Blooming Valley, Crawford County,

Penn. The large concourse of people there assembled told as to her

standing in the community. Because of her noble Christian charac-

ter I am glad to avail myself of the opportunity of leaving a few lines

on the pages of history to her honored memory. Though an extreme

sufferer for a long time she attended the house of God, and listened

with great delight to the precious Gospel until within a few weeks of

her death. She was glad when thej' said unto her, " Let us go into the

house of the Lord." Her deep interest in the sermon and her earnest

testimony in the class-meeting were inspiring to all. She fully be-

lieved God's precious promises, and endured her afflictions as seeing

Him who is invisible. How cheering to those who are bereft! what a

benediction to husband and children! Her activity and great concern

for the salvation of sinners was certainly owned and blessed of God
in the last protracted effort she attended, but the element of character

which surpassed all the rest presents her in the light of a peacemaker.

How ready she was to labor with her neighbors in the intei'est of rec-

onciliation. Her's is the promise " Blessed are the peacemakers, for they

shall be called the children of God." Let us imitate her in this regard.

Innocent and harmless herself, she tried to make everyone else the

same.

She will be greatly missed in her home, in the church and in the

community. But her record is on high and she is doubly blessed

with the saints on high. She is calling us to follow on to know the

Lord. May God comfort the bereaved ones and help us all to imitate

her Godly example. Blessed are the deadicho die in the Lord.

Written at DuBois, Penn., November 13, 1888. by her last pastor,

M. Miller.
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April 2, 1889— [On this day I wrote " Some thoughts

before leaving home," which will be found at page 105.]

April 4, 1889—On the evening of this day I had the

pleasure of attending the wedding of my esteemed friends,

Wallace Mook and Luella Floyd, at the home of her par-

ents, Mr. and Mrs. George Floyd, in Saegerstown, Penn.

April 10 to July 24, 1889—[Here comes my second

trip to Kansas, along, in part, with my son, Franklin, an

accouirt of which will be found at page 109.]

August 23 to September 4, 1889—[My wife, Anna, and

I visit Jamestown and Chautauqua, N. Y., and the reader

is referred to page 144 for an account of same.]

September 8, 1889—To-day my wife and I attended

church, and afterward brought the pastor and Mr. McCool,

of Meadville, home with us to dine.

September 12, 1889—This is the sixtieth anniversary

of Aunt Matilda J. Outshall's birthday, and my wife and

I formed a part of a pleasant gathering at her home. I

gave my sister-in-law, and other relatives and friends,

our photograph. The following account of the interest-

ing event is from the Pennsylvania Farmer':

At the pleasant farm house of G. W. Cutshall, Randolph Township,

Crawford County, Peun., was celebrated the sixtieth birthday of

Matilda J. Cutshall, his wife, who was born in Luzerne County, Penn.,

September 12, 1829, and married September 17, 1853. So in five days

more she might have celebrated her wedding anniversary. F. C. Waid
thinks of this as he remembers that his fiftieth birth-day and twenty-

ninth wedding anniversary, held April 23, 1883, were celebrated in one.

P. M. Cutshall delivered an appropriate address, in a brief but

happy manner, after which F. C. Waid expressed his pleasure in being

present, and entertained the company substantially as follows:

"About thirty-seven years ago, before Mr. Cutshall and Matilda J.

Masiker were married, and I know it was before Eliza C. Masiker and

myself were married, we were ail at the Jacob Masiker farm, where

we walked up the lane and through the orchard, till we came to where

the ripe, rosy, luscious peaches attracted out attention. It is needless

to say that excellent peaches, handsome girls and happiness made the

time a happy one. This was the beginning of better days to us. Life
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is a success when we win and hold the friendship formed in youth.

The golden chain grows brighter as the brief years go by, and we are

here to day to celebrate the sixtieth birth-day of one worthy of our
esteem, one who has, thus far in life, bestowed much true friendship,

generosity and kindness upon her numerous acquaintances. We who
are here to-day, and share the pleasures and blessings of this happy
home, are only a few of those who rise up and call her blessed. Do
you know this good work has been going on forty years'? See what
there is iu friendship. Tiiis child, little Leon, spoke it in his act, when
he, at the age of five years, picked berries, earned a dime, and made
his grandma a present. Such a boy will make his mark in the world.

It looks noble, self-supporting, to rely on his own efforts instead of

others. It is none of your cheap generosity, handing over to a friend

what costs you nothing; certainly it is far better than cheap giving.

The world is waiting for such children to grow up and fill useful occu-

pations in life. There was one born sixty years ago to-day, whose
presence has cheered and her hands helped humanity ever since. The
Lord Master said. She has done ichat she could, and the words apply in

this case. May her life be spared many years until the good Master
calls her home."

Mr. Cutshall responded to calls, and made some spicy remarks,

after which Mr. Waid addressed a few commendatory words to the

generous host, which all present echoed.

Presents were given, and Mr. Waid had the pleasure of introduc-

ing his accomplished wife to the many new friends, and a goodly
number of photographs of tlie worthy couple were carried away bv
friends.

September 14, 1889—After transacting some business

in Meadville Anna and I drove to the home of my cousin,

Robert A. Fergerson. This was a visit long looked for-

ward to by us with all the pleasures of anticipation. We
will spend the Sabbath day here, a privilege that in years

past I have more than once enjoyed.

Sunday September 15—We drove this fine morning

to tlie Lutheran Church, and arrived in time for both ser-

mon and Sunday-school. At the conclusion of the serv-

ice we visited Watson's Run Cemetery on the hillside

near the church. It consists of about four acres of ground,

has large shade trees within its bounds, and is handsomely

decorated with neatly trimmed evergreens. After dinner
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we called upon John Moreliead, and found liim and liis

family at home.

September 16, 1889—This morning we paid a visit to

Uncle Robert Morehead, at whose house we dined. While

there Lydia gave me two copper buttons from the coat of

Grandfather Morehead, who came to America about 100

years ago when a young man. I picked up a shoe ham-

mer during this call, and Uncle Robert told me that it

had driven the pegs into my mother's wedding shoes.

The hammer and buttons brought a flood of recollections

upon me as I sat there talking with my dear mother's

brother. It takes but a small thing in this world to let

loose the current of one's thoughts. My uncle told me

that he had made the shoes, and he related also many tales

of the olden times. I love dearly to hear anything in

connection with my sainted mother, whose Christian life

made home so happy, and for aught I know led me to

Christ. I cannot remember a more really pleasurable

morning than that spent at Uncle Robert's, filled as it was

with memories of those that " I have loved long since,

and lost awhile."

September 24—My wife, Anna, and I started for

Mosiertown to-day, and while on our way we stopped at

Saegerstown to call upon George Floyd, S. Slocum and

0. R. Slocum. When we arrived at Mosiertown I drove

at once to the home of my old-time friend and companion,

C. R. Slocum, and to him and his family I introduced

Anna, who now saw them for the first time. In the eve-

ning we made calls upon friends in the immediate neigh-

borhood.

September 25—To-day Anna and I called upon Mrs.

Caroline Cochran, Mr. Slocum's only sister, and afterward

drove to the home of Robert E. Slocum where we dined

in company with Mrs. Cochran and Miss Mattie Slocum.
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After dinner we walked to the Baptist Chiirch, which was

undergoing repairs, and there we found the minister^

working upon the building. He was a carpenter by trade,

and had no false pride that prevented his working at his

trade, which was thus made honorable above all others by

•being the calling of the Gentle Nazarene.

September 27, 1889—A visit to Orlando Waid, who
lives on Harrison Sutton's farm east of Towuville, marked

this date. We remained there for the night. On our

way home from Orlando's farm on the following day we

stopped at Pember Phillip's place. Mr. Phillips has been

repairing and improving his house, and it now presents

an exterior of which he may be proud. Leaving there

we drove to the residence of Silas Clarke, who lives upon

the State Poad about five miles from our home. His wife

has been ill for months, and it was partly to inquire after

her that we called. Susan Hobbs died to-day, aged over

seventy years.

October 8 to November 4— [My wife and I pay a pro-

tracted visit to her old home in Kansas (my third trip to

that State, I returning East on the latter date, my wife

remaining with her parents), for particulars of which I

refer the reader to page 148.]

On November 4, the narrative of my third trip to Kan-

sas was concluded at page 162, and from that point I re-

sume my diary. As I have said I had an hour to wait in

Ottawa for the train to arrive at the Santa Fe depot, and

I now sit writing where I can view Forest Park, only one

square from the railway station. I love once more to

view the place where I spent so many pleasant hours dur-

ing the Chautauqua Assembly, last June—happy days!

Before leaving Ottawa I called at Mr. Cowdery's store

to inquire after Mrs. Cowdery's health, and was in-

formed by the clerk that " she is a little better, but can-
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not live long."* My train is expected soon, so I will

close my notes in the meantime, and bid good-by to

Ottawa, hoping to return in the near future. On the

platform just as I took my train East I met Eev. Mr.

Boaz, whose presence cheered me as I was leaving Ot-

tawa. There is something in man's countenance that

cheers his friend, like the spark of electricity, a glance

sends happiness that thrills our whole being.

I believe that on this trip to Kansas I have found

more attractions there than ever, even when Anna and I

left here last July 15. At that time her parents and kin-

dred, left behind, were to be thought of; but I had this

comforting thought—Anna was with me. But now, to have

to leave her behind, and travel homeward alone, is to me

the most unpleasant reflection of all. And when I think

of her impaired health, I shall want to hear often from

her, and return to Kansas as soon as I can. Such is life!

My train has now arrived, and I find myself speeding

along eastward as fast as steam-power can take me, pass-

ing many beautiful and interesting places between Ot-

tawa and Kansas City, among them being Olathe Ceme-

tery, twenty-four miles from the latter place, where I

arrived about 6 P. m. At Kansas City I find I have two

hours to wait and enjoy my lunch (put up for me by

-Anna, and which I had brought with me) while wait-

ing for the train, and as I afterward walk about the

streets, I was jostled hither and thither by the busy mul-

titude that throngs the throughfares. A gentleman from

Ohio made a remark, as our train was coming into the

city, about the size of the mountains. " Yes," I replied,

" the bluffs are high in Kansas City, they remind me of

Oildom, in Pennsylvania." I arrived at St. Louis Tues-

day morning, and left soon after for Cincinnati. I wish

* Mrs. Cowdery died a few days afterward, November 12, 1889.—F. C. Waid.
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time permitted me to visit my cousin, Steven Whicher,

at Mount Vernon, Jefferson County, 111., but if I did I

would miss connection for Cincinnati in the evening.

Tuesday November 5, 1889—Election day, at home and

abroad. I write this in St. Louis, where I wish I could

spend a da}- or so, as the city is very interesting to

me. On our way I noticed a marked improvement in

the crops since last I saAv them, especially in the wheat;

indeed I was surprised at the marked advance made.

We pass through Carlyle and Salem, 111., Vincennes

and North Vernon, Ind., and finally reach Cincinnati in

the evening of November 5, and on the following day I

found myself once more "on my native heath," where I

received a most pleasant and happy greeting from

kindred and friends. I had been absent only four weeks,

and yet the many changes that had taken place in a

measure startled me, when I came to hear of them.

Births, marriages, deaths and loss of property by fire or

otherwise, all these militate to bring about the changes

and chances of this mortal life:

"Change and decay in all around I see;

O Thou, who changes! not, abide with me."

In speaking of destruction of property by fire, I here

more especially refer to the burning of G. W. Cutshall's

old farm-house in Randolph Township, Crawford County,

which was totally consumed by fire on Wednesday,

October 30, 1889. The homes of our fathers, the dwell-

ing places or abodes of men, our own homes, all pass

away. If they do not disappear by fire or earthquake,

or are swept away by floods or cyclones, they return to

earth with time, and pass away. Men often leave their

homes, but their homes sometimes leave them. We are

here together on earth but a little while at longest, yet

our homes, our houses, our abodes, the places where we



270

live have great attractions for us, and this farm-house on

my brother-in-law's farm is one long to be remembered.

Many families have lived in it in its day including G. W.
Cutshall's father, George Cutshall and others. But I

am not disposed to give in detail here the names of all

who have lived here; nor at present could I, even if I so

wished. But I do want to say a little of the proverbial

hospitality that was ever found at this old farm-house.

The generosity of the men and women who have in-

habited it is well known, not only in this community, but

also throughout the whole county, and even beyond its

limits. Here the hungry have been fed, here the weary

have found rest, and here many have been encouraged

and strengthened in the battle of life; in which connection

I take a pardonable pride in saying that Mrs. Jane Cuts-

hall is sister to Eliza, my first wife.

A mail's heart deviseth his ivay, and the Lord direct

-

eth his steps. To-day, November 8, I walked over to

Mr. Cutshall's to pour out my sympathy with him and his

family in their trouble. We know our friends in pros-

perity, but we appreciate them in adversity, when mis-

fortune comes, and we can then counsel, and speak com-

fort to their grief. The old house that was burnt was

built in 1853, thirty-six years ago, and it was fortunate

for Mr. Cutshall and his family that his spring house,

which was built later, and is commodious and convenient-

ly located near the old one, has escaped the fire untouched-

It is a two-story slate-roofed building 16x20, and is now

their dwelling. A true friend loveth at all times; and 1

do not forget the occasion of my sister-in-laAv's (Matilda

Jane Cutshall) birthday party, September 12, 1889,

which Anna and I attended. I gave her (Mrs. Cut-

shall), at that time, our photographs with the promise that

some time in the future I would remember her with some
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token of our esteem. I have been Avaiting for an oppor-

tunity all along, and now it has in an unexpected man-

ner arrived. I believe in gifts, but always in bestowing

them when and where they will do the most good. We
sliould study lioio, whai, ivhen and ichere to give, as well

as to irho)n, if we would fulfill the Divine law, and have our

gifts appreciated by the receiver. Imagine, if you can,

my dear reader, the pleasure that came to each of us

Avlien I wrote out and handed Matilda Jane Cutshall my
check for $100. Of course I had talked this over

with husband and wife, and a full understanding was

arrived at between us. I have had the pleasure of

being with the family over night, and they tell me it

is like beginning the world again, so many things were

destroyed; indeed only those who have experienced being
" burnt out," can appreciate the condition of things.

Our real friends come to comfort us in the darkest hours

of life. I know what that is, and if I should be asked

why I am at Mr. Cutshall' s place to-day, I could give

no better reason than this

—

It is the LorcVs loill. Then,

let me add, the greatest loss on earth is husband or wife

by death; and he who pens these lines wishes to tell

you, dear reader, that at the close of the services on the

occasion of the funeral of my beloved wife, Eliza, at

Blooming Valley Cemetery, on July 5, 1888, when I

turned from the grave and left behind me all that was

dear to me on earth, George and Matilda Jane Cuts-

hall, with other friends and relatives, accompanied me to

my desolate home, and stayed with me overnight. I never

shall forget it. Is not that sufficient reason why I am
here to-night? I am also well rewarded by meeting Mr.

T. Davis, a friend, who lives near Waterford, Erie Co.,

Penn., and who, with his wife, was present at Mr. Cut-

shall's fiftieth birthday party [It will be seven years
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ago December 31, 1889 J. Mrs. Davis has died since

that time. Mr. Davis told me about Matthew Smith's

family, of whom I was much pleased to hear, as I was

well acquainted with them, having boarded with them

when C. R. Slocum, and E. T. Wheeler and myself at-

tended school at Waterford Academy. There were five

children in the family—three daughters, Elizabeth, Jane

and Katie, and two sons, Wilson and Hunter. The chil-

dren are all living, but the parents are deceased.

November 11, 1889—I sit down to write a few more

lines about my Third Trip to Kansas, but I have just about

commenced the pleasant duty when along comes our

assessor, with whom I have to do business. He leaves a

notice of assessment including money out at interest,

140,000; total in Woodcock Township, Crawford Co.,

Penu., $45,880. In this life we have something to do.

If we have nothing we want to get something; then when

we get it we have something to do to take care of it. It

is all right to double our talents, and serve the Lord with

whatever he may give us. I may sometimes forget; but

whatever I may do I always wish to remember the Lord.

You know what is written in the Bible: Remember now

thy Crecdor in the days of ihy youth. Oh, how good

that was for me; but it is better now. The Lord has

taught me much since. I verily believe his word: Be-

hold the righteous are reivarded in tlie earth much more

tlian tlie tvicJced and tJie sinner.

But in referring back briefly to " My Third Trip to

Kansas," I will put a few thoughts connected therewith

in writing. Ttie lij^s of tlie wise feed many, hut fools die

for ivant of 2visdo7n. How much my heart seeketh after

this true tvisdom! And however much I may have learned

from others, or by my own experience, I want the Lord,

like the potter who shapes the clay, to direct my steps
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day by day. Our planning without His approval is in

vain. "Man proposes, but God disposes." But when
we can say: "Thy will be done," then all will be well.

The Lord's Prayer is the Key to man's whole life—it un-

locks the hidden mysteries of earth and heaven to the

true disciple of Christ. It is the secret to success, and

no Christian can get along without it. And that is why
my wife and I knelt down and prayed in secret, imploring

Divine aid and blessing before starting off on our trip

to Kansas, the burden of our prayer being " bless those,

O Lord, whom we leave behind, and our kindred every-

where; and remember us O Lord who are about to depart

ou this journey. Grant us a safe journey, and may we
be permitted to return in health to our home." And as

Anna lifted up her voice in earnest faith, I was re-

minded of another prayer I once heard many years ago,

when my father, Ira C. Waid, was wrestling with the

spirit in secret and alone. He was in such strong ear-

nestness, and so loud in his invocations, that I could

hear him many rods off. Well, as I haye said, my wife

and I prayed for health and strength, a safe journey and

a return home in health. Many thoughts and perplexi-

ties about this journey made our burden heavy, but how
easy it became when we remembered the word of the

Lord: Cast iliy burden on the Lord, he ivill snsfain thee.

That is why we prayed. We looked unto Him, and our

fears were UgJitened. Smiles and help came, and we

started on our journey with glad hearts. On our way

Anna and I had plenty of opportunity to talk over past

incidents in our lives—from our first meeting on the

train, already narrated, down to the present time. All

the promises conveyed in the Bible are not confined to

the future life; very many of them come direct to us as

help here, that we may have the promise of this life, and
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that which is to come—eternal life. And when God
cheers our heart, it is cheered for good. And I wish to

say that I am trying to appreciate His precious gifts, not

only the gift of His Son, but other gifts that call for

praise and gratitude. When I read in His Word : JEver^y

good and perfect gift comeih from Him ivith ivltom there

is no variableness or shadow of turning, my heart has a

desire to praise and honor him. What did the wise man
mean when he said: Whoso findeth a wife findeth a good

thing, and obtaineth favor of the Lord? Now it is a wife

I am to be thankful for; and I wish to say here that no

man knows the value of a true Christian wife better than

I do, nor the loss of such an one, as I do. Having had

both these blessed and sad experiences in my life, is it

any wonder I should now be so thankful to my Heavenly

Father for a wife—"God^s first gift to man."

I have written elsewhere in this volume about my
wife, Anna, asking me to return thanks at her father's

table October 10, 1889, which was her first request.

But I wish to relate to the reader when and where it was

that Anna first heard me give thanks. It was at Aunt

Abbie's, Monroe Centre, Ogle Co., 111., on July 17, 1889.

I shall always remember Aunt Abbie, who, when sup-

per Avas ready, and we had sat down, asked me to give

thanks.

Now I fear that even the most patient reader will

think I am dwelling too long on my third trip to Kansas,

but I crave indulgence and permission to say how it was

that I came home alone, leaving my wife with her parents.

We had intended when we left home to return within

thirty days, and our excursion tickets were to that effect

" good for thirty days." But on our arrival at Mr. Tyler's,

Anna had a bad cold aud cough from which she did not en-

tirely recover while we were there. So on account of her
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impaired health and the pressing request of her parents

and the family (as already remarked), it was judged better

for her to spend the winter in Kansas, whither I expect

to return as soon as business may permit, and there I

hope to spend part of the winter, with our aged parents.

Since my return to my Pennsylvania home (for I

speak now as having a home in Kansas as well as in the

East), I have received and read the first letter Anna, as

Mrs. Francis C. Waid, ever wrote me, and much do I

appreciate it. It is dated November 10, 1889. She and

I had a good deal of correspondence between the years

1881 and 1888 (October 10), some sixteen letters or

thereby, on either side, and Anna has them all with her

in Kansas. She tells me there was a time when we did

not correspond (for friends in this regard are often neg-

lectful) for, perhaps, more than a year.* Then when my
first SouvENiK came out, I naturally thought of my friends,

including the Tyler family, and among others sent Anna
a copy, which renewed our friendship. I wrote her

before our marriage, I think, about fifty-five letters,

Anna's to me being a few less, probably about fifty.

These letters I regard as a part of real life, written in

faith with a pure motive and with the best of intentions.

It is true the sound wheat in them is naturally not with-

out some leaven of chaff, but it is the good contained in

them I so fondly cherish, and for that reason only I here

make mention of them en 2Kissnnt in my Souvenie.

November 16, 1889—I have returned home (Blooming

Valley, Penn. ) from the funeral of Addie Stull, who died

on the 14th insi, in her twenty-first year. There was a

large attendance, part of the services being held in the

Methodist Episcopal Church. Indeed, Blooming Valley

* Anna has told me that when this dropping off in our correspondence took place,

her mother said that she (Anna) would never hear from me again, and that she tben
destroyed all my letters to that date.—F. C. Waid.
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is noted for the large number it turns out on funeral occa-

sions. At the close of the portion of the services held in

the cemetery,

Again I look'd on that dear spot

Where kindred sleep, but not forgot;

Eliza, dearest of them, thy grave I see,

And with loving heart I still think of thee.

F. C. W.

Leaving the cemetery, in company with my cousin,

Ralph Roudebush, I took dinner with him, and received

from him information in regard to the School Record

[see page 19], and of some who lately died. Among the

latter was Mary Cowen (wife of Daniel Cowen), who died

October 19, 1885, aged eighty-five years. I have a recol-

lection of visiting her, with my wife, one evening shortly

before her death. She was much pleased to see Eliza

and hear her tell of her sister Jane, who had lived with

them a long time, doing house work; and of the time

when, Jane being sick, Eliza took her place, but, becoming

homesick, cried to go home! It was pleasing to hear Mrs.

Cowen tell of this little incident, of days long since gone

by, and of her friends and kindred and family. Pointing

toward the cemebery she said: "Soon I will rest there

with my family." This was our last meeting. Mrs. Cowen

loved the girls, and they appreciated her kindness. She

died at the home of Mr. Stull, in Blooming Valley, who

has to-day (November 16, 1889) buried his beloved

daughter. I have sympathy and love, and my prayer is:

" Oh Lord, bless the family and young people in this

community."

• Minta Thompson died October 10, 1889.

November 18—Nine years ago, to-day, occurred the

memorable meeting, on the train, between myself and

Anna E. Tyler, now Mrs. Francis C. Waid, to whom I

have written a letter to-day.
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November 20, 1889—At 8 on the eveniug of this day

took place, at the residence of their parents in Blooming

Valley, the wedding of Mr. and Mrs. Odell's two daugh-

ters, " a double wedding," the one daughter. Mode, being

married to Mr. John Tarr, and the other, Dessa, to Mr.

Ed Beatty. This interesting event brought pleasure to

the many present, especially to myself, and my only re-

gret was that my wife was not present to enjoy her share

in the festivities. My life-long acquaintance with Mr.

Odell's family, and knowing both Mr. Tarr and Mr. Beat-

ty, all combine to strengthen my interest in the present

and future welfare of the young couples, which, together

with the pressing special invitation I received from Mr.

and Mrs. Odell, was sufficient for me to be present at

the wedding, even if unaccompanied by my Avife. This

lasting princij^le, " to do good " (as I may have the oppor-

tunity) seems to be a demand in my nature which I find

nothing better than to obey. As I said in my speech, that

evening, I was present not only because of being invited,

but because I wished to be there for the same reasons the

other guests had, and I wanted to help start out the young

people who had just entered a new state of life, as I had

been twice married, and had given three sons in marriage.

I found nothing more useful to myself and wife on enter-

ing on the journey of married life than the Bible which

my parents had previously given me. Now this Bible

has a history, simple yet suggestive. Being none too

well bound originally, and being read daily and much
handled, it naturally Avore out in course of time, and had

to be taken to the binder, which was done in 1876. Even

this time it was none too well " fixed up," so I once more

found it necessary to have the good old book placed for

repairs, and accordingly on November 23, 1889, I took

it to the Tvihune printing ofiice bindery in Meadville to



278

have it rebound. " My advice to you, my newly-married

young friends," continued I in my speech, "is to take the

Bible as your pilot on the voyage of life, for I have found

it profit me much. I do not know of anything that you

could take with you that would be of more use or benefit

in increasing your happiness, in making life a success,

and in ultimately bringing you safely into heaven. These

two photographs, one of Eliza and myself, and the other

of Anna and myself, are but tokens of our friendship;

but here are two family Bibles from your sincere friend

and well-wisher, Francis C. Waid, containing within their

boards what is beyond earthly value, if rightly under-

stood. And although I am aware that Mr. and Mrs.

Odell, the thoughtful parents of your two brides, have

already given you a Bible each, yet remember this is a

double wedding, and as a consequence you require two

more Bibles, so each of you will be, in that important re-

spect, fully equipped for married life. My friends, I

will now close my brief remarks with the citation of two

of the truths: 'Do not die a poor man with Heavenly treas-

ures within your reach.'' 'The Bible is the mine, you are

the miners.^
"

November 26, 1889—I have before me both the first

and last letters Anna, my wife, wrote to me, the first

being dated Norwood, Kas., February 6, 1881, nearly

eight years before we were married, and addressed to

George W. Cutshall, Francis C. Waid and George N.

Waid, a copy of which, in part, I here give:

Kind Friends:

We have not forgotten the promise we made you in the Union

Pacific Transfer Depot at Council Bluffs, November 18, 1880, to write

you as soon as we were located in a home of our own, and as

we now have a farm, I thought it time our promise was kept, so on

this dark, rainy night, I find myself penning a few lines to you about

our new home, etc.
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We did not reach Topeka, Kas., until 2 o'clock, Fridaj' afternoon,

November 19, very tired and worn out for want of sleep. We at first

boarded at a hotel for a week, and then went to housekeeping. The
men folks went out into the countrj^ nearly every day, and they

thought there was some very nice land, splendid farms—but they ask

more for land here than they do in Illinois where we came from; so

we concluded to move farther south for a home, which we found in

Franklin County, same State, one mile and a half west of Norwood,
six miles north of Ottawa, and fifty-six from Kansas City.

We have 240 acres, all fenced with hedge and wire, forty acres of

timber, a stream of water running through. The barn is just com-
fortable, and will accommodate six span of horses. There is also a

large ice-house nicely painted. In the front yard there are growing

apple, peach, cherry, pear and quince trees and a lot of nice ever

greens. The house which was built six years ago, at a cost of $5,000,

fronts the south, and the road runs past it from east to west. * * *

* * Among many other conveniences there is a cistern that will

hold 500 barrels of water, with one pump out-doors and one in the

kitchen. The amount paid by us for the property was $6,000. It is

an excellent place for raising cattle, of which we have at present

forty-four head.

I have not been homesick one minute since I came to Kansas, for I

have realized more in the climate and beauties of the country than I

had anticipated. The thermometer has stood above zero most of the

time this winter, and the coldest weather we have had was a short

time after Christmas, where for two or three days the thermometer

indicated twelve degrees below zero. Between Christmas and New
Year we had one inch of snow, and that is the most we have had this

winter, as yet, so we have not had any sleigh-rides. When we left

Topeka we sent our goods by rail, and came ourselves across the

country so as one might see it. We started January 5, enjoying a

splendid ride of fifty miles, and saw some beautiful country. It was
not at all cold when we arrived here.

We have those pictures j^ou gave us of yourselves, which frequent-

ly reminded us of our pleasant traveling companions, and we often

wonder if you had a pleasant trip to Nebraska, and if you reached

home safely.

If you think my poor letter worthy of answer, we would be happj'

to hear from you. Anj^ questions you may wish to ask about the

country out here, I will try to answer. Father and mother send their

kind regards to you all. I remain as ever a friend.

Miss Axxa Tyler.

This letter was read with great pleasure by the three

individuals to whom it was addressed, and was listened
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to with uo less interest by other friends, all seeming to

derive not only instruction but also real happiness and

enjoyment, and none took more pleasure in perusing

Anna Tyler's letter than my wife Eliza. She loved the

family, and often expressed a wish to visit them, but the

opportunity never came. And the result was that neither

friend nor writer saw the Tyler family until Mr. Cutshall

and I met them at their home in Kansas, October 10, 1888.

The other letter referred to as coming from my wife,

Anna, and dated November 19, 1889, commences thus:

"My dear husband," &c. Both of these letters are very

dear to me, and I have given the first one a place in my
SouvENiE on account of its most instructive and inter-

esting qualities.

December 12, 1889—A beautiful day for the season

of the year, and a radiant one for the work of doing

something in the Lord's name. This " something" might

by a good few be considered unimportant or trifling, but

we are taught by the Master that the smallest act done in

His name, is as pleasing to Him as one of great magni-

tude. And yet it was a labor of no small importance,

the shingling of the driving shed at Advent Church ; for

it is a building 112 feet long, by 20 wide, divided into

fourteen stalls or apartments, each one of which is twen-

ty feet long, by eight feet wide, the entire work requir-

ing 20,000 hemlock shingles. The consummation of this

noble enterprise has been one which the church has been

in much need of ever since it was built in 1851, this pro-

viding a covered place for the convenience and protection

from storm of animals and vehicles driven to the church,

or used on funeral occasions. I had the pleasure of being

present, helping in the noble Avork, and to me fell the

honor of laying the last shingle and driving the last nail,

which was about four o'clock in the afternoon. My hap-



281

piness was indeed great, not simply in being privileged

to subscribe $50 toward the good work, but in being en-

abled to give my physical assistance as well as moral.

Indeed, words fail me in endeavoring to express the

pleasure and real happiness I found in the work of that

day. In the morning it became a question with me
whether I should go to Meadville or Blooming Valley, as

I had business to be attended to in each place. We al-

ways need counsel, and David has given the best: Com-
mit thy ivays unto the Lord. I thought out my ways

under the circumstances as best I could, which resulted

in my going to Blooming Valley with the school children.

Youth and sunshine are much alike in cheerfulness, and

I was favored with both on ray way to the valley. The
pleasures of the day to me increased, as I pursued my
several business duties an hour or two before returning:

to help shingle the church shed. While waiting for a

brief space at Blooming Valley to see a friend, I called

on my uncle, Horace F. Waid, and had the pleasure of

reading a letter from another uncle, Gilbert Waid, of

Michigan, dated Ann Arbor, December 10, 1889. I hope

yet to have an opportunity to visit my relatives in Michi-

gan. While Uncle Gilbert writes of his poor health and

general condition at present, he expresses a wish to re-

turn some time to Crawford County, Penn., to once more

see his old time friends. Only two of my father's broth-

ers are now living: Andrew G. and Horace F,, and two

sisters, Mrs. Mary Ann Simmons and Phebe Goodwill.

When I reached the church shed I found quite a num-

ber at work, and in the early afternoon about thirty more

joined the "bee." Later on, the work becoming scarce

for so many hands (although there was other work to do

besides shingling), a large number left before it was

finished.
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In this connection, and before laying down my pen, 1

would like to place a few facts on record concerning the

old school-house in the valley, and Advent Church. The

former was built in 1851, and the latter in 1854, not a

great distance apart, on the north side of Main Street, on

the side hill. They present a good appearance since

trees were planted and sheds built, and are both still in

use, the old school-house as a dwelling. The church

building has been repaired, and looks very well, yet there

is still a desideratum, and it is this: The audience room

was made the full size of the building, hence there is no

vestibule or hall, a want much felt, and a something nec-

essary to all churches, or even school-houses. I am sure

the good people of Blooming Valley, those immediately

interested, if properly supported (as I have no doubt they

would be) would take the matter under their serious con-

sideration, and have the much needed addition to the

church made. And why not have what should be on every

village church—-a belfry and bell? For a long time I

have been anxious to see the Advent Church property

improved, and have even expressed a willingness to sub-

scribe $100 if the church authorities would make the

improvements I have just suggested. However, we have

at last substantially shingled the driving shed; and who
will say what may be the next good work for the benefit

of Advent Church and its congregation ? He that water-

eth shall be watered. In doing right the Lord blesses us,

but we should bear in mind that

" Works adjourned have manj^ stays;

Long demurs breed new delays."

Sabbath, December 15, 1889—Yesterday afternoon

my youngest son and I drove to Meadville, where I had

business, and here I learned that Bishop J. H. Vincent,

LL. D., would preach at the First Methodist Episcopal
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Church on the . following forenoon. Being desirous of

hearing this reverend divine, I remained over night at

Meadville, the guest by invitation of my kind friend,

Mr. S. C Derby, between whom and myself acquaintance

and friendship have long existed, and I may add that

this is not the first time I have been made welcome' at

his quiet home.

To-day (Sunday) he accompanied me to church, to

listen to Dr. Vincent (after attending Sabbath-school),

and shortly after taking our seats in the church, near the

center of the audience room, the Bishop and Dr. T. L.

Flood entered the sanctuary. The latter gentleman, after

sitting down, recognized me and approaching to where

we were sitting he shook hands with us, and invited us

to seats nearer the pulpit, for which we thanked him with

the remark that where we were was "good enough."

Bishop Vincent took for his text part of the 20th verse of

the Epistle of St. Jude: But ye beloved, building up

yourselves on your most holy faith. I was greatly

helped in my Christian life, and appreciated the Church

in the sense set forth—the school for an eternal Heaven,

the Christian's imperishable home. On coming out of

church Bishop Vincent and Mr. Flood overtook Mr.

Derby and myself, to the former of whom we were intro-

duced. Honored again, thought I.

My clear reader, I tell you that my regret • to-day is

that I did not begin in childhood, to regard and have

faith in the Bible and serve the Lord, instead of in

youth ; and I have resolved this day to be a better man,

through having additional light thrown on my pathway.

At 4 p. M. I again heard Bishop Vincent, this time in

the Second Presbyterian Church, Avhere he delivered an

address on the subject: Mind your own business. To the

lecturer, and perhaps to some of his hearers, may have
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mentally occurred the pungent saying of. Savile in effect

that "the man who can not mind his own business is not

to be trusted with that of the nation." In the evening, at

the Fii'st Methodist Episcopal Church, we, for the third

time to-day, were privileged to listen to the teachings of

the learned Bishop, his text on this occasion being from

Psalm cxix: 96: But ihy commandment is exceeding

broad. This Sabbath was tvnlj a [)rofitable day to me.

I had heard Bishop Vincent at Ottawa, Kas., and

several times at Chautauqua, N. Y., but I have to thank

my friend, Dr. T. L. Flood, for personal acquaintance, by

introduction. In fact, I realized, that until then, whilst

I had known Bishop Vincent, he had not known me. I

believe one of my native characteristics (a commendable

one, I trust) is being somewhat reserved in my manner,

perhaps too much so for my own good at times, without

being indifferent or exclusive, however. I do not forget,

nor am I likely to, that for one to keep in his proper

place is to " mind his own business." From the first

time I heard Bishop Vincent I had a desire to become

acquainted with him, and at Chautauqua, during the As-

sembly, I had an opportunity to speak to him; but here

my natural reserve stood in the way. In passing me he

saluted me with "good morning," to which I simply

bowed assent and passed on. The opportunity I had

been wishing for was lost, and I soon thereafter wished I

had spoken to him and introduced myself, so that I could

let him know how much I appreciated his preaching, and

loved and respected him as a good man—one who had

helped to build me up in the faith and lead me into the

way of doing good work in the Gospel.

In regard to Dr. T. L. Flood I will briefly say that I

became acquainted with him at Jamestown, N. Y., where

my wife and I heard him preach at the Methodist Epis-
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copal Church in 1874, since when our acquaintance has

ripened, I believe, into true Christian friendship. During

his pastorate at Jamestown and Meadville, as well as on

other occasions, we occasionally had the pleasure of hear-

ing his sermons and discourses. Christianity and true

friendship are both productive of good, and in true

friendship there are some very bright, happy days.

Of this I will give the reader some poof in my own
experience. On December 16, 1888, the Forest Grove

Methodist Church (Crawford County, Penn.) was dedi-

cated, and after the ceremony my cousin and I, in com-

pany with Dr. Flood and others, had the pleasure of

taking dinner at the house of my friend, A. J. Owen.

That to me was a delightful interview, and another day's

march nearer my heavenly home. Surely, I thought, the

path of duty is the path of safety, and the pcdhwcuj of the

just shineth more and moi'e till the perfect day. Here

let me quote three lines of what the poet, Matthew Prior,

says about duty:

" The sum of duty let two words contain;

O may they graven in my heart remain:

Be humble and be just."

With the reader's permission I will relate yet another

incident that cast a ray of sunshine on my life's pathway,

which I will give substantially as I wrote it in my diary

at the time.

February 16, 1889—To-day, while engaged in busi-

ness affairs in Meadville, I was walking up Chestnut

Street on the west side, and when near the Corinthian

Block I met Dr. T. L. Flood and Dr. W. G. Williams

(president of Allegheny College), the former of whom
exclaimed: "How do you do. Brother Waid ?" After a

hearty shaking of hands. Dr. William's wife (who had

come out of a store) joined her husband, and to her I was,
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at once introduced, to me both a pleasure and honor.

There could be no better time, thought I, to introduce the

question of the Soldiers' Monument than now. However,

the president spoke of his college, and so I told him that

I had been a student there in the spring of 1852. Dr.

Flood then said to me: " Donate $100 toward the Soldiers'

Monument fund," to which my reply was: "Why not?"

Yes, why not ? I had been wanting to do something in

this way from the time the project had been set on foot,

especially since the Pioneer Monument had been erected.

My love of country still lives, and my patriotism, my re-

spect for the honored dead, seek utterance in this way.

I love the Lord first; next to Him I love my country, and

my contribution (as promised to Dr. Flood) of $100 to-

ward the Soldiers' Monument fund, I trust will be ac-

cepted as a proof of the sincerity of my declaration."

December 16, 1889—To-day I renewed my subscrip-

tion to our country papers, and I mention it not as of

any consequence, but because I wish it as a rider to

make known my appreciation of and love toward the

printer. I have always loved the reading of newspapers,

and I have profi.ted much by the information disseminated

by the public press. I say, patronize the printer, and

settle with him for your paper, once a year. At page

48 I have given a list of the newspapers and maga-

zines I am at present taking. When first starting

out in life, I remember we began taking our county

paper which has been continued ever since, the number

being considerably increased, and what affords me grati-

fication is—they have all been paid for as well as read

(to some extent). So much do I prize the newspaper,

that I have frequently sent some one or other of our

county papers as a present to a friend. I think it a

good, useful present, one sure to be appreciated, and when
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renewing my subscriptions to-day I remembered five

relatives residing in as many different States, by ordering

sent to them a county paper that will visit each one fifty-

two times a year. Then leaving $20 in the hands of an

editor, to be applied to our church finances, I returned

home Avith a glad heart.

December 21, 1889—On this (Saturday) evening I

went from Meadville to Saegerstown, also in Crawford

County, where I had the pleasure of stopping with my
friend, George Floyd, and on the following Sabbath fore-

noon of accompanying him to the Methodist Episcopal

Church, where we heard a good sermon by the pastor,

Eev. J. A. Parsons. In the afternoon my friend and I

drove to Blooming Valley (some six miles distant),

which is also one of Mr. Parsons' appointments, and here

we again heard him proclaiming the Gospel of the Lord

Jesus Christ. I then returned home to remain till after

Christmas.

HOW AND WHERE I SPENT CHEISTMAS, 1889.

I was about to have headed this 'article " Christmas

at Home, " and would have done so had my wife been

here to enjoy it with me; but she is still at home with

her parents, whither I expect to return soon after the

holidays, should my business then permit. In our spare

hours and leisure moments we have thoughts and thoughts,

but the most active of them usually come to us in our

busiest moments, when we are employed. And here I am
to-day, thinking of wife, home, business and cheistmas.

Christmas—A year ago I spent a very j)leasant

Christmas in company with my brother, George N.,

among relatives at Athens, Penn., as related on pages 91

and 92. Of late years I have frequently been absent

from home during holidays, so, when I do spend a day
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such as this at home, I am naturally anxious to make the

most of it, and turn it to best account. There were two

Christmas tree entertainments held in Blooming Val-

ley—two, at least, in which I was interested—one given

by the Advent Church Sunday-school, and the other by

the Methodist Episcopal Church Sunday-school, former

of which came off on Christmas Eve, and latter on the

evening of Christmas Day. I am glad these pleasing enter-

tainments came off separately, for it gave me an oppor-

tunity to attend both. The programs were very interest-

ing, and Santa Claus was as usual generous and good to

the children. The large arched or twin Christmas tree

at Advent Church was lit up and loaded with hundreds

of gifts for both children and parents. It looked beauti-

ful, and was attractive to even " children of an older

growth." At the other church the innumerable Christ-

mas presents were hung up in a sort of house, which

when opened up displayed a truly splendid sight de-

lighting the eyes of all present, and some one near me
I heard exclaim: "Oh how grand! Isn't that beauti-

ful? " And what added so much to the pleasure and en-

joyment of the occasion was the music by the choir and

the Blooming Valley Band, still in its infancy, having

been but recently organized. A vote of thanks was given

this band at the close of the entertainment; and after

they had left the building, I said to some of those

present :
" Can we not show our appreciation for the band

in another way? This thanking people is all right, but

it is too cheap. This is a day of gifts, and there is pleas-

ure in giving. If the audience will raise $5, I will make

the sum $10." No sooner said fhan done, and the

money was paid over. Then, to the Methodist Episcopal

Church Sunday-school I made another ofPer. I said that

if the scholars would give $5 for the missionary cause
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this year, I would add another ^5. I then addressed

myself to the president of the Sunday-school, telling him

to raise the amount by collection, or if he thouglit better

to get his scholars to earn their money in some way, and

I would put ^5 into his or the secretary's hands, which

money he could lend to the scholars in sums of five, ten,

fifteen or twenty cents, and if any of them were farmers

they could raise potatoes, corn, beans or any other product

such as chickens; or they might speculate, make an in-

vestment, and so earn something for the cause of missions.

On Christmas morning I wrote till nearly 11 o'clock,

when, remembering my invitation to Miss Jennie Hamil-

ton's eighteenth birth-day party in Mead Township, I pro-

ceeded thither with a happy heart, for I love the com-

pany of both young and old, having found myself much
profited by associating with people of all ages, from the

child to the oldest person I ever met. The day was warm
and lovely, and so spring-like that insects of many kinds

—

bees, moths, flies, etc., were out disporting in the sun.

Indeed, we have had but little snow, and scarcely any

cold weather; an open winter so far, and farmers plowing,

something unusual here at this time of the year. Well,

Jennie Hamilton's party went off very pleasantly, all

seeming to enjoy themselves heartily, none more so than

myself, who also found pleasure in meeting my neigh-

bors, Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton, who formerly lived near

by on his farm, close to the State Koad Church. After

presenting Jennie and two other members of the family

with photographs of myself and wife, I bethought me
that it would be a pleasing compliment in the near future

to present to Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton, their children and

others present with copies of my second Souvenir.

Christmas Day, though an active, busy one, brought real

happiness to me, and I would, if possible, send out some
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of its fruit to enrich others—study, think and plan how
to bless the greatest number, and do the most good with

the means within my reach.

WANT OE WILL.

I have occupied part of this Christmas Day in Avriting

out in forms, as best I could, my bequest to my wife and

children. This wish of mine is not born of to-day, though

I am only now writing it out. Whilst, under a kind and

merciful Heavenly Father I have been permitted to enjoy

health, share the companionship of a good wife and pos-

sess a comfortable home, I am not unmindful of my chil-

dren. I respect and appreciate the scripture command
that parents should " lay up for their children," and give

them their rights whenever they think the proper time

has come to do so. As my parents' home afforded

so much comfort and real happiness, and, as I know the

value of such, I have always not only wished to have one

of my own, but also that each of my children should be

equally well provided; yet not to be so generous as

to rob myself of a home, but, if possible, make one for

each of us, which could be done by a united effort on the

part of both parents and children. And the reason why
I make known this request is

—

life is uncertain.

I do not propose to here write out my entire will, but

I want to make known (and there can be no harm in hav-

ing it appear in the Souvenir, where it may be read by

my kindred and friends) this part of it, as my wife and

my children already understand it. My desire is to do

right by my children as well as by every one else, and

I have my own peculiar way in accomplishing the work.

Parents are not all alike, neither are children. I believe
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no one can understand children better than the parents

who have had the best opportunity of knowing what is

best in the end for them.

My own experience: In my youth and manhood I

have seen times when my love for my parents seemed to

abate, at least for a while, and I thought, for the time,

that they did not care for me, or my welfare. But I have

since learned to know better and become convinced that

I was mistaken. My parents loved me from the day of

my birth till the last hour of their lives. I have proof of

that, so I love my children. My love as well as my ef-

forts in their behalf are unceasing, and the problem for

study and to solve is how, by the help of the Lord, I may
best help them that they may continue to help themselves.

I will not say that parents are always right, but I think

a child who will not hearken to the advice of parents is

not wise, and too often wrongs himself.

As the years have gone by, and the boys have helped

do the farming, there has been an object in view beyond

mere renting, sharing the crops and living on the farm;

and this object has been to have each of my children im-

prove and keep up his farm, with the view eventually to

become its owner.

Therefore my desire is that each of my sons, Franklin

I. Waid, Guinnip P. Waid and Fred F. Waid, shall have

a farm of 100 acres or more, and share alike or equally

in the value of the three hundred acres of land they now

occupy. Also my desire is that Anna E. Waid, my be-

loved wife, shall have ^3,000 to possess and use as her

own funds, aided or assisted by myself in its use during

the natural term of my life. I wish her to have the in-

terest or income derived from said sum to be used as she

pleases, but hope that the principal may be kept for her

future benefit. My children know about my business af-
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fairs, that I usually keep out of debt, and am owing but

little at present, and that my purpose is to pay as I go.

It is said " the better the day, the better the deed,"

and I have chosen this beautiful, bright and hallowed

Christmas Day whereon to write this article. No better

day in all the calendar could I have selected on which to

proclaim my purpose of encouraging those immediately

interested, and in the fulfillment of my request I pray

that I may have the cooperation of truth, honor and

PRINCIPLE.

December 31—-The last day of another year nearer

Eternity! Who shall say what the next year may bring

forth, or who of us shall live to see its dying hour?

There are many to whom death has no terrors, and " our

piety must be weak and imperfect if it do not conquer

our fear of death."

Last Saturday (December 28) after attending to busi-

ness in Meadville, I stayed over night with my relative,

with whom and with other friends in the city I remained

until Monday evening following. On Sunday forenoon,

as I was walking up South Main Street, I stepped into

St. Agatha's Church (Catholic), and in the afternoon I

attended the Y. M. C. A. meeting, where I was kindly

received, and at the close of the services asked to address

the audience by Mr. Warner, the gentleman who con-

ducted the afternoon devotions. I will endeavor to give

the reader in brief, though substantially, what I said on

the occasion; I was glad to be present to enjoy the com-

pany of young men, and I spoke to them somewhat in

the following language: " One step nearer home or heaven.

Go where we will or where we may, we find some friend

to greet us on our way. The goodness of the Lord to me
all my life, and especially since my conversion in 1851,

has been great. How wonderfully His goodness and
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mercy have been continued to me!" Many more things I

S^ave expression to, and at the close of my remarks T was

kindly thanked by the presiding officer.

In the evening I attended the Methodist Episcopal

Church, where I heard Dr. C. E. Hall, Avhom I have

loved ever since I first met him at my aunt Eliza Phil-

lips' funeral. His text for this evening, the last Sabbath

in the year 1889, was from Heb. viii: 13; Now that

ivhich decayeih and ivaxeih old is ready to vanish away.

He gave a review of the past year, and urged an examin-

ing of ourselves. Truly Time is more valuable than

Gold! How good it was for me to be there listening to

the words of encouragement that fell from the lips of

that warm-hearted Christian messenger of God!

At the close of the services my heart was made even

more glad when Brother Hall shook hands with me, say-

ing: "Brother Waid, you helped me;" my brief reply

to which was: "I appreciate ^/owr help." I gave but

little, a sort of widow's mite, yet, O how much I re-

ceived! I have no doubt the Lord abundantly blessed us

both; superfluous, then, to help each other.

On the following day, Monday, I sent two of my
friends, one a neighbor, the other a relative, each a re-

ceipt for a year's subscription to the Tribune, Weekly

Republican, as a Christmas or New Year's gift. Also

sent two relatives in Jamestown, N. Y., each the Pennsyl-

vania Farmer. At 2 p. M., same day, I attended the

funeral of David Compton, the services being held at the

Second Presbyterian Church. He was born in 1810, and

was a member of that church over fifty years. He lived

near Meadville, and I had known him nearly forty years,

being regarded by me as my father's and my own friend.

^:^iLszr





Care § Thrift on the Farm,

AN ESSAY.

He hccomefh poor ihai dealefJi tviih a slack hand : hut

ihe hand of the diligeni makeih rich.—Prov. x: 4.
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CARE AND THRIFT ON THE FARM.

A mail's mdiire runs either to Jicrhs or weeds.

Bacon.

Much lias been written on tlie subject of care, thrift

and economy in the conducting of affairs, public or pri-

vate, political or military, civil, agricultural, commercial,

domestic, or any other. And of all these it may safely

be said that matters relating to the farm (to which all

other occupations are more or less subservient) have at

all times commanded the chief attention of writers on

economy.

None have been so much benefited by the intelligent

reading about and studying of the subject of care and

thrift on the farm as those who have practiced them in

their experience, and I do not think any one will attempt

to deny but what care and thrift are indispensable in the

conducting of a farm, or any other business, to success.

The absence of these essentials means certain downfall

and poverty, but where care, thrift, prudence, industry

and economy are observed in the carrying on of agricult-

ural pursuits, there you will find the best and most suc-

cessful farmer.

When I wrote tlie article on " Farm Economy," which

appears in my first SouVENlE, I had neither traveled as

far nor lived as long as I can say of myself now; so, of

course, I had not my present experience to strengthen

my several arguments. Webster, in his unabridged dic-

tionary, gives the following as the synonyms of care:
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Arixiefy, solicitude, concern, caution, regard, management,

direction, oversight; and the following as the synonyms

of THRIFT : Frugcdiiy, economy, prosperity, gain, profit.

Now any one of these synonyms, carefully analyzed and

intelligibly interpreted, is an essay in itself; and in no

occupation of life are they more appropriate or applicable

to than farming. But I do not wish to prove the adapta-

tion so much as to impress on the mind of the agricultur-

ist, be he young or old, the necessity of observing in every

condition of farm management care and thrift. Of all

the synonyms above given economy appears to me to be

the most potent. It is something that, if duly regarded,

is sure. I have never known it to fail in its workings

during my own life. My father taught me to practice it

more than fifty years ago on the same farm I am now liv-

ing'on, and I have to say that, as a part of my capital or

"stock in trade," if I may so constitute it, economy has

repaid me better than anything else I have used or exer-

cised on the farm. If it had not been good for a boy,

my father would never have given me such lessons in

economy as he did, or trained me so thoroughly in its

school. I am even at the present day trying to honor his

precious memory for the advantages I have gained by
care and thrift or economy on my farm, in accumulating

property. Very much would have been lost to me had I

not learned to save as well as to earn.

Industry is good on a farm, but without economy it

is labor lost. Then, again, thrift and industry, like peace

and harmony, should uniformly travel together as twin

sisters, for they help each other, and both favor prosper-

ity. The successful farmer has as much need to save a

dollar as to earn one; and sometimes he can do it far

easier by just attending to a certain piece of work at

the proper time, or by doing a simple " chore," such as

19
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putting a tool under cover. There are very many ways,

by the exercise of thrift or economy, that a farmer can

save money than by reading an advertisement or speculat-

ing in some trade. Method is a powerful factor in the

carrying on of a farm on economical principles. Time is

money, and Goethe tells us that " method will teach you

to win time." Says Talleyrand: "Method is the master

of masters."

The farm ought never to be neglected, and as soon as

we despise method, management, thrift and economy, we

at once open the waste gates, which will assuredly lead

to want and ruin, poverty and shame. He that refuseth

instruction is not ivise. Farm economy, like charity,

should begin at home; it never becomes of age, therefore

it can be practiced during life. However, the habits of

economy mature, and as they ripen they yield a larger

increase in the products of the farm. It is not difficult

to tell where economy lives. The observing man,

whether he travels or remains at home, is able to say

who saves or who wastes. When looking over the farms.

East or West, Avhere I have been, I confess I have been

completely surprised at seeing the amount of waste per-

mitted just through lack of proper economy, waste of

produce, lack of order or method, want of housing tools

and keeping machinery under cover, for the means to

purchase which the farmer has toiled many a wearisome

day. Some one, perhaps, asks me what he is to do, and

my prompt reply is simply this: Take care of your im-

plements when used.

Solomon in Proverbs xxxi: 11-12, says of a virtu-

ous woman: The heart of her husband doth safely trust

in her, so that he shall have no need of spoil. She ivill do

him good, and 7iot evil, all the days of her life. There is

one thing I like better than economy, and that is the
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Scriptures. They teach us farmers both economy and

the way to Heaven, while economy teaches us merely

how to conduct a farm to success. How my heart trusted

in my wife, Eliza, and how much she did all the days of

her life! So of the farmer, or any one else who practices

economy, it will do him good as long as he lives; and

often are children blessed by being left an inheritance by

such a man. Does not the old maxim, " Waste not, want

not," teach us economy and thrift? I wonder why we do

not put in our lives more Bible economy; that is as essen-

tial on the farm as anywhere else. The Bible teaches it

in the highest degree in a two-fold sense, or the good

Master would not have required of his disciples that they

should gather up the fragments after the five thousand

had been fed, so that nothing should be lost. And we

are told that a sparrow does not fall to the ground with-

out His notice, and that the very hairs of our heads are

numbered. But you ask: "What of this?" Well, we
are counseled to be like Him ; not like Him in the things

we can not do, bat in those things we can do. The

proper interpretation of temporal blessings will lead us to

the spiritual, which is the duty of every man. So God's

economy is two-fold, and if we will not regard it in tem-

poral affairs, how shall we understand or obey Him in

the higher sense. Unless we are like David, and in our

hearts say, O that men ivould praise the Lord for His

goodness, and for His iconderful icorks to the children of

men, we will never be able to appreciate all His blessings.

David understood the highest economy when he said:

His praise shall be continually in my mouth. We can

"get there" by doing His will. David was a shepherd

boy, and knew much of farm life.

Economy is one of the most essential things connected

with farm life. It consists not only in saving all the
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products of the farm, its income, but also in requiring a

wise control of its expenses. Many farmers earn and

raise much, but spend within the year more than their

income from the farm comes to, which course, if contin-

ued in, is an indication of very poor economy, or rather a

total lack of thrift. Buy only the tools and machinery

used on a farm, asking yourself first if you really used

this or that article, before purchasing. "Will it pay?

Can I afford it? Can't I get along without it until I am

better able to buy?" etc. Here is a good place to bring

in the word " Can't;" sometimes we get discouraged and

use the word too often, and where we ought not to let it

even enter our thoughts. It pays or it is economy for

farmers to buy machinery for farm use, when they have

sufficient employment for such machinery to justify the

outlay or make it an object. But should he have no

profitable use for it, he had better try to get along with-

out it, until he is sure it will pay him to have it. His

neighbor or some one else may have more tools and ma-

chinery and things convenient about him, but that is no

reason why he should go to the, for the present, unnec-

essary expense of buying machinery or tools, or such like.

The farmer should buy them because he needs them and

has work enough to make them pay, and not because his

neighbor, who may be better off in all respects, has them.

Until such an investment is safe, it is economy to wait.

Some have said: " When you do buy, and have not the

funds to pay ' spot cash,' it is better to borrow tlie money

and pay for them than to get the goods on credit," This

is a difficult question to decide. I would like to help

you, brother farmer, for my advice is free, and I am here

to do good. If anyone can profit by my experience, I

cheerfully give it. It depends a good deal, however,

whether you can buy the implements or tools cheap
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enough to make it an object to you or not. If you can

buy ten per cent less for cash than for credit, and you

can borrow cash at six per cent, you had better borrow

the money. But there is yet a safer and better way than

either of those I have just mentioned. Economy leads

to this good way, and I discovered it early in life. I

learned it in the Bible, Eomans xiii: 8; Owe no man
anyihing, but to love one another: for he that loveth

another hath fulfilled the law. Again, are we not taught

that he who is in debt is a slave? What better maxims

have we than those old-time ones: " Out of debt," "out

of bad company" and "out of jail"—a free man! Now
economy helps the poor man, and I marvel not that it

had its origin from Above, that the good Teacher taught

it, and that it is a blessing to mankind. I have a feeling

akin to pity for those who do not love and practice econ-

omy. I know how much it has helped me, and how
much it can help others. I feel like trying, as I have al-

ready said, to help my fellow-men, and I wish just now
that I could say something on this subject that would bene-

fit you my fellow farmer. Perhaps few men have worked

more faithfully and with greater pleasure to practice

farm economy, and keep out of debt, than I have. At

the same time I have no doubt that there are many farm-

ers (who have failed to observe the rules of economy)

who have worked harder to get out of debt than I have

to keep from getting into debt.

Young man, just beginning life, whoever you may be

and in whatever occupation, beware of going into debt.

Take the advice of those who have made farming a suc-

cess. Don't live an aimless life; have some object in

your vocation. Let wisdom, thrift, economy and justice

guide you in the afPairs of every-day life; and that may
you here, in this world, share greater blessings than I do,
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and that you may have an eternal life in the future is

the earnest prayer of

Your sincere friend,

Francis C. Waid.

Blooming Valley,
[

Crawford County, Penn.
\

November 15, 1889.



Money, A Defense,

A TREATISE.



Render therefore to all their dues : tribute to whom
tribute is due; custom to ivhom custom.—Eomans xiii: 7.
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MONEY, A DEFENSE.

For wisdom is a defense, and money is a defense:

hid the excellency of knowledge is, that wisdom giveth

life to them that have it.—Eccl. vii: 12.

Believe not them much that seem to desjJise riches,

for they despise them tJicd despair of them.

Bacon.

Thirty -five years' experience have taught me not a

little in money matters—earning, saving, loaning, etc.,

as well as care and thrift on the farm. If I had not

combined economy with industry on the farm, and taken

care of it, the farm would never have given us a living,

let alone a profit. By my taking care of the farm, it

has taken care of me, besides yielding a profit every

year, so it can be very readily understood what farming

will do, and what it has done for me. When asked the

question if farming will pay, my answer is simply: " Yes,

it pays to farm." This is one of the reasons I love my
chosen vocation so well.

But I fear I am digressing from my subject, "Money,

a Defense,"' a title suggested to me by the words of Sol-

omon which I have selected as one of the proems to my
subject. But before giving my pen further latitude, I

wish to give the Lord credit in this connection, as well as

for anything else He has done for me. The Bible is (or
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should be ) a sine qua non in every occupation of life, and

I would choose none in which I could not daily consult

it as my text book. Among the manifold things taught

in Holy Writ is that money is a defense, and the reader

will derive both pleasure and profit by turning to the

eleventh and twelfth verses of the seventh chapter of the

Book of Ecclesiastes : Wisdom is good with an inheritance;

and by it there is profit to them that see the sun. For

tcisdom is a defense, and money is a defense: hut the ex-

cellency of knowledge is, that irnsdom giveth life to them

that have it.

It is this "defense" I more particularly desire to

draw the reader's attention to, although there is some-

thing better in the latter part of the verse, money is a

DEFENSE. Will the reader tell me of anyone living who

does not want money, or who will refuse it if he can come

honestly by it ? Is it any wonder I should want money ?

I wanted it, you may be sure, or I would not have sought

after it. To anyone's mind this must be as evident as to

my own ; but, dear reader, allow me tell you what else I

wanted with it, a something I have prayed for^

—

the fear

of the Lord, for it is "the beginning of wisdom," And
in getting this money, or " defense," I required better

security than what my fellow-man could give. I found

it in trusting in the Lord, and with David I may

say: The Lord is 7ny defense, of whom shall I be afraid'^

Well, at that time I felt another want, and that was to do

GOOD, with not only money but with whatever the Lord

might be pleased to give me. This good desire, this

sincere wish, so deeply implanted in my heart, I have

cherished and fondly cultivated (I humbly trust in the

name of the Lord) until noAv. And it is one of the up-

permost thoughts in my mind how. Oh Lord, I may but

please Thee with the remainder of my life, and Avhat Thou
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hast given me. There are people who never reason on

what they sJioidd do, but on what they have done. Of

that class I do not desire to be a member; and perhaps I

can in no better way summarize my wishes, my prayers,

than by simply saying I want to do His will, keep life,

friends, property and all else on the altar consecrated to

Him, and at his disposal.

Now, my dear reader, if this is a digression from my
subject, it is one, you will allow, in the right direction,

for I wish to tell you that I gave my heart to the Lord

before I ever owned a dollar in money ; and what I now
call mine belongs to Him. It has been said that " lowli-

ness is young ambition's ladder," an adage equally appli-

cable to trusting in the Lord. A minor is subject to his

parents in all respects, and whatever he may own is sub-

ject to their disposal according to law. So I am trusting

all in the hands of my Heavenly Father, at the same

time seeking diligently to do what I consider my part or

duty as a child of His.

Neither in money loaning nor in any other of my
business affairs have I ever had to force a collection by

law in order to get my due. It is a satisfaction for me
to know that my customers (and I here refer to myself

as a "money loaner"), during my thirty-five years ex-

perience in money loaning, have, with but few exceptions,

dealt honorably and fairly with me. And this Avitli pleas-

ure I say to their credit, knowing that it is a compliment

they well merit.

My first SouvENiE, at page 103, tells of the first

money, $50, how and to whom loaned by me in 1854.

From that beginning (and it was the first money I

earned after I became of age) money lending by me has

been going on and increasing year by year, like my farm-

ing, till the present time. Now, if I speak of these mat-
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ters in somewhat plain terms, I hope I am not subjecting

myself to the charge of being boastful or pretentious, for

in truth, my intention or motive is the very antithesis, the

aim I have being to do good io others. The experience

of anyone is worth something to the world, if it be ever

so limited. Men may dispute our word or question our

honor, but they can not " go back " on our lives. Our

several acts are like so many bricks or stones in a build-

ing; they are there to remain, and posterity will review

our lives and discuss our character after we are gone, and

mayhap in no very charitable mood. " Men's evil man-

ners live in brass, their virtues we write in water, " says

England's greatest poet. " It is human to err," but I

believe if it were possible for a man to be laid in the

grave absolutely faultless and without sin, there would

spring up from among the living some one to say of his

departed brother that he had not virtue enough to be

capable of committing sin !

But this is not all. Allow me to tell you what I think

character is like. You have given some one advice; now

that advice you have given away, yet still retain it. Tt

is not like a dollar that passes from one hand to another.

But character is something you can not part with in this

world

—

it will accompany you into the next.

" If you do not wish to become poor quickly, do not hurry to be-

come rich."
Menander.

My assessment notice for 1889* reads in part as follows

:

" Money at interest, $40,000." Now this sum of money

did not come into my possession in a single day, but has

taken nearly as many years as there are thousands of

dollars. I" consider it a blessing sent me by a kind

Providence in return—no, I would rather say loaned to

* It was left with me November 11, 1889.—F. C. Waid.
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me—to do good with, in the same maimer as the talents

were given, as we read in Scripture. I realize accounta-

bility, and I know what on my own part it took to accu-

mulate this money, with the assistance of a life partner

and kind children. Years of patient toil, steady industry

and persevering effort on our part, with a judiciovis exer-

cise of economy have brought about this condition of

comfortable affluence. With what pleasure I look back

on those years! What pleasant retrospective thoughts

come to me of the happy days we had! How strong the

family ties that held us together so long to work in peace-

ful harmony for one another!

The amount of money I have out on loan stands at

present (November 18, 1889) as follows: In Kansas,

$3,000; in New York State, $12,000; in Pennsylvania

$25,000; of which sum $5,000 yet remain in Crawford

County bonds. The largest sum loaned by me to any one

party is $10,000. As many persons already know my
method of loaning, there will be no harm in here saying

a few words on the subject. I have very seldom loaned to

strangers, as my comparative limited means have always

found a home market, which I prefer. Yet I do not

think I ever lost any money by loaning to an unknown
person ; and this is more than I can say of some of those

with whom I was acquainted, who have borrowed money
of me. But I have this consolation, ouly a very little of

the money I have loaned out has not been repaid by the

borrower. As I have always done business on my own

individual credit, and began poor, standing at the foot of

the ladder which I wished to climb with the knowledge

that "a man must stand erect, not be kept erect by

others, " so I learned to help myself, to become independ-

ent, and to know how to earn a dollar before using it,

which I have found to be a good method. I recommend
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it to others, and especially to the young man anxious to

make a fortune. The way to " paddle your own canoe" in

the direction of fortune's El Dorado is to make your way,

foot by foot, sure, as far as you do go ; and if you do not

find yourself a Croesus, you may at least become well off.

You will have attained the object of your search as far

as you did go, and you need never retreat in order to

begin again; you have saved yourself the mortification of

having to navigate yourself a second time along the

troubled stream of experience.

T do not remember of ever selling a note or obliga-

tion. I always collect my own notes, whereby I save the

percentage, and I find it gives better satisfaction to my
customers, and , often prevents trouble. I usually loan

money for six months or one year at a time, as may best

suit parties, with the understanding that time be extended,

if so desired by my client or clients, on giving me notice

before such obligation falls due, and paying the interest

when due.

In money loaning, as in other business relationships,

one has many opportunities to confer favors, or be indul-

gent, and is often asked to do so. While, of course, we

can not afford to grant all the favors asked of us, yet it is

only proper that some consideration should be given to

such requests. It is to our interest to grant favors in

many cases when we can.

My experience, not only in money loaning, but also in

all the affairs in which I have been engaged in my life-

time, has taught me this. But aside from our interest,

financially, the doing of a kind act of indulgence brings

a pleasure into our life which we might not otherwise

enjoy. Therefore let us do as many kind acts as we can,

and remember the time-honored maxim, " To be good is to

be happy."
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I prefer a client to give his own security, if he can,

than to have a third party bail him. In fact I think it

better and healthier for all parties concerned in the long

run, I also think that the person who gets the benefit of the

money loaned should be the responsible party ; and when
he fully realizes that he has the entire responsibility of the

indebtedness, he will use his best efforts to pay it. Your

friend then, whose friendship you so fondly cherish, will

last longer if you never take advantage of him, or ask him

to go your security.

Money loaned in small amounts I have found some-

times quite difficult to collect, yet on the whole I consider

I have been very fortunate. I have loaned money in

sums of from $1,000 to $10,000, at six per cent interest

per annum, and I have found that some parties who bor-

roAv the maximum amounts prefer paying the interest

semi-annually, which I fully appreciate. This sensible

departure from the usual rule (as far as it was carried

oat) was brought about by the suggestion of a prominent

business man, who remarked that he preferred paying his

interest in that way. In fact, he maintains it is better

for both parties, and nearly all interest on large amounts

is paid semi-annually, others since have followed his ex-

ample, which I approve, and they tell me they are satis-

fied. The notes or obligations are generally renewed

from year to year, as may be desired and agreed to by

the contracting parties, and for aught I know, as far as I

and my own business are concerned, such arrangement

works most satisfactorily.

To engage in the business of money loaning, without

keeping a book account, would be as unsafe as to carry

on farming without economy. I know but little about

book-keeping, yet I am thankful for even that limited

knowledge, and the putting of it in practice has been, and
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is, of great value to me. I advise every one to keep a

book account. It is only another branch of economy,

and belongs to all occupations of life ; it is a something

that is called into use daily, and is as necessary in any

business that is to be carried on successfully as the driv-

ing wheel is to a locomotive. Book-keeping is to be

more relied on than a true friend, for it will often help

you when your friend cannot.

My first transaction in money loaning I find was

recorded in my note book under date 1854, but I can not

give the exact date when I commenced keeping regular

book accounts. It was in my school-boy days, however,

early in life, and I have never regretted it, for it has

brought me both pleasure and profit. I have just men-

tioned that a minute or memorandum Avas made of the

first money loaned by me, and the same has been done of

the last similar transaction, the date being November IG,

1889. I merely record these two acts, in order to show

that I have been consistent and regular in my book

account keeping. Perhaps some one may ask what is the

use of my keepipg a record of a transaction in money

loaning when I have the note, and my reply is simply

another question: " What is the use of the registering in

our courts of valuable documents?" Because we want

to preserve them. If a note should happen to be lost, a

copy of same would be found very necessary and useful.

Sometimes in connection with a note a verbal argreemeut

may be made, or a special condition asked by either or

both of the contracting parties, and it is very important

that such verbal arrangements should be remembered in

in the interests of all concerned. And how better can

you do than writing it down at the time, giving day and

date, and all otlier particulars.

It is written: A good num will guide his affairs with
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discreiion, and that the Lord lai/eih up sound ivisdom

for the righteous. Such wise sayings, covering, as they

do, advice and promises, with which the Bible abounds,

have aided me greatly in my business transactions.

Here is a reason given for wanting to be a good man, for

we are told what a good man will do— he will guide his

affairs with discretion; and if tlte Lord layeth itj) sound

wisdom for the righteous, I want to be righteous. I am
not sorry I have put Scripture in the web of my life, and

that my lot is Avith the righteous.

20
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MY 1886 OR FIRST SOUVENIR.

When, in 1885, the "History of Crawford County" was

published by my friends, Messrs. Warner, Beers & Co.,

of Chicago, I was desirous of having my personal and

family sketch appear in that volume in a more elaborate

and exhaustive form than it does ; but at the time of giv-

ing the several data to the agent, I found I had no prac-

tical biographer by my side to aid me in the undertaking.

That sketch is like the capitol of our country—it is un-

finished, "but the work goes bravely on."

We too often ask others to do for us what we can do

for ourselves. Harriet Beecher Stowe, in conversation

about her "Uncle Tom's Cabin," said that no one was

more surprised than herself at the result. " At first,"

said the authoress, "I intended to write two or three

numbers, but when I got agoing I found I could not

stop." I have discovered that what I thought I could

not do of myself, by Divine help I can. Nothing affords

me more pleasure than to continue in the work; and the

expressions of appreciation I have received from many of

my kindred and friends, to whom I presented copies of

my first Souvenir, give me great courage and hope.

Some of the written acknowledgments I will here give

as far as space will permit. When I sent my cousin,

Bigler Roudebush (who lives at Erie, Penn. ), a copy of

my Souvenir, I received in return a photograph of my
aunt, Clara Roudebush, with her youngest child, Bigler,
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in her arms. I do not know of anything that would have

pleased me more. My friend, Sylvester A. Tiffany, on

receiving a copy of my book, wrote me a very interesting

letter, in which, after kind expressions of thanks, he says:

'"I wish I had such a book for my friends." A relative

says of the Souvenie: "It is good enough for a king;"

and another writes from Milwaukee, Wis.: "If you had

sent me $100, although I need money, it would not have

pleased me as well; may you live to write more; I think

your 'Address to the Youth' is very good. God bless

you."

Mr. Hamilton says he "read the Souvenir, and failed

to find anything that would offend, but much to please

and interest." A young man, whose father was a school-

mate and scholar of mine, thus writes me: "After perus-

ing your book, which you presented to my uncle, I longed

to possess one like it, for I think between its covers are

examples worthy to be imitated by any young man." I

will add that this gentleman's wish was gratified. My
cousin, M. S. Morehead, of Armington, 111., writes: "I

received a very interesting and valuable book from you.

I am pleased and delighted in reading its pages. Many
thanks, and while some incidents of sad news bring tears,

some others bring joy."

From Mr. J. F. Hamilton's letter, dated Muddy Creek,

Loudon Co., Tenn., March 29, 1887, I quote the follow-

ing: "I am proud of the present you sent me. I think

your Souvenir is so nice. I am under many and lasting

obligations to you. Give our love to all the family." E.

W. Harroun, from Guy's Mills, Penn., writes an interest-

ing letter, and after expressing thanks for the book, says:

"Francis, your parents and mine were eastern people

from Connecticut. I remember well the last time your

mother visited our home. I sat and listened to hear
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them talk of their girlhood days in Old Connecticut.

Both were good talkers, and conversation was lively when

they came together, but noAv they both sleep in the same

burial ground—our best friends. I respect your judg-

ment in selecting a book to give your friends; a good

book is a joy forever, the same to-day or a hundred years

hence."'

Under date of January '2. 1887, Warren Cutshall, of

Pine Island, Minn., writes: "It was with great pleasure

that we received your book, and we will keep it as a token

of friendship. It brings back many scenes of childhood

and youth—the old red school-house that I passed in go-

ing to the mill, for in those days many a grist was carried

on horseback. It was not until after you were married

that I became well acquainted with you." Warren Cut-

shall, David Finney and Henry Smith built our house in

1861. Warren is a brother of George W. Cutshall, my
brother-in-law, and since his removal to Pine Island,

Minn., I with others have visited his pleasant home twice,

once with Mr. G. W. Cutshall and my brother in Novem-

ber, 1880; and in the fall of 1881 I had the pleasure

again to visit him in company with Mr. and Mrs. Cut-

shall and Eliza, my wife. We drove across the country

from Lansing, Iowa, to Pine Island, making a most en-

joyable trip.

I also enjoyed Warren Cutshall's and his wife's com-

pany when they were visiting relations and friends here

in 1882. On one of my visits to Pine Island, I went to

see, in company Avith G. W. Cutshall, Warren Cutshall and

G. N. Waid, Pine Island Cemetery, where, I was informed,

eight of the Cutshall family or kindred were interred,

among them being Mrs. Warren Cutshall, my friend's

first wife, and J. Cutshall, his brother, with whom I was

acquainted; the names of the other relatives I can not
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recall, Warren Ciitshall is not only a fanner, but a good

carpenter and speedy workman.

Some time ago when in Meadville, I was talking with

one of our county commissioners, to whom I had sent a copy

of my SouvENiK, and, after thanking me heartily for it he

inquired how I found " time to get up such a book." To

this I replied: "During the day I thought, and in the

evening I pat my thoughts into Avriting. This my pub-

lishers printed in book form which I could present to my
friends, and this pleases me very much." "Yes," added

he, " and your friends too." Among the letters which

appear farther on is one from my loved friend, S. N.

Phelps, of Woodstock, Minn., and this letter both grati-

fies and instructs me. The closing remarks interest me
most, for they are a theme to which I have given thought

and endeavored to act in accordance with all my life, and

if there is not a motive in it, then it would be a blank to

me, and of no avail whatever ; but it is not so conditioned.

I feel I have not labored in vain, either in the Lord or

for the Lord; and most heartily do I endorse the moral

that whatever we do should be done unto Him, and that

we should do it as those who expect they have to render

an account of the deeds of this life.

I now present to the reader a record of the distribu-

tion of the 300 copies of my first Souvenir, giving date,

name and address, also number of portraits contained in

each book.

-f-*-^
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FRANCIS C. WAID S FIP.ST SOUVENIR.

RECORD OF THE DISTRIBUTION OF THE THREE HUNDRED COPIES

RECEIVED AUGUST 17, 1886, GIV'ING DATES OF DE-

LIVERY OR MAILING.

Of these 300 books 242 coutaiiied each four family

portraits, and fifty-eight contained twelve.

DATE. NAME.

August
,1886.
',1886.

; ls86.,
'. 1886.

7, 188B.

,

7, 1886.

,

7, 1 886..

8, 1886.,

8, 1886.

8, 1886.

8,1886.
8, 18S6..

8,1836.
8, 1886.

8, 1886.,

18. 1886..

!8, 1886..

.8, 1886..

;8, 1886..

,8, 1886.

.

18, 1886..

.8, 1886..

.8, 1 886..

,8, 1886..

8, 18S6..

8, 1886.

.

8, 1886..

3, 1886..

;8, 1886..

8, 1886.

.

8, 18S6.

.

,8, 1886..

8, 1886.

.

8. 1886..

.8, 1886..

8. 188n.

.

1886..

18, 1886..

8, 1886..

8. 1886..

8, 1886..

8,1886..
8. 1886.

.

8, 18--6..

_8, 1886..

2:^, 1886..

23, 18S6.

.

23, 188H.

.

23, 1886..

23, 18S6.

.

23. 1886..

23, 1886..

23, 188K..

23, 1886..

23, 1886.

.

23. 1886..

23. 18Sb.

.

F. C. Wiiid. Meadville, Penn
To each ofmy sons, F. I.. P. G. and F. F. Waid. Meadville, Penn.
G. N. Waid, .Meadville. Penn
G. W. Cutshall, Guy's Mills, Penn
.Martha Goodwill, Grand Vallev, lenn
Albert F. G. Goodwill. Grand Valley, Penn
Horace H. Goodwill, Grand Valley, Penn
George A. Goodwill, Tryonville, Penn
Fremont r.radshaw. Grand Valley, Penn
Frank Suiigis. ( eiitreviile, Penn
Oscar G(iiiir\vill, ( fntreviUe, Penn
Uncle Kobert -Morehead, Meadville, Penn
.John Morehead, Meadville, Penn
Robert A. Fergerson, Meadville, Penn
Clark Ellis, Mt-ad ville, Penn
Cora Williams. Meadville. Penn
Henry ^>niith. .Meatl ville. Penn
William smith, Meadville. Penu
Orlando Waid, Blooming Valley, Penn
Daniel H. Miller, Blooming Valley, Penn
Nick P. Waid, Blooming Valley. Penn
Marilla Bradshaw, Blooming Valley. Penn
Grant X. Waid, Blooming Valley, Penn
Iowa .Joslin. Blooming Valley, Penn
Blanch Underhault, Union City, Penn
Elizabeth Itiddle, Bolivar, Penh
.Jacob Housenic, Union ( ity , Penn
Sarah E. liussell. Guv's Mills. Penn
Frank Cutshall, Guv's Mills, Penn
Phillip Cutshall . Guy's Mills, Penn
Aunt Eliza C. Phillipps, Town vil e, Penn
Pember W. Phillipps, Townviile, Penn
Rebecca Arnold. Townviile. Penn
Rachel Phillipps, Townviile, Penn
Lucinda Gillef t, Townviile, Penn
Harrison Sul ton. Townviile, Penn
Aunt Clarrinda Morehea'l, Townviile, Penn
Rachel Britton. Townviile, Penn
.\llen Morehead, Townviile, Penn
.Joseph Morehead, Newton. Penn
George Sutton, Blooming Valley. Penn
Lewis M. Slocum, Meadville, Penn

i
A. D, Brown, Blooming Valley. Penn
Ralph Roudebusli, Blooming ^'alley, Penn
Dr. G. W. Wetter. Blcioming Valley, Penn
C. W. Wygant, Esq . Blooming Valley, Penu
Andy Kyder, Blooming Valley. Penii
.Jerome Drake, Blooming Valley. Penn
Charles Morehead, Tnwnville. Penn
.James Smith, Blooming Valley, Penn
Ida Smith, Blooming Valley, Penn
Mary McCullough, Blooming Valley. Penn
Alfred Smith, Blooming Valley, Penn
JIarvin Smith, Blooming Valley, Penn
Samuel Gilmore, Blooming Valley, Penn
George Gilmore, Blooming Valley, Penn
Charles Gilmore, Bradford. Penn
John T. Gilmore, New Iberia, La
Ann Eliza Odell. Blooming Valley, Pt'iin

Charles A. Buell. Blooming Valley. Penn
Llohn Roudebush. Bloom ing Valley, I'enii
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August 23. 1.SS6.

.

••
23.1886..

"
23,1886..

"
23, 188fi.

.

" 23,1886..
"

23, 1886.

.

"
23, 1886.

.

••
23,1886..

'•
23,1886..

'•
23. 1886.

.

•••
23, 18S6..

"
23. 1886..

" 23.1886..
"

23,1886..
"

23. 1886.,
•' 23.1886..
"

23, 1886.

.

" 23,1886..
24, 1886.

.

'•
25,1886..

•• 25,1886..
•'

25,1886..
"

2.5,1886..
•

25,1886..
•

25,1886..
••

25, 1886..
•'

2.5,1886..
"

25, 1886.

.

•
25,1886..

"
25,1886..

"
25,1886..

"
25,1886..

'•
25,1886..

••
25, 1886.

.

" 25,1886..
"

25,1886..
'•

25,1886..
"

25,1886..
"

25,1886..
" 25,1886..
"

25,1886..
"

25,1886..
"

25, 1S86.

.

••
28,1886..
31,1886..
1.188.)..Sept.
1,

5, 1886.

.

4,1886..
6, 1886..
11,1886..
13, 1886..

13, 1886 .

14.1886..
14,1886..
14,1886..
14, 1886.

.

14,1886..
14, 1886..

14, 1886.

.

15, 1886..

15, 1886.

.

15.1886..
17,1886..
17,1886..
17,1886..
20, 1886.

.

20,1886..
20, 1886..

20, 1886.

.

20,1886..
20, 1886.

.

20, 1886.

.

20,1886..
20,1886..
20, 1886..

20, 1886.

.

20,1886..
20,1886..
20. 1886..
20.1886..

Kev. James Wygant, Blooming Valley, Peuu
.John "Wygant. Blooming Valley. Penn
Ira ('. Wygant, Blooming Valley. Penn
W. H Hunter, Blooming Valley, Penn
Zefaniali Briggs, Blooming Valley, Penn
Nicholas Roudebush. Blooming Valley. Penn...
Chancy Sellew. Blooming Valley. Penn
.Joseph Heard, Blooming Valley. Penn
Uncle Horace F. Waid. Blooming Valley. Penn.
Hannah Kellogg, Blooming Valley. Penn
Laban Smith, Blooming Valley. Peun
Moses Masiker, Blooming Valley, Peun
David Roberts, Meadville, Penn
Edson Sackett. Meadville, Penn
J. H. Reynolds. Meariville, Penn
Hartweli Williams. Meadville. Penn
Emmett Pitcher, Blooming Valley, Penn
S. L. Thompson. Blooming Valley, Penn
Rev. Elisha T. Wheeler. Geneva, Ohio
John W. Gordon, Blooming Valley. Penn
Andrew Cole. Blooming Valley, Penn
Newton S. Chase. Meadville, Penn
Frank Simmons, Jamestown. N. Y
Clarrissa Mosher, Brocton, N. Y
Leander Simmons. Ashville, N. Y
Fayette Fleek. Ashville, N. Y
Thompson Burns. Frewsburgh. N. Y
Adelbert Simmons, Busti, N. Y
Henry Simmons. Busti, N. Y
Ally Washburn, Milwaukee. Wis
Fred Davis, Jamestown. N. Y
William Bowen, Jamestown. N. Y
IraL. AVaid. Fentonville, N. Y
Martha Cobb, Jamestown. N . Y
lAddie Whicher. Mount Vernon, 111

Frank B. Hush, Jamestown, N. Y
Florence Skinner, Ashville, N. Y
Steven C. Derby. Meadville. Penn
Rev. M. Miller. .Meadville. Penn
Salmon PhiJipps, Meadville, Penn
King Fleek, Watts Flats. X. Y
Harvy Simmons. Jamestown. N. Y
Frank ('olt, .Jamestown. N. Y
Hiram Ayres, Pittsburgh. Penn
.John M. Ellis. Waverly. Iowa
Ransom Robbins, Blooming Valley. Penn
George A. Bently. Blooming Valley, Penn
Rev. William H. Trevcy. Saegerstown. Penn
James Titus. Tryonvllle, Penn
Lewis Waid. Cenireville. Penn
Simon S. Waid, Townville, Penn
Nicholas R. Stull, Long's Stand, Penn
Frank llandley. Mea<lville. Penn
Bates Walton. Mead Corners. Penn
Simeon Smith. Blooming Valley, Peim
Frank H. Clark. Blooming Valley, Penn
Harvy Hatch, Blooming Valley. Penn
Smith Galey. Meadville. Penn. . .

Albertis Clark. Meadville. Penn
Melvin Ward, Meadville. Penn
DeWittC. Harroun. East Tennessee
Lafayette R. Harroun, Snartansburg. Penn ,

William Farley. Spartansburg, Penn
George Floyd Saegerstown. Penn
A. Brink. Saegerstown, Penn
Ambro Whipple, Saegerstown. Penn
Grace Thotnpson. Meadville. Penn
Charles R. Sliieum. Musiertown, Penn
Robert Slocuiii, Mosirrtowii, Penn
Hon. Salvador Slocum, Mo.siertown, Penn...
Wilson Floyd. Everett. Colo
Phebe Gray, Pittsburgh. Iowa
James H. Allen. Campbell. Dak
Columbus Hatch. Campbell. Dak.,
Mittie Proud. Aberdeen. Dak
Simeon Dickson, St. Charles. Minn
Joseph R. Finnev. Pittsburgh. Penn
Fayette Uhionilield, Cambridgeboro, Penn
(ieorge Miller. Veiuingo. Pa
More M.Odell. Blooming Vallev. Penn
Hon. Thomas W. Phelps. Chester. Minn ,
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Sept. 20,1886...
20, 18S6...
20, ISSfi .

.

20, 18£6. .

.

20, 1886. .

.

20, 1886. .

.

21, 1886 ,.

22, 1886. .

.

27, 1886. .

.

1,1886...
3, 1886...

4,1886...
6. 188C...

6,1886...
6,1886..

20,1886..
20, 1886..

20, 1886.

.

20,1886..
20. 1886..

24. 1886.

.

25, 1886..

25,1886..
25,1886..
27. 1886.

.

?0, 1886.

.

30, 1886..

. 1,1836..
1, 1886..

1.1886..
11, 1886..

11,1886..
11,1886..
11,1886..
14.1886..
18, 1886..

18, 1886..

18, 1836.

.

18.1886..
18,1886..
18, 1886..

22. 1886.

.

25, 1886.

.

25,1886..
2.5,1886..

25, 1886..

25.1886..
30, 1886.

.

30,1886..
4, 1886..

4,1886..
4. 1886.

.

10,1886..
10, 1886..

20, 1886 .

23, 1886.

.

23, 1886..

23, 1886.

.

25,1886..
25,1886..
2.5, 1886.

.

25, 1886.

.

25, 1886.

.

25. 1886.

.

25. 1886.

.

2.5,1836.,

25, 1886.

.

2.^ 1886 .

25, 1886..

2.5,1886.,

25, 1886.

.

2.5,1886..

2.5,1886..

25, 1886.

,

25,1886.,
2.5. 1886.

25. 1886.

25. 1886.

25. 1886.
25.1886.

Krttliaii Plielps. Mircni. Minn
Sylvester N. Phelps, Wi.ixlstdck, Minn
Amelia Tavlnr. Kusson. Minn
Warren Ciitsliall, Pine Island, iluin
Willis Masiker. Lansing. Iowa
James Smith. Dayton, Ohio. Soldiers' Home
May Ramsev. Ottawa, Kas
Rev. B. F. Dimmoeh. OraceM. E. Church, Dayton, Ohio
Henrv Huilson, Girard. Penn. A stranger
Mai y'Kllen Washburn. Spartansburg, Penn
H. M. Dickson. Meadville, Penn
Carrie Drake, Little Coolv. Penn
iFreti Siattler, Mead ville. Penn
A, R. Fowler. Artist, Meadville. Penn
Avery Masikcr. Titus ville. Peun
'Walter Waid. Ci'ntn'ville. Penn
iOmrl Goodwill. Titus ville. Penn
Wil.son Smith. Titu.sville. Penn
Ruth Ann Goodwill. Titusville. Penn
Ebenezer Hites. Blooming Valley. Penn
Walter Thompson. Titusville, Peun
.Tames Thompson. M. I)., Oakwoods. Ky
.lohn W. Thorn psoii. M adisonville. Tenu
.lames A. Beattv. :Mi'ad ville. Penn
Frank Smith, Cambridge, Penn
'Alexander Smith. Lincolnville, Penn
Isaac Vanniarter, Blooming Valley, Penn
Ebenezer Harn >un, fi uy's Mills, Penn
Cyntha Ciage. Mead ville, Penn
Rebecca Dieksmi, Lilth' Cooly, Penn
Col. S. P. Dick. .Meadville, Penn
iHon. G. B. Delamater, Meadville. Penn i

4

jHon. Newton S. Pettis. Meadville, Penn 4

i
Anna Tyler, Norwood Kas

, Catharine Stewart, Blooming Valley, Penn
.'.Tolm F. Breed. Meadville. Penn
Hiram Blystone, Meadville, Penn
Hannah Lord. East Branch, Penn
Thomas Smith, Little Cooly, Penn
James A. McLachlin, Hickory Corners, Penn
Perry Blakeslee. Spartansburg, Penn
Mariali Long, Blooming Val ley, Penn
Adam Morris. Long's Stand
John Hamilton. Meadville. Penn
Sila Goodrich. Bloonnng Valley. Penn
Smith Leonard, Meadville, Penn
Leon C. McGaw. ISIeadville, Penn
Rev. O. L. Mead. Mercer, Penn
Rev. S. K. Paden. (lark. Penn
Rev. D. S. Steadman. Tidioute, Penn
Ursula Reudebush, AVarren. Penn
Bigler Roudebush. Erie. Penn
Melissa Scott. Wentworth, Dak
Mrs. James Irwin. Central Hotel, Meadville, Penn
Mary Ann Aslrom. Cherry Valley, Ohio
Marriam Meechum, Meadville, Penn
James Ciilmore. Kansas
Lorenzo Harris, Li ncolnville, Penn r

Homer C. Waid, Millerton, Penn
John Gibbons, Sugar Lake, Penn
Col. C. W. Charlon. Knox ville. Tenn
Col. W. H. Easiley. Muddy t reek Station, Tenn
J. H. Hamilton. Muddy Creek Station, Tenn
Dr. George M. Bindett. Muddy Creek Stalion, Tenn

. Caroline Cochran. Mosiertown, Penn

.'Meadville City Library, presented by Col. S. B. Dick

. Otto Finnev ("David Finney's son i, Meadville, Penn

. Oliver ir. Cliaae, Jamestown, N. Y

. Warren Chase, Union City, Penn
Temperance Gibbs. Tremnnt, 111

Steven Morehead, Armington. Ill

Charlotte Cunningham. lona, Iowa
S. Merrell, ^Meadville. Penn
Prof. A. B. Hyde, Denver, Colo
F. C. Knapp. Cooperstown, JJ. T
J. M, Bunk, Mercer, Penn. Indiana his home
Rev. J. F. Perry. Springboro. Penn
Rev. A. S. Goodrich, Corry, Penn

. John Donnelly, Meadville, Penn
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^larch
April

May

June
Aug.

20, 18S
20, 188

20, 1887
31, 188"-

31, 188'

10, 188
10, 188'

17, 188

17, 188'

22, 188-

22, 188-

26, 188
23, 1887
23, 188'

23, 188
23, 188'

23, 1887
23, 18S'

23, 188'

23, 188'

23, 188
23, 188-

23, 188
20, 188'

20, 188
20, 188
20, 1887
22, ISb''

8, 188'

15, 1887
15, 188^

15, 1887
lb. 188
II). 188'

18, 188
18. 1887
18, 1887

18, 188
18, 188'

IS. 188

18. 188
IS, 1887
18, 1887
18. 188
l.-, 188
18, 188-

18, 1S8

18, 1SS7

10, 188'

10, 188'

10, 188:

17, 188
26, 188
26, 188
26, 188'

26, 188
26, 188-

6, 188'

8, 188

8, 188-

April 10, 1888.
" HI, 1888.

May 12, 1888.
'• 12. 1888.

June IV, 1888.
" 12. 1888.

Oct.
Nov,

July
Aug.
Sept.
Nov.

12. 1R88.

12, 1888.

20. 1888.
20, 1888
12, 1888.
2U, 18F.8.

Jan. 25, 1^89.

Fredric A. Tillany, Esse.v, Conn 12
.John Uraynier, Blooming Valley, Penn 4
David Braymer, Blooming Valley, Penn 4
George Wiiid. Cherry Valley. Ohio 4
Adelbert Waid, New Lyme. Ohio
Samuel P. Bates. LL.D.. Meadville, Penn 4
.James A. Brewer, Governor of Pennsylvania, Harrisburgh 4
Hon. H. G. .Johnson. Meadville. Penn
Mary Ann E. t'lark. New lliclimond, Penn
Horatio Wright, Wayland. Peun
Rev. James Lewis. Brad lord, Penn
William (iiliii. >re. Hope. Dak
.Inhn Havs Culberts( .ii, Meadville, Penn
Favette Allen, Athens, Penn 4
Sarah Corby, Athens, Penn 4
Clara Hart, Williamsport.Penn 4
Fred Hart, AVilliamsport. Penn 4
Andrew G. "Waid, Dexter. Mich l2
Mary Ann Sackett. Dexter. Mich 4
William Chase, Meadville. Penn
John Climson. Meadville, Penn
Lorinda "Wheeler, Kiceville, Penn
-Joseph Douglas. Meadville, Penn., 4
Ephraim Smith. New London, Iowa 4
Edniond D. Ellis. Meadville. Penn 4
Daniel Smith. Blooming Valley. Penn 4
Frank P. Smith. Blooming Valley, Penn
Anna Harmon, Lake Ridge, Mich 4

W. To wnley. New Richmond, Penn 4
Rev. Sam P. Jones, Cartersville, Ga 4
William H. Mathews, Chautauqua, N. Y 4
John M. Takers. Sharon, Penn
Samuel l-'iilkinburg. Blooming Valley, Penn
Phelie Baxter, Blooming Valley, Penn
Method i-t Episcopal Sunday-scliool. Blooming Valley, Penn 4
.\dvent Sunday-school, Blooming Valley. Penn ." 4
Methnrtist Episcopal Sunday-school, State Road, Penn 4
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, State Street, Meadville. Penn 4

Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, First Church, Meadville, Penn 4
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, Saegerstown. Peun
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, Townville, Penn 4
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school. Centre ville. Penn 4
Methodist Kpiscopa] Sunday-school. Rice ville. Penn 4
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, Guy's :Mills. Penn 4
Methodist Kpiscopal Sunday-school, Titusville, Penn
Watson's Run German Reformed Church, Penn 4
Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, Evansburgh, Penn 4
Meth idist Episcopal Sunday-school, Jamestown, N. Y ' 4
V. S. Grant, grandson of Gen. U. S. Grant. Col. Fred Grant's son 4

Methodist Episcopal Sunday-school, Cochranton, Penn
'

4

Arnold. 75 East 10th Street, New York 4

Em met t Dens more, 58 West 55th Street. New York City 4
(>. H. Hollister, Meadville. Penn 4
Scott A. Marshall. Meadville. Penn 4
Henry P. .Marley, Meadville. Penn , 4
Edwin J. Bailey, Meadville, Penn 4
Hon. John J. IJenderson. Meadville, Penn :

4
Baptist Sunday-school, Wayland. Penn.

|

4
Sylvester A. Comstock. Phillii'Sburgh, N. J 4
George P. Kyan, Long Stand, Penn

,

4

Rhoda Ann Allen, Winterset, Iowa 4

William F. Oldham. Singapore, India
]

4
W. R. Andrews, Meadville, Penn ' 4
John Porter, Meadville, Penn

'

4
William Reynolds, Meadville, Penn '

4

MaJ. D. V. berickson, Meadville, Penn 4
A. M. Fuller, Meadville, Penn

|

4

Abraham Lincoln, Chicago, 111 ' 4

Hattle Ringer, Olpe, Kas
I

4
T. De Witt Talmage. Brooklyn, N. Y I 4

Charles C. siocum. Manslield, Ohio
i

4

George A. Baker. Editor of Souvenik, Chicago. Ill
j

4

Dr. T. L. Flood. Meadville, Penn I 4
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The following letters and testimonials I desire to be

preserved in this my Second Souvenir, as showing what

my kindred and friends think of my first effort in this di-

rection. If in a multitude of counselors there is safety,

so in a multitude of friends there is pleasure. These

favors have not been poured on me in vain; they have

proven a blessing to me in thought, in word, in deed and

in truth. That all may be seed sown on good ground,

and bear fruit for others when we are gone, is my earnest

prayer.

F. C. Waid.

Blooming Valley, August '25, 1886.

Beai' Sir: I am in receipt of your book and for this distinguished

mark of your esteem in presenting to me the memories of a man
whose name has become a houseliold word in Crawford County, permit

me to return my sincere thanks with the hope that I may always have

the honor to remain,
Your friend,

J. W. Heakd.

Athens, Bradford Co., October 18, 1886.

Mr. F. C. Waid: Accept my thanks for your book which I lately

received and have read with interest. It contains much that I appre-

ciate. The very good portraits of your wife, yourself and especially

your parents I am glad to possess. Although it may be vanity I am
strongly drawn back to the past; the farms, people, scenes and remin-

iscences all have for me a kind of fascination. Your book refers to

many of the characters. Perhaps it is not best to be too fond of the

past, for it keeps gliding farther and farther away. All the old land-

marks, the face of nature and the places of the times even, vanish with

our friends, leaving us lovely retrospective, often too late for the train

of present realities. Nothing of this world seems to be permanent al-

though its substances and associations have great power to bind. I

gather from your book that you look to the future as well as to the

past. Years after our neighborhood history is mostly forgotten your

book will remain to give the past to the future, for books outlive men.

Your essay on "Farm Economy" is good enough to stand on its own
merits. I think it would be a great help to this world's affairs if people

would become more intelligently interested in agriculture. Give my
regards to Eliza.

Respectfully your friend,

Caroline Drake.
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Aberdeen, Dak., October 34, 1886.

My Dear Friend: I received your book and return many thanks

for the kind remembrance. I see father and mother's names and also

the names of friends of my childhood. Seeing the pictures of Uncle

Ira and Aunt Betsy, I think of them as I used to see them as I passed

their house coming home from school. Uncle Ira always with a smile

for the childien. With best regards for your family, I am
Ever your friend,

MiTTiE J. Proud.

"Home," Meadville, November 29, 1886.

My Dear 3fr. Waid: 1 have the honor of having been favored

with a Souvenir under your frank, which will be preserved, treas-

ured and prized, as such, as all that word implies in its truest sense—

a

Keepsake.

In making acknowledgment of this token of friendship, let me
thank you sincerely for the evidence of respect and esteem that its

presentation carries with it. Such a manifestation from such a source

I value more than parchment commissions, moue3% or favor that

springs from selfishness or sycophancy.

I have read your historical sketch, the family biographies, your
" Essay on Farm Economy," " Treatise on Money Loaning," and the

" Address to the Youth," with mingled feelings of admiration, gratifi-

cation, and satisfaction, and I may add with profit. Of the "Address

to the Youth" it may be said, that it will prove a beacon light to every

young man wlio reads it and heeds its teachings.

Should I begin to particularize I should not know where to stop,

and yet I can not withold the meed of praise. I think my friend of other

days, Mrs. A. D. Brown, earned and is entitled to in speaking for j-ou

in her two poems, one entitled " Mj^ Twin Brother and I," and the

other, "From the Death of My Brother to this Date," for truly a high

order of talent was developed in so faithfully sketching. I might say

photographing, in rhyme, and measure your feelings, character and

nature. But I must desist, or I shall soon find myself particularizing,

which I forbade myself engaging in.

In conclusion, may I be pardoned if I indulge in a single personal

reflection. My own life has been a somewhat checkered one, I might

say not an entirely uneventful one. I might write a book five times

the size of the Souvenir before me of the favors I have cheerfully ren-

dered mankind, unselfish upon my part, but advantageous to the recipi-

ents, and yet those for whom I have done the most, have treated me
the worst, but this is a theme I do not care to dwell upon, but for a

moment was betrayed into an allusion to it by memories that thrust

themselves upon my mind, and will dismiss the subject and ask j^ou to

name some day that you and Mrs. Waid will gratify Mrs. Pettis and
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myself b}' your dropping in upon us long enough to eat a plain dinner

with us and have a social chat.

With kindest regards to Mrs. Waid I remain, as ever.

Yours faithful!}-,

S. Newton Pettis.

To Francis C. AYaid, Esq., Blooming Valley, Pa.

Knoxville, Tenn., December 4, 1886.

My Dear Mr. Waid, MeadHlle, Pa. :

Going to the postofRce to-day I was much surprised and gratified

to receive a finely written account of your life and character. I am
glad you have not forgotten me and that I still hold a place in your

esteem and confidence. The "Book" is a gem, and illustrates the

brilliant success of a man who has worked himself up to the formation

of a shining character, a large fortune and a useful life. You and

your wife and children must feel a just pride in the enjoyment of such

eminent success with which you have been blessed. Your whole life

shows what integrity, frugality and good practical sense maj'^ accom-

plish. Could 3'our " Book '' be freelj- circulated among the j'oung men
of the country, there is no telling the good it might bring about them.

What you have done thej^ may and can do. The trouble is our young
men are afraid of work. They evade it and too often become idle,

extravagant and immoral. They are lacking in manhood. You bat-

tled with poverty and untoward circumstances, and yet3'ou triumphed

over all obstacles. To-day you have a standing among your fellows

worthy of imitation.

By the way, I must thank you for the complimentary notice of

myself you were kind enough to write for our home paper, the Tribune.

Indeed, I thank you.

Please give my kindest regards to Mrs. Waid, your son's family

and all inquiring friends. I shall not soon forget my visit to your sec-

tion, and the kindness I received everywhere I went. I hope to meet
j'ou in a better country.

As ever, etc.,

C. W. Charlton.

Madisonville, Tenn., December 12, 1886.

My Dear Friend: I assure you that I was greatly surprised to

receive such a nice present, a historj- of part of your life. I think it

nicely gotten up, and it cannot fail to interest all j^our old friends and

scholars. It brought many things fresh to my memory, and I cannot

keep from feeling sad when I read of the large number of friends and

neighbors that rest in Blooming Valley graveyard. There were so

many that have died that I had not heard of the death of one, your
brother, Robert L. Waid. I was very sorry to hear of it, but glad to

know his honored n.ime still lives. Tlie photographs of the old home



328

place, your residence and the Goodrich Farm, especially the old well

sweep where I have taken many a good drink of water in days that

are forever gone, are splendid.
John W. Thompson.

Meadville, January 13, 1887.

My Dear Sir: I find on my return home the hesiutiful Souvenir

from you, and I write to thank you for it. It shows a good, grand

thougiit of you. It not only proves a book of great interest to many,

but will become more and more so as years go by.

How many would value a like work left by tiiose long since gone,

a work which would give them a desired information that can not be

had now. There is much which interests me in your book:

The journey of the Shattuck family which brouglit the first of your

family to this section. It was the interest in this family which brought

my mother (a young girl) to this place. Tlien there is my first boyhood's

recollection of your father and mother and your old homestead; the

impression made on my boyish mind of their Christian character pecu-

liarly affected me at this time. My nurse, Sarah Morehead, who ac-

companied the family's trip to Rhode Island, the marriage in our

homestead (the Central Hotel now) of Sarah to Joseph Finney, ti)e

kind, noble-hearted man who was under my father's employ so long,who
showed me one of the grandest sights of my boyhood life (a new hand

sled he had made for me).

Joseph's true friendship to me never became exhausted. And so

perusing your work brings interesting incidents to me pleasant to re-

call. I shall value the work and the spirit of the friendship in which

you sent it. Very truly yours,

Leon C. Magaw.

New Orleans, La., January 23, 1887

Dear Francis: I have been tardy in answering your letter and

acknowledging receipt of your Souvenir. The present is indeed most

happily appreciated, and since its receipt I have spent time enough in

reading it to have written you many letters; and I really should have

written first.

This book will serve throughout the balance of my life to recall

pleasant recollections of our boyhood days and of you, my old friend

—

for not a single incident between us or any of yours I ever heard of

but what has given me pleasure to think of. I am now looking for-

ward to the time when I can see more of you, and be, more than ever

before, in jour company and the society of your good wife. When I

can afford to take rest and recreation, I want it to be in my native

country; and I have worked long and hard enough to be entitled to

rest for a while. However, as I have undertaken the task of building

up a large orange grove, it will be probably some years yet before I can
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afford to cease constant work. As you receive our paper, you must
have a pretty good idea of what I am doing. My duties as secretary

of the sugar societies as well as my paper business give me more than

I can possiblj' do, I see so many people who have nothing to do, and
I almost always have had more than I could accomplish. I often

think if a man shows himself worthy he will generally get work.

I am pleased to learn my mother's health is so good, and I greatly

regret I can not be there now, while my brother William and sister

Melissa are present.

With my best respects to you, I remain.

Ever your friend,

J. Y. GiLMORE.

St. Chakles, Minn., January 27, 1887.

Mr. Waid: Your book came to hand on the 24th. Mr. Dickson

is in California, and will perhaps stay a year or more, where our son is

now residing. I have written to him that you had sent him a nice

present, and if he wishes I will send it to him, and then you will hear

from him. I will say, many thanks for such a valuable keepsake.

My respects to you and family.

Mrs.'S. B. Dickson.

Meadville, January 27, 1887.
Francis C. Waid,

Dear Sir: I am directed by the trustees of the Library, Art and
Historical Association to tender to you their thanks for a copy of his-

torical sketches of your famil}'. Very truly yours,

Samuel P. Bates.

Chester, Minn., February 8, 1887.

F. C. Waid, Meadville, Crawford Co., Pa.,

Dear Friend: I received your welcome book {^Souvenir'] giving a

history of Ira C. Waid and F. C. Waid and their families (and others

with whom they were connected or associated), the perusal of which
to me was an entertainment and pleasure which language fails to de-

scribe, so you will be compelled to accept the will for the deed.

Many of the old landmarks are so natural.

The Ira C, the F. C. Waid and Jabez Goodrich places all make
me think I am back in old Crawford County again. Then the faces of

Ira C. and wife and of Francis C. and wife are so natural, so familiar

and so life-like that almost instinctively I reach out my hand to give

them a good hearty greeting, and tall< over the reminiscences of

thirty-six years which have passed. In fact, the past all seems to be

crowded into the present. Then I ask myself if it is all real, and I am
compelled to acknowledge that these only represent what is past and
can not be recalled. How it makes me think I ought to have been bet-

2(
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ter in all these years, and to have done much more good and gathered

more into the fold of Christ.

Last, not least, is the view of the State Boad Chin'ch. How natural

the size, the height, the doors, the windows, the steps and all the sur-

roundings are to me, all associated with the most sacred memoirs'.

How many times have I had the privilege of opening tliose doors and

of sitting on the seats within, which were hallowed bj- the presence of

Him who rules on high! I then felt as did Moses, that we were on holy

ground. Then and there the Gospel was preached with power bj' men
whose lips seemed touched by coals from " God's Altar." And it w:is

impossible to stand or sit without feeling that we were in God's house

and at Heaven's gate. Then those who sought and found Him of

whom Moses in the Law and Prophets did write were numbered by

scores and hundreds. And of that number are, besides myself, my
brothers and sisters: Nathan S., Eleazer, Thomas W., Sarah J., Mary
A., Sylvester N., Letitia P., Loretta P., Maj-garet E., Amelia S. and

Emma A. * * * *

Well do I remember Simeon Brown, known as "Father Brown,"

who laid his hand on my head and said: " It is good enough for you" (I

thought so too). He was a leader of the leaders. There were Jabcz

Goodrich and wife, Ira C. Waid and wife, William Williams and wife,

Ephraim Williams, and many whom I cannot mention for want of

time. When I think of Ira C. Waid I think of a man quiet and unas-

suming, never putting himself forward, always ready and willing to

do his share in supporting the right, and at the right time. I tlien

associate Goodrich with these words, " I yield, I yield," and rising on

his feet till the house shook. His latch string was always out. Ephraim

Williams brings to mind these words: "My campisin the wilderness,"

and then there was Simeon Glen, another earnest Christian. But they

have nearly all gone before.

Yours faithfully,

T. W. Phelps.

Denver, Colo., February 9, 1887.

To F. C. Waid, Esq., Blooming Valley, Pa.

Very dear brother: I have with great pleasure seen your volume

of autobiographies. It brings freshly to my remembrance the many
very agreeable things relating to our acquaintance in those pleasant

years. Let me congratulate you on having seen an active and success-

ful life. You know who has been your silent partner without whose

blessing you woukl have labored in vain. It is a pretty serious matter

to keep our accounts straight witli " God, who giveth the increase.'" I

trust you will deal with Him as He has dealt with you. I hope your

later years may be bright with the sunshine of His favor. Here, in

Colorado, I find in His mercy health and work and fair success. It is
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a good land but different from yours. Heaven is better than either.

Let us make sure of that. Believe me, very thankful for your book,

aud ever j'ours verj^ truly,

A. B. Hyde.

Meadville, Pa., February 24, 1887.

Dear Brother in Christ: I received your " Souvenir;" it was a real

surprise to me, but it was a ver3^ pleasant surprise, and I am greatly

obliged. My wife and daughter, although knowing nothing of the

persons and places mentioned in your book, save what I had previousl}*

told them, seemed scarcely less interested in its contents than myself.

When I read so many familiar names of persons and places, and more
especially when I look at the portraits and views given in the book,

my thoughts are crowded with memories of years now long past away.

How well I remember your father and mother, and yourself and wife,

too. Sabbatii after Sabbath I saw you and your parents in the old

State Road Church, and heard you bear witness unto the truth. Your
wife may not remember me, but I remember her veiy distinctly. I was
at your father's house once at least when the young lady you discov-

ered in your parents' kitchen was there engaged as when you made the

discovery, and if subsequent years have verified what youth promised
I am not surprised that you are satisfied with your partner. If 3'ou did

find her in your mother's kitchen, that was indeed a good place to make
such a discover}^ for if she pleased your mother it was quite natural

that you also should be pleased. You certainly cannot be displeased

if I tell you that nothing in your book gave me greater pleasure than

the view of the old State Road Church. The most important event of

my whole life occurred at the altar of that church. It was the turning

point of my destiny for time and eternity. It is the spot to me more
dear than native vale or mountain, because it is where I first my Savicr

found and felt my sins forgiven. God was pleased to give me a most
glorious conversion. Truly I saw His brightness around me shine, and
I shouted "Glory ! Glory! " I never could doubt my conversion, and I

have always cherished the memory of that sacred hour and that hal-

lowed spot. It was the nineteenth day of December, 1850,over thirty- six

years ago now, and through all of tliese j'ears God has kept me by His
grace and always caused me to triumph through Christ Jesus. If it

had not been for His grace I should have utterl}' failed long ago. Six

of my father's famil}' were converted that same day. I left Pennsyl-
vania in September, 1855, now more than thirty-one years ago. I did

not think then that iO many years would pass before I should find an
opportunity of returning, and I have all this time cherished a desire to

again see those places made sacred by so many pleasant associations

and once more to greet my brethren with whom I traveled during tie

first years of my Christian journey. Thus far I have never been able
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to find the favorable opportunity. While I was engaged in ministerial

work I could never find time or money to devote to such a pleasure,

and since I have been out of the pastoral work it has been very much

the same. Until recently my health has been such, quite a portion of

the time, that I could not undertake such a trip even if I had all the

needed funds. I am beginning to fear that I may never again visit

those places so long cherished in my memory, and that I may not be

permitted to greet the dear Christian friends from whom I have been

so long separated until we meet on the other shore with all we have

loved so dearly who have gone on before us.

I rejoice to learn of your distinguished success in your pleasant and

honorable vocation, and trust that every step you have taken has been

with a proper regard for our Lord's command: Lay not wp for your-

selves treasures upon earth. Lay tip for yourselves treasures in Heaven.

Too many forget this and while the world may credit them with great

success, their lives are an utter failure. When one does amass a for-

tune every dollar of which is consecrated to the service and glory of

God, his example is most commendable, and when he gives an account

of his stewardship his Lord will say: Well done, thou good and faithful

servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.

Very truly yours,

S. N. Phelps.

Kasson, Minn., March 8, 1887.

My Dear Friends, Mr. aiid Mrs. Waid and Family:

Your very kind letter, and also the kind remembrance, or Souv£-

nir, you sent us, were duly received and should have been gratefully

acknowledged much sooner had we been at home when they came,

but Mr. Taylor and I were both in Wisconsin at that time. I lake

this first opportunity after reaching home to answer your most wel-

come letter, and to thank you from our hearts for the book. It will be

a precious keepsake for us, and especially for myself, having been ac-

quainted at some period of my life with almost every one of wbom it

speaks, and with most of them very intimately. In perusing the book

so many things which had almost entirely gone from my memory con-

cerning both persons and places, came back again to my mind with all

the freshness of the time when they happened, and I live over again

in imagination many of the old times, both sad and gay. I have read

and re-read the book. It is like a visit home again, and I prize it very

much. I shall enjoy so much looking at those familiar faces and

those home residences, but above all looking upon that dear old State

Road Church, so appropriately called the Pilgrims' Home. It was

there I found the Savior, so precious to me. Let me thank you again

for sending the Souvenir to us.

Ever your friends,

ROBEKT AND PaMELIA A. TaYLOR.
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^Meadville, April 24, 1887.

Dear Sir: Please accept my tbauks for a copy of your Souvenir

which you sent me. I find it interesting and instructive, and I have

learned many things from it which I did not know. You have my
best wishes for your future prosperity and happiness.

Yours trul}-,

J. D. Clemson.

Meadville, April 28, 1887.

Dear Sir: Your Souvenir has been handed me. I am obliged to

you for honoring me with a copj'. In looking through its pages I find

many valuable suggestions and much sound advice. It will be of more
and more interest as time passes. Again thanking you for your kind

remembrance, I remain.

Very truly yours,

Samuel P. Bates.

WiLLiAMSPORT, May 9, 1887.

My Dear Cousin: I received the book you sent me, and let me
thank you kindly for it. How very kind of you to remember me
of wliom you know and have seen so little. I assure you I shall prize

the book and appreciate the kindness more than I can tell you, and

hope through it to become more acquainted with your family and

others of my mother's relatives of whom I know verj^ little. I left

that place when so young that I can remember very little of anj" one

there. I enjoyed my visit there over twenty years ago very much and
thought then that I might visit there again, and should, if brother,

Henry O. Allen, had remained there, but he moved to Iowa soon after

our visit, and we removed from Athens, Bradford county, to Williams-

port, and have lived here ever since.

Your friend and cousin,

Clara W. Hart.*

Meadville, Oct. 17, 1887.

Francis C. Waid, Esq.

Dear Sir: Please accept my thanks for the volume left at my
office by you for me. It is a very interesting memorial, and I shall

take pleasure in reading it.

With my best wishes for your prosperity, I am
Your friend,

John J. Henderson.

*When my brother and I visited Fayette Allen, Dec. 25, 1888, we learned that Clara
W. Hart had died Sept. 16, 1888.—F. C. Waid.



334

New Richmond, Nov. 1, 1887.

Dear Sir: Your token of friendship in the form of a biography

and history of your family and friends was gladly received by me, and

after a careful perusal I pronounce it a very correct and useful work
for those who enjoy calling up old recollections of friends and ac-

quaintances, and one that contains much useful knowledge for the

young. Please accept my thanks for remembering me in this way.

Very trulj^ yours,

E. J. Bailey.

Chicago, July 3,

F. C. Waid, Esq., Meadville, Pa.

Dear Sir: Your letter of June 26th was duly received, as was also

your book sent to his son.* Mr. Lincoln is at present ou a vacation

trip abroad, and is not expected home until the latter part of August.

I write now, therefore, simply to acknowledge the receipt of your

book and letter. I will call his attention to both of them upon his re-

turn. Very respectfully yours,

William S. Cameron.

Chicago, August 30, 1888.

F. C. Waid, Esq., Meadville, Pa.

Dear Sir: Please accept my thanks for your favor of June 28th,

and also for the Souvenir book, which I have taken pleasure in giving

to my son. Very truly yours,

Robert T. Lincoln, f

Greenville, Penn., Dec. 17, 1888.

My Esteemed Friend, F. C. Waid:

I have just received the copy of your Souvenir, which you kindly

present to me. Allow me to thank you and to say that I will ever

cherish it as a treasure far more valuable than a gift of gold. Manj^

persons of means erect to the memory of their deceased friends, costly

monuments beside their graves, and it is often the case that the mean-

est men have placed to their memory the most expensive tombstones.

You have struck the right plan of perpetuating the names of your

relatives who have gone to their rewards, and of leaving with your

posterity the daily acts and ups and downs of your own busy life.

Such a souvenir will last long after the moss has grown over the tomb-

stones, or the marble has crumbled to mother earth. Happy should

the man be who can conscientiously publish such a volume as you

* Robert T. Lincoln's son.

fit is written tlie name of tlie just is had in everlasting remembrance. Perish not
from my memory the name of Abraham Lincoln, and wliile I live, with pleasure will

I cherish and appreciate the honor conferred ou me by Robert T. Lincoln.— F. C.

Waid.
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have sent me, without fear of its being an evil text for the "gossiping

critic " who is of no more use to society tlian rot is to a ship. My
brief acquaintance with you was one of much pleasure, and I am glad

to learn that your business placed in my hands was so attended to that

the implicit confidence you had in me has never been shattered.

I had heard, before getting j^our letter, that your estimable wife

had been called to her rest, beyond this world of strife. I can well

remember her, and permit me to extend to you my sincere sympathy
in this, the loneliest, the saddest and most melancholy year of your

active life. It surely seems hard that she who had shared with you
for thirty-four years the hardships, trials, troubles and blessings inci-

dent to this life, should be taken forever away when you had arrived

at that age when you were most in need of a true and trusted

friend and counselor; but He who holds in His hand the ver-

dict that settles the future of each of his creatures, had reasons for

severing her life's cord and gathering her into His heavenly kingdom.

You may be consoled by the happy thought that you can continue to

live the life that will insure your welcome to the place where she has

been carried by the angel'of death. May I hope that your life wdl be

spared for many years to come, and that it will be fraught with kind

acts, such as will serve to add to your alreadj' attained high Christian

character and good name, which will be the grandest legacy you can

leave to your relatives and friends.

With the kindest wishes I remain,

Your sincere friend,

J. M. RCNK.

April 17, 1889.

Mr. Francis C. Waid.
Bear Friend: Your book, Souvenir, is plainly and pointedly writ-

ten. It is a good book and will do good. The doctrine is sound, the

spirit is sweet and helpful to a serious reader. Every point discussed

is so briefly and yet so earnestly put that the reader will be fascinated

as he progresses to read on and on till he finishes the volume.

As your friend, I am gratified that you find time to write books,

and especially because you will reach an audience peculiarly your
own, which you will inspire to read and think. Your topics are among
the best, aud their presentation in your way will move others to believe

that an unselfish life is the noblest kind one can live.

May your life be spared many years, and may you succeed in doing

much good is the wish of

Faithfully yours,

T. L. Flood,
The Chaittauquan,

Dr. T. L. Flood, editor and proprietor, Meadville, Pa.
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The following article is taken from the Meadville

Weekly Tribune :

A FAMILY SOUVENIE.

FRANCIS C. WAID's GIFT TO HIS KINSMEN AND FRIENDS.

"We have received from our friend, Francis C. Waid, whose pleas-

ant liome stands at the west side of the State Road, about five miles

east from this city, a copy of the ISouvenir he has had prepared for his

family and friends. This Souvenir is a handsomely bound volume of

151 pages, entitled, " Francis C. Waid Souvenir," and contains an his-

torical sketch of the donor, with family biographies, essays on farm
economy, money loaning, an address to the youth of our country, and
much that is of general interest. The work is a complete family biog-

raphy, and contains biographical sketches, besides that of the donor,

of George N. Waid, Robert L. Waid, George W. Cutshall and C. R.

Slocum.

The work is printed on heavy calendered paper, in large, clear

type and profusely illustrated with fine engravings, among which we
find excellent portraits of Mr. Francis C. Waid, Mrs. Eliza C. Waid,
Mr. Ira C. Waid, and Mrs. Elizabeth P. Waid. The views embrace
the farm home of Ira C. Waid, the old home on the Goodrich Farm, the

residence of Francis C. Waid, the Waid lot and monument in the

Blooming Valley Cemetery, the State Road M. E. Church, and the

Blooming Valley M. E. Church.

The general contents of the work are of especial interest to mem-
bers of the family, containing as it does a complete history of the

Waid family for many years back. The series of articles from the pen

of the donor, consisting of personal experiences and practical advice

on subjects of every-day life, are such as will interest anj-one who is

so fortunate as to receive a copy of the work. Mr. Waid is what the

world recognizes as a practical farmer, and by his own industry and

thrift has profited mentally as well as financially. In the articles in

which he offers instruction to young men and women, and to older

persons engaged in business or following some of the various occupa-

tions in life, he speaks from the standpoint of successful experience,

and the wise reader will weigh his words carefully and well.

Of the work in question, six hundred copies have been printed, to

be distributed among members and friends of the family. The follow-

ing paragraph, reproduced from the preface of the book, shows the

aim in view and the spirit which prompted its publication:
" In presenting this volume ' without money and without price ' to

his kinsmen and friends, especiallj* to the youth, Mr. Francis C. Waid
does so with an expression of his untold kindness toward the receiver
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of the book, and with a desire that the compliment be accepted in the

same spirit which he intends shall accompany it—a spirit of philan-

thropy, good will, sympathy and fraternitj'."

The Smivetiir, and such it will certainly be, represents a great

amount of patient labor and was only made possible by the methodical

manner in which Mr. Waid has conducted his affairs in life. Such a

compilation, date and family statistics can only be secured where care-

ful records have been kept. In presenting the work to his kinsmen
and friends Mr. Waid aims to do good, and certainly the aim will be

accomplished. In later years the volume will prove of great value in

the family, and will perhaps be followed by another, giving further

family history yet to be made. In the idea of publishing such a work
the donor does not claim originality—he simply follows in the foot-

steps of many others who have caused similar compilations. Family
biographies, carefully compiled from j-ear to j'ear, and finally bound
into attractive volumes, are not unusual, and certainly the idea is a

good one. Strip it, if you please, of all colorings of sentiment, and the

fact remains that the most interesting reading any of us could find,

were such in existence, would be an accurate history of our own fam-

ily ancestors; and the author of the Souvenir of which we write may
well feel that he has prepared for his friends a gift which will find

appreciation untold in the years to come.
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MISCELLANEOUS.

BIOGRAPHY OF THE PHELPS FAMILY,

I take a pleasure in placing the following biography

of the Phelps Family on record in my Souvenir. It is-

not enough for me to say of Levi M. Phelps that I loved

him. He helped me much in my lifetime, and God only

knows how much he helped me on that never-to-be-for-

gotten occasion, when he knelt down and prayed for me
in the old State Koad Church on January 10, 1851. I

loved Levi M. Phelps before then as a man and a friend,

but from that day forward I loved him as a man, a true

friend and as a father of the church until his death. And
I yet love him, and cherish his precious memory with sin-

cere reverence. It was his son, Nathan, Avho led me to

the altar where I was converted, so it may not be won-

dered at that I love the Phelps Family.

Levi M. Phelps was born August 3, 1803, in Maryland, and died

March 31, 1857, in Minnesota. When he was but four years old his

father died, and the boy was reared without education or any chance
of improvement. He was a good father, a man who impressed all with

whom he associated with the right, and was looked up to as a leader.

He was for many years exhorter, steward, class-leader and trustee of

his church; was several times school and town officer. He died as he

had lived. Shortly before he passed away he said: "I thought religion

was good, but I never expected such a triumph. All joy, all peace, all

Heaven!" And though dead, he yet speaketh.

His wife, Phebe M., was born July 28, 1808, in Allegany County,

N. Y., and died July 29, 18T5, in the town of Marion, Minn. She al-

ways despised wrong, looked with contempt on anything unchaste or

dishonorable. She instructed her children in the right, and left a salu-
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tary impress on all she had to do with, and died in the faith. Tlie chil-

dren of Levi M. and Phebe 31. Phelps were as follows:

(1) Nathan S., born February 23, 1826, in Steuben County, N. Y.

;

married Margaret Waldron Februar}^ 18, 1870, and has three children,

all girls. He resides in Olmsted Count}% Minn., a wealthy farmer and

a man of prominence in church and municipal affairs.

(2) Eleazer C, born March 22, 1827, in Steuben County, N. Y.;

married Electa A. Rorman in September, 1750, in Crawford County,

Penn., and has four daughters married. He is now a resident of Roch-

ester, Minn.

(3) Thomas W., born April 28, 1829, in Steuben County, K Y.;

married August 29, 1858, at Faribault, Minn., to Eliza Jane Hooner,

and has four daughters and one son— Sadie P., Mina E., Thomas L.,

Emma B. and Jennie L., all living and well to do. He resides in Ches-

ter, Olmsted Co., Minn. [At page 340 will be found a brief autobio-

graphical sketch of Thomas W. Phelps.—F. C. W.]

(4) Sarah J., born October 15, 1850, in Steuben County, N. Y.;

has never married. She has taught school nearly thirty years, com-

mencing in 18483in Crawford County, Penn. She is also a resident

of Olmsted County, Minn.

(5) Mary A., born April 15, 1832, in Potter County, Penu. ; is mar-

ried and has four children. She was the first of a family of eleven,

converted at the meetings held at State Road Church, Crawford Co.,

Penn., in 1850-51. She now lives in St. Clair County, Mo.

(6) Sylvester X., born September 17, 1833, in Potter County, Penn.

;

is married and has one child, a daughter. He was converted in De-

cember, 1850, at the State Road Church, attended Allegheny College

in Meadville, Penn., and moved to Minnesota in September, 1855.

Joined the Conference in 1856, and preached nearly twenty years. He
owns a very fine farm.

(7) Letitia P., born August 15, 1835, in Steuben County, Penn.; is

married and has three children living, all girls. He resides in Roches-

ter, Minn.

(8) Loretta P., born August 8, 1837, died in April, 1874, in Mar-

shall County, Iowa, leaving two children living—one son and one

daughter.

(9) Margaret E., born February 18, 1840, in Crawford County,

Penn.; married in 1858, and had two children by first marriage; in

August, 1864, she lost her husband in the war, and in 1870 she again

maiTied, by which union she had three daughters. She died February

9, 1887.

(10) Amelia S., born July 26, 1846, in Crawford County, Penn.; is

married, and resides in Marshall County, Iowa.

(11) Emma, born in February, 1848, in Crawford Count3^ Penn.;

is married and has one child living. She resides at Crook City, Dak.



340

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THOMAS W. PHELPS.

(WRITTEN FOR HIS SINCERE FRIEND FRANCIS C. WAID.)

The record of my birth and parentage, etc., is included in the bio-

graphical record of the Phelps FamilJ^ and will be found at page 339

in this book. When I left.home, just before I waa twenty-one j^ears of

age, I had no properly I could call my own, and had but little school-

ing. However, during the winters of 1850-51 and 1851-52 I attended

school, and in September, 1852, I commenced college, following which
I 1 aught school in various places, alternated with further studies at

college. In 1856 I moved to Minnesota, and located at Marion, where
I went to work immediately, and followed surveying several j-ears. I

was town superintendent of schools in 1860-61, and county super-

intendent several years. Have held nearly every town office;

was a justice of the peace many years; was in the Legislature, 1871

and 1877; was president of the Agricultural Society, 1877-78-79. I

have been district treasurer ever since 1874, and am now supervisor

and treasurer. I have held nearly all the offices in the church; have
been lay delegate, district and recording steward (manj^ years); have
held the office of class leader, steward, president of building commit-
tee (during the putting up tVo new churches); am at present steward

and Sunday-school superintendent.

On my farm we raise cattle, horses, hogs and the various kinds of

grain and seeds— hay, clover and timothj-, for seed, doing well here.

We have a comfortable living, enough for ourselves and whomsoever
may visit us; and I wish you, my dear friend Mr. Waid, could come
and see up and stay a long time. You and j^ours would be welcome
and twice welcome. Things taste better when we have our friends

with us. Come! Come!! Come!!!

Your sincere friend,

Thomas W. Phelps.

Chester, Minn.
}

February 8, 1887. f

-J^-
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THE HENEY O. ALLEN FAMILY.

The following record of the Henry O. Allen family I

received in April, 1888, from his wido^v, Mrs. Rhoda A.

Allen, of Winterset, Madison Co., Iowa:

Henry O. Allen, born August 18, 1821, atMeadville, Crawford Co..

Penn., died October 29, 1885, at Leavenworth, Kas., at the age of 64

years, 2 months and 11 days. [Had he lived till November 11, 1885,

he and his wife would have seen the forty-fifth anniversary of their

wedding day.]

Rhoda Ann Caleb, born October 11, 1820, at Danby, Tompkins
Co., K Y.

Above named were married November 11, 1840, at Ovid, Seneca

Co., N. Y., and their children were as follows:

Oscar Monroe, born May 10, 1843, at Athens, Bradford Co., Penn..

died at Pleasantville, Penn., December 14, 1874, aged 31 years, 7

months and 4 days.

Francis Elijah, born July 13, 1846, at Athens, Bradford Co., Penn.,

died at Ottawa, Kas., May 6, 1879, aged 32 years, 9 months and 23

days.

Adrian Leroy, born August 10, 1851, at Athens, Bradford Co.,

Penn.

Ida Bell Estelle, born August 4, 1857, at Meadville, Crawford Co.,

Penn.

I here also give some other names that may be of in-

terest to the reader, and which I jotted down from time

to time when visiting cemeteries

:

Clinton Cullum, born November 17, 1819, died at his pleasant home
on Liberty Street, Meadville, Januarj- 28, 1888; interred in Greeudale

Cemeterj', Meadville.

Nicholas R. Stull died at his home in "Woodcock Township, Craw-
ford County, February 9, 1888, aged 68 3-ears and 1 month, interred on
11th in Blooming Valley Cemetery, the funeral services being con-

ducted by our pastor, M. Miller, whose text was: Ow fathers, where are

they? Brother Stull had been a member of the State Road Methodist

Episcopal Church for about twenty-five years.

James H. Allen died November 24, 1888, in Campbell County,

Dakota, while his wife was visiting in Crawford County, Penn.
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Robert Quinn died October 16, 1865, aged sixty-eigbt years; Jaue,

his wife, died November 12, 1856, aged sixty-years. Tliej' are interred

in Lakeview Cemetery, Jamestown, Chautauqua Co., N. Y., and by

their side rest the remains of Leander Simmons.

Reuben E. Fenton, born July 4, 1819, died August 25, 1885, and is

also buried in Lal^eview Cemetery. [The Fenton vault is a small,

plainly beautiful structure, bearing upon one end the words, 1 am the

Resurrertion and the Life, and upon the other side the legend, "Rest

in peace."]

Cordelia A. Stephenson died March 13, 1889, in her sixty-sixth

year. Her husband, John Stephenson, died in 1878, and both are in-

terred in Greendale Cemetery, Meadville, and I attended both funerals;

the}' were relatives of mine. On that beautiful spring afternoon,

March 14, 1889, I read on a monument in Greendale Cemeterj' the fol-

lowing:
Through the grave and the gates of Death

We ])ass to a joyful resurrection.

Darwin A. Finney,

1814-1866.

I here give the record of several departed ones not

already mentioned in my 1886 Souvenie:

Franklin, son of M. S. and M.-Morehead, died September 15, 1862,

aged 3 months. [Interred just east of our last monument erected.]

Angeliue, wife of Henry Thurston, died September 1, 1856, aged

26 years, 5 months, 26 days. [This lady was a schoolmate of mine.

Three of her children—David, Alien and Mack—are interred by her

grave.]

Daniel Cowen died May 15, 1864, aged 71 years, 1 month, 4 days.

Basheba, wife of Able Ellis, died April 1, 1885, aged 80 years, 9

months.

Samuel Floyd died July 11, 1849, aged 84 years.

Catharine Pitcher, daughter of A. and J. Pitcher, died April 20,

1854, aged 17 years.

David Pitcher, son of A. and J. Pitcher, died December 19, 1849,

aged 20 years, 1 month, 18 days.

Nicholas Pitcher, died April 30, 1854, aged 23 years.

Eliza A., wife of Leland Braymer, died November 25, 1879, aged

34 years, 11 mouths, 6 days.

Susan, wife of Luther March, died xipril 13, 1845, aged 36 years, 6

months, 26 days.
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O. E. Adams, wife of H. L. Boj'Ies, died December 13, 1873, aged
29 years, 6 months, 6 days.

Frank T. Deosmore, 1856-1885.

Marillie, wife of Jolm Pochey, died November 16, 1884, aged 27

years, 4 months, 24 days.

George Lemmon, born November 13, 1885, died February 1, 1881.

Jane, wife of J. Lemmon, died October 8, 1868, aged 73 years, 3

months.

Charles Stewart died March 11, 1873, aged 45 years.

Henry B. Baxter, born December 17, 1827, died July 4, 1882. [I

pause a moment here to malvC a remark, as the date of Mr. Baxter's

death comes so near home to me as I write it. I had always loved him
since our first acquaintance. He lived several years in our neighbor-

hood; was superintendent of Sabbath-school at State Road, and I have

always been acquainted with Phebe C. Baxter,* his beloved wife. She

is a daughter of J. F. Breed, of whom I have spoken in this volume,

and when I think of mj- own beloved wife. Eliza, whose name and
memory to me are imperishable, never to be forgotten, died on the 4th

of Jul\% 1888, just six j^ears to a day after my friend, Henry Baxter.

Is it any wonder to the reader that I stop to think? But I continue to

give the list of the departed ones. On this monument, which I may
say is the largest and perhaps one of the most attractive in the cem-
etery, is inscribed the name of his wife, or widow: Phebe C. Baxter,

Ijorn April3, 1841.]

Fannie S. Falkinburg, born October 1, 1838, died April 21, 1885.

W. W. Baxter, born November 12, 1851; Hulda A., his wife, born
January 24, 1842, died February 17, 1884.

Preston D., son of A. and S. Rider, died March 21, 1878, aged 18

years, 10 months, 7 days.

G. J. Wykoff, wife of R. Roudebush, died July 7, 1870, aged 23

years.

Janett E., wife of W. L. Wykoff, died May 3, 1878, aged 28 years,

2 months, 12 days.

Lydia, daughter of R. and S. A. Teasdale, died March 25, 1876,

aged 19 years, 11 months, 5 days.

Temperance Fergerson, born December 20, 1796, diedf March 11,

1869. Interred near the Waid Twin Monuments. James A. Fergerson,

born December 25, 1795, died April 22, 1858, and is interred in the

cemetery in Meadville.

*Phebe C. Baxter attended the Moore school where I taught in 1856. and later on
she taught our district school where our children attended.— 1-. C. Waid.

t Temperance Fergerson died at the home of my brother, Robert L. Waid, where
she was visiting and look sick.— F. C. Waid.
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John H. Marvin died November 3, 1881, aged 21 years, 7 months,
28 days.

Samuel Barrett, born May 18, 1834, died October 20, 1882.

Alice, wife of G. Gilraore, died March 14, 1867, aged 22 years, 10

months.

Athan A. Williams, born October 5, 1813, died March 28, 1877.

Polly, wife of T. J. Odell, died November 7, 1870, aged 54 years,

9 months, 15 days.

Stella M. Hays, wife of J. D. Barr, died January 14, 1884, aged 36

years, 1 month, 12 days.

Elizabeth, wife of John Ring, died March. 28, 1874, aged 80 years.

Hattie Dickson died October 22, 1873, aged 35 years.

Dwight Dickson died October 23, 1871, aged 22 years, 6 months, 13

days.

Louessa, wife of Henry Marker, died August 13, 188G, aged 73

years, 4 months, 27 days.

Henry Marker died November 11, 1887, aged 77 years, 3 months,

14 days.

George P. Marker, son of H. and L. Marker, died February 18,

1856, aged 21 years, 3 months, 16 days.

Charlotte, wife of Henry Kelly, died October 20, 1851, aged 52

years, 2 months, 25 days.

Almira Fleck died March 6, 1845, aged 23 years, 7 months, 10 days.

Peter Marker died October 31, 1841, aged 26 years, 5 months, 9

days; Delilah, daughter of P. and S. A. Marker, died March 4, 1860,

aged 19 years, 8 mouths, 13 days.

Sally Ann, wife of Peter Marker, died December 10, 1860, aged 40

years, 6 mouths.

In memory of Thomas MifSiu, died April 4, 1853, aged 57 years.
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THE WAID TWIN MONUMENTS

IN BLOOMING VALLEY CEMETERY.

The one was erected August 13, 1884, the other bearing the date
November 30, 1888, although it was not placed in position, owing to
delay in shipment, until December 11, following. The chief object of
this'mouument being to perpetuate the memory of my beloved wife,
Eliza, it was a happy coincidence that it should be erected on the
birthday of our little two year-old granddaughter, who was named
after her—Edna Eliza Waid—only daughter of Guinnip and Anna
Waid. On this monument are the following inscriptions:

(On West Side.)

In memory of

Eliza,

His beloved wife;

Franklin,
His twin brother;

Parents and Kindred;

These twin monuments are dedicated by
Francis C. Waid,
November 30, 1888.

(On South Side.)

Francis C. Waid,
Born April 33, 1833,

Eliza,

His wife,

Born April 13, 1832, died July 4, 1888.

(On East Side.)

Record op Kindred.

Peraber Waid had seven sons and five daughters.

Ira C, son of Pember Waid, had four sons, namely:

Robert L., who had three sons.

George N., who had six'sons and four daughters.

rr„- „ \ Francis C, who has three sons.
^^'°^

I Franklin P.
22A.
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Francis C. Waid's three sons are Franklin I., who
has four daughters, Guiuuip P., who has one daughter,

Fred F.

Record of Jacob Masiker's Famil}-.

Six sons and two daughters.

Jane, wife of G. W. Cutshall.

Eliza, wife of F. C. Waid.

Temperance Fergerson,

Born December 20, 1790, died March 11, 1869.

(On North Side.)

"Have Faith in God."

Commit thy ways unto the Lord; trust also in Him and

He shall bring it to pass.

Remember thy Creator in the days of thy youth.

Seek first the Kingdom of God and His righteousness,

and all these things shall be added unto you.

Oh, that my words were now written; Oh, that they were

printed in a book, that they were graven loitli an iron pen

and lead in the rock for ever. For 1 knoio that my Re-

deemer liveth.

Jesus saith, because Hive she shall live also.

Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shall be

saved.

The Waid lot in Blooming Valley Cemetery is east of the center of
what was known as the first purchase (or old lot), located on the north
side of the driveway. Adjoining this lot.bothto the east and to the west
of it, are interred near relatives. East of my twin brother's grave is

that of my uncle, William Morehead. The lots of Washington Waid
and William Morehead bound our lot on the east, and the lots of
Cyrus Goodwill and George Roudebush on the west.

Elsewhere I give the record of others interred in this cemeter}',

Jiot already mentioned in \ny 1886 Souvenir.
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THE BIBLE.

At page 45 in this book I have said something of

this Book of Books, and placed on record the following

appropriate sayings from the pen of John Locke, the

eminent English theologian, which are well worthy of

repetition here:

It [the Bible] has God for its author, salvation for its end, and

truth, without any mixture of error, for its matter. It is all pure, all

sincere, nothing too much, nothing wanting.

The Bible is a library in itself, not only on account of

the vast amount of knowledge it contains, but because of

the multitude of its Books, Chapters, Verses, etc., and as

a matter of interest to the general reader, particularly the

juvenile portion, I here append a summary of Bible

Facts, a portion of which already appear in this volume

at page 238.

The Bible contains as follows: 39 books in the Old Testament, 27

in the New; 929 chapters in the Old, 260 in the New; 23,214 verses in

the Old, 7,929 in the New; 592,439 words in the Old, 181,253 in the

New; 2,728,100 letters in the Old, 838,380 in the New. A recapitula-

tion of these figures shows that there are in the entire Bible 66 books,

1,189 chapters, 31,143 verses, 773,692 words, and 3,566,480 letters.

The middle chapter is Job xxix; the middle verse is Psalm cxviii:

8; the shortest chapter is Psalm cxvii; the shortest verse is John xi:

35, " Jesus wept; " there is another in the New Testament as short in

point of words, but not in letters, viz. : First Thessalonians v: 16, " Re-

joice evermore; " the shortest verse in the Old Testament is, " Remem-
ber Lot's wife. " Ezra vii: 21 contains all the letters of the alphabet.

The word " and " occurs in the Old Testament 35,543 times, in the New
10,684; total, 46.227 times in the entire Bible. The word " reverend "

appears but once, and will be found in Psalm cxi: 9. Tiie word "girl
"

appears twice in the Bible—in Joel iii: 3, and in Zechariah viii: 5;

the word "bo}'" three times—in Genesis xxv: 27, Joel iii: 3, and

Zechariah viii: 5. The nineteenth chapter of Second Kings and

the thirty-seventh chapter of Isaiah are alike. There is no date from

beginning to end in the Bible. It comprises some sixty documents,

and is supposed to have been written by about forty men. Fifty-four

miracles are recorded in the Old Testament and fifty-one in the New,
total 105. In the book of Esther the Deity is not once mentioned.
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OUR NATIVE LAND.

OUR LAND is indeed a land of liberty. No tyrant have we to

reign over us, to bind us down in oppression's chain; but we are a free

people who enjoy the rights and privileges of a free and moral govern-

ment. We have no king to rule over us, and make laws of injustice,

and compel us to submit to his authority, who could, if he pleased, re-

duce us to poverty and wretchedness, and make us miserable by his

own power, whicli he could exercise over us at his own will if he

chose. No, thank Heaven, we are not under such a Government as

this; but we are in a land of liberty, a land of freedom where we enjoy

the smiles of Heaven, as it were, and have the privilege of hearing the

gospel preached, and also of reading the Bible, which is the best of

books, and which teaches men the way to heaven, revealing to us what
we must do in order to inherit eternal life beyond the grave.

Truly if there are any people who enjoy liberty and freedom they

are the American people, who live at the present period of time. And
who is there among us Americans that does not love and admire his.

native laud, which is so dear to us? It was for our native land that

our ancestors fought so bravely, and died so willingly on the field of

battle! They were faithful and true to their country, and looked for-

ward with the expectation of finall}' achieving a glorious victory over

their cruel oppressors; and after a long and hard struggle they suc-

ceeded in their attempt, and came off conquerors over their enemies.

We are the people who now enjoy the fruits of their victory, and we
ought to cherish friendship, love and peace.

Francis C. Waid.

Blooming Valley, 1851-52.

In comiectiou Avitli the above I have thought it not

out of place to add a list of the Presidents of the United

States, in a condensed form necessitated by lack of space.

PEESIDENTS OF THE UNITED STATES.

George Washington, the "Father of our Country," was born

in Westmoreland County, Va., February 22, 1732, a son of Augustine

and Mary (Ball) Washington. His great-grandfather, John Washing-
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ton, emigrated from England to Virginia in 1657, and became a pros-

perous planter. He had two sons, Lawrence and John, former of

whom married Mildred Warner, and had three children, John, Augus-
tine and Mildred. Of these Augustine, the father of George, first

"married Jane Butler, who bore him four children, two of whom, Law-
rence and Augustine, reached maturlt}^ Of six children by his sec-

ond marriage, George was the eldest, the others being Betty, Samuel,

John Augustine, Charles and Mildred. Augustine Washington, father

of George, died in 1743. As the life of George Washington is a por-

tion of American History as familiar to every true American as house-

liold words, notliing more need be said here, even did space permit,

further than to give a brief record of his presidential life. In Febru-
ary, 1789, he was unanimouslj^ elected President of the United States;

at the expiration of his first term he was unanimously re-elected, and
at the end of this terra he absolutelv refused a re-nomination. Janu-
ary 17, 1759, he mnrried Mrs. Martha (Dandridge) Custis, a widow.

The Presidents who have come after George Washington have
been as follows:

Year of
<iiialifi

cation

1797
1801
1809
1817
1825
1829
1837
1841
1841
1845
1849
1850
1853
1857
1861
1865
1869
1877
1881
1881
1885
18S9

Name. Where From.

John Adams
Thomas Jefferson
James Madison
James Monroe
John Quincy Adams. . .

.

Andrew Jaclcson.
Martin Van Buren
William Henrj' Harrison^
John Tyler
James Knox Polk
Zacharv Tavlorf
Millard Fillmore
Franklin Pierce
James Buchanan
Abraham Lincolnt
Andrew Johnson
Ulysses S. Grant
Rutherford B. Hnyes. . . .

James A. Gartield"||

Chester A. Arthur
Grover Cleveland
Benjamin Harrison

Term of Office.

Massachusetts.
jVirgiuia
[Virginia
Virginia
Massachusetts.
Tennessee
New York
Ohio
Virginia
Tennessee
Louisiana
New York ....

New Hampshire'4
Pennsylvania .

.'4

Illinois 4
Tennessee 3
^Illinois j8

iOhio 4
Ohio |6

New York 3

New York.
Indiana. . .

.

years.
j-ears.

years.

_years.

3'ears.

years.
years.
month.
years, 11 months.
years.

3'ear, 4 mo. 5 days.
3ears,7 mo. 26 days.
years.
years.
j'ears,l mo. 10 days.
years. 10 mo. 20 days
years.
years.
months, 15 days.
j'ears, 5 mo. 15 days.
vears.

1865.

him.

* Died in office April 4, 1841. wlien Viee-Piesident Tyler succeeded him.
tDied in office July 9, 1851), wlien Vice-PresMent FiUinore succeeded him.
^Assassinated April 14, 1865, when Vice-President Johnson succeeded him April 15,

Assassinated, and died September 19, 1881, when Vice-President Arthur succeeded
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FAMILY PORTEAITS.

" Look here, upon this picture, and on this."

Sometimes in life we have to work and wait manj
years before our prayers are heard, or before we find tlie

object of our wishes. I am led to these thoughts by the

pleasure I feel in being enabled to place in this volume

portraits of myself and members of my family, including

my deceased wife, Eliza, and myself; my present wife,

Anna, and myself; and the family group consisting of my
deceased wife, Eliza, myself and our three sons, Franklin

L, Guinijip P. and Fred F., as well as portraits of my
father and mother—Ira C. and Elizabeth P. Waid—and

of my two brothers—R. L. Waid and G. N. Waid.

Twenty-seven years ago (in 1802) my cousin Henry
O. Allen painted portraits of my father and mother, also

of my wife, Eliza, and myself; and so industrious was I

then ( and my friends say I am so still ) that I took a pen

and wrote on the back of my portrait my name and date

of birth, thus: Francis C. Waid, horn April 23, A. D.,

1833. Eliza's portrait represents her holding a book in

her right hand resting on the stand; my mother, who was

noted for her industry among her many other amiable

qualities, was attending to her knitting, as shown

in her portrait; my father, who was a prudent man, and

wiser perhaps than any of the rest of us, had his portrait

taken without being represented as engaged in any kind

of work; yet I will vouch for it he did not lack in any

good qualities we may have possessed. We should never

be discouraged. My desire to have my likeness taken in

the act of writing is now granted, and I am happy in the

thought that I can put it in the hands of kindred and

friends, for it alone brings out a trait of my character

—
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a trait peculiar to myself. My mother, it is true, was

fond of writing, for besides the household accounts she

kept a sort of journal or diary, something she continued

till the close of her life. Oftentimes before her death,

and more frequently since, have I perused her writings

with pleasure and profit; and it is real happiness to me
now to read my father's old copy-books written in Con-

necticut in his boyhood, before he came to Pennsylvania.

Then to be able to trace their lives, knowing them as I

do, in their own handwriting, by diary, by book accounts,

by letter or by journal, to the close of their days, brings

an untold amount of good to me that I wish I could trans-

fer to others.

These thoughts have been housed up in me long

enough, and they now seek utterance. May they DO
GOOD, and I hope that the portrait of myself, " only a

plain farmer," will benefit the reader, by giving a com-

paratively correct idea of what the author of this book is

like when at work with the pen.

The following letter from Mr. AV. F. Oldham, of

Singapore, in the Straits Settlements, Malay Peninsula,

India, appeared in a Meadville paper December 27,

1888. In introducing the letter the editor of the paper

makes the following remarks:

"Our friend Francis C. Waid having received the fol-

lowing letter from W. F. Oldham, now a teacher and

missionary in India, has kindly handed it to us for pub-

lication, knowing that it will prove interesting to a large

number of acquaintances and friends. Mr. Oldham was

formerly a student at Allegheny College, and while pur-

suing his studies here gave many lectures in the vicinity.

He is a native of India."
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Singapore, Nov. 3, 1888

.

Dear Brother and Sister Waid: We were pleased to receive your

letter of April last, which I unhappily mislaid soon after receipt.

Now that I have found it again, I write at once.

I am, as you will see by consulting a map, at the southernmost

extremity of Asia, within eighty miles of the equator. This is a

lovely place, where every prospect pleases, and only man is vile. As
I am presiding elder of a district, pastor of an English church, and

principal of a large and growing school, you can imagine my hands

-are full. God has prospered us beyond our expectations, as the little

school I commenced among a few heathen boys is now a flourishing

institution, educating 303 boys, paying its own current expenses, and

paying half the expense of its $14,000 building, into which we have

just moved. We have now a membership of sixt3^ and a promising

congregation. We have great joy in upbuilding a Methodist Church
from nothing. We have also services in Malay and Tamil, and one of

our number is learning Chinese, which is very difficult. We visit

hundreds of heathen homes, and witness for Christ to scores of heathen

souls. We pay some attention to tlie American captains and sailors

who come to this port. As a result of these multiform activities, I

must confess to being utterly worn out. For four years I have had no

single holiday, except when sick once for ten days and another time

for six. I have taught on an average forty hours a weeli, and preached

four or five times a week. I mention this to explain whj^ you may
probably see me in 1890 back to the U. S. (D. V.) to once more see the

beautiful snow, and be invigorated by the tonics of cool weather and

renewed Christian friendships.

With much interest shall I then revisit State Street Church, and

shall be very glad, if you will have me, to preach once more the Gos-

pel of Jesus Christ to my old friends.

Please remember me to Brother and Sister Reynolds, the Sacketts,

Auntie Brown, the old brother class leader (I forget his name) and all

others whom I learned to love in the Lord.

Mrs. Oldham is not well, but improves.

Yours sincerely,

W. F. Oldham



353

MRS. ELIZA C. WAID,

Who died at Blooming Yalley, Pemi., July 4, 1888.

" Farewell, Francis dear, farewell,

Adieu, farewell to thee ;

And jon mj' children all.

Farewell, farewell to you."

Our mother is gone, and we are left

The loss of her to mourn.

But then we hope to meet with her

With Christ before God's throne.

Call not back the dear departed

Anchored safe where storms are o'er
;

On the border land we left her.

Soon to meet and part no more.

Far beyond this world of changes,

Far beyond this world of care;

We shall find our missing loved one

In our Father's mansion fair.

'Tis hard to break the tender cord

When love has bound the heart;

'Tis hard, so hard, to speak the words,
" We must on earth forever part."

Dearest loved one we must la}' thee

In the peaceful grave's embrace;

But thy memory will be cherished

Till we see thy heavenly face.

Through all pains at times she'd smile,

A smile of heavenly birth;

And when the angels called her home.

She smiled farewell to earth.

Heaven retaineth now our treasure.

Earth the lonely casket keeps;

And the sunbeams love to linger

Where our sainted mother sleeps.

Yes Eliza, sleep, but turn I

Back to a busy world of strife;

Written on the death of Mrs. F. C. Waid, by a devoted friend, Mrs. M. N.
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For a place awaits my coming

On the battlefield of life.

But ere I go, a promise sweet

Is to my spirit given,

That we shall meet beyond the grave;

Yes, meet again, in heaven.

These lines appeared in print—first on July 6, 1888,

and again, in a slightly amended form, on November 29,

1888, in the Pennsylvania Faryner.

The following beautiful tribute to the memory of Mrs.

Eliza C. Waid, a woman who held so enviable a position in

the affection of husband, children and friends, appeared

in a local paper. It was sent to the bereaved husband by

his esteemed friend, J. Y. Gilmore, editor of the New Or-

leans Sugar Bowl and Farm Journal, accompanied by a

warm letter of condolence and sympathy.

" She is dead." Simple words are these, lightly spoken by many,

and scarcely heeded by the masses, ordinarily; but when it has refer-

ence to one who is near and dear to us, either from lifelong friendship

or of kindred tie, how differently sounds that sentence!

School ourselves as we may in the belief that death is a natural

event, which should be expected, and by which we should not be

grieved when it comes, there is another natural consequence—that of

strong attachment, which grieves at parting—that completely over-

comes all cold philosophy when the trial comes.

These reflections are caused by the receipt of the unexpected news
of the death of Mrs. Francis C. Waid, nee Eliza C. Masiker, a lifelong

friend and early schoolmate of this writer. Meeting, as we did, but a

few months before, she apparently in perfect health, with that pleas-

ant face and roseate hue for which she was always noticeable, none,

unless told, would have suspected that a fatal malady was daily doing

its deadly work. She knew the end was approaching, but, with that

Christian fortitude so characteristic of her, she murmured not; but

that noble life, which had been one long sacrifice to a deep sense of

duty, was laid upon this last altar, and, while painful, she peacefully

passed away. Although gone before, her memory lingers to bless her

friends who are made better by remembering her example, if they but

seek to emulate it. She has passed to a more blessed state, and may
we all so live that our lives may be as pure and our reconciliation to

death as complete as was hers.
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adde:nda to letters received from recipients of
my first souvenir.

Meadvile, Penn., January 4th. 1887.

Francis C. Waid, Esq.,

De((r Sir:—1 desire to thank you for the interesting volume, con-

taining the biographical sketch of yourself and some of your family

and friends, which you so kindly furnished me recently.

It is doubly interesting to me from the fact that my relations with

you, and many members of the family to which you belong, have given

me some personal acquaintance which I would cherish.

Old memories are awakened by looking over the pages of your

volume. Here are the names of old friends: Ira C. Waid, George W.
Cutshall, C. R. Slocum and others. There are the engravings of

persons, places and objects which recall other and pleasant days.

Your treatise on monej^ lending, and the address to 5'outh, are full of

valuable suggestions. Your book seems valuable as illustrating the

fact that men may cherish high aims and good habits, and obtain " the

life that now is. and that which is to come."

It has been written [see 1st Psalm] of certain persons: "He shall

be like a tree, planted by rivers of water; his leaf shall not fade, and
ichatsoever he doeth shall prosper." Your volume will be interesting to

your family and friends as a genealogical record, and will be profitable

in illustrating the path of success in life, and stimulating others to

hope and labor efficiently.

You have been a laborer; you did not use up all the products of

your labor in useless, or worse than useless, expenditure. The surplus

products of your labor became capital, or accumulated labor. Those

who denounce capital, but praise labor, forget that capital is only

accumulated laboi'. This is a rule; there may be some exceptions, but

they are few.

Excuse delay in acknowledging the receipt of your volume; it was
mislaid a few days. Wishing 5'ou continued success and much happi-

ness, I remain Your friend,

G. B. Delamater.

Lawrence, Ka?., March 19th, 1890.

F. C. Waid, Esq.,

My Dear Brother:—I was at Conference when your letter came,
with that very welcome $10. It has been added to the S. S. window
fund, and is on interest until needed for the special purpose.

The book which you sent me should have received earlier notice.

Your collection of Historical Sketches of relatives, friends and neigh-
bors must afford reflective people of that region of countiy very great
pleasure. Like myself, many are now far away from scenes once
familiar. This book calls back manj^ of the brighter places and the

sweeter experiences of the earlier days. These pictures of rural life

under Christian surroundings are eminently calculated to "Do Good."
Fraternally,

Jas. Marvin.
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BIOGRAPHICAL.

Among the personal sketches which were published in my
first Souvenir were those of my brothers, R. L. and G. N.

Waid, and of my brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall. To these

sketches I added, in the spring of this year (1890) a few more

"wayside thoughts." for the most part retrospective, which

appear in the following few pages, under the respective names.

ROBERT L. WAID.

Sitting in the old farm home to-day, May 15, 1890, where

we four children of Ira C. Waid grew to manhood, and in this

community where we so long lived, and where my only brother,

Gr. N. , and myself, with my children, still live, I was perus-

ing the sketch of R. L. Waid as it appears in my first Souve-

nir, and concluded that a few more items in that connection

might not be uninteresting to the reader; so, "with pen in

hand," I chronicle some additional reminiscences.

Many changes take place in life, even in a day, a week,

a month, a year—and oh! how very many in fifty years; for

the reader must bear in mind that my thoughts are thrown

back half a century. To me it does not seem nearly so long.

If you want time to appear long, look ahead; in a retrospect-

ive view, it certainly seems short to me when my twin brother,

Franklin, and I, at the age of seven years, played about this

old familiar home with our other brothers. I remember R.

L. Waid used to "hitch up" myself and twin brother to

" drive," as he called it, calling us his " match team," because

of our being twins. When we were seven, he was fourteen,

and could easily handle both of us in the way of play, and do

twice as much work. But we gained on him as we grew older,

and he found that in our j)lay it was not so easy to handle

both of us at once as it used to be ; neither could he, in hoeing

corn, do as much as both of us.

Yes, indeed, the remembrance of our happy days on the
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farm, fifty years ago, brings this day good cheer to my heart.

I love a joy that is lasting. Youthful days are happy days

when spent in Wisdom's ways; that kind of day is beautiful,

and in the words of the poet: "'A thing of beauty is a joy for-

ever." As my brother, R. L. , always lived near by, I knew

him from my first recollections to the close of his life—

a

period of over forty years. I had been with him many a day

on the old farm here, on his farm and on my own, working as

my boys are doing, from time to time changing work or help-

ing each other. I have been with him at home and abroad,

and to-day, while in Blooming Valley, along with my brother,

G. N. , we met an aged man, Mr. Carpenter, in the post-office

[his son, M. L., is postmaster], who said: "'Francis Waid,

when a boy, was with Lyman when we thrashed at our place

years ago." Mr. Carpenter lives near Guy's Mills, in this

county. I was glad to meet my aged friend, and hear him

speak of '"Lyman," as he called my brother, R. L. Many are

the friends here and elsewhere, whom I frequently hear speak

of my departed brother in words of lasting benediction to his

memory. As the leaves of a rose breathe a sweet perfume

long after being plucked from the stem, so a good name will

live. The righteous are held in everlasting rememhrance.

I come now to the close of his eventful and useful life; and

here let me say that during his last sickness,which took place at

his own home in May and June, 1880, not only his wife, but

also our mother, as well as our elder brother, G. N., and my-

self, all the members of my father's family then living, be-

sides his own two sons, together with relatives and friends,

were present to do what we could in administering to his

wants, and by our presence and words of cheer to comfort him

as he neared the end of life. Among the innumerable bless-

ings that throng life's pathway, are those given at its close—
at the last setting of our sun. In this familiar home, where

I am writing to-day, my twin brother, Franklin, died, nearly

thirty- six years ago; it is over nineteen years since my father

died, and on January 7, 1882, my mother departed. After

the death of R. L. half of the family died in this dear home.
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And now, in concluding my retrospective thoughts about

the subject proper of this sketch, I will add that one day, as

mother and a Christian friend, as well as myself, were at his

bedside in silent devotion, in compliance with his request in

regard to his welfare and recovery, mother asked him if he

expected to get well. " That, mother, is just as the Lord wills,"

he replied, " I am in His hands, and if He sees fit to bless the

means used for my recovery, I may get better." Then after

a few days, when I was there, he again called my attention,

saying he had had a dream, and on relating it to me at a sub-

sequent interview, he said: "Francis, I do not think I will

ever get well." I did all I could to encourage him, and so

did mother, but to no avail, for nothing we could say or do

had any impression on his mind. He expressed himself will-

ing to do the Lord's will—to live or die, as would best please

Him. Our hearts were glad to know that he trusted in the

Lord, and had found peace.

Our Aunt Eliza Phillips, on visiting at our home, after

having spent a short time with Lyman during this his last ill-

ness, expressed her great satisfaction, in words of kindness

and sympathy, that he had found peace, and that he had in

his dying words declared his willingness to do the Lord's

will, and submissively bow to His decree.

The Good Master had said to him: Come unto me, and ye

shall find rest to your soul. And so the spirit of R. L. Waid
drifted down the River of Peace to the boundless Sea of

Eternity.

F. C. Waid.

-i^-f.—^^—4-^
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G. N. WAID.

After my brother and family returned from the West they

lived with father until the following year, when a home was

built on the farm that is located by an excellent never-failing

spring. This home they occupied till 1865 when my brother

sold his interest in the crops then on the farm, as well as his

entire interest in father's estate, both personal and real, I

purchasing the same. Up to the time of my brother's enlist-

ment father and he did the farming, also managing same

till July, 1862; and while he was in the army I assisted

father in doing his farm work. When my brother returned

home, he and I worked the farm together (till he moved to

where he now lives), assisted in same by father, who also di-

rected us as to what was best to do in the way of planning on

the farm.

I am glad, to-day, that I always had my father's advice

as long as he lived. No one but myself ever knew how much I

missed his counsel when he was gone; but his memory is blessed

forever. During my life-time I have been highly favored

as I think of my father's family, our lives having all been

spared till we were of the age of twenty-one. What a golden

opportunity was this for us to become acquainted with each

other here! Unceasingly do I think of the many days, weeks,

months and years we were permitted to spend in that ever-to-

be-remembered pleasant farm-house where a mother's love

and a father's care never grew weary or ceased in the inter-

est of both the present and future welfare of their children.

But to again speak of my brother, Gr. N. Waid. I have trav-

eled more miles with him than with any other member of our

family; and I have traveled at different times with my parents

and each of my three brothers, thoughts of which events

bring to me pleasant recollections. But one may ask—are

there no ills in life ? Was life to us always smooth in the

family, on the farm, at home, or abroad? There is a cure for

^11 the ills of life, and it is found in the Bible. When we
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go astray, confession is good for the soul. Faith and re-

pentance bring us to Christ, with whom we ^nd forgiveness ;

and if we are like Him, as we are required to be, we also

will forgive one another, and so f alfill the law of Christ. Did

you ever notice, after a storm, how beautifully the sun shines ?

So in the Christian life we ai'e so much nearer home if we
abide in Him.

My brother made a trip to Oklahoma on April 22, 1889

(the day of the opening of that territory), in order to see the

country, and with a view of buying land or locating there;

but, not being suited, he returned home. Had I not been sick

at the time, at Freeman Tyler's place, in Franklin County,

Kas. , I would have been glad to have accompanied my
brother on that trip. By reference to page 90 in this book,

the reader will find an account of our delightful trip to Athens,

Penn. , and other places, the many thoughts of which tour

ofttimes bring to us pleasant recollections in our hours of labor,

like rays of sunshine smiling through a summer cloud.

On September 11 and 12, 1889, my brother was present

at the meeting of the G. A. R. , which was then being held at

Gettysburg, and on that occasion also I would gladly have

accompanied him, but my health at that time was not of the

best; moreover my wife and I had been invited to be present

at the celebration of the sixtieth birthday of my sister-in-law,

Mrs. M. J. Cutshall, which we had the pleasure of attending.

My brother has now also passed his sixtieth year, having

reached it on October 27, 1889.

In writing this sketch it occurs to me to say a few words

on the labor question—I mean early labor, or being taught

how to work when a boy. I have recollections of my twin

brother and myself working with a cross-cut saw, father or

one of my elder brothers holding one end of the saw and we
the other. Many a log was cut off in this way till we were

large enough to make full hands ourselves. Labor is some-

thing I do not despise. What have we that is not produced

by labor ? If I were asked how to solve the labor questixsn,

I would reply: "Could it not be solved by doing right
2'
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Evei-ybody doing the same amount of labor they should or

ought to do, and follow it for a life-business?"

The saw- mill on my brother's farm was burnt April 13,

1888, and has not been rebuilt. My wife Eliza and I visited

him on that day—her birthday. Often since I have visited

her grave, and while I write I think of her blessed memory.

Having been absent from home several months, I found that

the return of her birthday reminded me of so much in our

lives; and I was glad it was my privilege and pleasant duty

to visit her grave Sunday, April 13, 1890, in company with

my cousin, Kalph Roiidebush, with whom I was stopping in

Blooming Valley. Eliza, if living, would have been fifty-

eight years of age.

The life of my brother, in regard to the various vocations

of life, has been as changeable as that of any other of our

family. Before he came of age he began work in the lumber

country, since when he followed that business to a considera-

ble extent till the burning down of his mill. At one time he

also followed peddling, selling wooden bowls, in company with

Hosea Smith, our nearest neighbor; and I think that he and

Eleazar Slocum were in partnership at one time. Before his

marriage he spent nearly a year in Michigan, lumbering and

working on the farm of his uncle, Gilbert Waid. My brother,

as is well known, was a soldier in the Civil war, fighting val-

iantly for his country. Hosea Smith, of whom I have just

made mention, was in the same regiment, the One Hundred
and Fiftieth Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry, and was in-

stantly killed at Gettysburg (his remains being brought home
and interred in the Smith burying ground, which is half a

mile south of State Road, and in view of our home), while my
brother was so severely wounded in the same action that he

had to lie on the field of battle, expecting death every moment.

It might be asked by some: "Why speak of this? " And my
answer would be: "Would you ask me to pass over the great-

est sacrifice in my brother" s life without making some mention

of it ? " I honor the soldiers of our country, my brother cer-

tainly not excepted; and I would like to add that I believe

23A
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there were truo, loyal and brave men, not only in the army,

but also at home, who did the best they could for the preser-

vation of our Union. While I live let me honor the memory

of the departed, and respect the name of the living.

As I have recorded only a few items of my brother's life,

gleaned from the many which might be collected (did time

and space permit), I will add in conclusion, in copying from

my diary of April 16, 1890, that on the previous day I visited

him, and that on my way to his residence I called on the old-

est person in our community—Aunt Maria Long, so called by

nearly everyone, who is now living with her youngest son,

John Long, near my brother's place. Her home where she

lived for many years up to last fall, on State road, is near

my own. She has been in failing health many years, and I

Was glad, indeed, to see my old neighbor yet alive. When I

informed her of the death of my Aunt Mary Ann Simmons, of

Jamestown, N. Y. (who died April 4, 1890, and whose funeral

was held on Sunday, April 6, 1890), she said: " Pretty girl,

I always liked her when I used to play with her; how old was

your aunt?" I replied that she was in her eighty- eighth year.

"Well, I was older," Mrs. Long said, though not intimating

how much her senior in age. I think Mrs. Long has been a

pattern of industry, even down to her present sickness. When

my wife and I came home in July, 1889, we saw her, over

ninety years of age, laboring with her hoe in the garden where

I had so many years seen her working. W^e stopped, and I

introduced my wife, and we were mutually pleased. This

morning, while at the breakfast table at my brother's, I re-

marked (as I observed the live boys all present) :

'

' Your boys

are all at home, but your four girls, who are all married, are

absent." It was a real pleasure to me to sit at table with

them, a happy and contented family.



868

GEORGE W. CUTSIIALL.

My personal acquaintance with my brother-in-law, Mr.

Cntshall, began in our youth, before we became related to

each other by my marriage with his wife's sister, Eliza C. , April

23, 3854. Since then I have learned to regard him and his

wife as brother and sister, and true friendship is the reward

of over thirty- six years' acquaintance. It is time the world

knew something of the good men who have befriended me so

long, and I desire now and at all times to acknowledge my
gratitude, and continue the payment of the debt as long as

I live; for it is written: To tvhom much is given, much is

required. Let us be honest, and not shirk responsibility. I

love the kind of friendship that outlives ourselves; a friend-

ship that our children can take up when our last breath is

breathed, and continue it throughout their lives. I am glad

Mr. Cutshall and I started out on this line; and like David,

who said of the Lord, Thott hast known my soul in adversity,

so may we say of each other. We have known one another in

sickness and in health, in prosperity and adversity; nay, more,

we have helped each other to bury our loved ones who have

preceded us to the Eternal Home. Such, in brief, is a part

history of these few years that are gone—years freighted with

innumerable blessings; and when disappointment came, and

dark clouds o'ershadowed our path, trnie friendship stepped

in and reminded us that "every cloud has a silver lining."

True friendship stood the test, and by it each of us have often

been blessed. Many are the happy days that are passed and

gone, but like the rose, they have left behind a sweet perfume,

refreshing as the welcome incense-breathing winds of summer.

I recall them only with pleasure; and I hope my sons and all

others may build on the same sure foundation—a substructure

of solid, immutable friendship.

Those peaches which we four—Jane and George Cuts-

hall, Eliza and myself— ate in Jacob Masiker's orchard on that

beautiful afternoon before Eliza and I were married, became
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an introduction to the many good times that followed, to the

rare pleasure of the true friendship that we enjoyed not only

at home but also frequently abroad, even in the West—Iowa
and Minnesota. But then this is not all; let not the reader

forget that, in my opinion, the greatest happiness of life, after

all, is at home in the family circle, and when our best friends

visit us. Now catch my thought, dear reader, read and study

this a little. Think of the two sisters in Jacob Masiker's

family Eliza C. and Jane—so closely resembling each other

that some called them "twin sisters," because they used to

dress alike, their dispositions or tempers were almost identical,

and they did their work in nearly the same way; so, added to

this their being brought up together, and their being together

so much after their marriage, is it to be marveled at that they

loved each other? Is it any wonder they were called "twin
sisters ? '

'

As George and I were farmers (and we both still follow

farm life), we used to change work on each other's farm, and

thus pursue our pleasant calling with advantage to both of us.

This " trading labor," if I may so call it. was carried on many
years, and to some extent we were "changing work," or help-

ing each other, till I rented my home farm to my youngest

son, Fred Francis, in 1889. And now this brings me back to

the pleasant thought above cited—a home visit with such

friends and relatives as I have introduced. For me to essay

to illustrate or describe a visit of such a nature is, I appre-

hend, scarcely necessary, even if it were within the possibility

of my humble pen; it would be like trying to introduce the

reader to tbe sunshine. We all know what that is; and how
all nature—man and beast, tree and herb—rejoice when, after

the sun's face has been hidden from us for a long time, with

magic power he places aside the murky clouds, like a curtain,

and once again from a lovely clear, blue sky pours his radiant

smiles on us. Do we not then appreciate all the more bis

gentle life giving warmth and light? So we, as a family, very

many times, during a period of over thirty-four years of our

married lives, have appreciated one another's home visits, and

enjoyed each other's company.



a(;r)

In this volume will be found narrated many incidents

where real joy and gladness have been expressed, on occasions

of meetings between Mr. Cutshall and myself, or between his

kinsfolk and my own. I will cite one instance: When I

returned home from Kansas last November (1889), and visited

Mr. Cutshall's family after their old farm home had been

destroyed by fire, my brother-in-law placed his hand in mine,

and, with a warm grasp of unmistakably true friendship,

uttered these never-to-be-forgotten words: "France, I have

often seen you when I was so glad that I could hardly

express my thankfulness, but never in my life have I been so

glad as noiu;'" and with a hearty shake of hands, and a look

that spoke naught but true friendship, we greeted each other

in misfortune's trying hour.

In conclusion permit me to add that, in regard to my
brother-in-law and his wife, whose friendship toward me is

well known between us, though I fail to find adequate words

to describe it, I congratulate them at this age in life that they

have deservedly won the many friends who greet them now in

the prospect of their new house, for which material is on hand

and forthcoming: in their possession of a well- cultivated farm,

and fine herd of cattle, reared with so much care.

Many thousands of miles have Mr. Cutshall and myself

traveled together, strengthening, by mutual observation of

the varied scenes in other parts of this fair land, the bond of

true fi'iendship that has, by virtue of its long life, become a

second nature to us. One of our number in the family has

gone, my wife, Eliza C, who died July 4, 1888, but our friend-

ship is so strongly cemented by years of steady growth as to

remain unshaken; and I am now looking forward to a grand

re-union, when the battle of life is over, in the "'better land
"

where there are no sorrows or bereavements, but joys for ever-

more. For I believe the words in the Scriptures: In His

presence is fullness of joy, and at His right hand are pleas-

ures for evermore. Surely God is good, God is love! AVhat

I have already received I know, and what he has promised I

have faith in: My soul shall be satisfied ivhen I awake with
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His likeness; peace on earth and joy in Heaven, whither our

friends have orone. Who vv^ould not do right and be a Chris-

tian, having the promise of the life that now is, and that

which is to come?

That all prosperity and happiness may continue with my
dear friend and brother-in-law, and his kindred, to the end of

their lives, is the sincere wish of their true friend,

F. C. WAID.

In my first Sodvenie appears an autobiography, together

with some old-times reminiscences, from the pen of my dear

friend, Mr. C. E. Slocum, in connection with which I desire,

in the following open letter, to publicly express my gratitude

for his life long, unbroken friendship toward me.

Meadville, Penn., May 14, 1890.

C. E. Slocum, Esq., )

Mosiertown, >

Crawford Co. , Penn.
)

My dear Friend and Christian Brother:

About lifty years of friendship (from IS-tO to 1890) such

as ours can neither be overlooked nor forgotten, nor should

it be. As I rejflect on this sympathetic friendship, I am re-

minded of the bonds of harmony of the same nature that ex-

isted between David and Jonathan, as related in the Bible.

Ours began in our childhood, was cultivated in our youth,

and, ripening in our manhood, culminated at the present day,

after an uninterrupted growth of half a century, in what it

now is—a solid bond of True Friendship, cemented by all

the early associations of childhood and youth, and later on

by the Christian fellowship and brotherly kindness manifested

by us toward each other. And, Charles, the remembrance of
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these many years deserves more than a passing notice from

your friend, who has shared so largely in the sunshine of your

life. I desire to thank you, and express my gratitude for the

benefits resulting to me and my family from this friendship.

Your parents were very kind to me, and I am glad that cher-

ished friendship has ever been manifested toward me by their

children. I well remember the last visit yovir mother* with

her husband made at my parents' home—this same dear old

home where I now sit penning these thoughts. Eliza and I

had come in to visit with them, not having seen them for a

long time, as they were then residing in Indiana County,

Penn. And this was the last visit. All the incidents and

friendships of over a score of years of our lives were here

clustered, many being rehearsed. Pleasures snch as my pen

can not fully describe were ours to enjoy as we reviewed our

past lives, unconscious of the fact that it was our last visit on

earth. Yet such it proved to be.

What a noted visit that was for all of us! How we were

greeted by those we loved ! That kiss from your mother, which

Eliza and I received as she met us, and her last visit to me
are ever worthy of remembrance. Of the six persons who
formed that happy group of friends on that occasion, only the

pre.sent recorder of that incident remains. The old place

here is occupied now by only my son and his family, with

whom I am at present making my home. Such is life! But

the friendship lives on, and my heart is cheered from day to

day as I think of the past, and look forward with a hope of a

reunion in the future.

Much of our time before we came of age was spent in each

other's company. Those school-boy days and farm life, re-

ferred to in your autobiography, open out a large field of

thought, in which I mentally roam with delight. And I think,

too, that of the teachers who taught in the old Cowen school-

house, when I was one of the scholars there, only two are now
living, John Donnelly and G. B. Delamater, Avhom I had the

pleasure of remembering in the distribution of my first

Souvenir. But few of our old teachers are living now.

*Lois M. Slofuni, inotliei- of C. R. Sloouni, died May 1, 18G3.
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The multitude of blessings which throng life's pathway

are not all confined, as some suppose, to childhood's days and

youth—the years of our minority. I know that many are there;

but friendship— social, domestic and religious— has proven to

me, and teaches me in my own experience, that the greater num-

ber and the larger blessings are reserved for maturer years.

Charles, my honored friend, of whom so many speak well

(and I may say hosts who have grown up in this community and

other places where you and your good wife have taught school

for so many years), you are truly held in high esteem, not

only by those whom you have taught, but also by the people

generally. Seldom do T go to any place where the name of

C. R. Slocum is known and mentioned but what I hear some

one speak well of my friend. And, as you have said of Mr.

Donnelly's influence as an instructor of youth, so your teach-

ing and Christian life is already bearing the fruit of a golden

harvest. Permit me, in metaphor, to make a few comparisons:

Without the nursery, where would be the fruit trees? With-

out the buds where would be the foliage or blossom? With-

out the blossom where would be the fruit? All are essential

in their natural order of succession . Youth spent in doing

good produces gratification, but advanced age brings satis-

faction in full, and of this I gather some from nearly every

day's experience.

Fifty years of true friendship are none too common in this

life, and, Charles, may our friendship and love continue until

we meet where the real treasure is

—

in Heaven. Our home
visits and Sunday-school and church privileges, so often en-

joyed, have endeared us to each other in the bonds of a

Christian fellowship never to be forgotten, I trust, on earth

while we live.

In conclusion, my faith is that we shall know each other in

Paradise, in the manner that we shall be known in those

realms of bliss.

Your sincere friend,

F. C. Waid.
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LINES.

Suggested to Mrs. Inez A. Hall, of Meadville,

Penn., on her viewing the picture of the family group,

as here presented, and knowing it was to grace the pages

of this volume:

Desceudiug, on the suowy pages

Of this book, to coming ages,

This group shall go—whose pleasant faces,

Each replete with special graces,

Gaze back on me, in sweet content

Of happy lives, and 5"ears well spent.

And ev'ry year 'twill grow more dear

To those who view their lov'd ones here;

When by death the band is broken,

Sweeter still must grow the to],- on

Of a father's thoughtful love and care.

August, 19, 1891.
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PREFACE.

Oa presenting my Third Souvenir to my kindred, friends

and others, my primal object, to do good, remains un-

changed, and my desire in that direction I find increased and

expanded Avithin me through the generous welcome my many
friends have given my previous efPorts, and by the gratifying

approval evinced in the columns of the Press, both at home
and abroad.

Adverse criticism seldom comes unexpectedly to public

writers, and I am not disappointed that the humble produc-

tions of my pen have not been overlooked by those who have

the privilege to publicly pronounce the works of any author

perfect or defective; although it is a maxim that a true critic

ought to dwell rather upon excellencies than upon imperfec-

tions, having always in mind that

"Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow;

He Avho would search for pearls must dive below."

Notwithstanding, however, the detraction to which it has

been subjected, I am wonderfully encouraged to pursue my
labor of love and gratitude, for the good of mankind, espe-

cially the youth of our land, my own kin and my many friends

whom I dearly love. Yet I would not have it understood that

in this I am inclined to be partial; far from it. I seek only an

outlet for the unbounded love that ought to dwell in every

true Christian heart—a love that is at once the parent and

the offspring of that heaven-born ennobling desire of man—to

benefit his fellow being. To me it seems so Christ-like, that

I want to bear the greater share of the burden; indeed it

seems to me only a didy, which I must cheerfully perform, for

I have been all my days abundantly blessed of the Lord.

Whatever else may be done, all honor to His name first, and

good results will be certain to follow. I ivill never leave thee

nor forsake thee. There shall no evil befall thee . . for
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He shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep thee in

all thy ivays.

" Scenes will vary, friends grow strauire.

But the Changeless can not change;

Gladh' will I journey on,

With His arm to lean upon."

Faith and works are essential to our success in whatever

we may undertake. I began writing my First Souvenir (1886)

in good faith, accompanied by hard work and earnest prayers

to the Lord for His blessing on my efforts; and I know that I

have been wonderfully blest and favored in my endeavors.

I believe in both Divine and human aid, and while acknowl-

edging that I owe everything to the Lord,I am not unmindful of

the many friends who have lent a helping hand in my work.

I desire the readers of this Souvenir to consider that it

comes from the hand of a true friend, even though we may

have never met, and are total strangers. Strangers have

often on life's journey helped me; let me in return do more

than pray "God bless them;" grant me the privilege of doing

some kind act also. The world needs more love and charity

from every Christian. We belong to one common Father, in

whose vineyard we should all be busy laborers for God and

humanity, each doing what is possible for us, impossibilities

not being either asked or required of any of us.

Of the reasons I have for publishing my Souvenirs, the

chief one, as I have already frequently endeavored to make

known, is to no good. I have received much, and I want to

give in due proportion. The Scriptures say: God loveth a

cheerful giver, which I not only believe but know, for my
lifetime experience has fully convinced me of the truth of this

passage. A certain Christian writer has said that "a good

deed is never lost; he who sows courtesy reaps friendship, and

he who plants kindness gathers love. " Then in this world

there is a great deal of good and a vast amount of evil, and it

is for us to choose between the two; if it is in my power to

giiide anyone into the path of rectitude, or lead him fx'om the

one that tends to destruction, then duty teaches me so to do.

L ere is, also, the incalculable amount of happiness that comes
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of doing right. A little seed produces a large crop; even a

small investment may bring good returns. Moreover, I de-

light in the work of book- making—writing, studying, think-

ing, collecting ideas and incidents; at home or abroad^in

the quiet seclusion of my study in my old home, or in the

midst of the " madding crowd" in a noisy railway car—I am
ever in search of some knowledge by which others may be

helped as well as myself. "Knowledge is power, " and in

my own humble way I wish to make it a power for good.

Multitudes of pleasant thoughts have come to me, and many
happy hours have I spent in this way, and the benefits my
labors may produce is all the reward I seek. My time and

means I freely give, not for profit or from any mercenary

motive, but simply to do good, and bless as far as possible all

mankind. "If there be nothing so glorious as doing good,"

wrote the Rev. William Law, " if there is nothing that makes us

so like God, then nothing can be so glorious in the use of our

money as to use it in works of love and goodness."

I may compare my work at book- making to my labor on

the farm, which I love; the more I do and the longer I con-

tinue in it, the more real satisfaction and pleasure it brings to

me. I do not forget that our labor in the vineyard of the

Lord will surely bring its reward; and the Bible teaches us

that there is reward in this life as well as in that to come. I

desire to consecrate my life here below, my means, my all,

to every hour and every day teaching the salvation of all men
as set forth in the Scriptures, given us through the Son of

God, who died to save the world, and bring us back to Him;

and if this be not in itself sufficient reason for my writing the

Souvenirs, thereby endeavoring to prove to the world my love

for Christ and humanity, then I fail to know how to express

myself. To God we owe our existence, and subsistence out

of His bounteous storehouse, and it behooves us to make an

effort to repay Him in some measure, and do His will, that it

may be well with us now and forever; and I trust that my
efforts in that direction may be acceptable and blessed.

As it has not infrequently been inquired of me, for the

most part in some indirect manner, as to the cost of publish-
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ing my Souvenirs, I do uofc think I need ofPer any apology for

here making it known: The outlay for my work ordered for

the History of Crawford County (1885), together with the

cost of publishing my First Souvenir (six hundred copies

printed, three hundred being bound for immediate distribu-

tion) was two thousand dollars; the cost of my Second Souvenir

(two thousand copies printed, seven hundred being bound

for immediate distribution) was in the neighborhood of two

thousand one hundred and fifty dollars, while that of my
Third Souvenir (sixteen hundred copies printed, six hundred

being bound now—three hundred copies in my Twin Souvenir,

and three hundred separately) amounts to about twelve hun-

dred dollars.

In order to make my Third Souvenir of more interest to

my friends, I have had prepared for insertion in it two

family illustrations, the one group containing twelve sub-

jects—my three sons, their families, and myself—the other

group representing my five grandchildren and myself.

To dear friends and kindred I return sincere thanks for

kind and encouraging words—both spoken and written; also

for valued literary contributions to the Souvenir, received

from time to time. And I feel under special obligations to

Mrs. Inez A. Hall, of Meadville, for the graceful lines written

by her on the subject of the "family groups" as they appear

in this volume.

This book, as were my previous Souvenirs, is dedicated by

me to my kindred, friends, the youth of our land and hu-

manity at large, as a token of my love for them and for the

Truth, the Gospel, the Word of God, the Bible, and f\s an

earnest of my desire for the bettering of the condition of both

reader and author, and the salvation of all mankind, my sin-

cere prayer being that God's blessing and His divine love may

rest upon us and abide with us all for evermore.

Faithfully in the service of God,

F. C. Waid.

Blooming Valley,

Crawford Co. , Penn.
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ERBATA AND EMENDATIONS.

Page 29: Thirteenth line from top, read Valley Chapel for Chapel
Vallej^

Page 34: Seventh and eighth lines from top shonld read: Soon after

my arrival at the station I met Andy Pitclier up town, driving trans-

fer wagon. [I wish to here add that our next happy meeting was
in Meadville, Penn., on my return home from Michigan, August
14, 1891.]

Page 39: Twentieth line from top, read I saw the largest corn for

largest field of corn.

Page 44: In first footnote it should read that Mrs. Frank Jackson is

from Titusville, Penn., and Mrs. Almira Jackson from New York.

Page 80: In footnote (Andrew G. Waid's letter), read the wooden
bowls for their wooden bowls.

Page 83: Sixth line from bottom of last paragraph, read in her nine-

tieth year for eighty-ninth.

Page 93: Second line from bottom (of last paragraph), read Eadk for

Rudle.

Page 97: Third line from top, read Mrs. Olive Heller for Oliver

Heelyer.

Page 97: Sixth line from top, should be stated that I helped to chain

or measure ofE the lot.

Page 113: Fifth line from top, read S. K. Paden for S. R. Paden.

Page 113: Nineteenth line from top, read J. II. Reynolds for J. H.

Reynolds.

Page 136: Second footnote: Mr. Washburn died May 9, 1891, in his

eightj^-eighth year.

Page 190: End of first paragraph: Mr. Danford Van Guilder died

August 24, 1891.

Page 194: Eleventh line from top occurs the name of ]Mrs. Jane

Adams; since it was in type I have learned of her deatli.

Page 197: In last paragraph appears name Morris—sliould be Norrix.

Page 206: The date in fourteenth line from bottom is 1845.

Page 207: Twentieth line from top, ])efore my arrival sliould read at

time of my arrival.

Page 231: Last two lines, read Goodwill for Goodwille.
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Page 232: Seveuteeuth line from top, read Francis L. for Francis D.

Page 233: Fourteenth line from top, read Frances for Francis.

Page 237: Eleventh line from top, read Ridle for Riddle.

Page 252: 1 am truly glad 1 received the letter from Mr. David S.

Keep, ex-register and recorder of deeds for Crawford county,

Penn.; moi'e satisfaction came afterward, however, in shaking

hands with him and his w ife and son at our home. The desire he

expresses in his letter was granted, but the visit we both wished

for was not then made, and never will be in this life, for he died

October 17, 1891; yet I believe ice shall knmc each other there—in

Heaven!

^f^ fe*





JOURNEYS.

MY FOURTH TEIP TO KANSAS AND THE WEST.

COMMENCING JAXUAKY 21, 1890.

"Xothing tends so much to enlarge the mind as traveling: that is,

making a visit to other towns, cities or counties, besides those in wliich

we were born and educated."
Dr. Isaac Watts.

HAYING made necessary arrangements for an ex-

tended trip to Kansas and other points in the AVest,

my son Guinnip P. and I set out from Meadville, on Tues-

day, January 21, 1890, via the New York, Pennsylvania &
Ohio and the Chicago & Atlantic Railroads for Chicago.

Here I did some business with my publishers, J. H. Beers

& Co., aEter which we visited Lincoln Park; but the

weather proved cold and uninviting. In the evening we

continued our journey westward via the Santa Fe route, and

on the morning of the 24th arrived in good health and

spirits at the home of my father-in-law, Freeman Tyler,

near Norwood, Franklin Co., Kas., our only break worthy of

mention in the run from Chicago being at Kansas City,

where Guinnip and I took a jaunt on the cable cars,

aloug with my old friend John Cavinee, whom we met at

the station. I found the Tyler family all well except my
wife Anna, who was still in delicate health, although
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somewhat better than she had beeu. They are having-

fine winter weather here, and the sleighing is excellent.*

On Sunday, January 26, Rouellef Tyler, Guinnip

and I went to the Christian Church at Norwood, where

we listened with pleasure and profit to an able sermon

preached by Rev. Johnson, whom I heard when here be-

fore. After the services I had a brief interview with

him, and also saw many members of the congregation

whom I had met on previous occasions. Among them

were Albert Tyler and his wife, and in the afternoon

Guinnip and I went to their home for a brief visit.

January 27 is one day in the year I always hold in

the deepest respect and reverence. It is the anniversary

of the death of my revered father, Ira C. Waid, who
peacefully passed from earth twenty years ago. During

the day Rouelle, Guinnip and myself went to Ottawa

where I transacted some business at my banker's. The

snow has disappeared, and the ice is broken up on the

river (the "Marais aux Cygnes ") which is much swollen,

and is carrying down immense quantities of ice and drift-

wood. On the following day, in company with Guinnip,^

I visited Albert Tyler, and took a look over his place^

which embraces 160 acres farm land, and 40 partly cov-

ered with timber, about a mile from his home. On the

29th Albert drove us to Ottawa, where Guinnip took train

home to Meadville via Kansas City, St. Louis, Cincinnati,

&c. I am glad two of my sons, Franklin and Guinnip,

have visited Kansas and seen my father-in-law's folks. It

has all along been my desire that they should become ac-

quainted with each other, the tendency being thereby to

*In fact the best sleighing I ever saw in Kansas. It was not only unexpected
but the first I had seen this winter. The winter of 1889-90 was, in this part of
Kansas at least, the mildest Ivnown for many years; also in Crawford County,

Penn., tlie winter was so mild that fruit trees were advanced and the fruit after-

ward killed by early frosts.

tHis full name is Rouelle Putnam Tyler.
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produce good rather than evil, which is my purpose—in

short, to promote the peace and harmony which I hope

may ever exist between us all ; and may the Lord help us so

to live that our days may end with tranquility and under

His blessing. My object in life, as already proclaimed

in my writings, is to do good, and when accomplishing

this object I ever feel within me a peace above all earthly

dignities—a still and quiet conscience.

Sunday, February 2, being unpleasant outside, and

the roads in bad condition, was spent indoors by us at

home. Eouelle read to us—Mr. and Mrs. Tyler, Hattie,

little Yera and myself— from a very interesting book by

Rev. J. H. Ingraham, entitled " The Prince of the House
of David, or. Three Years in the Holy City;" I consider

it one of the best Bible stories I have ever read or heard

read, it is written in the form of letters with answers

thereto, the headings of some of which are: "Heaven our

Home " and " We have no Saviour but Jesus, and no

Home but Heaven," and are supposed to be a corres-

pondence in writing carried on between one "Adina"
and her father, "Rabbi Amos." I love the book, for it

is so replete with Bible truths. It presents Holy Writ

in a manner I have never seen excelled in beauty; in

fact both "Adina's" letters and her father's replies are

too full of Scriptural language for my pen to describe

them with anything like justice; they seem to bring one to

the actual spot where Jesus may be, and into His very

presence.

The Aveather is now (Monday, February 3,) getting

springlike, and there are many noticeable indications,

such as wild geese flying northward, and the ever-welcome

frogs heralding spring's advent in their own peculiar

euphonius manner. On Tuesday the thermometer stood

at 71°, so we thought it a good day to drive to Ottawa,
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which we did—Hattie, Vera, Anna, Eoiaelle and myself.

While there I called to see my old friend, Maurice Mc-

Mullen, secretary of the Y. M. C. A., having been so

requested by his mother, who lives in Meadville, Penn.

I also met Harry Brown, formerly of Meadville, Mr.

Cook (merchant) and Kev. E. C. Boaz, who officiated at

the marriage of myself and Anna; and I am here re-

minded that last Saturday I had the pleasure of meeting

Mr. Sherman, and also Mr. C. C. Mintou, cashier of the

First National Bank of Ottawa.

Shortly after three o'clock we started for home, and

as coincidences are sometimes interesting in the relating

thereof, I will briefly mention one that occurred to-day:

We drove to Ottawa and back with a span of horses, and

at a particular spot on the road near home, where it was

muddy, one of our single-trees broke, and on our return

home, at the very same place, our double-tree came to

grief in a similar manner! These accidents did not,

however, detain us any great length of time.

On Wednesday the thermometer took a drop to 42^.

but that "set-back" in the weather did not deter many of

the farmers from prosecuting their spring ploughing, a

duty essential to the existence of mankind, a sense of

which duty no real farmer is devoid of. Man has five

senses—seeing, hearing, smelling, tasting and feeling—

but some writer speaks of a sixth sense, the " sense of

dutyy On the evening of Thursday (February (3,) Anna,

Rouelle and I visited a near neighbor, Mr. Patterson,

and during that night the snow fell two or three inches,

but by Friday afternoon it had entirely disappeared.

On Saturday, February 8, accompanied by Eouelle and

Hattie, I drove to Ottawa, and Avhile there we visited

the Free California Exhibit, which consisted of two rail-

road cars filled with specimens of the products of that
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great State; and so delighted and interested was I in the

display that I went to see it in all four times. Among
the numerous things shown, as evidences of the wonder-

ful fecundity of that favored j)ortion of the Union, were

two Irish potatoes weighing seven pounds and three and a

lialf pounds, respectively ; a pumpkin that tipped the scale

at 150 pounds, and others even larger; there were also

a sweet potato weighing twenty-four pounds, a grfipe-vine

measuring in height thirty-six feet, eight inches, an

ostrich's egg, and a young ostrich fourteen days old; also

the section of an orange tree lifty-six years old, which

attracted much attejition ; while the samples of grain on

the stalk— wheat, oats (nine feet high), rye and barley

—

for size and quality were simply wonderful ! There was

a magnificent display of all kinds of Southern California

fruit, and the pears shown were the largest I ever saw,

some weighing five pounds each ; silk, cotton, honey,

native wines and other liquors were also exhibited.

On Sunday, February 0,1 attended the Christian Church

at Norwood with Anna, Hattie Ringer and Rouelle, and

heard an excellent discourse from the lips of Rev. John-

son, with Avhom I again had a brief conversation at the

conclusion of the services. He spoke of the Huidekoper

family, of Meadville, also of Mrs. Shippen,* with whom I

am acquainted, particularly the latter, as I used to fur-

nish her with many farm products in the "days of long

ago " when I marketed in Meadville. I was in time to

enjoy a portion of the Sunday-school exercises, and I

found everything profitable and interesting to the very

close. The day Avas beautiful, and as T was in compara-

tively better health and spirits, I enjoyed this Sabbath

day and its privileges all the more. Anna, as I have

said, was enabled to accompany me, although her health is

*I ever think of Mrs. Shippen as a dear friend and Christian woman whose

influence lives. The nobility of tlie soul exists for ever in kind Iiearts.
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still far from satisfactory; and I was glad to have her

with me, for this is the first (and only) time, so far, we
have had the pleasure of attending church together in

Kansas, though while she was in Pennsylvania we at-

tended church regularly, her health being then appar-

ently better.

In the afternoon Rouelle completed the reading of

that interesting little work I have already mentioned,

" The Prince of the House of David, or. Three Years in

the Holy City." Taking it altogether I believe we spent

a very pleasant and profitable Sabbath, in a manner, too,

that I trust has brought us " a day's march nearer home "

in safety.

On the following day, the weather continuing fine,

Anna, Rouelle and I proceeded to Ottawa, Avhere Anna
consulted Dr. S. B. Black in regard to her health, and he

spoke favorably as to her going to Clifton (Kas. ), to

visit her brother. Dr. DeWitt C. Tyler, and also as to

her returning to Pennsylvania in April or May. After

a final visit to the California Exhibit I bade Anna and

the others good-bye, and took the train for Admire, Lyon
County, same State, as I was longing to make a call on

my cousins, Mr. and Mrs. Fred D. Putnam. I got off

the train at Admire about 4 p. m., and walked back on

the track about a mile to 142-Mile Creek, where Sidney

Putnam, Fred's father, lives, only a short distance from

Fred's place, which I reached about 5 p. m. About the

first thing I said to Mrs. Lydia Putnam was, " Is the

strawberry ripe ? " in allusion to an incident that occurred

May 16, 1889. On that day I was here on a visit, and

a single strawberry which had turned red was brought

in, attracting our attention. They then wished me to

stay till they would have strawberries to put on the table,

but I had to leave before they were sufficiently ripe.
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(This is my third visit to Mr. and Mrs. Putnam's). Mrs.

Phillips, a half-sister to Fred D. Putnam's mother, and

whose mother died twenty years ago, sat down to supper

Avitli us. Her husband, who is a farmer living between

Mr. Putnam's place and Emporia, drove over to Mr. Put-

nam's this morning, and leaving his wife here went to a

horse sale near Admire.

In the afternoon of the 11th I Avent with Mr. Putnam
to 142-Mile Creek, a little beyond which his farm ex-

tends, and here he showed me his bit of timber land.

We fed the herd of cattle and cut and took home a load

of Doles, with which Mr. Putnam intended to build a

fence. Soon after getting back, home, Mr. Phillips called

for his wife, and in the course of conversation with him

I found he had come from Pennsylvania some thirty-four

years ago. On the 12th I returned to Norwood, where I

found, to my great sorrow, my dear wife very unwell,

having been taken suddenly ill during my absence. I

am pleased to be able to say, however, that she recovered

sufficiently to accompany me to Clifton, a pretty town

distant from Norwood 143 miles, whither we set out by

rail on the morning of the 15th, our route being via

Media, Baldwin, Vinland, Sibley, Lawrence (change

cars), Williamstown, North Topeka (junction), Topeka,

Silver Lake, Rossville, St. Marys, Wamego, Manhattan,

Ogdensburg, Fort Riley, Junction City (change cars),

Alida, Milford, Wakefield, Broughton and Clay Centre.
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Clifton, Kansas.

We arrived at Clifton at 6 p. m., where we found Dr.

Tyler * awaiting us at the depot. His home is a short

distance from the station, and here we were most cor-

dially welcomed by the Doctor's wife, Mary, and her sis-

ter Florence, as well as by Frank, the Doctor's bright

little five-year-old boy. On the l(3th (Sunday), Dr.

Tyler having a consultation engagement at Grant (a

place about seventeen miles from Clifton) with Dr.

Hovey, of Haddam (a town six miles from Grant), in the

case of John Lindsey, who had a serious attack of the

"grippe," I accompanied him, and on the way we saw

corn lying in large heaps on the ground, some of it being

shelled; indeed, we learned that nearly all the farmers

thereabouts keep their corn in that Avay.

On our drive we passed the farm of Frank Seibert,

an agriculturist of considerable note, and we observed

that a good deal of limestone is used in the building of the

farm and other houses about Grant; years ago, so I was

informed, there used to be a limekiln in operation. In

the evening I went with some of the Doctor's family to

the Presbyterian Church in Clifton, where we partici-

pated, as auditors, in two services, one by the "Chris-

tian Endeavor," the other being the regular service, with

sermon by Rev. Wilson.

February 17.—I learned that 230 loads of corn were

taken in on Saturday, and that three cars were loaded

this morning, it taking thirty minutes to load a car, each

load holding from fifty to sixty bushels. After dinner

little Frank and I walked to a place called Vining, in

When some time ago I saw Dr. Tyler's photograph, I intuitively knew that

I would like him, and when I becamo personally ac<iuainted with him during tliis

visit I was in no way disappointed. On our meeting, as above mentioned. Anna
asked me whom he looked like, and I replied after a seoond look, that I thought
he looked like Dr. D. C.Tyler; yet afterward I said tliat I thought he more re-

sembled her l)rother Albert.
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Clay County, about one mile from Clifton, while Anna
and Mrs. Tyler went to see Dr. Frank Tyler, a cousin

and partner of Dr. D. C. Tyler, and who lives close by.

Little Frank and I strolled about Vining, visiting the

grain elevator, etc. Three railroad lines touch at or pass

near Yining, viz. : The Union Pacific, the Missouri

Pacific and the Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific* The
town has a smaller population than Clifton, and has but

one church and one elevator, whilst the latter has two

churches and three elevators. On our return we found

Mrs. Scovell visiting Mrs. Tyler; afterward, Anna and I,

in company with Mrs. D. C. Tyler, called on Dr. Frank

Tyler, and while we were there Mrs. Wilson, Avife of the

Presbyterian pastor, called to see Mrs. D. C. Tyler.

Gkand Island. Nebkaska.

On February 18, leaving Anna at her brother's, on

account of her poor health, I proceeded alone (with her

consent, as she was desirous I should go to see my
friends) to Grand Island, Neb., 253 miles distant by

the route I took, and which I had visited in Novem-

ber, 1880, with my brother, G. N., and brother-in-law,

G. W. Cutshall, on which occasion Ave called on Judge

Fleming at St. Paul, the county seat of Howard County,

Neb. The scenery on the journey I found very pictur-

esque and varied—hills, valleys, bluffs, Avoods, rocks and

prairie land, Avith occasional deposits of suoav Avhere it had

drifted—then there Avere to be seen, here and there, some

"dugouts." relics of the homes of early settlers. At

MarysAalle I arrive at 6 P. m., and am informed that there

Avill be no train for Grand Island till 11:40 that night, so

have fully five hours Avherein to chew the cud of patience.

"HoAv poor are they that have not patience!

What wound did eA^er heal, but by degrees?"

*These same lines come into Clifton.
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The time I utilized in part in strolling about the

town, which has a population of some 2,800; the Union

Pacific Railroad runs through it both from east to west

and from north to south. In the waiting-room at the

station there were a lady and her dog (her sole traveling

companion) philosophically passing away the time, like

myself, till the arrival of the same train I Avas waiting

for. I thought of the line in Shakespeare: "One touch

of nature makes the whole world kin." She told me her

name was Mrs. Truax, that she was of French descent,

that the name of her canine friend was " Prince," and

that she was on her way to St. Paul, Neb. She also in-

formed me that she was acquainted with Mrs. Fleming,

widow of Judge Fleming, who had died since my visit to

St. Paul in 1880. Great was our relief and pleasure

when our train pulled into the station and we found our-

selves once more steaming along the iron road, although

we had another "lay over" of over three hours at Fairfield.

At last I arrived at Grand Island, and at 10 A. m. on the

19th found myself in the office of Dr. G. W. Weter, my
arrival being quite unexpected though most welcome.

Dr. AVeter, a Christian friend and brother, now more

than ever fully realized and appreciated—separation for

a time makes a glad reunion!

I had really been looked for as a visitor ever since

their coming to Grand Island, November 29, 1888. The

Doctor had been our family physician in Blooming Val-

ley, Penn., and he attended my wife, Eliza, in her last

illness, so he seems to me almost like a member of the

family. Miss Sadie Braymer, who lived with the Weters

in Blooming Valley, came into the room along with Mrs.

Weter, and in the evening, though very cold, we attended

the Methodist Church, where revival meetings Avere being

held vinder the direction of Rev. H. L. Powers, the pastor,
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who reported over one hundred having come into the fold

of Christ up to that time.

Grand Island (the city) is situated on the Platte

Kiver, Avhich here opens out into channels, forming a

large island called " Grand Island.," from which the city

takes its name, and on this island, so I am informed, the

first buildings Avere put up. Afterward, however, they

commenced building on the north side of the river, which

is higher ground and more eligible for a town site, and

now the entire city is on the north side. Grand Island

is a thriving, busy place, having a population numbering

some 14,000 souls.

February 20.— To-day I visited the Nebraska Soldiers

and Sailors' Home, which covers a quarter section of

land. This is a State institution provided for not only

soldiers and sailors, but also for their wives and children
;

hence suitable and convenient cottages have been built

for the use of families. The Home, which is situated

abiuit two miles from Grand Island, is reached by street

cars, and I was shown over the place in company with

some eight or ten others, among them being Mr. Bates

and Gen. Bates, of Pennsylvania, and Capt. Henry, of

Nebraska. From the main building a fine view is to be

had of Grand Island and the surrounding country.

Among the 103 inmates I saw some aged veterans, whose

march through life had about reached its close.

In the evening Dr. Weter and I visited the rooms of

the Y. M. C. A., and took a stroll through the business

part of the city, the Doctor pointing out 2:)laces of inter-

est, and occasionally introducing me to friends of his as

we met them. He also made me acquainted with his

business partner. Dr. Sumner Davis, also with Mr. and

Mrs. Hatch and her mother, the former of whom has the

care of the Doctor's rooms.
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Among the many things the Doctor showed me iu his

office, iu connection with his profession—things that a

farmer knows little or nothing about—was the electro-

magnetic machine, which he operated for my edification.

It reminded me much of the electric apparatus my sou

and I once saw at Niagara Falls, where at night-time the

electric light, which was produced in a building in Pros-

pect Park, was thrown alternately on the American Falls

and the Horse-shoe or Canadian Falls, illuminating in

its range the museum, Goat Island, &c. I was in all sin-

cerity pleased to hear from the Doctor's own lips that he

has prospered in both temporal and spiritual things, and

that as a member of the most beneficent of all professions

he was making many friends, good and true.

February 22.^—To-day Dr. Weter drove me iu his

buggy about the town, showing me some more points of

interest uew to me, and then we paid a visit to the beet-

sugar factory, which is in course of erection some three

miles from the town, and which cau be reached by street

cars. The concern covers teu acres of ground, and the

building is to be two and oue-half stories high. I be-

lieve it has been started with a capital of ^500,000, and

I think there is only another of the kind in the United

States, in California. The open prairie lying between

Grand Island and this factory will soon be dotted with

dwelling-houses, and already several building lots have

been sold at good prices. On our return to the Doctor's

office from our drive, I was introduced to a few more of

his friends, among them being the principal of the school

which the Doctor's children attend, and who had come

from New York.

On Sunday I had the pleasure of hearing Rev. H.. L.

Powers deliver a stirring sermon from the text, as he an-

nounced it, " From Genesis to Revelation," and at that
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meeting over one hundred individuals testified for Christ

in less than ten minutes! On returning from church in

the evening we found waiting at Dr. Weter's Mr. A. G.

Greenlee, attorney at law, of Lincoln, Neb., so my desire

to meet this gentleman was unexpectedly gratified. Mr.

Greenlee at one time taught school in Blooming Valley,

Penn.,* where he was favorably known, and he and Dr.

Weter are very old friends; they are within two days of

being exactly the same age.

Among other places of prominence Dr. Weter drove

me to was the Fair ground, which covers 160 acres, and

has a very level half-mile track, round which we drove.

The sugar factory. Fair ground and the Soldiers and

Sailors' Home are all Avest of the city, nearly in a line

and not very far apart. Afterward we made a call on

Kev. W. H. H. Pillsbury, pastor of the Methodist Church

on the " South Side," which the doctor and his family

attend ; Trinity Methodist Church, where they are holding

the revivals, is on the "North Side." We were disap-

pointed in finding Mr. Pillsbury from home, he having

gone to attend a quarterly meeting in the country; Mrs.

Pillsbury, however, entertained us most hospitably.

They have seven children, the youngest of whom, Mar-

garet, is a bright little girl of about five or six years

of age, whose "picture Mrs. Pillsbury handed me to

give, on my return to Pennsylvania, to Dr. C. C. Hall

(a college class-mate of Dr. Pillsbury), pastor of the

First M. E. Church at Meadville, Penn., and with Avhom I

am acquainted. She also spoke of Rev. T. L. Flood and

others whom I knew. This visit, though brief and shorn

of much of its enjoyment by the absence of Mr. Pillsbury,

*My daui^liter-in-law Anna M. (nee Slocum), Guinnip's wife, attended school

in Blooming Valley when Mr. Greenlee was teaching there, and she boarded with

my motlier in the very house of which she is now mistress.



9,9

was a very pleasant one to me, and shed some more sun-

shine on the pathway of my life.

Dr. Weter next drove me to the City Hall and the

Security National Bank, then to the old M. E. Church, a

small building, "like a sheep pen," as Mr. Savage, the

pastor, remarked, one that would not hold half his audi-

ence. Thence we drove to the railroad shops where we

had a fine view of the high railroad embankment, where

it crosses the streets and extends on down toward the

Platte River. We next proceeded down the main road,

which is an embankment similar to the railroad one I

have just mentioned, but which is provided with deep

ditches or channels like canals. We did not drive as far

as Wood Creek,* probably half-way, and on our return

homeward we passed the ice-houses and Harris' Park, a

pleasant place shaded with abundance of trees. Thus

ended what to me was a most enjoyable and profitable

drive, rendered doubly so by the company and conversa-

tion of my friend and guide. Dr. Weter.

Sunday, February 23.—A beautiful day! The sun is

shining resplendent in all its glory, and under its influ-

ence the garb of winter is fast being removed from the

bosom of Mother Earth. How I wish my dear wife were

here to enjoy the day with me!

In the morning Dr. Weter and I attended the Presby-

terian Church, and were refreshed by listening to a

remarkably interesting and earnest discourse by the

pastor, Rev. Samuel Wykoff,-!- his subject being, "Ex-

cuses," and his text Luke xiv: 20: And another said, I

have married a wife, and therefore I cannot come. Mr.

*Wood Creek assists Platte Kiver in forming tlie island the city is named
after.

tMr. Wykoff was at one time a resident of Crawford County, Penn., where I

met him ; in fact, my opinion is that he was born and raised in our townshij), and
I think he told me of his boyhood days having been spent on his uncle's, Samuel
WykofE's, farm, whei'e he grew up, as I understand.
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tical manner by speaking of a certain thorn bush which
grew by the line fence on his uncle Samuel Wykoff's

farm in Pennsylvania; of how the cattle on each side of

the fence would come to get the fruit of the bush, or to

enjoy its shade, in consequence of which the fence was
freqiiently thrown down. Thus "it was troublesome."

Uncle Wykoif would many a time cut oflf the limbs of the

bush, to apparently little purpose, so one day, in order to

make sure work, he took an axe and cut down the thorn

bush close by the root, thus effectively putting an end to

the trouble. Rev. Caldwell, who had come to assist

Mr. Wykoff during the revivals, was present. Five indi-

viduals were received into the church—two young women
and three young men—four of whom were baptized; and

I was forcibly reminded of my own conversion and ad-

mittance into the M. E. Church, at State Road, Crawford

County, Penn., in 1851, then a young man of seventeen.

As I was drawn toward Mr. Wykoff in his discourse, his

eyes seemed to be attracted toward Dr. Weter and myself,

and at the conclusion of the sermon he came down the aisle

and shook hands with us.

In the afternoon Dr. Weter and I went to the Y. M.

C. A. meeting, the subject for the day being "Building,"

and in the evening we attended the revival meeting in

Trinity Church. This church has now a membership, I

believe, of 300, showing an increase of 140 members

since the commencement of the revival meeting, a period

of about five weeks. For this lovely and profitable Sab-

bath day I am devoutly thankful to the Giver of all

good. I have had shown to me, in His infinite goodness,

so much favor and mercy that I ought to rejoice alway,

pray without ceasing, and so continue in His love, that

each Sabbath may prove another Lord's-Day journey
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nearer to my Heavenly Home. To this end there is one

cardinal duty for everybody:

" Do some good every daj',

Be industrious, obedient

And honest."

Lincoln, Nebkaska.

One hundred miles east of Grand Island, and in the

very center of Lancaster County, Neb., stands the town

of Lincoln, where reside my old friends Mr. and Mrs. J.

W. Bowman, whom I Avish to see before leaving this part

of the West. Accordingly on Monday, February 24, I

set out thither, as it is on my way back to Clifton, Kas.,

(for I have bidden adieu to my kind, hospitable friends

at Grand Island). Mr. and Mrs. Bowman and I have

not met for thirty -eight years, and the reader may well

imagine that our reunion was a cordially happy one. I

was sorry, however, to find Mrs. BoAvman invalided and

confined to her couch, yet we had a mutually interesting

conversation about old times and old friends. Among
many other things I learned in the course of our con-

fabulation, was something about the late Matthew Smith's

family, and Mr. Bowman jotted down as an aid to my
memory some facts, in part as follows: Matthew Smith

died March 31, 1884, Nancy, his wife, having preceded

him to the grave, March 11, 1878; Jane (Cowen) died

in October, 1881 (A. J. Cowen, her husband, lives on

the old farm in Waterford, Erie County, Penn. ) ; Eliza-

beth Smith died in June, 1884; Wilson Smith* lives at

Rouseville, Venango County, Penn. ; Hunter Smith is a

resident of Sheridan, Wyoming; grandmother Smith

died in March, 1854. I will here relate how I became

acquainted with the Matthew Smith family: In the fall

*I visited Wilson Smith (luring September, ison. hut did not know where he
lived till informed by Mr. Bowman.
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of 1852 C. R. Slocum, E. T. Wheeler and myself boarded

with Matthew Smith, at Waterford, Erie Co., Penii., as

we Avere attending the academy in that town, and so I be-

came well acquainted with the family—Elizabeth, Jane,

Catherine ("Katie," as she was called, now Mrs. Bow-
man), Wilson and Hunter—and their j^arents and grand-

mother I also knew very well.

In the evening I continued my journey to Clifton by
way of Wymore, Odell, Washington, Greenleaf, &c., and

from Wymore to Washington I was glad to avail myself

of a freight train rather than wait for a regular passen-

ger. By this I gained about two hours time, and had

tlie jolting and bumping thrown in, which was something

like the weather outside

—

rather rough; but as I sit in

the caboose and try to write a little in my diary, I con-

sole myself with the reflection that "variety is the spice

of life," and that "sweet are the uses of adversity." A
violent storm of wind and rain prevailed as we crossed

the State line between Nebraska and Kansas, which re-

minded me that I landed in Grand Island in the middle

of a snow-storm, and was leaving Nebraska under a sim-

ilar meteorological condition of things.

On the morning of the 25tli I once more find my-

self in Clifton, and at the home of Dr. D. C. Tyler, my
health improved by the journey, and my soul refreshed.

I find all well, including Anna, I am happy to say, and

all at home excepting the Doctor himself, who had been

summoned to a distance on business; and as Anna and I

are now about to return to Norwood I fear we will not be

able to bid him adieu, and thank him in person for his

generous kindness and hospitality.
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ToPEKA, Kansas.

On the evening of the 26th we pay a farewell visit to

Doctor and Mrs. Frank Tyler, and next day at noon,

having wished Mrs. D. C. Tyler and little Frank an affec-

tionate " good-bye," Anna and I set out, via the Rock

Island & Pacific Railroad, for Topeka, Kas., arriving

about 4 p. M., and we then immediately drove to the resi-

dence of Francis L. Sexton, where we met with a most

cordial reception. Mr. Sexton, who is related to my
wife, has been twice married, his first wife having died

November 3, 1887, aged fifty-eight years, two months,

nineteen days, leaving one son and two daughters, and

Mr. Sexton married February 14, 1889, his present wife,

a Pennsylvania lady. He is now sixty years of age, and

bears his years remarkably well. Sylvester Sexton, his

father, will be ninety-one years old on July 9, 1891, and

his wife will be eighty-five in April, same year. Francis

L. Sexton I love as a brother for his Christian walk in

life, his social standing and his geniality of tempera-

ment.

February 28.—We visit the State Capitol, where there

is on view Col. Goss' collection of specimens of the feath-

ered tribe, 800 in number, which in itself is worth going

a great distance to see. The Historical Department was

also very interesting, being replete with many relics, such

as cannon balls picked up at Harper's Ferry; one of the

500 axes carried to Virginia by John Brown* ; a dinner

plate that once belonged to George Washington; a copy of

every newspaper published in the United States, etc. In

the State Agricultural Department there were on exhibi-

tion various products, including raw silk, millet, several

*The relics and pictures and Inist of Jolin Brown very nuicli interested me
as I live only about six miles from his old home, the noted Tannery in Richmond
Township, Crawford Co., Penn., built in 1826, now remodeled into a pleasant and
attractive home, owned and occupied by Capt. Austin Cannon.
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kinds of grain and clover, as well as staffed animals,

sugars manufactured in Kansas, and many other things.

We also visited the House of Kepresentatives and other

places of interest in the city.

Laweence, Kansas.

On Saturday morning we bade our kind friends, Mr.

and Mrs. Sexton, farewell and took the train for Law-
rence, Kas., only twenty miles from Norwood, where I

stopped over to see some friends and spend the Sabbath,

while Anna, on account of her health, proceeded home-
ward. At Lawrence I hunt up and find Emery F. Hobbs
(partly at the request of his mother, Mrs. David Roberts,

made before I left Meadville), a son of Abraham Hobbs,

who died in 1876 (I think), and with whom I was well

acquainted. I knew Emery as a boy, but had not seen

him for twenty years, and was now pleased to find him a

prosperous carriage painter and trimmer, with a com-

fortable home, a loving wife and a bright little three-

year-old boy to cheer his hearth.

Sunday, March 2.—I attended, along with Mr. Hobbs,

the M. E. Church, and heard my good old friend and

brother in Christ, Rev. James Marvin (formerly of

Meadville, Penn. ) ,
preach from Psalm cxxxvi : 1:0

give ihanks unto the Lord; for He is good; for His

mercy endureth for ever. His discourse entered into my
soul and refreshed me much; the more so as his familiar

voice brought home to me happy reminiscences of days

gone by—some fifteen or sixteen years, I think, since I

last heard him preach. In the evening I again attended

the M. E. Church, and as I entered the audience-room I

was met by Mr. Marvin, who, in shaking hands with me
remarked: "Mr. Waid, you are a good listener; I am
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glad yon have come again." His text was from Matthew

v: 14: Ye are ihe light of the ivorld. The subject

"light" is almost inexhanstible, and there are true and

also false lights; some that lure to destruction, others

that direct to harbors of safety. " Which light do you

shed? " Mr. Marvin parabled his subject by speaking of

the various kinds of light that are and have been from

time immemorial in domestic use— of the old tallow

candle, for instance, that required frequent snuffing to

keep it from dying out. " Some Christians need ' snuff-

ing ' badly," continued the preacher, " for their light,

through sheer neglect, has become very dim and feeble."

The only way to keep one's light ever burning bright is

to be always doing good. So thought I, Francis C.

Waid, as I "trimmed my candle" a little, so to speak, by

subscribing ten dollars toward the children's Sunday-

school window in the new M. E. Church. Let your light

so shine before men, that they may see your good ivorks,

and glorify your father ivhich is in Heaven.

Before leaving Lawrence I visited the Indian school,

known as the Harkwell Institute. The farm in connec-

tion covers 480 acres, on which have been erected some

five or six large stone buildings arranged in horse-shoe

form, as well as several smaller ones, and they are all

placed on a rising piece of ground: in fact it is just like

a little town " set on a hill, which cannot be hid," and in

the center of all stands a beautiful little park. Being

shown through the Institute by one of the inmates, an

Indian boy of about fourteen summers, I was not a little

instructed by what I saw and heard. There is at pres-

ent an attendance of about 440, both sexes, and nineteen

different occupations are taught. The boys and men are

for the most part put to learning trades, for which there

are separate workshops. Everything is conducted in
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the best of order, ami the Avhole is under the immediate

superintendence of Mr. Andrew Atchison, to whom I am
indebted for much information regarding this benevolent

institution.

On the evening of March 3, I arrived home at Mr.

Tyler's, having completed one of tlie most interesting, in-

structive and enjoyable trips I have yet made. I now
found much to keep me busy indoors, considerable mail

matter having accumulated during my absence, so I find

that for some days there is nothing of any special mo-

ment to record in my diary.

On Sunday, March 9, I attended the M. E. Church

at Chapel Valley, including Sunday-school, the lesson

for the day at the latter being "The Great Physician."

In the afternoon John Slaven (Avho is at present working

at Mr. Tyler's) accompanied me to church at Oak Grove

School-house, where Ave listened to a good sermon from

the lips of Mr. Alfred Hamilton, a young student from

Baldwin University, the subject of his discourse being

Exodus xiv: 15: Speak unto the children of Israel,

that tliey go forward.

In the Pennsylvania Farmer I read of the death (on

February 27th last) of E. B. R. Sacket, of Mead Town-

ship, Crawford County, Penn., in his seventy-fourth year.

Among the last words he uttered were, so it is recorded:

" My friends are exceedingly kind, and God is good."

How simple, and yet how beautiful! Ood is good, the

essence of all the teachings in the sacred book, from

Genesis to Revelation, and, when uttered by a dying man,

a sermon requiring no commentary. For the Lord is good;

His mercy is everlasting; and His ti'uth enduretJi to all

generations.
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March 12.—This is the eighty-eightii birthday of my
uucle Eobert Morehead, the only surviving member of

Grandfather Morehead's family, so I wrote him a con-

gratulatory letter. Spring work has now fairly opened

up, and everything is awakening into new life, and every-

body is busy.

Ottawa, Kansas.
'

On Saturday evening, March 15, I went to the Chris-

tian Church at Ottawa, where I heard a good sermon from

Rev. Reeves, the subject being: Can you he hapiized

ivith ihe hapiisyn I am prepared with? On the following

forenoon, there being no preaching at the M. E. Church

in Ottawa, as the pastor. Rev. E. C. Boaz, had gone to

Conference, I attended the Baptist Church, where I list-

ened profitably to a good sermon delivered by a stranger

whose name I did not learn. His text was selected from

the gospel of St. Matthew, Chapter iii, Verse 15: Thus if

hecometh us fo fulfill all righieousness. At noon I

stepped over to the M. E. Church for Sunday-school, and

as I was crossing Main Street I heard an aged gentle-

man, a Mr. Devenport, say to a friend, ' I am going to

Sunday-school," which attracted my' attention ; so I waited

for him to catch up with me, and then we two children—
the one aged eight-one years and the other nearly fifty-

seven—went together to Sunday-school. The lesson for the

day was the miraculous draft of fishes, and the subject of

discourse was the text: Fear nof; from henceforth ihou

shall cafch men [Luke v: 10]. Afterward I took a ramble

through Forest Park amid scenes not unfamiliar to me;

the sun was shining brightly, and all nature seemed to

rejoice at the advent of spring.



31

" I come! I come! ye have called me long!

I come o'er the mountain with light and song!

Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth,

By the winds which tell of the violet's birth,

Bj' the primrose stars in the shadowy grass,

Bj' the green leaves opening as I pass."

lu the afternoon I attended the Y. M. C. A. meeting,

where I found some new friends, and met some old ones.

Mr. Maurice McMullen, the secretary, on shaking hands

with me at the close of the meeting, asked me how I en-

joyed it, to which I replied, "Very much." The subject

was "Investment," and several who were present spoke,

giving their experiences, etc., and I fully intended to

stand up and say something; but I allowed oppor-

tunities to pass, one by one, till the meeting terminated

without my having opened my lips. // ivas a trick of

Satcm, and I had not made the right Investment. How
prone man is to seek some excuse for neglecting duty!

Now, of this "Investment" I would here say some-

thing: When, on January 10, 1851, at the old State

Eoad Church near Blooming Valley, Penn., I called on

the name of the Lord in sincerity and truth, I made, my
"Investment," which has been paying me liberal interest

ever since—the best investment I have made in my whole

life, satisfaction in full, the security being where neUher

moth nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not

break through and steal. There is nothing for mortal

man that is not included in this investment—our wants

are all supplied. Tliey tliat seek the Lord shall not ivant

any good thing. There is another grand thing about this

"Investment"—it is always "on the market," and can

be made at any time during life; and the best time to in-

vest is early in life, in the morn of youth; the sooner

you invest, the sooner will you get good returns. Do
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you ask what they are? Tlie Bible tells us in language

that call not be misunderstood: Seek first ihe Kingdom

of God and His righteousness, and all these things shall

be added unto yon. Thus by investing you have the

promise of the life which now is, and that which is to

come. Can we in any way make a better investment than

to do right, to obey God when He says: Son, daughter^

give me thy heart?

In the evening I heard another remarkably good

sermon at the "Stone Church " on the west side of Main
Street, the subject of the discourse being the Prodigal

Son. From this interesting lecture, the best on that par-

ticular topic I think I ever heard, I learned new ideas;

our faith harmonized, which makes heaven and brings

peace to us. Before leaving Ottawa for home I visited

the college (where I had been on a former occasion), and

along with another visitor went to the top of the build-

ing whence we had, with the aid of a telescope, an excel-

lent view of the surrounding country.

March 18.—The thermometer to-day stands at 76°,

summer heat, and every farm is a hive of industry.

Prairie fires were seen last night in almost every direc-

tion, at first appearing in the distance, but later in the

evening our neighbors started fires where they wished

the ground burned over, and the aggregation of fires lit

up the sky grandly. The prairie-grass, weeds and rub-

bish are usually burned out here once a year, either in

the fall or spring. To-day Albert Tyler had thirteen cat-

tle dehorned. They Avere driven to Mr. Eeley's place, in

the neighborhood, whither several other droves were

taken for the same purpose. Freeman and Rouelle Tyler

and myself were present to witness the operations. Three

men, provided with necessary equipments and tools do

the work, their charge being ten cents per head. They
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cut or sawed the horns off, either way to suit customers,

though cutting is quicker aud was preferred. This de-

horning of cattle seems cruel, yet vicious or cross animals

by the operation may be prevented from injuring other

animals, and perhaps even taking human life.

GiRARD AND FORT ScOTT, KANSAS,

March 22.—I set out for Girard, Crawford County,

Kas., where I wished to see an old Meadville friend, by

name John Ramsey. On changing cars at Chanute I

asked the brakeman if he was acquainted with one John

C. Ramsey, " Yes," said he, " he is conductor on this

train." So we soon met and had a pleasant chat about

old times, and when we arrived at Girard I went direct

to his home. Girard is a pretty town pleasantly situated

on a rise of ground, having in its center a new brick

courthouse* surrounding which is a fresh-looking park.

On Sunday, March 23, Mrs. Ramsey and I attended

the Presbyterian Church and heard an excellent sermon

from the lips of Rev. John Currer, his text for the occa-

sion being Psalm xxiii: 3: He resioveih my soul. The

discourse was very comforting, and came home to me
with much force; the words, He resioreih my soul, are so

full of truth, and I felt just as David did. I thought of

how the Lord had helped me over hewn places, and when

sorely tried how graciously He had delivered me in the

hour of affliction and deepest sorrow. His grace has

been sufficient for me ; I want to dwell in the house of

the Lord for ever. This Sabbath in Girard is another

day's journey Heavenward, and I love to sit in the sanc-

tuary where I can hear the Gospel. My desire is to

praise the name of the Lord, for it is good and excellent in

* It was in course of construction, while I was there.
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all the earth. In the afternoon I went to the Y. M. C. A.

meeting, Avhere I was invited to speak, which I did,

and in the evening again heard Rev. Currer at the Presby-

terian Church. His text was the third commandment,

and the sermon was truly a remarkable one.

March 26.—Left Girard for Fort Scott, Bourbon

County, Kas., and about the first person I saw at the

station on arriving there was " Andy " Pitcher, who

drives a transfer wagon, and whose nephew George,

Samuel Pitcher's son. was killed on the railroad near

Springfield, Kas., January 3, 1890. I knew George

when in life, and in deference to his memory as well as to

show my respect for the living, I visited Evergreen

Cemetery, some two and a half miles from Fort Scott.

This is one of the most beautiful, largest and best located

cemeteries in the West; it was laid out in 1869 on the

gentle slope of an eminence, and covers eighty acres of

ground; the interments up to date number 2,163. To
the superintendent, Mr. R. Garber, and his wife I am in-

debted for their kindness in pointing out to me the last

resting place of poor George Pitcher. On my way back

to Fort Scott I saw the National Cemetery, which also

rests on a sloping piece of ground. It is ten acres in

extent, and is enclosed within a stone fence, the grounds

being kept in the neatest of order by Frank Barrow, a

good, practical man, whom I knew when he lived in

Meadville, Penn., and with whom I had a good visit

while in the cemetery.

Among other points oE interest visited by me at Fort

Scott were the water-works, and from the top of the stand-

pipe belonging to it (about 100 feet high) I had a fine

view of the town and surrounding country. The old

fort also attracted my attention. There are four Govern-

ment buildings, one of which is used as a hotel : and as I
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write these lines in luy diary tlie laudlady is preparing

for me a luucli or supper, to be eaten where many a hun-

gry soldier had eaten his meal.

Paola, Kansas.

March 26.—Returning to-day to Ottawa, I spend a

few hours at Paola, Miami County, and visit the high

school, which is built on a hill, from the roof of which I

could see the Insane Asylum at Osawatomie, seven miles

distant, and the hills and bluffs in Missouri; I am told

that on a clear day, one might see twenty-five miles off.

On descending from the summit of the school building, I

was invited to look through the school, and was intro-

duced to the superintendent, a very genial gentleman.

In one department I found a class of five ladies reciting

astronomy, and here I soon discovered what I much
admired—the plain, practical method of teaching carried

out in this institution. I much wished to remain longer

and see and learn more, but my time was limited, so I

had to hastily thank and bid adieu to the Professor, and

take my train to Ottawa, whence I soon found my way

home.

Sunday, March 30.—Attended the M. E. Church at

Ottawa, and heard Rev. E. C. Boaz preach a kindly ser-

mon from John xv: 14,15: Ye are my friends, if ye do

whatsoever I command you. Henceforih I call you not

servants; for the servant knoweth not ivhat his lord doethj

hut I have called you friends. This discourse greatly

helped me in my Christian life, and I would that space

permitted me to say something about its teachings of

command and obedience, and the wonderful blessings

they bring, when complied with, in things either temporal
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or spiritual. In the evening I heard Rev. Myers preach

at the Christian Church from James i: 27: Pure religion

and nndefiled before God and the Father is this, To visit

the fatherless and ividoivs in their affliction, and to keep

himself unspotted from the ivorld.

March 31.—To-day I start on my return trip to Mead-

ville, via Kansas City, Chicago, etc., having wished all

my friends and relatives "good-bye," including Anna, who

has decided to remain on account of the delicate condi-

tion of her health. At Kansas City I stop over for a

short time, and again meet my old friend John Cavinee,

and also A. A. Whipple, with whom I drove about the

city. At Armiugton, Tazewell County, 111., I expected to

see my cousin Steven M. Morehead, but found he had

moved to Minier, same county, which place I reached

April 2, and there found him. With him I went to

Tremont (also in Tazewell County), where we met Tem-

perance Gibbs, who told me of Augustus Waid's three

children—two boys and one girl. Horace Waid is now

thirty years old, is married and living on a farm; Aunt

Roxey is married to John Tolle, and lives in Rushville,

Schuyler County, 111. Steven also accompanied me to

Mackinaw and Hopedale (both in Tazewell County),* at

which latter place we took supper at the home of his son-

in-law, Peter Eichelberger. It is eighteen years since I

last met Steven Morehead and his family, and I think

nearly as long since I last saw Mr. and Mrs. Gibbs and

his family. To all of us this visit was most interesting

and I might say remarkable; to me it was one of the

most sociable and delightful I had yet made, and it

*Minier is eight miles from Armlngton, Tremont sixteen miles from Minier,

Mackinaw being about half way between them, where tliey change cars; Hope-

dale is five miles west of Minier on the Chicago & Alton Kailroad.
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proved to be my last one with Mr. George Gibbs, as he

passed from earth May 13, 1891.

Mr. Morehead aud I having parted company, I pro-

ceed on my way to Chicago, where I arrive April 4, and

find myself the guest of a brother-in-law of Steven More-

head, Charles H. Gibbs, a resident of Chicago, who
kindly showed me about the city. I first became ac-

quainted with him several years ago in Meadville and

Blooming Valley.

After a short business call at my publishers, J. H.

Beers & Co., I again take train eastward, and on the

6th arrive at Marion, whence I proceed to Springfield

to visit my cousin, R. B. Devenpeck, who had recently

moved thither from Brocton, N. Y. On the evening of

April 8 I arrive at my good old home, my fourth trip to

Kansas and the West having come to a close. Physic-

ally, I am much improved in health ; intellectually greatly

refreshed; and why should it be otherwise? "To have

seen much, and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and

poor hands."

TRIP TO JAMESTOWN, N. Y., LAKE CHAUTAUQUA AND OTHER

PLACES.

JUNE 27 TO JULY 4, 1890.

"True friendship's laws are by this rule exprest:

Welcome the corning, speed the jjartiyig gvesty
Pope.

At the hour of 4 o'clock p. m. on Friday, June 27,

1890, I took train for Union City, Erie Co., Penn., where,

after arrival, I called on Mr. and Mrs. Anderholt and

Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Housnick and their respective fam-

ilies, all of whom I found in good health. From there I

walked into the country some two or three miles, in order

to pay a visit to my much-loved old Sunday-school
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teacher, Charles Breed,* whom I had not seen for forty-

five years; but learning from his wife that he had gone

to Union City, I returned thither, where I found him at

the home of his son-in-law, William Hubble, and the

reader may well imagine the delight, to me especially, of

this our first meeting in nearly half a century of time.

I arrived in Jamestown, N. Y., on Saturday night,

and was there well entertained by my cousins, Mr. and

Mrs. Frank Colt. On the following forenoon, in com-

pany with my cousin, Angeline Colt, I attended the M.

E. Church, where we heard Rev. A. C. Ellis preach an

eloquent sermon from the text Deuteronomy xxxii: 11:

As an eagle stiri'eih up her nest, fluUereih over her young,

spreadeth abroad her wings, takefh them, heareth ihem

on her icings. Comment is unnecessary; but how w^on-

derfully I was helped and blessed in my Christian life,

by hearing this sermon! We may dine at home and for-

get it, but when abroad, how we cherish the friend who

has given us good counsel ! What a lesson I learned that

day from his description of that noble bird and its care

for the young eaglets, then God^s care for us! In the

afternoon Mr. Frank Simmons and I visited Lakeview

Cemetery, where many of our relatives rest. Here also

repose the remains of ex-Governor Fenton, the inscrip-

tion on whose vault reads as follows:

In Memoriam
Reuben E. Fenton,

Born July 4, 1819, Died August 25, 1885.

Rest In Peace.

From the first day I met Mr. Fenton, when introduced

to him by Mr. Simmons years ago, I have loved him;

*The names of the members of the Sunday-school class taught by Mr. Breed

at the time I speak of are George A. Goodwill, A. S. Goodrich, C. R. Slocum,

Frankhn P. Waid, Francis C. Waid, and two others, one of whom was named, I

think, Andrew Moore, all yet hving, except my twin brother, Franklin P., and

Andrew Moore. I beheve my brother, G. N., was in our class part of the time.
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and to-day when I looked into the vault I thought of a

good man and a true friend gone to his reward. In the

evening Mr. Simmons and I went to one of the Baptist

Society meetings, which are being held in the Opera
House till their new church building is completed. We
heard an excellent discourse by Rev. Waffle, the words
of his text being: The ijcdh of ihe just. . . .sJu'nefh more
and more unto the perfect day. On the following day I

visited William and Martha Cobb, the latter of whom is

my cousin; also called on Harvey Simmons, another

cousin, who was out hoeing his potato patch. Harvey,

who is somewhat older than myself, reminds me not a little

of my father, both in looks and in his habits of indus-

try. When I found him in the field I got me a hoe and

helped him finish his job, which brought pleasure and

satisfaction in full to me, for I wanted to help hoe those

potatoes and have a chat about other days. Just as we
got through, bis brother, Adelbert, and his son, Frank,

came in. Here I would say that on Henry Simmons' land

I saw the largest field of corn that has come under my
notice this season. From there I continued my journey,

and on Tuesday morning, July 1, I was traveling by

stage, first to Busti (where during the few minutes' wait

to change mail, I had time to bid "good-day" to my
cousin who keeps the store and post-office there) and

then to Jamestown (where in the afternoon I take boat

for a trip to Mayville and return). Just as I was going

to the boat landing at that point I fell in with an old

friend, King T>. Fleek, who was raised in our neighbor-

hood, and whom I have known from childhood. His

father, David G. Fleek, who still lives near us, has a

family of eleven children—five sons and six daughters.

King D. Fleek is now owner and proprietor of the "Er-

win Hotel," at Lakewood, whither he invited me to come
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and see him and bis youngest brother, Frank, who keeps

store there, which I promised to do on my return from

Chautauqua.* When I reached the latter place I put up

as usual at "Matthews' Cottage," and here I learned, for

the first time, of the death of my old friend William H.

Matthews, who passed from earth September 30, 1889,

after an illness of but one day. Such is life!

" Friend after friend departs!

Who hath not lost a friend?

There is no union here of liearts

That hath not here an end."

The Chautauqua Assembly, of New York, is now in

session, and I avail myself of the occasion to attend some

of the lectures and exercises. Prof. Eccleston's lectures

on some of the writings of Dante, one of the greatest

poets the world has ever produced, and who lived 600 years

ago, were good. The lecturer had selected Dante's " La

Divina Commedia," the subject of the first lecture being

" Inferno," the subject of the second " Purgatorio " and

" Paradiso."f These two lectures were exceedingly in-

teresting, the more so as they were illustrated with stere-

opticon views explanatory of the several subjects. I be-

lieve in the doctrine of future punishment, and of eternal

bliss, as taught in the Bible, and if these two conditions

can be made more impressive on the minds of people by

illustrations in any intelligible form, I say all the better

for mankind. I also went to see a sort of dioramic view

*I hav^ often thought of Mr. Fleek. our neighbor. He is such an industrious

man, I do not wonder at tlie enterprise of his cliildren. Mr. Fleek, whose health

has not been very good for several years, holds out remarkably well, though this

spring and summer he has not enjoyed very good health.

iDante was born at Florence, Italy, in May. r.'iio, and passed a peculiarly

checkered life; he was a student of theology, a soldier, a politician, a chief mag-
istrate, an exile, and the foremost among Italian poets. Dante's greatest work
among his poetical writings is his " La Divina Commedia," a poem of world-wide

fame, written while he was a poor wandering exile. It consists of three poems,

or acts: Inferno [Hell), Purgatdvin (Purgatory) and Paradisit {Honvfu.) He died

in Ravenna, Italy, September 14, 1321.—Ei)it<ii;.
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of the Holy Land, well worthy of a visit and careful

attention and study, and attended Mrs. Emily Wakefield's

lecture on " The Literature of the East," the subject

matter of which Avas good, but the delivery I thought not

good.

In my more leisure moments I walked about the

beautiful grove city of Chautauqua, which afforded me
considerable diversion and not a little food for study.

The streets presented a gay scene of activity, the pedes-

trians jostling one another as they hastened hither and

thither—the studious man, the busy merchant, the in-

dustrious mechanic and the merry pleasure-seeker—each

on his own special mission bent. On the 2nd I had the

pleasure of meeting and having a long chat with William

Glenn, who has lived here nine years, and who was

formerly a resident of Meadville, Penn.

On the morning of the 3d I set out for Lakewood,

arriving there before noon, and here I remained about

seven hours, the guest of Mr. King D. Fleek, whose hotel,

the " Erwin House," compares favorably with other inns

at Lakewood. He showed his hospitality and kindness

toward me by taking me to many points of interest in and

about the town—such as the park, the cottages (includ-

ing the double cottage known as "Gray Stone,") the

* Sterlingworth Inn," the "Kent House," etc., from the

cupola of which last named hotel we had a grand view of

the lake and its beautiful surroundings:

Ever c-harmiug. ever new,

Ne'er will the landscape tire the view.

After dinner Mr. Fleek and I called on his brother

Frank, already mentioned, but who, unfortunately, was

absent in Jamestown, whither business had called him ;*

*Since then I visited him at Lakewood, and enjoyed a visit, at our home, from

Mr. Franlt Fleek.
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but I had the pleasure of a visit and chat with his wife

and father-in-law. Thence Mr. Fleek drove me to Ash-

ville, some two and one-half miles distant, where I ex-

pected to see not only my cousin, Mrs. Leander Simmons,

but also Mr. and Mrs. Fayette Fleek ; on learning, how-

ever, that the latter had gone to Jamestown, I called on

Mrs. Jane Simmons, but had to make my visit very short

as time was limited. On our return to Lakewood we saw

Frank Fleek at the dock, just as I was about to say

"good bye" to my kind friends and set off by boat for

Jamestown, where I again remained over night at the

home of Mr, Colt. Next morning I proceeded by rail

from Jamestown to Meadville, where I safely arrived

after an absence from home of a little over a week.

-=3s3|>-

MY FIFTH TRIP TO KANSAS AND THE WEST.

FALL OF 1890.

FRIENDS OLD AND NEW.

" Make new friends, but keep the old,

Those are silver, these are gold;

New-made friendships, like new wine.

Age will mellow and refine.

Friendships that have stood the test

—

Time and change—are snrely best;

Brow may wrinkle, hair grow gray.

Friendship never knows decay.

For 'mid friends, tried and true.

Once more we our youth renew.

But old friends, alas! may die,

New friends must their place supply.

Cherish friendship in your breast.

New is good, but old is best;

Make new frieuds, but keep the old.

Those are silver, these are gold."

Since we can pass along life's journey but once, why
should we not make it as useful and pleasant as possible^
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and by so doing share much of the enjoyment of this life

with our friends? As the pleasures of the world are

much like flowers, whose beauty and fragrance are free

to all, so what is ours to give, that might brighten the

pathway of others, is not ours to withhold; and it is with

these reflections, and the intent of doing good, I launch

upon its voyage among my friends, in company with my
previous writings, the record of my fifth trip to Kansas
and the West.

At 4 p. M. on Tuesday, September 30, 1890, I left

Meadville, Guinnip's wife, Anna, and her sister, Bessie,

seeing me off at the station. At about 9 a. M., following

day, I arrived at Chicago, and at once paid my publish-

ers a business and social visit, and at 2:30 P. M. I was on

my way, via the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railroad

to Monroe, Ogle County, 111., arriving at 3:30 same after-

noon. Here were waiting for me my father-in-law. Free-

man Tyler, and his son, F. A. Tyler, to whose home, four

miles north of Monroe, I was immediately driven, and

there I found my wife and her mother as well as some

other friends. There was joy unalloyed in this meeting.

It was one I had been anticipating many weeks before

leaving home, as ray wife had written to me from Nor-

wood, Kas. (where she had been living for some consid-

erable time on account of her health), that her parents

had decided to pay a visit to northern Illinois, where

they formerly lived, and that she was to accompany them.

Mr. Freeman Tyler came to Illinois in 1845, and lived

at different times at Belvidere, Roscoe, Beloit (Wis.),

Monroe and Sycamore, so that he not only became well

acquainted with this section of country, but also knows a

large number of people. True, many of his earlier

friends and acquaintances have passed from earth, or re-

moved to other parts; but some are yet left to greet eacli
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other when they meet. We have to catch the golden

opportunity while we may, and such opportunities after

years of separation are rare; yet occasionally we find

them, as on the occasion of this propitious visit I am

now speaking of.

Ten years ago Mr. Freeman Tyler and his family

moved from Sycamore to Franklin County, Kas., during

which decade many changes had taken place; and it was

while they were on the cars on that occasion that I first

met them as I was traveling Avest to Columbus, Neb., in

company with my brother, George N., and brother-in-

law, G. W. Cutshall. And now here, in Illinois, I find

myself, nearly ten years thereafter, enjoying the pleasure

of a visit, with Mr. and Mrs. Tyler and Anna, to many

spots familiar to them and endeared by old associations.

Beloit, Wisconsin.

On the following Thursday F. A. Tyler drove us (Mr.

and Mrs. Freeman Tyler, Anna and myself) to Monroe,

and there we took train for JBeloit, AVis., thirty-five miles

distant, where we paid a visit to Freeman Tyler's sister,

Mrs. Almira Jackson,* and her husband, Mr. A. D. Jack-

son, at whose home we stopped during our four days'

visit at Beloit. Anna and I walked out together, and

among many, to her, interesting spots, paid a visit to the

house where her sister Hattie was born, and we met from

time to time, while here, many of Anna's old friends.

While we were at dinner Mrs. Frank Jackson and her

mother, Mrs. Coombs,f called.

On Sunday, October 5, I went to church with Mrs.

*Mrs. .JacksouisfromTitusville, Penn., where I met her son's, Fnuik's, wife,

wlio, with her inotlier, Mrs. Coombs, was visiting iu Beloit while 1 was there, as

alwve related.

tMrs. Coombs has died since my return home, I tliink in January or February.
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Aliuira Jackson, aud heard au excellent sermon delivered

by Rev. William Alexander, a Presbyterian minister, the

subject of his discourse being taken from Genesis vii:

16: And the Lord shut him in. Before leaving Beloit

we paid several visits, among those with whom we spent

a pleasant hour or so being Mr. Jackson's son-in-law, L.

J. Rogers,* and his wife, who have a beautiful home;

another visit was to the old home of Freeman Tyler on

Wheat Street, where incidents of interest to me were

related.

Sycamore, Illinois.

On Monday we went to Sycamore, 111., where we were

the guests of Mr. and Mrs. Warren F. Peters, the former of

whom kindly drove me over the town, and whose friend-

ship I shall ever remember. Our five days' visit at Syc-

amore were full of enjoyment, and among the many places

we went to was (accompanied by Mr. John Sphon, a

friend whose kindness is still remembered with pleasure)

the old farm home where Mr. Freeman Tyler had lived

thirteen years. We also drove to Elmwood Cemetery,

where sleep their last sleep that good couple, Deacon David

West and his wife, of whom I had heard so much; I also

stood by the graves of the Waterman and Ellwood

families, and jotted down in my memorandum book some

of the tombstone inscriptions. Deacon West died Feb-

ruary 4, 1890, aged eighty-four years. While visiting

his son Elias C. West, who lives on the old homestead,

he showed me over the farm, a good one, and made a

call with us on his sister and her husband, Mr. and Mrs.

Loves; we also drove to De Kalb to see other relatives,

and I will not forget the kindness shown us by all whom
* Anna and I met Mr. and Mrs. Rogers at F. A. Tyler's, in Monroe, in .July,

1889, when we were coming home.
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we visited. Family prayer at the old home of Mr. West
and other places, and many other pleasant experiences,

all left ^ood impressions on my mind.

Mr. Peters and I paid a visit to the water- works,

pumping station and the stock sheds. Among the latter

is one for sheep, a very large building, having accommo-

dation for many thousand animals, there being at the

time of our visit no less than 7,000 enclosed therein. We
saw the " good " sheep separated from the " poor " ones,

and the process was very simple. The sheep were driven

along a narrow passage way, the best grade animals be-

ing let into a yard by themselves, while the inferior ones,

by a turn of the gate, were passed into a separate pen.

AVhile in Sycamore I got a very fair insight into their

method of farming in this part of the country, and

availed myself of much useful information which I shall

take home with me to Pennsylvania.

We returned to Mr. and Mrs. F. A. Tyler's farm, near

Monroe, October 11, and time passed away in a pleasant

manner during the remainder of our sojourn Avith our

kind friends. Mr. and Mrs. Freeman Tyler stayed at the

home of Uncle Silas Tyler, Anna and myself at that of

his son-in-law, Mr. E. Raupp. I may here mention that

Asa L. Tyler, who had been a soldier in the War of

1812, died October 2, 1882, at the age of ninety-one

years, eighteen days, and his Avife, Fanny, on November

14, 1871, when aged eighty-seven years, eight months.

We spent a day with Aunt Abbie, who gave us much in-

teresting information about her six children, all of whom
were at that time at home. On the 14th I went out with

Mr. Freeman Tyler to the field, where his son Frank was

ploughing with three horses and sulky-riding plow. I
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rode one round by myself, and then went several rounds

along with Frank. From this field, which lies in the

northwest corner of Ogle County, we could see several

towns, among them being Belvidere, eighteen miles dis-

tant; and we also had a view of three other counties besides

Ogle, viz. : Winnebago, Boone and De Kalb.

Friday, October 17, being the twenty-ninth anniver-

sary of the wedding of Uncle Silas D. and Aunt Frank

Tyler, there was held a surprise celebration, during the

evening, at their home. Forty people were present at

this happy gathering, but among them there was only one,

Mrs. Tyler's mother, who had attended the wedding

twenty-nine years ago. On the following morning yet

another friend came in, Mr. George Blackmau, from South

Dakota, a little late though none the less welcome.

Among many others whom we visited in the vicinity

of Monroe was Mr. L. Summers, who lives south of the

town.

EocKFOED, Illinois.

Our trip to Rockford on October 22 I must not omit.

Mr. Frank Tyler, whose kindness is worthy of remem-

brance, and whose hospitality I will not forget, drove us

(his father, his wife and son, Berna, Anna and myself) to

that lively town, fourteen miles across a beautiful piece

of country, by way of New Milford. Anna and I re-

mained at Rockford a day or two with our friends, Mr,

and Mrs. Leander Blackman, Frank and his wife and

father having returned home. This is a busy citj of

nearly 25,000 inhabitants, and is noted for its factories

of various kinds, its schools, seminaries, churches, rail-

roads and its fourteen miles of electric street-railway.

There is a fine square here whereon stand the courthouse



48

(built in 1836) and jail. Anna and I paid several visits

in this town, where she had spent many happy days in

her girlhood, among her old friends whom we called on

being Mrs. Kelsey, with whom she learned the millinery

trade; also Mrs. Kelsey's daughter, Mrs. RoAve, and Dr.

E. J, Johnson, dentist. The Doctor's mother, I under-

stand, was still living, a wonderfully well-preserved old

lady, considering her patriarchal age of ninety-three

years. Mrs. Johnson had recently returned from a visit

to relatives in Athens, Penn., and Elmira, N. Y.

On October 24 we returned to Monroe, and at once

began making preparations for our departure for Chicago.

Our several visits while in Ogle County have been the

occasion of not a few large gatherings of relatives and

friends—old and new—whom I shall ever remember with

feelings of cordial fraternity. Heaven bless you and
prosper your affairs, and send you peace.

On the evening of the 27th Mr. and Mrs. Freeman

Tyler, Anna and myself find ourselves in Chicago, and

for the night we put up at the home of Mrs. Gibson, in

Evanston, 111., some twelve miles from the Union Depot.

Mrs. Gibson is a daughter of Horace and " Aunt Abbie "

Tyler (the former of whom is deceased), and her husband

is at present residing in Denver, Colo. She and her nine-

year-old son, Harry, came to Monroe on the 11th of this

month on a visit to her mother, and while there invited

us to call and see her when we should come to Chicago.

While at Evanston we made a pleasant call, along with

Mrs. Gibson, on Mrs. Eleanor Skelton, widow of Rev.

Skelton, who was pastor at Sycamore for over three

years; also called on Mr. Milton George, editor of the

Western Rural, No. 158 Clark Street, Chicago, whose



49

excellent paper my father-in-law lias taken twenty-eight

years, and which I now take, having commenced as a

subscriber since my return home to Pennsylvania, for I

learned its value by reading it at Freeman Tyler's,

Next day we proceeded to Galesburg, Knox County,

111., where we were the guests of Mr. Chris. Tyler, a

relative of my wife's people, a good-natured, pleasant

man, whose family circle consists of himself, his wife

and his mother, the latter now eighty years old. A Mr.

Bennedick, who was visiting at Mr. Tyler's, drove us about

the city, which has a population of some 20,000, and out

to the cemetery. We enjoyed a very fine view of the

place and neighborhood, including the two colleges,

Sunbury and Knox. I had often heard Anna speak of

Mr. Chris. Tyler, and I was now glad in having made his

acquaintance and in spending a day in his company.

Brookfield, Missouri.

From Galesburg we journeyed on westward to Brook-

field, Mo., where we arrived early in the morning of

October 30. Mrs. C. H. Jones and her daughter met us

at the station and escorted us to their comfortable home,

half a mile distant, Mrs. Joues carrying a lantern, al-

though the moon was brightly shiniug and the diamond-

like stars were twinkling high in the heavens. Mrs.

Jones is a widow, her husband having died three years

ago, leaving her with one son, Charles (now twenty-two

years old, unmarried, cashier of a bank at Mendon,

twenty-four miles from Brookfield), and two daughters,.

Nellie and Ada, both at home. Mrs, Jones owns a farm

some twenty miles from Brookfield. I had been suffer-

ing for some days with a sore foot, which pained me
much in walking, and as a consequence I was quite used
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up by the time we reached Brookfield, but a good rest

fully recuperated me. This is a live, growing town of

-5,000 inhabitants, famed among other attractions for its

excellent college. We were present at a well-attended

entertainment given in the Y. M. C. A. rooms by the

Ladies of Temperance in aid of the cause, and here Mr.

Carter and family, with whom we went, introduced me to

many prominent people. Dr. Brown, president of Brook-

field College, Prof. F. M. Bradshaw and several others

assisted in carrying out the program. Before our leaving

Brookfield, Mr. and Mrs. Cornelius Benson, of Laclede,

Mo., and Mrs. Jones' son came to add to the enjoyment

of our visit, which I will always remember with a great

degree of pleasure.

Early in the morning of November 1, we bade fare-

well to our kind friends at Brookfield, and took train for

Ottawa, Kas. On our journey we had a " stop over" of

a few minutes at Kansas City, long enough to again

shake hands with John Cavinee, of whom I have already

made mention, and about noon of the same day we ar-

rived at Ottawa, where we were met by Kouelle and A.

W. Tyler with a team, and Anna and her parents went

direct home with them, leaving me to follow later in the

day, as I had some business to transact at my banker's.

I found a large mail awaiting me, a budget in all of

thirty letters, chiefly from friends acknowledging receipt

-of Second Souvenir sent them ; and I was glad I did not

have these letters to read and answer while visiting, as

it might have proven " too much of a good thing " all at

one time. I can enjoy life better when its " sweets and

bitters " are, so to speak, spread over equally or evenly,

not coming in a lump. Mundane pleasures much re-



semble the uiicertani glory ol: an A[)ril day, and they

are the sweeter to us when they arrive iu small parcels,

for " small showers last long, but sudden storms are

short."

On Sunday, November 2, I attended, in the morning,

the M. E. Church at Valley Chapel, and felt myself much
benefited spiritually by the discourse delivered by the

worthy pastor, whose text was from Matthew xxvii: 22:

What shdil I do fheii wlih Jesus which is called Christ? I

was thankful to have the privilege of hearing this excel-

lent sermon, for it brought rejoicing to my heart in re-

flecting that I had sought and accepted Christ in my
youth. I thought, as I listened, of His preciousness to

me, and I thanked, and continue to thank. His holy name

for His great mercies vouchsafed day by day to me. In

the evening I took part in the meeting of the Young

People's Endeavor Society, held in Christian Church,

Norwood. I love the good developed in all Christian so-

cieties, and I am thankful, I again repeat, for this day's

privileges, as during the past month I had not opportuni-

ties of enjoying them as often as I wished.

The day for State elections being close at hand, and

political meetings being the "order of the day," on the

evening of November 3, Eouelle P. Tyler, Mr. Patterson,

John Slaveu and myself drove to Ottawa, in order to at-

tend a Democratic meeting. Charles E. Kobinson,* ex-

governor of the State of Kansas, a man of about seventy

years of age, spoke with much force, his arguments on

all the points at issue being very clear and instructive.

His remarks on temperance especially pleased me, for

they were sensible, impressive and to the point, plainly

indicating that he was something more than a politician;

in fact he did not leave the impression that he was not a

*Whpn I was at Lawrence, Kas., I was in sight of Mr. Robinson's home,

loolcing at it wistfully and wishing to visit him, l)ut for want of time was unable.
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Christian. I was led to love the man for his human
sympathies, and felt toward him as I do toward all ^ood
men, Avhose aim in life is to better the condition of the

rest of mankind. There were some other addresses made,

and the large audience did not disperse till a late hour, it

being midnight when my friends and I reached home.

On the following day the elections took place, and my
brother-in-law, A. W. Tyler, drove me to Centropolis, a

town about six miles west of Norwood, whither he was
going to cast his ballot. Freeman Tyler and Rouelle

P. voted in Norwood; I myself had no vote here in Kan-
sas, but I could look on and Avish myself jvist long enough

in Woodcock Township, Crawford County, Penn., to cast

my vote for the man of my choice as governor of Penn-

sylvania, and otherwise support the Republican ticket;

but being, as I am, many hundred miles away I can only

console myself with the thought (and here "the wish is

father to the thought") that when I hear from home I

will learn that all for whom I would have voted were

elected, and that my ballot would simply have added a

unit to the Republican majority.

I had never been in Centropolis before, so in this lit-

tle trip I enjoyed a double advantage. There are three

churches in the place, which is a fair index to its popula-

tion, and it stands in the midst of fine farm land. As we
drove along the road between there and Norwood we had

a good view of the surrounding country, and were able to

see as far as Baldwin City, in Douglas County. Minne-

ola school-house, near Centropolis, was at one time, so I

am informed, the State Capitol.

On our return home I received a letter from Mrs. A.

Bryant, of Amherst, Lorain Co., Ohio (formerly Miss

Adelaide Wykoff), at one time one of my scholars at the

old Cowen school-house, near Blooming Valley, Penn.
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The reading of this letter caased me much pleasure, re-

calling as it did thoughts of those I love so dearly

—

father, mother, and my dead wife, whose memory I ever

cherish. We are all now busy husking corn, and expect

to be finished by the early part of next week. Mr. Tyler

has this year about fifty acres of corn and twenty-five

haystacks—twelve in one group—besides which he raised

oats, flax, potatoes and other farm products. It would

open the eyes of any eastern farmer who has never been

in this western country to see the A'ast fields of corn and

the immense cribs filled to overflowing, besides great

quantities piled up on the ground. Mr. Tyler's potato

ground having been grown over with a thick mantle of

grass and weeds, it was thought advisable to set fire to it

in order to facilitate the gathering in of the potatoes ; so

toward evening, there having been a light sprinkle of

rain, sufficient to considerably reduce the risk of adjoin-

ing crops catching fire, we set ablaze the grass and weeds

which soon disappeared from the field. A few days after-

ward, we set to work to gather in the potato crop, which

Avas done by plowing them out first; then, after picking

all the potatoes that may have been turned up, the har-

row was brought into use three or four times, the crop

being gathered up after each course of harrowing; and I

believe that is the speediest way. Four of us (Freeman

and Kouelle Tyler, John Slaven and myself), with one

team, gathered in during nearly a whole day only thirty

bushels, hard work at that, as the crop was light; but the

market price was high—$1.00 (g; $1.25 per bushel.

Well, this labor in the potato field and husking corn

have helped to harden our hands, and it is said "there is

no better sign of a brave mind than a hard hand." I

enjoy work and sunshine, for they bring with them cheer

into our lives. Within the issues of labor is the fountain
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of good., which ever bubbles up a clear current of content-

ment as refreshing to the wearied son of toil as the cool-

ing stream is to the. panting hart when heated in the

chase. One day I timed myself in husking corn, and

found I could husk one hundred ears in eight minutes,

a little better than twelve ears in one minute; but this

was a variety of corn easier to work than another kind

we had been husking, and of it Rouelle Tyler, John Sla-

ven and myself husked about three wagon-loads, or nearly

a third more than we usually got through with in the

same length of time with the other variety.

On November 15, I received a copy of the Meadville

Republican, which contained the sad notice of the death

of two of my aged friends, at one time neighbors of ours;

I allude to Mrs. Catharine Boyles, who died at Blooming

Valley November 9, 1890, aged eighty-six years, and Rev.

E. P. Pengra, who died in Mead Township, near Mead-

ville, November 11, 1890, aged eighty years. I had known

Mrs. Boyles from my boyhood, as Charles Boyles' farm

was only a mile south of our home, and the last time I saw

her was shortly before leaving home on my present trip.

Mr. Pengra I had known for over thirty years, and his

kindness and Christian advice I always appreciated; his

memory with me is blessed, as I knew him, not only as a

minister of the Gospel but also as a friend and neighbor,

for he lived many years on his farm just west of us, and

near the State Eoad M. E. Church. It is no wonder I

loved him, for it was during a revival meeting in 1859,

under his care, that my first wife experienced religion.

When at home last summer, I paid Mr. and Mrs. Pengra

a visit, and while there Dr. E. C. Hall, pastor of the

First M. E. Church of Meadville, called in. Mr. Pengra

was at the time in very poor health, and at the close of

our visit Brother Hall led us in prayer, followed by our
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dear Brother Pengra, whom I had so often heard pray.

That was the last prayer I ever heard Brother Pengra

offer.

November 18 was a beautiful fall day, a fine one for

husking corn, which we are now nearly through Avith.

To me the 18th of November is a " red-letter day " in my
life, for it was on that date, in 1880, I first met Miss

Anna E. Tyler, who is now my wife.

On November 19 we had still sixty-four rows of corn

to husk, and at about 1 o'clock I had the honor of husk-

ing the last ear of this year's crop on the Freeman Ty-

ler Farm. The two large corn-cribs standing on the hill

are heaped with corn so high that they present a grand

appearance to the passer-by, containing as they do, be-

tween 3,000 and 4,000 bushels. So our labor on Free-

man Tyler's farm is about ended, and our work, on re-

viewing it, has been satisfactory and profitable. We are

thankful to the Giver of all good for His abundant mer-

cies, for the honest labor He sends us that brings to us

the calm rest of which the poet sings: " How sweet the

rest of laboring man."

My next husking was in assisting my brother-in-law,

Albert Tyler, to get in his crop of corn, which also

brought me much pleasure, for I went to the work with

a cheerful will. Quail and rabbits are numerous in the

fields, and one day I saw John Slaven (who had also

come along to assist Albert Tyler), kill a quail with an

ear of corn which he threw at it, and at another time I

observed him knock over a rabbit with a similar missile.

On Saturday, November 22, I went to Ottawa on

business, and remaining there over Sunday I attended

some of the religious exercises held at the M. E. Church.

I was in hopes to hear Eev. E. C. Boaz preach, but was

disappointed as he was absent in the country; his place,
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however, was ably and eloquently filled by Prof. Charles

Quail, president of Baldwin University. His text was in

three parts or divisions, with a view to collation, the sub-

ject of the first part being " John ;" the subject of the

second, " Christ ;" the subject of the third, " Satan."

The words were: In those days came John preaching in

the wilderness; then (2) Christ came to be baptized of

him, suffer it to be so now, for it becometh us to fulfill all

righteousness; and (3) in our Lord's temptation, Satan's

-words: If thou be the Son of God, cast thyself down.

Here were three individuals, of whom Christ and John,

both good, met, and Christ and Satan, one good, the other

evil, this last meeting illustrating the incontrovertible

fact that wherever good is, not far off will einl be found.

" O what may mau withiu him hide,

Though angel ou the outward side!"

I wish space would permit of my speaking more fully

of what is known as individucdity, as portrayed by Prof.

Quail—that is, the character of any one individual as

compared with that of another; as, for instance, the con-

trast between such men as Martin Luther and Napoleon

Buonaparte; the professor leading up his argument until

touching on the distinctive characters of the three indi-

viduals spoken of in the text—John, Christ, Satan: How
nobly grand that of John; how magnificently sublime

that of Christ; how contemptibly mean and diabolically-

malevolent that of Satan, with his sneering, cynical " if !"

In the afternoon I attended the Y. M. C. A. meeting,

ihe subject of the day being " Putting away sin," as set

forth in Proverbs xxviii: 13: He tliat covereth his sins

shall not prosper; but wlioso confesseth and forsaketh

them shcdl have mercy, and "Man's part, God's part,"

[Isaiah xliii: 8 to 13.] In the early part of the evening

I attended the young people's meeting, which was also
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" Cross," and afterward I went to the Baptist Church,

where I met at the door one of the ushers in the person

of my old friend Harry Brown, the first time I had seen

him during my present visit to the West. He kindly

showed me a seat "well in front," where J. was able to

hear, without any effort, a most interesting discourse

from the lips of Elder Wood, his subject being chosen

from the first Psalm, wherein David sings of the happi-

ness of the godly and the unhappiness of the ungodly.

The subject is so full of instruction and interest, and I

so love this beautiful Psalm that I may plead no excuse

for giving it a place in my Souvenir.

Blessed is the man that walketh not in the council of the viugodly,

nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scorn-

ful.

2. But his delight is in the law of the Lord; and in His law doth

lie meditate daj' and night.

3. And he shall be like a tree planted bj' the rivers of water, that

>bringeth forth his frixit in his season; his leaf also shall not wither; and

whatsoever he doeth shall prosper.

4. The ungodly are not so; but are like the chaff which the wind
driveth away.

5. Therefore the ungodly shall not stand in the Judgment nor

•sinners in the congregation of the righteous.

6. For the Lord knoweth the way of the righteous, but the way
-of the ungodly shall perish.

I could not wish this remarkably good day to close

better than it did, filled as it was with privileges and re-

ligious instruction; and I am glad I came to Ottawa to

spend this Lord's-Day, for it has been to me a feast of

good tilings, and I leave for home refreshed and better

fitted for life's duties and cares. How true it is that

labor in tiie Lord's vineyard not only raises the feeble up,

but supports him afterward!

Thursday, November 27, is "Thanksgiving Day," and

it is as fair a day as one could desire. All nature seems

4
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to be shoutiug pteans of thankfulness to the all-wise and

benevolent Creator, and hymns of praise ascend to Heaven

from every plain, every mountain and every valley: Let

the7n praise the name of fhe Lord; for He commanded,

and they loere created; let every thing that hath breath

praise the Lord. I am thankful for all the favors of

life, and I ponder over the many blessings our Heavenly

Father has poured on me. Hearing that Thanksgiving

services were to be held in the M. E. Church, Ottawa,

I proceeded thither, and had the pleasure of listening to

an eloquent discourse delivered by Rev. Morrell, an Epis-

copal clergyman, who chose for his text Psalm xix: 1:

The Heavens declare the glory of God; and the firma-

ment sheweth His handywork. Mr. Morrell spoke of

God's goodness, and as to how we should pray and render

thanks, For His mercy endureth forever. In the even-

ing I attended another meeting held in the same church,

and on the following day called on Rev. E, C. Boaz, whom
I had not yet met during this my fifth trip to Kansas.

Afterward I paid a short visit to W. H. Sherman, who

formerly lived at Shermansville, Crawford Co., Penn., and

who, till recently, held some county office here, with resi-

dence in Ottawa. Last summer he and his wife had been

East on a trip, going as far as Boston, Mass, On their

return they stopped over at Meadville, Penn., revisiting,

after an absence of seventeen years, their old home in

Shermansville.

Lawrence, Kansas.

On Saturday, November 29, I took a trip to the town

of Lawrence, which I had visited last spring, and again

saw my friends Mr. and Mrs. Emery Hobbs, whom I

found still well and doing well, as was also their little
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son Wilber. On Sunday I went to tlie M. E. Church,

Sunday-school and class-meeting. Dr. James Marvin,

the incumbent, preached an excellent sermon from Mat-

thew xi: 5: And the poor have the Gospel preached to

them. These words are Christ's own, uttered just before

giving testimony concerning John the Baptist; and to

properly understand the whole subject the chapter should

be read from its commencement. In the afternoon, in

company with Mr. Gibson, I attended the Y. M. C. A.

meeting, the subject for the day being " The problem of

life, and how to solve it." Then in the evening Mr.

Hobbs and I went to the Congregational Church, where

we were much edified by listening to a dissertation on

the text John xx: 27: And he not faithless, hut heliev-

ing. Before leaving Lawrence I called at Dr. Marvin's

home to pay my respects to him and his family, and say

"good-bye;" and with the same parting salute to my ex-

cellent host and hostess, Mr. and Mrs. Emery Hobbs, I

started for my Norwood home.

" 'Tis ever common
That men are merriest when they are

From home."
Shakespeare.

I am now come to the commencement of my fifth re-

turn journey from Kansas to my Meadville home. On
December 2, having bade farewell to friends and rela-

tives, including my wife, who, it was deemed prudent,

should, on account of her health, remain for the time at

her Norwood home, I took my departure from Mr. Free-

man Tyler's happy home. On the following morning I

took train at Ottawa for the East, by way of the several

cities and towns of which I will, as I proceed in my nar-

rative, make some brief mention. On arriving at Kansns
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City I stopped over in order to visit AVyandotte, where I

saw the bridge the train recently broke through, the en-

gine and five cars plunging into the river below. I also

visited the cemetery, stand-pipe, &c. While in the old

Indian burying-ground I noted downi the following, which

I found inscribed on one of the tombstones:

Through sunshine and shadow
He avas always the same;

Of the tkials of this ijfe

He ne'er would complain.

On earth he was humble.

He sought not renown,
He bore his cross nobly,

His reward is a crown.

I find in these two verses something so good, some-

thing that satisfies me and fills a vacant place in my long-

ing soul for good. I know there is much dross in our

lives, but here is gold, nobility of a true manhood; may

it shine forth in our lives as described on the tombstone

of H. L. Long.

Davenport (Iowa), etc.

At Davenport, Iowa, I had a chat with my old friend,

Michael Pitcher,* a farmer, who has lived here many

years, and whom I had not seen since his coming West,

in 1857, from Crawford County, Penn. His farm lies

five miles west of Davenport, and he appears to be in very

comfortable circumstances. Mr. Pitcher and I came to

Davenport in the morning, and during the day I visited

Rock Island, just across the river, then returned to Dav-

*My visit with Mr. Pitcher was a very desirable one, for I liad long been

wanting to see him, and enjoy a look over his well-cultivated farm, on whicli he

lias some magnificent cotton-wood d think) trees wliieh he planted twenty-six

years ago.
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euport, where I a^ain saw Mr. Pitcher, aud, wishing

him good bye, revisited Rock Island, which place I left

in the afternoon for Lansing, Iowa. I enjoyed this ride

very much, as part of it, from Rock Island to Savanna

(111.), I had never been over. The broad Mississippi

Valley aud the bluflfs were nicely covered with a thin

coat of snow, aud in its purity the scenery was simply

beautiful. I noticed that the hills or bluffs are much
lower here than I have seen them elsewhere, and that

they gradually rise in height as we go north; at Lansing,

and perhaps a little farther north, they seem to be high-

est—said to be from 400 to 500 feet in height.

At Savanna I was agreeably surprised to find on the

train a conductor, W. A. Wolcott, whom I at once recog-

nized as having met first in 1880, when my brother,

George N., and brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, and my-

self were coming West; and afterward in the fall of 1881,

when I traveled over this road in company with my wife,

Eliza, and Mr. and Mrs Cutshall, both going and return-

ing, I intend to send him, at Christmas, a copy of my
Second Souvenir, for he is one of the kindest of con-

ductors I ever met, and I wish him to have something to

remind him at times of his wayworn, traveling friend,

Francis C. Waid. At Lansing I had a cordial meeting

with my brother-in-law, Willis Masiker, and family. On
the Sunday I spent there we went to the M. E. Church,

and heard Rev. Wyatli preach from Luke x: 40, 41, 4?.

Then followed the Sunday-school, and here I found my-

self so interested in the lesson that I omitted to contrib-

ute toward the collection; but I afterward said to the

good brother who sat next to me: " I wish to double your

Sunday-school collection, which your secretary reported

as sixty-five cents," and handed him a dollar. Soon after-

ward this brother rose to his feet and said: "A friend

and brother from Meadville, Penn., has just doubled our
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collection." I was then hastily thanked, and requested

by the superintendent to address a few words to the meet-

ing, which I did.

At Lansing there is a very steep bluff, almost per-

pendicular, from 400 to 500 feet high, to the top of which

we ascended and had a fine view of the town, river and

surrounding country. Now, in the Sunday-school I had

seen a young lady. Miss Nellie Van Amberg, teaching a

class, and I was told that not long since her fifteen-year-

old brother Charlie, while trying along with some play-

mates to reach a cave in this bluff, known as the " Indian

cave," expecting to find some relics there, fell to the bot-

tom of the bluff and was instantly killed. In the even-

ing we first went to the young people's meeting at the

M. E. Church, when by invitation I again addressed a

few remarks to the audience, and theu we proceeded to

the Presbyterian Church, where we heard an excellent

sermon by Rev. Hotchkiss, his text being from the 23d

and 24:th verses of the first chapter of St. Mark.

The weather had lately been getting very wintry,

the thermometer coquetting with the figures below zero,

and as a consequence the Mississippi was frozen over,

which enabled us (Mr, Masiker and myself) to cross it

on foot into Wisconsin.* From Lansing my brother-in-

law and I went to New Albin, about twelve miles distant,

in order to pay our regards to Mr. AV. H. Botsfordf and

family.

Then Mr. Masiker returned home to Lansing, while

I continued my journey to Winona and St. Charles,

Minn. While waiting for my train at Winona (for I

had to change cars there as well as at La Crosse, Wis.),

*This was the first and ouly time I ever crossed tlie Mississippi River on

ice, and in our walk over I was possessed witli botli fear and pleasure; but my
friend assured me of our safety, for lie was used to it.

1 Mrs. Botsford, wlio died in tlie fall of I88I, shortly after my visit there with

.Jane, Eliza and George, was my niece.
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I went to see the celebrated water-works tower, 210 feet

high, the courthouse and many other places of interest.

At St. Charles I visited my old schoolmate, Simeon B.

Dickson, and his wife.* They have five children—two

sous and three daughters—Vernon L., the elder son,

being in California, Elgin Il.,tlie younger son, at home,

aud one daughter married. In the afternoon Ave all

dined with Mr. G. H. Miller, Mr. Dickson's son-in-law,

and after dinner Mr. Dickson and I drove out to his farm

of 120 acres, situated about five miles from St. Charles.

The next place I journeyed to was Chester, in the

adjoining county, aud here I visited Thomas W. Phelps

and some of his family. Much change had taken place

among them since I saw them last in September, 1881.

However I was more than pleased to find still at home

the son T. L. Phelps (a school teacher), who is of the

same age as my youngest boy, lacking one day. From

Chester I went to Rochester, a lively town about six

miles from Chester, and from there I Aveut to Pine

Island, sixteen miles distant, where 1 found my friend

Mr. Warren Cutshall at work in his mill. He showed

me over his property consisting of a snug little farm of

seven acres well tilled, and his mill where he does various

kinds of work—grinding, sawing, planing etc.
' He and

his wife are now alone, their children, a sou, L. A., being

in Sioux Falls, Dak., and a daughter, Mrs. F. A. How-

ard, being married and living in Sibley, Iowa. Mrs.

Warren Cutshall was, while I was there, getting ready

to set out on a visit to them.-j- This is my third visit here,

*Mr. and Mrs. Dickson seem to be well situated, having a good home in St.

Charles and a flue farm flve miles out, besides some property in St. Paul, Minn.

tA thought comes tome which the aged will appreciate, if the young do not.

In my later years I have visited many homes where the paients. if living, have

been left alone—children gone off [Tike young birds from then- nests) to fight the

battle of life for themselves, located, perhaps, near the old home, or, mayhap, far

away from it; yet the parents continue to toil on just about as they first com-

menced. Such is hfe

:
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and although I am unaccompanied by any one I enjoy

it very well
;
yet I cannot help thinking of my last more

happy visit in 1881, when my first wife, Eliza, was with

me to share the enjoyments of the trip. Much of the

pleasure T have now, at my time of life, is indulging in

the prospect of some day again meeting those I love who
have gone before to the "better land." This is a hope

that springs eternal in every human breast, and, in the

words of Coleridge,

" Work without hope draws nectar in a sieve.

And hope without an object cannot live."

O Lord give me pure thoughts, a clean heart and a

contented mind, and let me pursue my journey onward

like a true Christian till I finally arrive at my long home,

in the "house not made with hands, eternal and secure."

Lord, who lends me life lend me a heart replete with

thankfulness for all mercies vouchsafed me. I have often

spoken of a " contented mind," and for all the mental

troubles that poor humanity is heir to I know of no bet-

ter panacea than to be humble and good:

" Tis better to be lowly born,

And range with humble livers in content.

Than to be perched up in a glistering grief,

And wear a golden sorrow."

On December 13, I find myself at Kasson, Dodge Co.,

Minn., whither I had come to visit Mr. Robert Taylor,*

and his wife Amelia, the former of whom I do not think

1 ever met before, but the latter I have known from her

childhood, as she was one of my scholars when I taught

school in the Cowen district, near Blooming Valley, Penu.,

in 1853-54. They have three sons, George, Eobert and

William—the youngest being eighteen years of age; one of

*My acciiiaintance witli Kobert Taylor, the Christian influence of his pious

example, and the kindness of his family to me, will continue in cherished memory
while Hive. True friendship never dies. The Scrii)ture teaches us that a /riend

loveth at all times.



65

the boys is at home, and the other two at school, I think in

Erie, Penn. There is also living with them Samuel
Lord, Jr., a young man, whose father I knew well; he is

in partnership with Mr. Taylor in the law business at

Mantorville, the county seat of Dodge County, two miles

from Kasson, whither Mr. Lord drove me to see the

town and surrounding country. Among other points of

interest we visited was the cemetery, where sleep many
who had come to this part of the West from Crawford

County, Penn., among whom I may name the Bancrofts,

Russells and Lords; but I was most interested in the

grave of Samuel Lord, Sr., his wife and child, and that

of James Russell and his wife. Samuel Lord, Sr., died

in the spring of 1880, James Russell following him with-

in three weeks: Mrs. Russell died in 1868. I alighted

from the conveyance, and for a few moments stood silent-

ly looking on the dear spot of earth where rest the mor-

tal remains of those whom I once knew and loved so well,

and whose memory I yet cherish. The folloAving coup-

let covers all I could add:

''All that live must die,

Passing through nature to eternity."

On Sunday, December 14, I attended the M. E.

Church at Marion, whither I was driven by brotiier T-

W. Phelps and his wife, and I must say I found blessings

and favors specially poured out to me this day. I had

met Thomas and Eleazer Phelps since their going West,

and Thomas had visited me in Pennsylvania, but their

brother Nathan I had not seen since the spring of 1854

(before I was first married), as he left for the West with

his father's family on April 12, that year. And now here,

on this Sabbath morning, after a separation of nearly

thirty-seven years, as we were driving to the church, who

should overtake us in their conveyance but Nathan
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Phelps and his family! Without waiting to get out of

the carriage I grasped and heartily shook the hand of my
good old friend, and, on alighting, together we entered

the Sabbath -school. Thirty-six years and nine months

had passed since I last saw him, but he was still Nathan

Phelps, with some sprinkling of the salt of time on his

honest head. He has a family of three daughters, one

being in Florida. I understand he is living on the same

farm his father settled on in 1854, but has added to it.

Nathan is a helper, and I remember how he helped me
in my start on my Christian life.

The subject of the sermon in the forenoon was: Be-

hold I stand at the door and knock, and the afternoon

subject was: Whosoever will be my disciple, let him deny

himself and take up his cross and follow me. While in

the Marion cemetery I copied from the Phelps monu-

ment the following inscription:

^Hihcr, gcvi §heJffS,

Died March 31, 1857,

Aged 53 years, 7 mokths, 28 days.

mother, §hebe m&yi^^^
Died July 30, 1875,

Aged 67 years, 2 days.

On the following day (Monday) Nathan Phelps took

me over to his brother's, where I bade him good-bye, this

time perhaps /o7-ever on earth ; Avho can tell? Then what

will our meetiug be in eternity?

" Lord, our times are iu Thy baud;

All our sanguine hopes have planu'd

To Thy wisdom we resign.

And would mould our wills to Thine."

From Chester I traveled to St. Charles, Minn., my
second visit this trip, and from there Mr. S. B. Dickson
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accompanied me to Lake City, in the same State, where

we visited friends and relatives, among tliem being Mrs.

T. Brown (whose husband died November 12, 1880),

Mrs. H. M. Reed (whose husband died March 29, 1873),

Mr. Dickson's brother, Zachariah, and sister, Cena, old

sclioolmates of mine, the former of whom is yet single,

but the latter is married to a Mr. Wm. B. Roderers.

From Lake Cit}^ Mr. Dickson and I proceeded to the

"rival cities of the West"—St. Paul and Minneapolis

—

and at the latter place made a short stay over night with

Mr. Eleazer Phelps and family. We visited Minnehaha

Falls, St. Anthony's Falls and numerous other places of

interest in and about both cities, which space here for-

bids me particularizing. We then returned to Lake City,

and thence journeyed to Winona, where I was pleased to

meet, on this my second visit to the town, my old school-

mate Ml". William Franklin, now proprietor of the Amer-

ican Hotel at Winona. On Sunday, December 21, Mr.

Dickson and I attended, in the forenoon, the Congrega-

tional Church (I think) ; in the afternoon we went to the

Y. M. C. A. meeting, and in the evening to the Baptist

Church, where we heard an excellent sermon, of which

the subject was: Little children, love not in word and

trying, hat in deed and trutli. Here, at the American

Hotel in Winona, are met we three old schoolmates

—

William Franklin, Simeon B. Dickson and Francis C.

Waid (myself -the youngest by two or more years)—

a

never-to-be-forgotten reunion; and as I shake hands with

and bid adieu to these my kind old friends, I can think

of no better words than those of the hymn: "God be

with you till we meet again." On December 22, I find

myself once more at Lansing, Iowa, under the hospitable

roof of my brother-in-law, Willis Masiker, for a few

hours. Thence he and I proceed to Chickasaw (Ionia
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postoffice), Iowa, in order to visit our cousin, Mr. J. F.

Cunningham, who is postmaster and proprietor of a gen-

eral store. Twenty-one years ago, last fall, Mrs. Cun-

ningham (at thab time Miss Lottie Walker) visited at

our home, and she and I have never met since till this

occasion. After dinner came in Uncle A. G. AValker,

who lives on a farm near town. On Christmas Eve we
went to an entertainment given at the Congregational

Church in connection with the Sunday-school, where a

large audience was assembled. There a beautiful Christ-

mas tree was set up, and an excellent program presented,

all the numbers being admirably rendered. Mr. Cun-

ningham, as the Sunday-school superintendent, managed

the proceedings, which were opened by the chanting of

the Lord's prayer, after which came recitations, declama-

tions, singing, etc., followed by the distribution of the

many presents that bedecked the tree. On the evening

of Christmas Day Mr. Cunningham enquired of me if I

would like to accompany him to the prayer meeting at

the church. "Yes," I replied, "I would like to go, and

I am glad you asked me to accompany you to church."

I felt that there could be no better or more Christian-like

way of closing Christmas, 1890, than by giving my
humble services to the good God who gave us that day.

AVillis Masiker and I, after having for several days

traveled and visited together, with mutual pleasure and

profit, reluctantly parted company at Prairie du Chien,

Wis., my train being about starting for Milwaukee, and

my last words to him, as I grasped his hand, were: "Wil-

lis, God bless you."

December 27th finds me at the home of my relatives,

Mr. and Mrs. Ally Washburn, in Milwaukee, whom I

have not met for several years. He is night assistant

trainmaster at the Northwestern depot. I first became



69

acquainted with them in 1869, before the death of mv
father. On the following day (Sunday) I went to the

Grand Avenue M. E. Church, and heard an excellent ser-

mon delivered by Kev. S. Halsey, D. D., his text being

Luke ii: 11: For unto you is horn this day in the city of
David a Saviour, ichich is Christ the Lord. In the af-

ternoon I visited Forest Home Cemetery, then, on my
return, the Sunday-school at the M. E. Church, after

which the Y. M. C. A. meeting. In the evening I took a

quiet, meditative stroll under the moonlit canopy of

Heaven, and enjoyed, with my friend, a grand view of

Lake Michigan, whose waves dashing against a sea-Avall.

and the splashing of sparkling spray, presented a beauti-

ful sight.

On Tuesday, December 30, I arrive in Chicago, and

am the guest of Mr. and Mrs. AVilliam Cromwell, of No.

7000 Sherman Street, in that part of the city known as

Englewood, some seven or eight miles south of Chicago

postoffice. Mrs. Cromwell (who was Miss Mary Williams

before marriage) was once my pupil when I taught school

in the Cowen district, near Blooming Valley, Peun. ; she

has two sisters, Mrs. Brooks and Mrs. DeShon (also old

pupils of mine), living on Evanston Avenue, near to

Lincoln Park, and I believe it is twenty years since I

last saw them. Their mother, Mrs. Christina Williams,

is living with Mrs. Cromwell. Mr. Cromwell Avas kind

enough to present me with a complimentary ticket of

admission to the Board of Trade, which enabled me to

see through all the different departments intelligibly,

such as the buying and selling of the various descrip-

tions of produce, the market quotations, etc. Afterward

I went to No. 162 Evanston Avenue, where I found Mrs.

Cromwell and her two sisters, already mentioned, and

their husbands, at their home, and we passed a very

pleasant visit.
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Having been taken suddenly unwell while in Chicago,

I did not spend much more time in that "Enchanted

City," but concluded to hurry on homeward; accordingly

at 11:30 on New Tear's Eve, within half an hour of the

demise of 1890 and the birth of 1891, I resumed my
eastern journey. By the time I reached Crestline, Ohio,

Avhere I got a cup of coffee and a sandwich, I was feeling

better. On the cars I bought a couple of books, "Ser-

mons by Rev. Sam Jones," and a work containing selec-

tions or "gems" from the sermons and addresses deliv-

ered by Talmage, Beecher, Moody, Spurgeon, Guthrie,

Parker, etc.—which proved the best of companions to me
during the remainder of my trip, and the reading of

them gave me great comfort and consolation.

At 8:10 P. M. January 1, 1891, I arrived at Meadville,

Crawford Co., Penn., where I put up for the night (which

by the way was a very rainy one) at S. C. Derby's. On
my return to Meadville I looked for the first time on the

Soldiers' Monument, not then dedicated. Next day I

proceeded to the home of my son, Franklin, where I re-

mained till Saturday ; then made a call at my son Fred's

after which I came to m}^ son Guinnip's home, and wish-

ing to rest and recruit my health I here remained in

peace and quietude.

It is a little over three months since I left Meadville

on this my fifth trip to Kansas and the West; and to me
it has been a remarkable one, including, as it did, labor,

business and pleasure, and many good visits to old

friends and new. I think now as I sit in my old home,

surrounded by its many sweet associations, of the dear

ones whom I met; of the pleasant incidents that ofttimes

lent to my journey the spice of adventure; of the various
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places I visited, and, above all, what I hold in undying

remembrance, of the favors and blessings our all-wise

Heavenly Father has at all times bounteously poured out

to me—favors and blessings that seem to me to have been

multiplied since I gave Him my heart forty years ago.

Time flies and our days soon pass away. Some one

may look in after years on the spot where our remains

are then reposing, and think of us as we do of those dear

ones "not lost but gone before." May we have treasure

in Heaven, and be ready, when called, to join the angelic

throng in that land of pure delight where God shall wipe

away all tears from our eyes; where there shall be no

more death, nor sorrow, nor pain, for all former things

shall have passed away.

"Two worlds are ours; 'tis ouly sin

Forbids us to descry

The mystic heaven and earth within

Plain as the sea and sky!

Thou, who hast given me eyes to see

And love this sight so fair,

Give me a heart to find out Thee
And read Thee everywhere."

God is Good.
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DIARY.

"Stand like an anvil! when the stroke

Of stalwart men falls tierce and fast
;

Storms but more deeply root the oak

Whose brawuj' arms embrace the blast.

" Stand like an anvil ! when the sparks

Fly far and wide, a fiery shower
;

Virtue and truth must still be marks
Where malice proves its want of power.

" Stand like an anvil ! when the bar

Lies red and glowing on its breast

;

Duty shall be life's leading star,

And conscious innocence its rest.

" Stand like an anvil ! Noise and heat

Are born of Earth and die with Time
;

The soul, like God, its source and seat,

Is solemn, still, serene, sublime."

DOAKE.

1890.

Wednesday, January 1, 1890.—Another year lias

glided into the realms of the Past! Another drop of

time has fallen into the infinite ocean of Eternity! An-

other year has been born, in its turn to ceaselessly throb

out its life, moment by moment, to the end of its ap-

pointed course, till it, too, shall have irrevocably vanished.

Yesterday was the to-morrow of Monday, to-day is the

to-morrow of yesterday; and so will run the record till

time shall be no more.

" To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow

Creeps in this petty ])ace from day to day,

To the last sj'llable of recorded time."

As I reA'iew the several events of the past year in

which I was called to play an humble part, I feel myself

deeply grateful to my merciful Creator for the many
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blessings He lias vouchsafed me, and for having brought

me safely to the shore of a neM- year, endued with re-

newed health and strength. And as I think of the

changeable condition of health I experienced, I am for-

cibly reminded of this saying of Emerson, the sage:

" What a searching preacher of self-command is the vary-

ing phenomenon of health!"

•^>I<(^

My diary for the year 1890 commences in Jamestown,

N; Y., for yesterday, the last day of the old year, I betook

myself by rail to that beautiful town, arriving at half

past seven in the evening. My object was to visit my
aunt Mary Ann Simmons, who is living with her son-in-

law and daughter, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Colt. My aunt

is in her eighty-seventh year and in fast-failing health.*

I enjoyed my New Year's dinner at the home of Frank

Simmons, in company with the Williams Family, twelve

people sitting down to the first table, and fourteen chil-

dren, besides a few adults, to the second. All was bright

and cheerful within the house, a pleasant contrast to the

gloomy, wet and uninviting condition of things in the

outer world.

" Kindness by secret sympathy is tied
;

For noble souls in nature are allied."

On the following day, after making several calls among

my friends, and transacting some business with Mr. F.

Bush, I took the stage for FreAvsburg, in order to call on

Mr. E. T. Burns and family, whom I found in good

health, although Mrs. Barns had been ill during the fall.

On my return to Jamestown Mr. Burns accompanied me,

having some business to transact there. I called on Mr.

* Since above was written, niyaimt Mary Ann Simmons departed tliis life April

4, 1890, in lier eiglity-eiglitli year, and I regret tliat I did not get home from the

West at least a day sooner, so I could have attended her funeral.

5
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Bowen, and bade my aunt "good-bye," which meeting-

proved to be our last on earth, as I have already intimated.

From Jamestown I came to Union City, Erie Co.,

Peun., to see my niece, Mrs. Blanche Underholt, and

family, but I found her rather unwell ; her two children,

Eva and Fred, however, had a grand romp with their

"Uncle Francis." On Saturday morning I took train to

Saegertown, specially, I may say, to call on my old

friend, Lorenzo Wheeler, Avhom I had not met for a long

time, and who was living with his son in Saegertown.

He lost his wife last March, I think, and had been very

ill himself, at which time he was living at Little Cooley,

Crawford Co., Penn. After a brief visit at the new resi-

dence of Hon, Salvador Slocum, and a business call at

the bank in Saegertown, I returned to Meadville.

Sunday, January 5.—This is the birthday of my eld-

est son, Franklin, who is now thirty-five years old. At

church I enjoyed listening to an excellent sermon by Pre-

siding Elder J. A. Kummer, from the text Isaiah lii: 1:

Awake, awake: put on thy strength, O Zionj put on thy

beautiful garments, O Jerusalem, the holy city. I con-

tributed toward the dues for the presiding elder, not for-

getting that money is useful, and that to it the Lord has

a prior claim, in our recognition of which He blesses us.

On Tuesday I proceeded to Meadville on business, and

while there attended the Teachers' Institute meetings

being held there during the week in the courthouse, and

also the lectures delivered in the Academy of Music, all

of which I found of much interest and profit. On Satur-

day I was present at the quarterly meeting held at the M.

E. Church, and heard another interesting sermon from

the lips of Elder J. A. Kummer. For some days after

this I was not in very good health, but through God's

blessing recovered.
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Thursday, January 15.—Mr. G. W. Cutsliall was here

with his daughter, Mrs. Sadie Kussell, and her children,

Leon and Lynn,* they having stayed at our house over

night; and thinking it might improve my health, I accom-
panied him to his home, where I remained till Saturday,

when I returned to my own home.

January 21 to April 8, 1890.— [Here comes my fourth

trip to Kansas and the "West, an account of which com-
mences at page 9.]

During my absence in the West, certain resolutions

of thanks to me were adopted by Advent Church, of

which I here give a copy:

Whekeas, We do fully appreciate the benevolence of our kind
friend, Mr. F. C. Waid, who has so generously aided us, therefore,

Resolced, That we, as a church,do extend to him our hearty thanks
for his generosity in contributing fifty dollars to aid in erecting sheds
for the benefit of the public attending our church.

Resolved, That a copy of these resolutions be sent to ]Mr. Waid,
also furnished the Pennsylvania Farmer for publication.

Respectfully submitted,

(Signed) AY. G. Ongley, Secretary.

On my arrival home from the West, on the evening

of April 8, I was informed at Meadville, by my cousin,

S. Phillips, of the death of Aunt Mary Ann Simmons,

her funeral having taken place on the day before my
arrival. This is the first news I receive after setting my
foot once again " on my native heath "—tidings of death

:

and but for the grace of God, instead of my aunt in her

tottering years of fourscore and eight, it might have

been Francis C. Waid in the prime of life! I feel that

I cannot too often proclaim my thankfulness to the Lord,

even in my disappointments and discouragements. I

* They were on their way to Cleveland. Ohio, to their new liome, where Mr.

Kussell was waiting their arrival, and I have since \asited them there, at the time

of the dedication of the Garfield Monument, May 30,1890.
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think it is well for us to remember Him and praise His

name for what we have, and for our hope in Heaven.

He who is thankful for a little is in a fair way to get

more; he who in adversity remembers the Lord, will in

prosperity praise him—thus we should always be faith-

ful. I am thankful this morning, as I sit by the window

in one of the rooms of my old home, the home of my
birth, writing on the same desk I bought, when a young

man, of David Finney; I say I am thankful for the

Lord's unbounded goodness to me. I believe He hear-

eth our prayers, and I know He does bless us when we

call on Him. I am glad my mind and heart rest in His

promises, and I delight to trust in Him, and, as far as

possible do His will. How can I refrain from being

sympathetic in my feelings and reflective in my thoughts

in this, to me, precious home, by this chamber window,

through which I can see, in one direction, the same old

pear trees in the door yard that stood there when I was

a child; and, in another direction, fields wherein I had

played in infancy, and worked in boyhood, youth and

manhood!

" How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood,

When fond recollection presents them to view;

The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild wood,

And ev'ry loved spot which my infancy knew."

Amid these old-time associations I cannot but think

of my parents; of their family; of my dead wife and our

children; of my children's children, and last, not least,

of my dear wife Anna, absent from me, in Kansas, be-

cause of her poor health, myself being also far from

well; but

"What fates impose, that man must needs abide

It boots not to resist both wind and tide."'

I know I should not burden my remembrance Avith a
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heaviness that's gone, but rather bear in mind that sirf-

Jicieiif for ihe (hu/ is the evil fhereof, and consider the

many thousands who in this transitory life are in sor-

row, need, sickness and other adversity, and rest thank-

ful that fate has not been more unfriendly toward me.

In writing the record of my fourth trip to Kansas,

which will be found in the earlier part of this work, I

endeavored to portray in my own way the different phases

of life—particularly its joys and sorrows. The real test

of these comes through the experience of them, and I

will here confess that in my latter writings I have not

spoken as much of the sorrowful or dark side as I have

of the brighter or more hopeful. It is better for each

individual to bear his own burden than to ask his brother

to bear it for him. Do thoughts live? Yes. Are our

prayers heard? Yes, when offered in faiih—but it may
be a long time before they are answered. Parents have

prayed for their children, and not till long after their

death have their sons and daughters given their hearts to

the Lord.

I desire here to place on record some of the sincere

wants of my soul, my earnest prayer, and I humbly trust

it may be in keeping with the will of my Heavenly Father

who hears when we pray. I wish to be a living wit-

ness for Christ as long as I live ; and, while I desire the

salvation of all men, I devoutly pray more especially for

my own family, and every one endeared to me by the ties

of nature, that they may be all brought into the fold of

Christ under the divine Shepherd's care. And in order

that this greatest desire of my life may be accomplished,

I know that I must consecrate all to the Lord— life,

friends, property, and everything I have from this day forth

and for ever. It is good for us if we can keep all these

on the altar. An every-day consecration is better than
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gations, and either remove something from off the altar

of the Lord, or neglect to place thereon something we
may have obtained since the consecration. That the reader

may understand more clearly what I mean, I add : let

every dollar, as well as everything else we may possess,

honor the Lord in doing good—if it is worth anything

at all it should speak something for the Lord. Each
individual has his own conscience in that respect, and

happy is the man who seeketh no witness from without,

for it shows that he has wholly committed himself unto

God. But I must now continue my diary.

April IL—To-day I visited Lewis M. Slocum, and at

his house met Mrs. David Roberts and Mrs. Armitage

Roberts, so I was enabled to hand the former the portrait

of her grandson, Wilber A. Hobbs, which had been en-

trusted to me by Emery F. Hobbs at Lawrence, Kas.,

when I was there. On the following day I rode to

Meadville with my brother-in-law, Moses Masiker, and

was pleasantly surprised to meet there Mr. Maurice

McMullen, secretary of the Y. M. C. A. at Ottawa, Kas.,

who had been called to his old home through the serious

illness of his mother, I also had the pleasure of hand-

ing to Dr. E. C. Hall, of the First M. E. Church of Mead-

ville, the '-photo" of the youngest child of Mr. and Mrs.

Pillsbury, of Grand Island, Neb., with which commis-

sion I had been entrusted by Mrs. Pillsbury while I was

visiting them.

April 12,—Again at Sagertown, where I called on

Mr, and Mrs. George Floyd, but regret to say found Mrs.

Floyd quite unwell, as she was when I and my wife

visited her last summer. On the following day, Sunday,

Mr. Floyd and I attended the M. E. Church, where we

heard an excellent sermon preached by their pastor. Rev.



79

A.J. Parsons, from the text Matthew xvi: 19: And'

I

icill give unto thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven:

and whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth shall he bound

in heaven: and ivhatsoever thou shalt loose on earth

sliall be loosed in heaven. For the missionary cause in

distant lands the sum of nearly one hundred dollars was

collected, and I increased the pleasure I enjoyed in

listening to the discourse by adding my mite of five dol-

lars toward the spread of the Gospel among the heathen.

In the afternoon I rode to Blooming Valley, from Sager-

town in company with their pastor, and in the evening

again heard him proclaim the good news of salvation,

his text being Matthew xxviii: 6: He is not here: for

he is risen, as he said. Come, see the place where the

Lord lay. It seems to me that none but a true Christian

can fully appreciate all the blessed benefits the resurrec-

tion our Lord assures. O how good it is for us to trust

in the Saviour of mankind, and to know that He has

robbed death of its sting and the grave of its victory

!

What great consolation it brings to our hearts to have

a true knowledge and just conception of and faith in

Jesus Christ! What comfort it brings to the soul of

man!

After the services I paid a visit to my cousin, Ralph

Roudebush, and together we walked over to the ceme-

tery where in peaceful rest my departed wife, Eliza,

awaits the resurrection; and as I stood by her grave I

thought of Jesus, the Light of the world who gives to us

the hope of a reunion beyond. I am the resurrection

and the life, saith the Lord; he that believeth in me, though

he were dead, yet shall he live: and whosoever believeth

in me shall never die.
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" Calm ou the bosom of thy God,

Fair spirit rest thee uow!

E'en while ours thy footsteps trod,

His seal was on thy brow.

" Dust to its narrow house beneath.

Soul to its place on high!

They who saw thy look in death

No more may fear to die."

Wednesday, April 16.—My nephew, Grant Waid, and!
left quite early in the morning in order to pay a visit to-

his brother-in-law, Walter Josling, who lives in Rich-

mond Township, some five miles distant, and on our way
I called on a sick neighbor, George Dewey, who has been

ill a long time, owing to a stroke of paralysis he received

several years ago. Eliza and I visited him at that time,

and I have called ou him frequently since, as opportunity

presented. We were glad to meet, and he appeared to

be much better than when I last saw him. Mr. Josling

we did not find at home, as he had gone to my nephew's

(Nick P. Waid), but Mrs. Josling and family we saw, and

found in good health. On our return my nephew and I

called on my uncle, Horace Waid, where we heard from

my aunt news of my uncle, Gilbert Waid,* in Michigan.

She had also heard by letter from my three cousins

—

daughters of Samuel Waid.

*I liave before me an old letter written in 1847 to his friends in Crawford
County, Penn., by Gilbert Waid, after his arrival in Washtenaw County, Mich.
Itisiu substance as follows:

Wef.stek, Washtenaw Co., Mich., May 10, 1847.

Mr. Georoe KouDEBUsH andFkiends:
We are all well, and hope you are the same. We took the boat Saturday

morning at 2 o'clock at Erie; stopped at Cleveland. Sandusky and Detroit, and ar-

rived all safe, none of us seasick. Traveled from Detroit across the county to

Webster; sold their wooden bowls; traded horse and wagon for 25 acres of land.

It is good land. I like it very well, and I have got tbree acres to put in with corn

and a piece for potatoes. I have a job to do for eighteen dollars, and am going to

do it as soon as I get my corn and potatoes planted. Tell my brother, Samuel, I

like the country very well, what little I have seen; there are good crops of wheats

and it looks well. Tell father we are all well and hearty. I am satisfied this is a
good country, and we are not discouraged.

Andrew G. Waid.
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Friday, April IS.—Proceeded to-day to Kandolpb
Township, where I visited Mr. and Mrs. P. M. Cutshall

;

afterward Mrs. Cutshall and I called on Mrs. Mary Jane

Seaman, who has been sick since last fall; then on my
return home I paid Mr. and Mrs. Richardson, of Bloom-

ing Valley, the visit T had last February promised their

son-in-law, Dr. "Weter, of Grand Island, Neb.

Saturday, April 19.—To-day I find myself in Vernon

(also in Crawford County), visiting relatives living there

—my uncle and aunt, Robert and Polly Morehead, and

their youngest son and only daughter (who live with

them), my cousin, R. A. Fergerson and wife (who have

no children) and John C. Morehead (who has one son

and three daughters). Mrs. Polly Morehead has been

unwell for a long time, but while I was there she was

able to sit up to table with the rest of the family ; uncle

Robert Morehead is now a venerable patriarch enjoying

his eighty-ninth year. On the following day, Sunday,

I attended with some of the family the M. E. Church at

Vernon, known as the " Trace Appointment," as well as

the Sunday-school.

Wednesday, April 23.—My fifty-seventh birthday ! I

do not know that I could do better here than repeat, in

part, what I had written in this connection for the Penn-

sylvania Farmer of May 1, 1890, as folloAvs:

Leaves From a Diary.

I am this morning at home in my father's, Ira C. Waid's, old

home, my second sou's, Guinnip P. "VVaid's, home, and my own dear

home, where all the fifty-seven years of my life on the farm have so

pleasantly flown. I am looking at the figures on the milestone and

wondering how and where all these years have gone. Nearly all have

been spent on this farm in actual labor—indeed memory stamps them

so; and yet I do not complain, for often with my brothers, in early

days, and later on Avith my family, kindred and friends have I been

permitted to enjoy the blessings and share the pleasures of my father's

home. I am glad it remains in the faniilv. I think of my parents.
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who were more to me than all the world besides; and I think to-day

that faith in God's promises and obedience to mj^ parents have been
worth more, and brought a greater amount of good to me, than any
other investment I ever made. I love the Bible. I can also say

that my parents loved me, and I loved them in return, and tried as

best I could to manifest it to them. There is a good thought in thus

coupling obedience to parents with obedienceto our Heavenly Father,

to whom we owe all we possess. I would like to saj' to all, and es-

peciallj' to the young, it brings pleasure to-day, as we, mj^ children,

my grandchildren and myself, celebrate this day at the homestead. I

only wish my wife were here to complete the enjoyment, but her

impaired health detains her at her parents' home in Kansas.

This birthday brings reflections of the past, of opportunities that

have come to me, some improved, some not. The thought arises: Why
try to provide a home for children? What have my parents done for

me? Provided twenty-one years' board and clothing, my schooling,

and the best care in sickness and health they could afford. What do

I owe my children? I leave the Bible to answer the question, and I

turn to ii Corinthians, xii, 14: "For the children ought not to lay up
for the parents, but the parents for the children." Then again, " A
good man leaveth an inheritance to children's children."

I wish in heart to honor the Lord as well as pay a tribute of re-

spect to mj' parents for the blessings already received; and I want to

do and acknowledge it on my fifty-seventh birthdaj', and every day to

the close of life. Over forty years ago I sat in this home, as I do now,

improving my spare moments writing in my diary.

My loneliness on account of the absence of wife, and mj not feel-

ing very well did not prevent the coming of my fiftj'-seventh birth-

day, and, like hurrying to catch a train, we made use of the day. I

said to Anna, my son's wife, "I would like to have Fred and Minnie

come to dinner, and have a family gathering to celebrate my birth-

day." ]\Iy desire is granted. My children and grandchildren have

gladdened my heart, and I am better in body. There is an advantage

in a family gathering, and it is so convenient where children live near

each other.

It has been said: "The man that makes two blades of grass to

grow where one grew before, benefits his race." I am reminded that

on my thirtj^-tifth birthday Henry Smith and myself planted some
maples along State Street in Meadville, nine on his lot where he

then lived, which shed their beauty on the landscape and their bless-

ing on the traveler. I read when quite j'oung, " Young Man go West,"

and I liave often studied the subject since. My first trip in response to

this advice was in 1860. Since then I have made several trips, and

during the last two j'ears four, traveling in several States and seeing
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;\ little of the great West. It is my honest opinion that, although I

have always lived in Pennsylvania, yet, should my life be spared, my
future home may be in the West. Men have been going West ever

since the pilgrims landed on Plymouth Rock, and the geographical

center of population has shifted from one place to another until many
places have claimed the distinction.

When I was at Fort Riley, Kas., I was told that was the center.

Many States, indeed may I not say every State and Territory, claim some
advantage in preference to others; but that best location for farming

or any other occupation is, in my opinion, like the Garden of Eden—diffi-

cult to locate, though the entire race of manlvind has been ever search-

ing for it. The majority have, like myself, had enough to do to secure a

living and provide for their families. I think it right for every one to

learn what he can in reference to the occupation he wishes to follow,

and then seek the location that suits him. I did this, and on this, my
fifty-seventh birthday can say I am contented. After my first visit to

the West the question was often asked me, " Did you see any locality

or farming country you liked?'' I did, many such places: and would

be as contented and happy as now, had I chosen to have lived there.

But after my first trip West I weighed the matter, and came to the

conclusion that I was better suited with mj* own little home in Penn-

sylvania, and every trip I have made since, whether west, east, north

or south, I have returned with greater love for home. But the knowl-

edge gained by these trips has done me good, and I am glad of the

knowledge so gained.

While I believe a man can get a living and perhaps do well in

any State or Territory in the Union, I also believe more depends upon

the man than the place where he makes his home. I think the all-

wise Creator has distributed His blessings more evenly in the country

than we give Him credit for. Men once tried to build a tower to

Heaven, but failed. There is a surer and better way to get there.

" Trust in the Lord, do good, and verily thou shalt be fed "—here and

hereafter. I believe it is the experience of my fortieth year of

Christian life that, though I became a Christian in youth, my only re-

gret is that I have not been more faithful, and started earlier in life.

What adds most to the comforts of my earthly home is the assur-

ance of and title to the Heavenly home. One incident of this day has

been a visit to Aunt Polly Riser,* our nearest neighbor, whom I have

known from boyhood. She is in her eighty-ninth year, and standing

close to the banks of the great river which separates the Heavenly

land from ours. By the way, I am reminded of the death of my aged

Aunt Mary Ann Simmons, of Jamestown, N. Y., who had passed away

shortly before my arrival from Kansas, on April 4th, in her eighty-

eighth year.

*I visited her agaiu .July?, 1891, aud foiiud her fast failing.
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Let me sum up my fifty-seventh birthday: Family celebration

with children and grandchildren; trip to Meadville; wrote a letter to

a friend; put up 200 bushels of oats for market; wrote check for the

sum of f)ne hundred dollars as my contribution to Soldiers' Monument.

" One sweetly solemn thought

Comes to me o'er and o'er;

I'm nearer my home to-day

Than I ever have been before;

Nearer my Father's hovise,

Where the many mansions be;

Nearer the great white throne,

Nearer the crystal sea.

"Nearer the bound of life,

Where we lay our burdens down;

Nearer leaving the cross,'

' Nearer gaining the crown!

But the waves of that silent sea

Roll dark before my sight

That brightly the other side

Break on a shore of light.

"O, if my mortal feet

Have almost gained the brink;

If it be I am nearer home,
Even to-day, than I think,

—

Father, perfect my trust!

Let my spirit feel, in death,

That its feet are firmly set

On a rock of a living faith."

Sunday, April 27.-—How thankful I am to find myself

in better health and able to attend church, Sunday-school

and other religious exercises at the old State Road,

and to enjoy the privileges of the sanctuary with

my brethren, after an absence of three months. The
Lord, through our pastor. Rev. James Clyde, had gra-

ciously revived the good work in the vineyard during the

winter, and new converts had united with old ones in

praising the Lord for what He had done for them. And
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this clay we older members undertook to say that we, too,

had great reason to be thankful to the Lord for His good-

ness and mercy to us. O that men icould praise the

name of the Lord for His goodness, and His iconderfid

works toward the children of men. If joy on earth be so

great, what must it be in Heaven? Like Eev. Sam P.

Jones, / tvant to get there! YES, GET THERE! From
church I went to the house of Lewis M. Slocum, my
son's father-in-law, who is in poor health, and here I re-

mained over night. In the morning I drove the daugh-

ter, Lucy Slocum, to the school she teaches in the Kiser

district, Mead Township, about five miles distant, and on

our way saw three cemeteries or burial grounds, viz. : one

at Wayland, the Ewiug Graveyard and the Kiser Ceme-

tery, just opposite the school-house where Lucy is teach-

ing. This is her first school, her scholars being already

thirty-two in number, and I could not help thinking about

my own first school with a class of more than double the

number they average nowadays, and of how my good

friends used to help me along the rocky road to learning.

May 2.—To-day I attended the Farmers' Convention

held in the Library Hall, Meadville. We were met to-

gether in a good cause—to become more united in our

political effort to be represented in our legislature and

general government, and to have farmers nominated

to represent us and look after our interests. Were I a

politician I would perhaps say more here, but I hope to

be able some time to express my views on this subject as

a practical farmer, one who has worked long enough

and studied sufficiently as he went along to have gained

something by experience. On May 3d I called on my
aged friend. Rev. E. C. Pengra, who lives less than a

mile southeast of Meadville. I have known him for

many years, and was truly glad to see him. Brother
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Peiigra bad owned a farm just south of and near the

State Road M. E. Church for several years prior to his

moving to his present home. While I was enjoying my
visit with Mr. Pengra, Dr. C. E. Hall and his wife came
in to pay the aged and respected couple a visit, but of

this event I have already made mention.

My visit to Mr Pengra reminds me of a certain event

that occurred December 22, 1870, the day he left his

farm and had his public sale. I had gone with G.

W. and P. M. Cutshall to Meadville, where I saw them

leave by train (they were going West to buy some cattle),

and on my Avay home I went to the sale at Mr. Pengra's.

While there my son Guinnip arrived in haste on horse-

back to inform me of my father having been stricken

with paralysis, and also went posthaste to tell my brother

G. N. of the sad event. My friend, David Roberts, who
was present at the sale, accompanied me as I hastened to

my father's side,* so alarmed was he, as well as myself, at

the unexpected news. In that hour of distress, and up to

the day of my father's death, January 27, 1871, Mr.

Roberts proved himself a true friend to him and to the

entire family.

" He that is thy friend indeed,

He will help thee in thy need."

" O spring, thou fairest season of the year,

How lovely soft, how sweet dost thou appear!

What pleasing landskips meet the gazing eye!

How beauteous nature does with nature vie."

Webr.

Sunday, May 4.—This is a lovely day, and it is and has

been what every farmer most delights in— " fine growing

*I shall never forget the expression on my father's face when I first saw him
after the stroke; the one half of it was very much changed, but it afterward was
partially restored to its normal condition.
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weather." The Christian'' s groioth, wherein shoukl it be

found? In the pathway of duty, especially on the

Sabbath clay, in seeking the means of grace at the Lord's

house. While approaching, on this bright Sunday fore-

noon, Blooming Valley Advent Church, I thankfully

thought of the privilege I was about to enjoy, as I had

not been within the portals of that house of worship for

several months. I was blessed in this, and still further

blessed as I listened to a beautiful sermon from He-
brews xii: 1: Wherefore seeing ive also are compassed

about with so great a cloud of witnesses^ let us lay aside

every weight, and the sin wJiicJi doth so easily beset us,

and let us run with patience the race that is set before us.

May 7.—Went to Meadville on business, and while so

engaged met several friends Including Judge Henderson,

whom I had not met since my return from Kansas.

On my way home I called on Henry Smith, with whom I

had a most enjoyable visit, and Avith the rest of the fam-

ily met his father-in-law, William Chase, now eighty-two

years of age, Avith whom I have been acquainted many
years. At one time he owned a farm about a mile south

of us,* and when I taught school in the Moore School

District, in Mead Township, in 1856-57, his children

—

two sons and two daughters—were attending that school.

Mrs. Henry Smith was the eldest in the family, and now

she has two children of her own—Jennie and Hettie

—

both grown to womanhood.

May 9.—The poet Gray has sung of "The breezy call

of incense breathing morn," and I think when he wrote

that beautiful line he must have been luxuriating in a

simple early morning ramble in the country, any time in

the merry month of May. " God made the country, man

made the city," and midst the charms of rural scenes

*Now owned by Smith Galey.
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liow refreshing it is to look from nature up to nature's

God! These May mornings are incomparable in their

beauty and sweetness, and as I look around me, viewing

the fine fields of grass and grain, I do not feel that I can

fully endorse the opinion that we are having a " backward

spring "—indeed, as I passed down the fertile Woodcock
valley this afternoon on my way on foot to Saegertown,

I became impressed with the idea that if the early blos-

soming of wild strawberries, which I saw by the wayside,

is any indication at all, we were having rather a " for-

ward spring " than otherwise.

Muring.

" The evening was glorious, and light through the trees

Played the sunshine and rain-drojjs, the birds and the Ijreeze;

The landscape, outstretching in loveliness, lay

On the lap of the year, in the beauty of Maj'.

For the Queen of the Spring, as she passed down the vale,

Left her robe on the trees, and her breath on the gale;

And the smile of her promise gave joy to the hours.

And fresh in her footsteps sprang herbage and flowers."

Kemaining over night in Saegertown with my friend,

Mr. George Floyd, I was pleased to find Mrs. Floyd look-

ing and feeling better than when I called on them in

April. In the evening I attended, with Brother Floyd,

the prayer meeting in the M. E. Church, which I the

more enjoyed as it brought to me pleasant memories of

the past, when in former years I experienced so many
similar blessed privileges in company with Mr. Floyd's

father at other places. There is great help in true

prayer, and sweet music in Christian song.

"Music," Avrote Martin Luther, "is the art of the

prophets, the only art that can calm the agitations of the

soul; it is one of the most magnificent and delightful

presents God has given us." Yes, dear reader, the ele-
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ments of music are in everything around us ; they are found

in every part of creation; in the chirping of the feath-

ered choristers of nature; in the calls and cries of the

various animals; in the melancholy murmur of the water-

fall; in the wild roar of the waves—"The voice of the

great Creator dwells in that mighty tone ;" in the hum
of the distant multitude and in the varying winds—alike

when the dying cadence falls lightly on the ear as

when the liurricane sweeps past, dealing destruction as it

goes.
"There's music in the sighing of the reed,

There's music in the gusliing of tlie rill,

There's music in all things if men had ears,

Their earth is but an echo of the spheres!"

Next morning on my way to the train, I dropped in

to see and shake the friendly hand of Hon. S. Slocum at

his home, where I was pleased to form, the acquaintance

•of Mrs. Slocum's mother, Mrs. Manville, who was there

on a visit, and whose husband I had often met.

Sunday, May 11.—This day I passed in Meadville, in

the forenoon attending church and Sunday-school at State

Street, where I heard our own pastor, Rev. James Clyde,

. preach from the text: TJnj ivill be done. At the close of

the Sunday-school exercises the superintendent, Brother

St. John, remarked to the meeting: "We have still five

minutes, and I see Brother AVaid is here from State Road.

You all remember how our library was increased by his

offer which we accepted, and we will now be glad to hear

from our friend." Well, if I had been asked for a dollar

or so, that would have been quite another matter; but to

expect from me a speech! I was reminded of the school-

boy's lesson—the most difficult question or problem often

comes first, and demands our strongest efforts ; so I did

the best I could, knowing that we get credit for what we do,

not what we think we will do and then leave undone. Men
6
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may be unmindful of the little duties of life, like chil-

dren forgetting to obey their parents ; but our Heavenly

Father is not thus Tinraindfulof us, as even for a cup of cold

water He gives a reward. No duty cheerfully performed

goes unrewarded. Now, I could not say much to the

Sunday-school class, but what I had to say I did will-

ingly for the Master, because I owed it to Him for the

thovisands of blessings He has bestowed upon me. When
Brother St. John asked me to speak, I hesitated, as T

thought time could be better improved than by my trying

to say anything; but he quietly said to me, "Mr. Waid,

you can at any rate say 'How do you do?' " So, as I

do not believe in "giving away" friends, but rather in

profiting by what they may say, I addressed the school

in substance as follows: ^' Hoic do you do? This is a

lovely Sunday morning. I am very glad to be with you

in this Sabbath-school, and share with you the benefits

from our lesson. To-day I am contented and happy in

the thought that I have enjoyed this privilege so long.

It is probably fifty years since my parents took my twin

brother and myself to the Sunday-school at the old State

Road appointment, and I have been enjoying it ever

since. I was there last Sunday, and it is no wonder I

am here to-day ; I love the Sunday-school and church. I

became a member of the M. E. Church at State Road in

1851, and my scholarship as a member of the Sunday-

school is about ten years older than my membership in the

church. I look upon the Sunday-school as the nursery

of the church. Children, it is an excellent conservatory

for the producing of good men and women and true

Christians. Some writer has said that we answer our

own prayers. It is true we are co-workers with the Mas-

ter for good, and what we can do ourselves He does not

do for us. We are to work for ourselves and for the
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good of others, uot only in the Sunday-school, but every-

where else as opportunities present themselves. Oppor-
tunities are God's offers to us ; Ave do the work, and He pays

us for doing it. We ought often to ask the Lord, 'What
Avilt Thou have me to do?' And in all things our duty

is to obey. You will find that obedience and submission

to His will bring their own blessing. The child, in

health, asks for a drink of water; the parent says, 'There

it is, wait on yourself.' But when the child is sick, and

unable to help itself, how willingly the parent will come
to its assistance! In that manner our kind Father in

Heaven helps us. I had intended to go home yesterday

evening, but on account of the rain and some business

engagements did not get away ; but I am cheered to-day

with the thought that I am on m}^ journey to my Heav-

enly home where I expect to meet you when our Avork on

earth is done." After hearing by the Sunday-school

report that the collection was not large, I doubled it by

handing the superintendent $1.50, which he said he

w^ould see duly credited. In the afternoon I attended,

along with my friend Mr. Derby, the Y. M. C. A. meet-

ing held in the Richmond Block, where we listened to an

excellent discourse on "Temperance" by Rev. Hays, of

Meadville, a Presbyterian minister.

May 12.—To-day my son Fred, who has for some

time back been very ill, was, I am glad to say, sufiiciently

recovered to visit his wife's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Haines,

in Brookville, Penn. Frank and Guinnip, my other two

sons, have been baling hay for several days, with the aid

of a hay-press which they had bought, rightly thinking

that they could dispose of pressed hay to better advan-

tage than in bulk, as they could sell it either at home or

abroad, with a choice of markets; moreover baled-hay is

most economical as regards storage in the barn, as com-
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pared with hay in bulk, and tbey could do a good deal

of baling for neighbors and others, which in the course

of time would in itself pay for the press.

May 15.—AVhile sitting alone in the house to-day

writing in my diary, my brother called in. He had just

returned from Enterprise, Warren Co., Penn., whither

he had gone with his two sons. Grant and Plumer, who
are filling a contract for bark-peeling. After some little

conversation, chiefly on some business in which we wished

to consult each others' interest, we set out to look at some

property known as the old mill property of Daniel Cowen,

situated on Woodcock Creek, one mile north of Blooming

Valley, and built in 1832. We went on foot, and on our

way entered the cemetery grounds and viewed the spot

where our kindred sleep. The old mill property, which

includes five acres with grist-mill, house, barn and other

buildings, looks to us very desolate and dilapidated, it

having been tenantless and empty for some time back.

It did not need anyone to tell me that change and decay

are written on everything that pertains to earth, when I

fix my eyes on this old mill that Avas built a year before

I was born. I have not said it looked inviting, but my
brother owns it and wishes to rent or sell it, notwithstand-

ing its weather-beaten condition.

Sunday, May 18.—Again I had the privilege of at-

tending our own church at State Road, and was profited

much by the services. Our regular pastor, Mr. Clyde,

was assisted by Rev. Chamberlin, of Meadville, an aged

gentleman who had been forty-four years in the ministry.

Mr. Clyde spoke from the text, Heiliat was rich for our

sakes hecame poor thai we might he made rich. After the

services he announced in substance the following: "Our

basket meeting, or gathering of the people far and near

at this place for one week, will begin May 31. This
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meeting, which takes the place of camp-meeting which
used to be held, is expected to produce good results. I

am looking for a large number to be present, and we
have to get things in readiness."

May 19, 20.—We have had a remarkably wet spring

so far, and but few farmers in our vicinity have had their

oats sowed or potatoes planted yet—in fact it is altogether

too wet for either garden or farm work, and there is a

good deal of ground and many a garden not plowed for

spring crops. Some one remarked in my hearing the

other day, "We have had so much rain, what will farmers

do?" The answer is: "Have faith and wait patiently,

for all will be well," remembering that seed-time and

harvest are promised to the end of the world: While the

earth remaineth, seedtime and harvest, and cold and heat,

and summer and winter, and day and night shall not

cease. [Genesis viii: 22.] God's promises are sure:

Go forth to the duties of to-day trusting in Him. He will

guide thee and it shall be well with thee, and the earth

will bring forth fruit for man and beast. He openeth his

hand and the wants of all living are satisfied.

Being in Meadville I called on an old acquaintance,

Benjamin McNeil, who is in his eighty-second year. He
is in poor health, and has been unable to be out since the

death of his sou James, Avhich occurred, I understand,

four weeks ago, aged thirty -two years.

May 21.—On my way home I was informed by Homer

Ellsworth, a near neighbor, of the death, on the 18th in-

stant, of his father, aged about four-score years; and later

in the day I learned through P. M. Cutshall of the death,

on the 20th, of his sister, Mrs. Mary Jane Seaman, in

her fifty-ninth year. I attended her funeral to the Kudle

Cemetery,* and heard the sermon preached on the occa-

*Tlns cemetery lias been enlarged and improved during tlie past year, and

now presents an attractive appearance.
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sion, by Eev. H. McClintock, the subject being: The
righieous haih hope in his death.—A good name is better

than precious ointment, and tJie day of death tlian the

day of one''s birth. Her seven children were present

—

tliree sons and four daughters— all married except the

youngest son and daughter.

On the 22d, in the morning, my cousin, Charles More-
head, and 1 took a look over his farm, and afterward

made a call on Mrs. Israel Morehead and daughter, who
live on a well-tilled farm near by, and whom my wife,

Eliza, and I visited three years ago. Charles Morehead
is the youngest in the family of my uncle, the late Will-

iam Morehead, with whom I worked so many days on my
father's farm in my youth and early manhood, and it

brings to me very many pleasant memories as I walk and

talk with Charles, who is so kindly caring for his aged

mother, whose health is good and whose industry is great

for her time of life. On my way to see Mr. D, H. Mc-
Crillis, Mr. H. Sutton, with whom I staid over night, ac-

companied me, and thence I proceeded to AVilliam Fleck's,

near Tryonville, where I called to see his son, who
two weeks ago had received a severe cut on the head by

accident, but is now fast recovering. My next visit was

with my cousin, George A. Goodwill, who accompanied

me to Frank Sturgis' place, where I met my aunt Phebe
at her daughter's, which was quite a pleasing surprise to

me, as I had not heard of her being here.

May 24.—To-day Frank Sturgis drove me over to

Titusville, about, seven or eight miles from here. In the

palmy days of oildom, from 18G0 on, I used to find a

good market in this town for my farm produce, and with

no small degree of pleasure do I think of the good prices

and ready sale I got. Then, as now, I had friends and

relatives in Titusville, always pleased to see me. To-
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day I am stopping with my brother-in-law, Avery W.
Masiker, who lias his twin sons, Emery and Emmett, with

him at home, but his two daughters are married. Amono-

many other calls in the town I went to see an old acquaint-

<ance of ours in the person of Wilson Smith,* also Mrs.

Angeline Brown, who married, for her first husband, Os-

car Allen, a second cousin of my own, by which union

there are yet living four children. In the evening, after a

stroll about the town, Avery and I attended the meetino-

of the Salvation Army, and were eyewitnesses to the

ceremony of "commissioning officers," religious exercises

quite new to me; so I learned something profitable in

that line also. Before the day closed I met Asa Davis,

whom I had not seen for several years. Next day, Sun-

day, we went to the M. E. Church, where w^e heard my
old friend. Rev. John Lusher, f preach from the text,

We knoiv thou art a teacher come from God: also at-

tended class-meeting and Sunday-school, all of which

deeply interested us.

In the evening we went to vespers at the Episcopal

•Church, and afterward called on my old scholar and friend

Walter W. Thompson, who drew the record for the

Blooming Valley school in 1852, and this was a mu-

tually very pleasant reunion; then we attended the memo-
rial services at the M. E. Church, which Avas crowded to

the doors, and found the exercises very interesting and

impressive. Mr. Lusher chose for his text Judges v: 8:

Then ivas ivar in ihe gates, which he formed as the

groundwork for his argument in speaking of wars and

rumors of wars from time immemorial, both by Bible

chain of evidence and by secular history, down to our

*His motlier is still living and is our nearest neighbor. Wilson was a pai--

ticular friend of my twin brother, Franlilin, and I shall never forget how sad lie

felt when I informed him of my ijrother's death.

IRev. John Lusher was the officiating minister at tlie marriage of my son

Fred, at Brookville, .Jefferson Co., Penn., March 7, 18S9.
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own Civil War. Avery, in the coui'se of my visit, gave

me some information about my relatives living in the

West, especially making mention of J. Cunningham, who
he said lived 104 miles from Lansing, Iowa, and seventy-

seven miles from McGregor.

May 26.—Called on Dr. W. H. Coombs, a dentist in

Titusville, in order to see Mrs. Frank Jackson who, I

was told by her husband when he visited us (myself and

Anna) some time since, was living with her mother in

Titusville; the Doctor, however, informed me that Mrs.

Jackson had just gone to Buffalo, N. Y., on a visit. I

then proceeded to Grand Valley, about twelve miles dis-

tant, to see my cousins Cyrus and Martha Brown, who
lived a short distance from the town ; and as I walked to

their place on this bright sunny morning, I thoroughly

enjoyed the balmy air and the view of the green-clad

hills, feeling as did Milton when he perpetuated on paper

these beautiful lines: " In the vernal seasons of the year,

when the air is soft and pleasant, it were an injury and

sullenness against Nature not to go and see her riches,

and partake of her rejoicings with Heaven and earth."

I found the Brown family busy—Mrs. Brown house

cleaning, and Mr. Brown and their son working out road-

tax near their home. After dinner I went to the farm

of Mr. R. Hutchinson, and took a look over his place,

which is chiefly timber; there is one shingle mill on it,

and another in the vicinity, both of Avhich we saw in run-

ning order; also viewed the old oil well. I next dropped

in on my cousin Horace GoodAvill, who has a good farm

of about sixty acres, quite well improved, Avith excellent

grass lands and luxuriant meadows of timothy and

clover. The night I spent at Mr. Brown's, and follow-

ing day I called on Mrs. Hannah Lord, but found her

not at home ; thence went to see her son Adolplms Smith,
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a blacksmith by trade, Avith whom I dined ; after which
we called on Isaac Teasdale,* and had a social chat with

Andrew Smith, Oliver Heelyer and other friends' former-

ly from Blooming Valley. Adolphus Smith had just

bought a lot, which George Bush surveyed for him, I

carrying the chain.

MAY 28.

" There is uo flock, however watched ami tended,

But one dead lamb is there;

There is no fireside, howso'er defended.

But has one vacant chair."

Longfellow.

This is another never-to-be-forgotten day on the cal-

endar of my life, being the anniversary of the death of

my twin brother, Franklin P., which occurred May 28,

1854—thirty-six years ago. As the " whirligig of time"

brings around each anniversary I think of my departed

brother on that day as much as I do on the anniversary

of our birthday. To me it is a day for thought, a day

for what I might call a sentimental journey, in which I

have time to reflect that " the furnace of affliction refines

us from earthly drowsiness, and softens us for the im-

pression of God's own stamp." It was also a day of

practical journey for me, as well as sentimental, for I re-

turned home to Blooming Valley from my trip to East

Branch, Warren County, Penn., a distance of probably

over thirty miles.

May 30, Memorial Day, finds me in Cleveland, Ohio,

whither I had come yesterday to be present at the dedi-

cation of the Garfield Monument. I am making my
home during my stay with my niece, Mrs Eugene Rus-

sell, and her husband was kind enough to show me
around the city, which was handsomely and appropriately

*1 have since learned of Mr. Teasdale's death, which occurred some time
tliis spring.



98

decorated, and thronged with visitors. The monument

stands in the beautiful Lake View Cemetery, and there

were congregated many thousands of loyal people to

witness the imposing and impressive ceremony. There

were present the President, the Vice-President, members

of the cabinet and other government officials. There

were for sale among the people copies of the last letter

written by President James A, Garfield to his mother,

and I bought several for distribution among friends.

The letter reads as follows:

Was^hingtox, I). C\, August 11, 1881.

Dear Mothek:
Dou't be disturbed by coutlicting reports about my condition. It

is true I am still weak and on my baclc, but I am gaining every

day, and need only time and patience to bring me through. Give my
love to all my relatives and friends, and especially to sisters Hetty and

Mary.
Your loving son,

(Signed.)
" James A. Garfield.

Oil my return home I stopped at ovir church to at-

tend meeting, and after the sermon I remained to the

quarterly conference, as I knew not how much our so-

ciety had to pay our pastor, nor had I heard how we were

to raise the money. It was referred to by our pastor,

Mr. Clyde, and in the report he said in that conference

he would take me or his chances for $25, his claim being

^125 for the year. This responsibility he took without

my knowledge. I was pleased to hear of his confidence

in me in regard to my supporting our pastor, so when

the opportunity came I arose, having in my hand a hymn

book which belonged to the church, and said: "I thank

Brother Clyde for his confidence in me in this financial

matter. If I owned this book I hold in mj hand, I would

want it to praise the Lord, as I need nothing in this world

but what will do good and praise the name of the Lord.

Everything I have belongs to Him : I myself am His
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property; it was in tiiis liouse we maele the contract, when
I, a miserable sinner, gave myself to Him. He grave me
life and salvation, set me free, and in the joy of my heart

I began to praise His name and work for Him, because

He has made me a free man, and I love to do His will. I

subscribe $dO, this day, for the support of the Gospel

among us." Our pastor's ^25 investment was thus

doubled in a very short time. There is real pleasure in

doing good and serving the Lord; God loveth a cheerful

giver!

Sunday, June 1.—This is "Basket Meeting" day at

our church, and services will be held three times a day

for a week. This morning there is Love Feast, and preach-

ing by Elder Kummer, which I attended, as well as the

evening service. In the afternoon I went to the funeral

of Mrs. Cook (mother of John Cook, of Richmond Town-

ship, Crawford County), who died at the age of eighty-

six years. The funeral services were held at Advent

Church, Blooming Valley. AVhile in the cemetery I

visited Eliza's grave, and was cheered in my heart by find-

ing it had been decorated on Memorial Day with flowers,

indicating that her blessed memory lives in other hearts

besides my own. Verily, from the peaceful bosom of her

grave spring none but fond regrets and tender recollec-

tions.

June 2.—I can truthfully say I love traveling,

and I can with equal truth confess I love home, that

rallying place of all the affections. Yesterday, in church,

when speaking, I said, " If I could sing just now my
words would be, 'My heavenly home is bright and fair.'

"

I thank the Lord at all times for the hope He has given

me of a future life; and is it not true that those who

place their hopes in another world have, in a great meas-

ure, conquered dread of death and unreasonable love of
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life ? But this morning I am thankful to Him for the home
here. If we would be truly happy—happy every day, every

hour of our lives—we must be thankful for everything

Ave receive, spiritual or temporal, God to be paramount in

all things—in thought, word or deed. Thompson, the poet,

in his ode to Spring, says that happiness consists in

"Au elegant sufficiency, content.

Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books.

Ease and alternate labor, useful life.

Progressive virtue, and approving heaven."

I would like to say something of my dear old home.

After breakfast this morning I took a scythe and mowed
the yards, both back and front; and while at work I

thought of how my father was wont to do the very

same thing, and of how he taught us boys, his

sons, the method. In those days the lawn mower was

little known in our part of the State, and to be able to

mow well with a scythe was considered quite an accom-

plishment. In my school days I was often encouraged

and sometimes flattered by my school teacher saying to

me: "Francis, you love your book;" yes, and I can say

now that I love my occupation, farming. Mowing by

hand in my early-day experience was no small item in

our harvest work, as we usually had a large hay crop to

take in; and perhaps I loved it because father loved it,

and I learned it of him. Last year, at this time I was

in Kansas, and my father-in-law's people gave me credit

for mowing their door-yard so well that they declared

they "had never seen it done better;" and this morning

I was encouraged in my work by my neighbors who in

passing commented on the lawn looking " natural, old

style, " etc., "you can mow as well as any of your boys,

or better," said some, and so forth; and as "I heard them

I confess I felt a proper pride glowing within me.
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June 5.—To-day I went on foot to the primary elec-

tion which was held in the town-house about five miles

from here, and at the same time made several calls on
D. H. Miller, then to the Alms House to see my cousin

Julia Ann Morehead, who is older than I, and whom I

have known for years. After this visit I went to Saeger-

town, thence to the mineral springs, where I drank of the

Avaters; then to the home of George Floyd, whom I found

very busy ; also saw John Barr, a relative of Mr. Floyd,

and whose wife attended school at Gowen's school-house,

where I did many years ago. At the Kepublican primary

Mr. Floyd was nominated judge of election. I voted

soon after the polls opened, and then left for Meadville.

I had what I call a special privilege to-day, the pleas-

ure of calling on my aged school teacher, Mr. John R.

Donnelly, who lives near Meadville, not very far north

from Allegheny College, on the old pike road. He was

as glad to see me as I was to meet him, especially when
I told him that I had called to thank him for the good

he had done me in my boyhood. I am not mistaken

when I say that this visit was both interesting and profit-

able to me; I had but little to impart, but I received

much. Mr. Donnelly I have always esteemed and loved

for his general benevolence and humanity, regarding him

as a man such as Epicurus had in his thoughts when he

said that "a beneficent person is like a fountain watering

the earth and spreading fertility."

Sunday, June 8—This is "Children's Day" at the

State Road M. E. Church, and I will here give in part

what I Avrote at the time for the Pennsylvania Farmer,

as I believe it expresses about all I could say were I to sit

down and attempt to rewrite an account of the inter-

esting event:
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Children's Day.

Children's Day comes but once a year, and on this occasion some

came from a distance. I was truly glad my friends, C. R. Slocum and

wife, had remained to spend the Sabbath at State Road. It was a I'are

opportunity. He and I took our first lessons in Sunday-school here,

he nearly fifty years ago, while I, with my brothers, was brought here

by mj- parents over fifty years ago, and my heart swells with thankful-

ness when I reflect that I have been permitted to attend church and

Sabbath-school here ever since. It is written, Ddiglit thiiaelf in the

Lord, but I am unable to express all the joy and peace I have found

in His service since first my j'oung heart was turned toward Him and

my feet toward His courts. Boyhood days are not easily forgotten,

and how eagerly my anxious soul waited to enjoy this happy event.

I was so glad that my friend had come on a visit at this time, so that

we could enjoy Children's Day together at State Road. I only re-

gretted that my absent wife was not here, otherwise my cup of joy

would have run over.

I called early at Lewis Slocum's in order to accompany him and

Charles to Sunday-school and church, as in the olden time, and we
took sweet counsel together as we walked by the way. Then our

country church was so pleasingly decorated with ferns and flowers

and cages of singing birds, indicating that peace and happiness dwelt

here. The mottoes on the wall were precious reminders, " You are

welcome "made us feel so, and "Jesus loves the children" found a

responsive "amen" in our hearts.

Much credit is due the school for the manner in which the pro-

gram was carried out. The address by C. R. Slocum, in which he re-

lated some of his early experiences at State Road, was most interesting.

Among those present who attended with him forty-seven years ago, he

named Francis Waid, G. N. Waid and Orlando Reed, who were pres-

ent; all the rest were gone. Brother Slocum was listened to with

marked attention during his entire address. So also was Brother G.

H. St. John, superintendent of the Meadville State Street Sunday-

school, who spoke words of encouragement from his experience in the

Sabbath-school as a scholar in youth and as a worker in the good work.

I was full of the spirit when my turn came to face the large

gathering of familiar faces, and speak my piece with the rest. I

was happy in the thought that the Lord is good to all; who would

not praise His name? And yet how much am I personally indebted to

Him for the blessings I enjoy?
" I see here G. N. Waid, my only brother now living. Here ar(^ my

children and grandchildren with neighbors' children," I said, and I felt

especially blest in making a few remarks to thorn and casting in my
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mite to swell their contribution to the Lord's work by (lou})liii<i- it

making my love and attachment to the church and Sunday-school
stronger than ever. Brother Slocum, my brother G. N., and myself
attended Sunday-school in the old church which stood on the corner
in 1847, soon after Mr. Slocum's family moved on the George Smith
farm on State Road, near Ira C. Waid's, in 1840. About this date, or

a little later, Cyrus Goodwill, my uncle, was superintendent, and at

one time, Charles Breed was our teacher. The children of that time
that are now living are among the older persons in the community,
while most of them have passed away. I am so glad to have lived to

see the advantages of the present day. My school privileges were
the common school, two terms in Allegheny College, one term in the

Waterford Academy in Erie County, and one term in Meadville Acad-
emy. These were all enjoyed in company with my friend, C. R. Slo-

cum. , No wonder 1 have enjoyed this Children's Day in his company.
I recently had the pleasure of meeting Charles Breed, our Sunday-
school teacher of near fifty years ago, and he remembered each boy
of his class, comprising George Goodwill, A. S. Goodrich, C. R. Slo-

cum, Franklin Waid, myself and one other whose name neither of us

could recall.

I also have here the pleasure of adding what I con-

tributed about that time to the same paper, the Pennsyl-

vania Farmer^ under the heading.

KOTES FROM A VISITOK AT OUR SABBATH-SCHOOL OX CHILDREN'S DAY.

Having the opportunity of attending morning services at the Sec-

ond M. E. Church, in Meadville, with my friend, I improved it with

pleasure. The program and decorations pleased me much, and

though the latter were plain yet they were appropriate and beautiful,

and the eye was satisfied with seeing, the ear was pleased with hear-

ing, and my heart was instructed in the good way of life, and made
glad by the sweet songs and recitations of the children. The dialogue

by the infant class—in which many little ones took part by repeating

a passage of scripture, and then contributing a bouquet to decorate a

cross till it was hid from view with the beautiful gifts—touched my
heart with the sacred thought which it inspired.

Then the quotations from the Bible were so appropriate to the

occasion that I wanted to join them in this exercise, which I did in

heart, and longed to join them in the work of decorating that cross;

and I thought of two roses a friend had given me, which were in my
pocket, and which, though faded, were all I had to give. Had I

offered them I should have said: "Where the spirit of the Lord is^

there is libertv." Again: " The Lord knoweth them that are His." I
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was prevented for the moment from intruding out of respect for the

occasion, but my desire was granted through the superintendent,

Brother St. John. In shaking hands with him I informed him of my
desires, and the two faded roses were placed with the children's gifts

on the cross. I said to my friend, " Put them on as a token of my
love for the Sunday-school. I am glad my parents taught me to at-

tend when a boy, and I have loved the Sabbath-school ever since;

both it and church are very dear to me. I am glad to enjoy this favor

and means of grace, where one can do good and receive blessing from

the hand of the Lord. Now permit me to double the children's col-

lection to-day, and let the faded roses teach us to do good as we have

opportunity."

My Children's Day opportunities in Meadville were improved and

appreciated. They included the evening services at the First M. E.

Church, where I listened to a most helpful sermon from Dr. C. E.

Hall. I, also with a friend, had a view of the fine decorations at the

Baptist Church in the afternoon, where banks of flowers and appro-

priate mottoes, with a sparkling fountain, made the scene most beauti-

ful. What I saw in Meadville on Children's Day suggested Psalm

cxlviii: 13,13: Both young itwn mid miiirlena, old men and children, let

them praise the name of the Lord, for His name alone is excellent, His

glory is above the earth and Heaven.

The tiny blade of grass and flower speak His praise, how good

is His name. Let everything that hath breath praise tlie Lord, and

all nature join in the song!

June 17.—This is the anniversary of the death of

my brother, R. L. Waid, who passed from earth just ten

years ago. I regard each date of a death in the family

as a day of note, to be remembered and reverenced; hence

there are four days in the year by which I am reminded

of the departure from earth of members of my father's

family, viz.: January 7 (my mother died in 1882), Jan-

uary 27 (my father died in 1871), June 17 (my brother,

Robert L., died in 1880) and May 28 (my twin brother,

Franklin P., died in 1854). But of all days in the year

the one that claims my deepest reverence as dearest to

me among such anniversaries is "Independence Day,"

July 4, the day on which, in 1888, my beloved wife Eliza

C, was called from earth to spirit-land-—called by death

into life, for is it not true i\mi dcailt is ihe parciif of life?
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" Like leaves ou trees the race of mau is found,

Now green in j-outh, now withering in the ground;

Another race the following spring supplies;

They fall successive, and successive rise."

In the afternoon I paid a visit to my brotlier-in-law,

Moses Masiker, calling on my way to see Miss S. Bray-

mer, who had recently returned from her visit to the

West. I met her at Dr. Weter's last February wliile I

was spending a few days at Grand Island, Neb., as already

treated in full in the account of my fourth trip to Kansas

and the West [see page 17]; also drove and walked to

O. W. Cutshall's; thence walked to Hickory Corners, and

from the hill near there I had a grand view of the coun-

try around me. Descending this long hill, and musing as I

trudged along, my eyes reveling in the beautiful land-

scape, I presently found myself in Woodcock Valley, by

the banks of the creek that bears the same name. Here

are to be found, not only pleasant homes and good farms,

but also kind-hearted, industrious people. At any sea-

son of the year Crawford County is noted for her beauty,

but in the month of June, when in velvety verdure clad,

with myriads of sweet-smelling flowers adorned, and ar-

rayed in all the glory fair Nature can supply, there is no

other county in the State that can excel her in comeliness,

fertility and grandeur. Here reign health, peace and

quiet, and as I look about me I find it is a very hive of

industry. Mr. Cutshall's new house is fast growing with

the assistance of masons and carpenters, while he him-

self, son and hired man are busy in the fields cultivating

corn and plowing a piece of ground for buckwheat ; and

last, not least, among the busy ones I find Aunt Jane

(Mrs. Cutshall), my wife JEliza's only sister, whose faith-

ful work in the house can never be too highly commended.

On my return I called on Orlando Sutton, postmaster

at Hickory Corners, and still nearer to my home I stopped
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and took supper with my cousin, Mrs. George Sutton^

daughter of William C. Morehead, whose husband and

their daughter had gone visiting a sick relative at Enter-

prise. From there to my home I had a beautiful walk

amid umbrageous trees that lined both sides of the road ;*

all the surroundings being the more endeared to me by

associations and pleasant memories of the past, of happy

hours when Eliza and I oft drove along this same se-

questered pathway in the days of long ago.

June 18.—Wrote to Anna enclosing draft for fifty

dollars, with the request that if it should so please her sh&

may for me remember her father and mother, Hattie and

little Vera, by giving each of them five dollars. My desire

is to treat them kindly in my own way, for I know that peace

and harmony are worth more than money. In such re-

spect I wish to be as my father when he prayed to the

Lord for the evidence whereby he might know that

whatever he did Avas right; that is, his desire was to

avoid thinking, saying or doing anything he was not con-

vinced the Lord would approve of. And I want to imitate

my father also in acts of benevolence and kindness.

Washington Irving says somewhere, in speaking of be-

nevolence and kindred virtues: "How easy it is for one

benevolent person to diffuse pleasure around him; and

how truly is a kind heart a fountain of gladness, making

everything in its vicinity to freshen into smiles!"

June 19.—Being in Meadville, I walked from there

to the house of my uncle and aunt, Robert and Polly

Morehead, about four miles west on the State Road, in

Yernon Township, and as we met they expressed them-

selves very glad to see me. From there I went to my
cousin, Robert A. Fergerson, where I spent the evening

* Our wood lot of six acres lies just west of Mr. Sutton's farm, adjoining it, and
fronts on the north side of the road.
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and night. Tn the morning I made a call on my relative,

John C. Morehead, living near by, and Avhile there viewed
his strawberry patch, rich with ripe fruit of many varie-

ties, and also his apiary containing, I should think, about

fifty hives. I would also here speak of Mr. Fergerson's

two-acre farm which by industry he has brought to such

a high state of productiveness ; then his garden, profuse

as it is with many kinds of flowers, invariably commands
the admiration of the passer-by. xlfter another brief

stop at Uncle Robert Morehead's, I proceeded on my way
homeward, dropping in as I passed to see a sick aged

couple, Mr. and Mrs. Kycenceder, the former of whom
was born in 1803. He knew my father and mother and

also my grandfather, Pember Waid. He said my father

" was an honest man," and that he loved him. The ven-

erable couple thanked me for calling on them, and invited

me to come again.

Sunday, June 22.—There was a large attendance to-

day at church and Sunday-school, and while at the latter

I had the pleasure of sitting beside Mrs. Handly, one of

the three aged ladies Avho had " thanksgiving dinner

"

with Eliza and myself a few years ago; these three old

ladies—Mrs. Handly, Mrs. Long and Mrs. Kiser— are

yet living.

June 26.—This is " Commencement Day," class of

1890, Allegheny College, and I Avent to Meadville on

purpose to attend the exercises Avhicli were held in the

First M. E. Church building. It Avas a noted day for

Meadville in other respects, for in the evening the Re-

publicans and friends of Hon. Wallace W. Delamater,

State Senator, who was nominated for governor of Penn-

sylvania, was given a grand general reception on his

return home to Meadville. Irrespective of party politics,

all united in giving our candidate a welcome reception,
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worthy of so prominent a man, one of good record and

noble character. Before leaving Meadville for Jamestown,

N. Y., and other points (for I am now on my way thither),

I called on Hon. W. W. Delamater, just to shake hands

and congratulate him on his success, etc., and I need

hardly add I was greeted with a most cordial and friendly

reception by him.

June 27 to July 4.—[Here comes my short trip to

Jamestown, N. Y., and other points, for an account of

which the reader is referred to page 37.]

JULY 4.

" Long, long be my heart with such memories till'd !

Like the vase in which roses have once been distill'd:

You may break, you may ruin the vase if j'ou will.

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still."

The " Fourth of July " is a day to be ever remembered

by me, and held in calm and peaceful reverence. Two
years ago, to-day, Eliza passed from thiiigs temporal to

things eternal. On her fell on that bright summer morn

the mantle of immortality.

" Cold in the dust her perish'd heart may lie.

But that which warm'd it once shall never die."

Should any one ask how it is I think and speak

and write so much of my dear departed wife, my reply

would be, '
' Can a frne lover forget his first love ? Am I

different from other men, that J should forever banish

from my thoughts the memory of her who was the Avife

of my early and later manhood, and became the mother of

my children?" No! I cannot forget, nor do I wish to

have obliterated from the tablet of my memory thoughts

of my departed wife, the most devoted of mothers, a true
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Christian woman, kind-hearted, noble and amiable, the

leading star of my life!

In the afternoon of the day I went with an excursion

party to Conneaut Lake, where a large gathering had as-

sembled to celebrate the " Glorious Fourth." The three

little ferry steamers—Queen, Nickel Plate and Keystone

—were as busy as shuttles in a loom, as they ran to and

fro between the different wharves on the lake. And I

lacked only one thing to complete my comparative hap-

piness—the presence of my dear wife Anna, who, alas!

is still absent from me, many miles away, seeking in her

quiet paternal Kansas home restoration to health. But

who has not seen sunshine and storm on the same day;

joy and sorrow within the same hour; the rose and the

thorn on the same stem ?

" Life is a waste of wearisome liours,

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns;

And the lieart that is soonest awake to the flowers

Is always the first to be touched by the thorns."

A heavy rainstorm in the early part of the day

threatened to mar the prospective pleasures of the excur-

sionists; but it soon cleared up, after cooling the air and

laying the dust, whereat those who lamented on account

of the rain were the first to rejoice when the sun shone

again; verily, every cloud has a silver lining. At the

lake, which I had not visited for several years, although

quite near to my home, I met many of my friends, with

whom I had pleasant greetings, and when I returned

home in the evening I felt refreshed and well rewarded

by my short " Fourth-of-July Trip" to the crystal waters

of Conneaut Lake.

Sunday, July 6.—This Lord's day I spent in Mead-

ville, in company with Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Derby, with

whom I usually stop when in town. In the forenoon we
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all three attended the M. E. (State Street) Church and

class meeting, Rev. J. Clyde officiating, and in the after-

noon Mr. Derby accompanied me a mile or two west in

order to pay our last tribute of respect to the late Joseph

Kycenceder,* who died, at his home in Vernon Township

on the 4th, at the age of eighty-seven years, having been

born in November, 1803. He was interred in the Denny
Cemetery, in the presence of a large assemblage of mourn-

ers, among whom were Uncle Robert Morehead, Robert

Fergerson, and other relatives of my own, but Mr. Derby

and I did not go to the cemetery as it is distant several

miles from Mr. Kycenceder' s late home. At 4 p. m. Mr.

Derby and I attended the Y. M. C. A. meeting, where we

heard Brother H. McClintock and others address the

members, and in the evening we listened to the exercises

of the M. E. Society in their church at Meadville, of

which Dr. Hall is pastor; but on this occasion Brother

G. S. W. Phillips, a graduate of Allegheny College, class

of 1890, filled the pulpit. The text he preached from was

Romans iii: 23. For all have sinned, and come short of

the glory of God.

Tuesday, July 8—Being in Meadville on business to-

day, I availed myself of the opportunity to pay a visit to

my relatives. Smith Leonard and family, who live near

Meadville. Mrs. Leonard, who is my niece, I always

thought resembled my Avife Eliza in looks. I had the

pleasure of dining in the company of Mr. David Comp-

ton, who was taking the census and happened to be in

the neighborhood; he and I attended school together, one

term years ago, and we have ever since been friends. I

also called on William Magaw and Aunt Maria Lord,

and, later, on my friend Hiram Blystone who also has a

very pleasant home near Meadville. On Wednesday I

*Mr. Kyeenceder's widow did not long survive liim.
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was present at the funeral of Kev. W. H. Marshall's child,

which died iu its second year a few days after Mr. Mar-
shall had sailed for Europe, and on my return home, be-

ing caught iu a severe storm I remained over night at

James McKinney's house, where a relative of mine is

living at present. For some days after this, not wishing

to abandon active work, which I enjoy, and which I always

find beneficial to my health, I helped my son Guinnip in

the hay field—mowing with a scijfhe (the boys used a

mower), hauling, loading and unloading—and also mowed
and trimmed the front yard at both Guinnip's and Fred's

place. The wheat and hay crop are both good this year

in our neighborhood, but fruit generally, such as apples,

pears and peaches, is a failure. To-day (July 12) in

the afternoon, I went to Meadville, where I received a

letter from Anna, who, I rejoice to be able to say, writes

in good spirits as her health is much improved. While

in the city I learned of the death of Capt. Leslie, and on

my way home I dropped in on Henry Smith, where to my
surprise and pleasure, I found my venerable friend Mr.

Ebenezer Hai'mon, who had left his home iu Michigan*

on Tuesday, 8th instant. He reported our relatives there

all well; and I might here mention that his son, James

(who lives on the Harmon Farm in Michigan), is married

to my niece Anna Waid, daughter of Samuel Waid. Mr.

Harmon who, by the way, is now in his eighty-second

year, visited us three years ago last June. It was quite

a pleasure and diversion for me to listen to the chat and

merry jokes between him and Mr. William Chase, Henry

Smith's father-in-law, who is in his eighty-third year, as

we sat on the verandah in the cool of the evening; they

*]VIr. Harmon moved to Mie-liigan in 1833. and still lives on his farm there at

Lake Ridge. Lenawee County. During August of 1891, in company with my brother

<J. X., I paid a visit to our relatives in Michigan and called on my aged friend Mr.

Harmon, an account of which visit will be given in my Foukth ^so^vE^"IR.
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talked, among other things, of "rast]in"and such like

gymnastic exploits, and, both being farmers, had a good

deal to say about their agricultural experience, etc.

Sunday, July 13.—To-day my brother G. N. and I

attended the funeral of Capt. Leslie, who died on his

farm near Meadville at the age of eighty-three years,

having been born May 25, 1807 ; the interment was in

Greendale Cemetery, and the services were conducted by

Rev. Craighead, of Meadville. While in the cemetery,

G. N. and I visited several of the graves of our kindred,

including those of Uncle Joseph and Aunt Sarah Finney

and their family, and those of other relatives and descend-

ants on my mother's side. On Monday Mr. Harmon
came to spend a few days with us, and we were reminded

of having been favored in November, 1888, with a call

from his daughter-in-law, Anna, and her two sisters,

Clarissa and Lovina. He is making a trip, alone, to his

native place, Phelps, Ontario County, N. Y., visiting

friends in Ohio and elsewhere en route. I drove Mr.

Harmon round a good deal, making calls on relatives and

friends, and the reader may be sure we did not forget the

busy hay field, where I lost no opportunity of doing some

share of the work, which becomes a second nature to me.

" Tis the first sanction Nature gave to man

—

Each other to assist in what they can."

In looking over some old pictures and daguerreotypes,

while visiting with Mr. Harmon at the home of my cousin,

Lucinda Gillett, near Townville, Penn., my eye alighted

on a clipping from an old newspaper, preserved in the

case along with the pictures, and which read as follows :

Pember Waid* departed this life in full hope of endless life. He
experienced religion in one of our revivals last year in the 77th year

of his age, and left for the good world in his 78th year, giving to all

*Pember Waicl was my paternal grandfatlier, of whom special mention is made
in the biographical sketch of myself elsewhere in my Souvenirs.
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who knew him a Christian example of one year and one mouth. Me
was noted for being an honest man, all his life. His class-leader told

me that " Father " Waid attended every class meeting but one, after his

profession of religion up to the day of his death.

S. R. Paden.

Sunday, July 20.—Along with Mr. Derby and family,

of Meadville, I attended State Street M. E. Church and

class meeting, and heard a young man, by name McKiu-
ney, preach, and in the afternoon we went to the cottage

prayer meeting held at the residence of Mr. McKinney,

father of the gentleman we listened to in the morning.

This Avas a good meeting, some eighteen being present,

among them being Sister Wilson and her brother, Ephraim

Williams, for many years members of the old State Road
Church. In the evening Mr. Derby and I attended the

Park Avenue Congregational Church, where an interest-

ing discourse based on the day's Sunday-school lesson

delighted and instructed us. On the following day,

Monday, I called on Mr. and Mrs. J. R. Reynolds of

Mead Township, to express my sympathy with them in

their recent sudden bereavement, their son Earl having

been killed at Bairdstown, 111., while employed as brake-

man on the C, B. & Q. R. R., Tuesday, July 15, 1890, at

the age of twenty-nine years. On Wednesday I attended'

the funeral of the Rev. J. V. Reynolds' wife, and after-

ward went some four and one -half miles into the country

to visit my friend, Jeremiah Cutshall, who owns a good

farm pleasantly located on the west side of French Creek,

well watered and sloping to the east.

July 25.—Two cases, being first shipments of my
Second Souvenir, 184 copies of the 300 ordered bound,

arrived this afternoon from my publishers in Chicago, so

I now have plenty of work on my hands in addition to

my regular labor. In the forenoon I visited my aged

friend, Isaac Blystone, residing on College Hill, Mead-
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ville, who is very sick and not expected to recover; also

called on Hon. G. B. Delamater, in behalf of his sou, Hon.

W. W. Delamater, State Senator, who presented me with

a copy of " Birds of Pennsylvania," an elegant work

containing fifty illustrations.

Sunday, July 27.—I am very thankful to be at home

again to spend the Sabbath amid my old familiar associa-

tions, and attend my customary places of worship. Our

church, State Road and Blooming Valley, " Pilgrim's

Home," is at present undergoiug some repairs and remod-

eling, so meeting was held in the grove, in the church-

yard, under the shade of those beautiful trees which some

members present and myself had helped plant years ago.

The day was pleasant, the sermon good, and the meeting

profitable, I trust, to all.

I am very busy now on week-days preparing for de-

livery, and also delivering some of my Second Souvenirs,

taking as many as thirty in one day to my neighbors, on

foot. May the Lord bless them, and help me in the work,

for I do not want to eat the bread of idleness. I wish

to do something to help make the world better, and I

think the most delicate, the most sensible of all pleasures

consists in promoting the pleasures and happiness of

others.

August 1.—I avail myself of the " Grangers' Excur-

sion" to-day to Chautauqua, to take twenty copies of my
Souvenir for distribution among friends in Jamestown,

Chautauqua and other places. He who goes on a mission

of good can not but be rewarded, for His promises, which

never fail, are sure to be fulfilled. AVe are privileged to

partake of as good fruit as the seed we sow can produce,

and often better, for the seed literally is improved by cul-

tivation. The personal effort of taking those twenty

books seems so closely allied to me by nature that I can
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Mot exempt myself from it, and I do not wish the good I

desire accomplished to be done in some indirect way, but

rather to prove beyond a doubt my Avillingness personally

to DO GOOD icUh my own hands, money, talent, and ivhat-

ever else I may possess.

My intention was to return home from Jamestown on

Saturday, August 2d, but while on my way, with valise in

hand, to Mr. Colt's in the evening, whom should I over-

take but Mr. Devenpeck, also carrying a valise, and Clara

!

"Well !" exclaimed I, as we cordially shook hands, "I'll

not go home to-night, as I intended ; I am so glad to have

overtaken you, it is worth all my trip!" Our joy at

meeting here in Jamestown was pure and unalloyed, like

our friendship which is love refined and purged of all its

dross. So it was truly a feast of good things to me to

spend the Sabbath day, August 3, with such an aggrega-

tion of friends in Jamestown. In the forenoon Frank

Simmons and I attended the M. E. Church and Sunday-

school, hearing a good sermon from the lips of Prof. J.

T. Edwards, of Randolph, N. Y., his subject being Naa-

mau, who washed in the river Jordan seven times and

was cleansed of the leprosy. I heard Prof. Edwards

preach in June, last year, at Ottawa, Kas., and I was

very glad of another opportunity of listening to his elo-

quent exposition of the Gospel. The afternoon was passed

in social chat among relatives and friends, some ten or

twelve in number, in the grateful shady grove adjoining

the residence of Mr. Colt. I did not feel very well my-

self, so joined but little in the conversation, which

afforded me a better chance to listen and opportunity to

think; and on that refreshingly bright, balmy afternoon

there naturally came to me such thoughts as were sug-

gested to Rev. George Herbert when he penned his ele-

gant Sabbatli-Day reflections:
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" O day, most calm, most bright!

The fruit of this, the next woricFs bud,

Th' endorsement of supreme delight,

Writ by a Friend, and with His blood;

The couch of time, care's balm and bay;

The week were dark but for thy light,

Thy torch doth show the way."

My time is still mach occupied Avith my Second

SouvENiE distribution, and on Friday, August 8, George

Cutshall drove me to Guy's Mills, where I left several

books with friends and for the Sunday-schools; and on

the home trip I stopped to see Hiram Baldwin, a very old

acquaintance of mine, whom I had not met for years.

His parents lived south of the State Road Church for

many years before they moved away, and Hiram and I

used to attend Sunday-school together; the parents both

died in Erie County, Penn,, the father, Aaron Baldwin,

on April 19, 1881, aged 81 years, 2 months, 19 days, and

the mother, Permelia Baldwin, on July 1, 1873, aged 63

years, 3 months, 18 days. On Saturday, August 9, I

heard, incidentally, through a friend, in Meadville, of the

death of Mrs. Morehead ("Aunt Polly"), but the date I

could not find out; so I immediately set out for Kerrtown,

where, on arrival, I learned that the funeral was to take

place within an hour. I was thankful to have heard of

it, even at the eleventli hour, but much regretted the

absence of my brother, sons and other relatives. The

interment took place in Denny's Cemetery, four miles

northwest of Meadville, and the service was conducted by

Rev. Hamilton McClintock, of Meadville, the text for his

homily being Revelations xxi: 4: And God shall wipe

away all tears from their eyes; and there shall he no more

deatJi, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall there he

any more pain, for the former things are passed away.

Robert Morehead was born March 12, 1802, and was
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twice married, first time March 19, 1835, to Sarah Dunn,
by whom there was one son, James S., born August 28,

1836, died ; his second marriage was May 14, 1840,

with Mary McKelvey, born October 6, 1807, died August

7, 1890 ( fifty years married life with a second wife seldom

occurs), and the record of the children is as follows:

John C, boiyi February 11, 1841; Kobert "W"., born

NoA-ember 10, 1842; Lydia Ami, born November 17,

1844; Harriet E., born March 29, 1848, died ; of all

these, Mrs. Sarah Morehead, James S. Morehead and

Harriet E Morehead were all interred in the old errave-

yard at Meadville, but years ago their remains were re-

moved to the Denny Cemetery, where Mr. Morehead had

purchased a lot. After the funeral I repaired to the home
of my cousin, Robert A. Fergersou, where I remained till

Monday, in the course of which time Uncle Robert More-

head came to dinner, and after the repast he and I walked

a short distance about his place, talking and musing by

the way; then Ave proceeded to his own house where we

sat doAvn to comfort each other. I was glad to find my
aged uncle so Avell and cheerful under the circumstances,

and had found grace in the Lord to help in this time of

his great need. Later on, Mrs. Mary Fergerson, my
cousin, came along, and we then went over to see her

father, Mr. John Curry, who is unwell, and here I may
mention that John Curry, a son of William Curry, died

July 15, 1890, at the age of 16 years, 4 months. In the

evening Mr. and Mrs. Fergerson and I called on Mr. and

Mrs. Davis, where we spent the evening in a pleasant,

profitable manner.

On Monday, August 11, I returned to Meadville,

and after attending to some correspondence I recom-

menced on my Souvenir distribution, in which connection

I am pleased to say I received not only much encourage-
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ment and profuse thanks, but also blessings which more
than reward me in these, my efforts in seeking to benefit

mankind. In delivering the books with my own hand I

see and learn much of real life; and I love to visit homes

of all sorts and conditions—homes of the high and

low; homes of the rich and poor; homes of the learned

and unlearned ; in all of which I receive a wgirm and spon-

taneous welcome, for they know my sole object is to do

good; and may the Lord and their prayers so keep me
that I may be faithful in the Avork. A certain gentleman,

a most worthy Christian, said to me to-day: "My sou is

so interested in your book that he is going to read it

through from beginning to end," and another noble

Christian, a lady, to whom I had presented a copy for her

husband, and. left one for her son with a message to that

effect, replied: "Yes, I will hand it to him, many, many
thanks." Others also say " God bless you," while some

enquire "How can you afford it?" "Well," I reply,

" the good Lord has been blessing me all ray life; my
friends have always been kind, and now I feel I ought to

do something." I rejoice to think there is a book of

remembrance, and that kind acts will outlive our natural

lives. May we never sow any had seed. [The several

letters of acknowledgment and thanks, which I received,

will be found in the Appendix to this Souvenir.
]

August, 13.—To-day I set out across the fields in

the direction of Saegertown, to deliver twenty copies of

my Souvenir, carrying twelve in a valise and six in a hand-

grip. I walked as far as the home of my nephew, Nick P.

Waid, who drove me to Saegertown, by which time I had

delivered ten copies. Here I received a hearty welcome

from old friends; and I will confess I had another object

in coming to Saegertown, and that was to attend the pic-

nic held there by the State Road M. E. Church Sunday-
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school, and present to the pastor, scholars and othera
copies of my Souvenie. The picnic was well patronized
and all went as merry as wedding bells.

August 16.—On handing a copy of my Souvenir, to-

day to a friend in Meadville, he said in simple words:
"J tcill never forget yon^ Days of my childhood and
boyhood came at once into my thoughts; and I still liave

in my possession scraps of paper and some little memo-
randum books written on, one of which in particular is of

good size and bears on the title page the following legend:
" Write and be Kemembered," underneath Avhich many
of my schoolmates and others have written their names,

date of birth etc., giving a specimen of their handwriting

Now, the outcome of this is

—

They are remembered, and
as my friend said, I ivill never forget them..

August 19.—My brother and I, with horse and buggy,

and taking fifty copies of the Souvenir, set out from home
this afternoon on what I might term a '' delivery trip"

to Little Cooley, Centreville, Titusville, etc. We first

drove to Blooming Valley, where we commenced the work
of our mission, and the many kind friends who greeted

us on our journey (a most pleasant one indeed to both of

us), were too numerous to name. The towns or villages

we stopped at after leaving home were Blooming Valley

New Eichmond, Little Cooley (where we visited W. V.

Wheeler,* who was very ill, and whom we saw for th&

last time; near Little Cooley we stopped over night, with

my nephew, Orlando Waid), Townville, Tryonville, Cen-

treville, Titusville, Grand Valley, Sanford, East Branch,

Spartansburg and Riceville; then back to Little Cooley,

and so home. At Titusville we saw our old friends, Asa

and Elizabeth Davis, the latter of whom is a daughter of

William Smith, once a near neighbor of ours, and to whose

* Mr. Wheeler is a brother-in-law of R. L. Waid.
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place I was taken in infancy in order to be inducted into

the art of eating bread and butter, in other words

—

weaned. Mrs. Davis reminded me of it to-day. by saying

"I used to hold you in my arms, I could not do it now;

I am sixty-six, but I did it Once upon a time." So ended

my short Warren County trip, delightful in all respects,

and very profitable.

On August 22, at the home of the bride's parents, were

inarried Rev. G. S. W. Phillips (a second cousin of mine)

and Miss Clara Smith of Meadville, toward the former of

whom I feel myself much attracted, as I think him an ex-

cellent, industrious young man. He studied Avith much dili-

gence both at the Normal School, Edinboro, Erie Co.,

Penn., and at Allegheny College, Meadville, from which

latter he graduated in the class of 1890. I would like

here to add a word of comfort for his mother who has

taken such a deep interest in liis welfare and in his edu-

cation. I think no little sacrifice has been made, and no

pains have been spared in helping him along in his

course of study for the ministry; and I pray that the

Lord may continue His blessing on both families, and

prosper the young man. To these two families—the "old"

and the " new "—I presented a copy of my Soua'ENIE, and

also to several other specially respected and beloved

friends, such as Alfred Huidekoper (of whose father, H. J.

Huidekoper, my grandfather and father bought the home-

stead farm), Elizabeth Huidekoper, Hon. William Rey-

nolds (whose father, John Reynolds, paid me the first

dollar I ever owned, which was for wild strawberries I

sold him) and others.

On August 30 I met in Meadville my aged Christian

friend, Ross Lane, and passed our usual kindly greetings,

heartily shaking hands. We sjwke kindly and seemingly

more tenderly to each other than we had ever done be-
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fore, which might be iuterpreted into premouitions of

some impending calamity; but, be that as it may, it was
the last time we were destined to meet on earth, for next

day, Sunday, at noon, Mr. Lane died in the M. E.

Church in Meadville. The account that I received of

this sudden and melancholy taking away was in substance

as follows: Mr. Lane Avent to church as usual, listened

to the sermon, went to his class, gave his testimony, sat

down and (in the words of his pastor. Dr. Hall, when he

gave out in the evening the announcement of the death

)

" fell asleep." Brother Ross Lane was a member of our

church at State Eoad, and his brother Isaiah, a Method-

ist preacher, assisted in the protracted meetings during

1850-51, at the same church.

Sunday, August 31.—I was glad to learn that Rev.

W. H. Marshall, Baptist minister, had returned from his

trip to Europe, as I have always profited much by his

sermons and had a desire to hear him once more. And
my wish was gratified this forenoon, for, in company with

Mr. Derby, I attended the Baptist Church in Meadville,

where we listened to a most interesting discourse by Mr.

Marshall, his subject being Matthew xxviii: 20: And, lo,

I am wUh you alway, even unio the end of the world.

Amen. How I would like to dwell on the good things

spoken of in this sermon, and tell of the help I received

from it! At the Sunday-school I was invited with my
friend into Mrs. Wallace's Bible class, and while reciting

we had the benefit of advice and instruction from Mr.

Marshall on the lesson. I was pleased to see present Mr.

Luce and other friends whom I met at church. In the

afternoon I went to prayer meeting at State Street M. E.

Church, and in the evening attended the First M. E.

Church, where I had the pleasure of listening to an excel-

lent sermon from the lips of Dr. C. E. Hall, his subject
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being " Buildirig," his text taken from the advice given-

by David to his son, Solomon, about the building of the

temple. Dr. Hall is deserving of my heartfelt thanks for

his interest manifested in my welfare. How is it that

ever since I first saw and made the acquaintance of this

good man at the funeral of my aunt, Eliza Phillips, July

25, 1887, at Townville, Penn., I have been continually at-

tracted toward him? His sermons, his friendship, his

presence and help have had a truly wonderful influence in

building me up in the faith of the Gospel. I have a right

to say I love him. When I grasped his hand in the ves-

tibule of the church this evening I said to him: "Dr.

Hall, I love to shake your hand, in it is the grasp of

friendship; let me thank Christ and respect you for thus

honoring me."

On the following Tuesday I attended the funeral of the

late Koss Lane, the services being held in the church in

v/hich he expired. Dr. Hall and Dr. T. L. Flood officiat-

ing. Thus ended the days of a good Christian man, one

ripe in years like a shock of corn that cometh in in its

season. He passed suddenly away (and he often ex-

pressed a wish to so die) in the service of the Lord, from

his church on earth to his eternal home in Heaven, hon-

ored of God and beloved by men for his Christian char-

acter. Not long since I met him on the street in Mead-

ville, and after greetings he said to me. " Brother Waid,

over fifty years ago I gave my heart to the Lord, at which

time I was a wild, reckless young man. The good Lord

tamed me, and I have been tamed ever since." What a

sermon! How true in my own experience! The Mead-

ville Daily Tribune of September 12, 1890, gives the fol-

lowing account of Mr. Lane's sudden decease, and pays

to his memory an elegant tribute:
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HE DIED HAPPY.

DEATH OF THE VENERABLE ROSS LAXE AT THE FIRST M. E. C lUKCIf.

The couimimity was startled Sunday afternoon when it was an-

nounced that Ross Lane, one of the oldest citizens of Meadville, was
dead, he having passed peacefully away while attending class meeting
after the regular service at the first M. E. Church. 3Ir. Lane was as

well as usual, earh' in the morning, and had remarked that the daj'

was a glorious one, just before the hour for church service ar-

rived. He listened intently to the sermon, and appeared to be in a

happy frame of mind. After church he found his way to the class-

room and attended the meeting presided over by >Ir. D. R. Coder. Mr.
Lane arose and related his experience with much earnestness., saying-

that he was tirm in the faith, and felt that the Lord was with him. As
Mr. Lane sat down it was noticed that his body was swaying, and
finally he rested his head on a chair, a groan escaping from his lips.

His head was bowed longer than usual, and when those present went
to his assistance it was found that life was gone. He had passed away
without a struggle, and all efforts at resuscitation were unavailing.

Later the body was removed to the residence of F. E. Wilson, No,
990 South Liberty Street, where Mr. Lane had made his home during-

the past four years.

The writer is without the necessary information for an obituarj-

notice, except a few words concerning Mr. Lane's life, dropped during

conversation at various times. He was born in the State of Xew York
in the year 1806, and followed the business of lumbering in early life.

More than a half century ago he came to Crawford County, and an or-

dinary lifetime was spent in Meadville. Several years ago he retired

from active duty, but as his health was good for one of his years, he was
able to appear on the streets daily, and always had a cheerful greeting:

and pleasant word for his friends. He was always a Methodist, and

no man was ever more strict in his attendance on divine service. Even-

when his body became somewhat feeble, and his eye dim, he was al-

ways in his pew in church at the proper time. He lived a consistent

Christian life, and his faith in the promises of his Maker never fal-

tered. We have never known a man whose belief in the reality of

religion was more intense or earnest. His was a life of never waver-

ing faith, and he was a servant who was never untrue to his Master.

He had often expressed the wish that the end of his life might come

suddenly, and he dreaded the thought that he might become weak in

mind and body, and linger on a bed of sickness long before the vital

spark should finally go out. Had he been given the power to choose

when and where he should die, he would undoubtedly have said: "Let
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me be called to my rest on the Lord's day, in the church which I have
always'loved."

Those who have no faith in the theory that the Supreme Ruler is

mindful of His creatures, and grants their wishes, might learn a valua-

ble lesson from the death of the man who was known among the

members of his church as Father Lane. On Sunday, August 24, he at-

tended class meeting, and among other things said: "I can only hope
to live to once more give mytestimouj- for God." This wish was grati-

fied, and after being once more permitted to declare his faith in Divine

goodness, he was called hence. His death removes an old and highly

respected citizen. Mr. Lane's wife died several 3'ears ago, and of his

family but one is living—Mrs. George H. Hamilton, at present a resi-

dent of Jefferson, Ohio.

The Meadville Tribune, in speaking of the late Ross

Lane, says, he " was a Methodist, and no man was ever

more strict in his attendance on Divine service." This

reminds me of my mother—of how she loved the house

of the Lord, and of how faithfully she sought all the means

of grace
;
yes, and found them too. She visited the sick,

and soothed their sufferings; she was present at funerals,

and wept over dear departed friends; she Avas constant in

her attendance at church, and prayed devoutly, for all

mankind; in all of which duties I, also, desire to be reg-

ular, for the Lord comforts my heart in being faithful in

His service. How appropriate was that sheaf of wheat

that lay on the plain coffin, wherein rested all that was

mortal of Ross Lane! The good pastor said in his dis-

course that had he selected a text for the occasion it

Avould have been Jobv: 26: Thou shalt come to thy grave

in a full age, like as a shock of corn cometh in in his

season. I went to the cemetery, where I lingered for a

brief space to meditate and see the last respects paid to

this aged pilgrim, whose cheerful voice we shall never

hear again, and whose happy face we shall see no more on

earth. Good-night till the blessed Resurrection Morn

dawns on an Eternal Day ! Peaceful is the repose of those

who slumber in the Lord!
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Before leaving Greendale Cemetery I visited other

dear resting places, among them that of Dr. David Best,

whose new monument brought to my recollection the oc-

casion of his funeral which my wife, Eliza, and I attended.

On a certain elegant monument I read this inscription:

They Have Awakened Me From the

Dream of Life.

This was surmounted by an angelic figure beautiful

to behold.

Thursday, September 4.—At family worship this

morning I read some Scripture passages, one of which was

A friend loveth ai all limes. I want to be that friend,

so that I may be Christlike, and move on to perfection

in this Heavenward journey, alivays remembering thai a

friend should hear a friend's infirmHies. The greater

the cross, the more grace is given. Family devotional

exercises afford me great pleasure and comfort, and while

engaged in them I always think of my childhood days,

and the altar family worship we were wont to attend, in

which my pious mother always took an essential part.

How good a thing it is to have a portion of Scripture read

!

How beneficial and helpful is family prayer! My mother

never neglected the sacred duty—Bible reading and

prayer; a blessed memory to me, your son, dear mother!

I have a desire to thank my Heavenly Father, and rev-

erence the memory of my parents for the influence of

home worship. While I live let me bless the Lord for

the privilege of having worship in my own family, which

was so nobly kept up by my good wife, Eliza, who has

gone to enjoy her reward.*

* T thank tlie Lord that even now .July 18, 1891, while my home is part of the time

with my ehiklren, I am permitted to enjoy the blessed privilege of having family

prayer. The reader will remember that life is a changing scene—tomorrow our

lot may not be as to-day: certainly we will be one day older, and we may be fortu-

nate or unfortunate. Life is uncertain.
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I was very much pleased at receiving a present from

my honored friend, Mr. Alfred Huidekoper, a book I

much value, the title of which is " Meadowside Musings

and ISongs of the Affections." I also received by express

from my publishers, J. H. Beers & Co., Chicago, two

complimentary copies of my Second Souvenir, bound in

full morocco, and gilt-edged, which I highly appreciate.

How true is the Bible saying: Whatsoever a man soweth,

fliat shall he also reap! A harvest is sure to follow, the

outcome of which may never be known in this life.

September 8.—To-day I called on our pastor, Rev.

James Clyde, and handed liifla my check for fifty dollars,

as quarterage at State Road Church. On his thanking me
I replied that I believed I was only doing my duty, but that

I would like to have, as a favor, my pastor's picture, which

was granted. This reminds me of a similar incident

which occurred on September 12, 1888, when I gave my
check for one hundred and thirty dollars to Pastor

Brother M. Miller, which paid his entire claim for salary

at State Road, and left a balance of ten dollars toward

the support of worn-out preachers. I understand the

Society raised an equal amount, same year, to buy an

organ. I would not have it thought that in the relating

of this I wish to boast, for I do not so intend it; I owe

the Lord, let me paij Him.

Saturday, September 13.—To-day I set out for Oil

City, Penn., in order to attend the Erie Conference and

spend the Sabbath there. It is about thirty miles from

Meadville to Oil City, and on my journey I found the

creeks Hooded, with much water lying in the ditches and

on the low lands, owing to the heavy fall of rain we have

just had. Erie Conference never had a better day than

this bright Sabbath, and there was a great gathering of

ministers and laymen. My testimony in that love feast
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was: Lei all the people praise the name of the Lord, for
it is excellent in all the earth; and truly is this so now in

my heart in Trinity Methodist Episcopal Church, Oil

City, where the Conference is being held. Let Zion re-

joice! V/hat a good day it was for everybody, and how
indulgently the Lord remembered me amid the multitude

Avho worshiped there that day. I met one friend there

whom, I believe, I would have journeyed almost any-

where to see—and that friend was Mrs. W. F. Oldham,

the Christian lady missionarj^ from Singapore, India,

who, as I have already related elsewhere, once sang a

beautiful hymn in our parlor, and whose husband was

our pastor when he was attending Allegheny College.

She told me she had heard that Brother Francis Waid,

from State Road, was at Conference, so it came to pass

that we Avere looking for each other when we casually met

on the street on which she Avas then residing, and were

formally introduced to each other by our former worthy

pastor. Rev. J. F. Perry, who was at Conference along

with his son, also a pastor. I met many other former

pastors as well as acquaintances, old and new, and among

the many " shining lights" to whom I was introduced

were Bishop Thoburn, Chaplain Dr. McCabe, and Bishop

J. M. Mallalieu, of New Orleans. I wish that space on

these pages would admit of my speaking at length about

the excellent sermons, the good songs of Zion sung by

the choir and congregation, and the touching spiritual

pieces played and sung by the White Brothers, occasion-

ally assisted by Dr. McCabe. I do not know and am un-

able to say how much good the missionary work advo-

cated at this Conference will do in the world, but of this

I am sensible—I am like the blind man whom Christ

healed, in that I can see better than I did before I went

to Erie Conference. May the Lord help me to do more
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good, not only in this but in every other way within th&

limits of my ability, for I wish to be fally His, now and

forever, and to serve Him out of a pure heart. O, how

wonderfully the endless story of Jesus and His glory

leads me to exclaim with David: O, that men would there-

fore praise the Lord for His goodness, and declare the

iconders that He doeth toward the cJiildren of men!

Praise God from whom all blessings flow,

Praise Him, all creatures here below;

Praise Him above, angelic host;

Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost."

On Monday I again met Mrs. Oldham, when I presented

her, for herself and husband, with a copy of my Seconi>

Souvenir, desiring to be remembered to Mr. Oldham.

She requested me in return to remember her and her

husband to the State Road and Blooming Valley Socie-

ties, where they were at one time well known, and after

our interview, a too brief one, we parted, perhaps for

eA'er on this earth. I afterward went to Rouseville to

see a beloved friend, Wilson Smith, whom I had not met

since boyhood days when I attended school at the AVater-

ford Academy, Erie County, Penn., in 1852. Fourteen

years ago he was converted, and he is now living a

Christian life. Our hearts were glad as we talked to-

gether in his house, about four miles from Oil City, up

Oil Creek, and also as we walked together to the town,

in the evening, in order to attend church. After the

service, which included the closing of the Conference, I

returned with Brother Wilson Smith to his home, and

on the following morning I bade him and his wife adieu,

and proceeded by train to Franklin.

September 16.—From Franklin I went into the coun-

try in order to visit my second cousin, Fayette Goodwill

(son of George A. Goodwill, who lives at Tryonville,.
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PeiiD.), whom I liad not met in sixteen years, and who is

now living on the Miller & Sibley Stock Farm, Venango
County, Penn., five miles from Franklin, in whose employ
he has been, I think, over fourteen years. When I

reached his place I found he had gone to Franklin, so it

behooved me that I should introduce myself to the fam-

ily, as I had never seen any of them before, which 1 did

in this wise: "Is this Mrs. Goodwill?" "Yes." "Well,

I suppose you do not know me." "Yes, I know you, /
have seen your likeness; this is Mr. Francis Waid."*

Enough! Our good visit had a pleasant commencement,

and increased in interest, especially to me, as my cousin,

Fayette, presently came in from Franklin. He took me
over the farm, 200 acres in extent, on which, so he in-

formed me, there are at present thirteen producing oil

wells; and I also viewed the live stock. The well-known

valuable horse, " Bell," I saw on my return to Franklin,

when I again visited the Miller & Sibley Stock Farm,

and also had a look over the commodious buildings and

the trotting course.

September 17.—I had the pleasure, to-day, of attend-

ing the second reunion of the Foster Family, held in the

M. E. Church, on Bull's Hill, which is surrounded with

beautiful groves where the company assembled in groups

and sat down to a plentiful feast. Mr. James Foster, Sr.,

will be eighty-one on February 14, 1891, and his address

at the banquet, coming as it did from so aged a man, was

replete with interesting recollections and anecdotes of

pioneer life. On this trip I distributed several copies of

my Souvenir, some by mail, most of them personally,

and I received at all hands nothing but thanks, blessings

* I have foimd on several occasions, when introducing myself to strangers, that

I was identified tlirougli their having seen my picture somewhere ; and tliis has

even heen the case with children, as instance, when calling on Mr. Cromwell, in

Chicago, his children knew me at sight, although they had never seen me before,

only my picture.
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and kind words of encouragement. The evening of the

seventeenth closed my visit to Franklin, and I returned

to Meadville and to my home near Blooming Valley.

September 20.—Early this morning my relative,

George Reeves,* of Azalia, Monroe Co., Mich., came to see

us, and by mail I received an invitation to a wedding, a

copy of which invitation I know will interest my young
lady readers at any rate, so I here give it:

Gkant B. Baboock.

Kate M. Simmons.

The pleasure of your compauy is requested at the marriage of

Kate M. Simmons to Mr. Grant B. Babcock on Thursday, September

25, 1890, at 8 o'clock p. m. Residence of Henry Simmons, Busti,

N. Y.

While I was absent in Oil City, my uncle, Robert

Morehead, and his daughter were at our place on a visit,

and I much regret not having met them, as I had been

wishing to have Uncle Robertas picture taken—" to secure

the shadow ere the substance fades." He is now eighty-

nine years old, and I am sure it would please his family

and the rest of his relatives to have a photograph of him

as he now appears. -j- To-day we were made more happy

by a visit from Lewis M. Slocum's eldest son and his

mother-in-law, from Mansfield, Ohio, Maudie, Charles C.

Slocum's little girl being along with them. It is a happy

thought to me, and therefore becomes natural to say that

I was pleased to hear that Mr. and Mrs. Charles C. Slo-

cum had named their little boy, Francis, after me.

Sunday, September 21.—Yesterday I walked (as is

my usual custom) to Meadville, and to-day attended Sun-

* In company with my brother G. N., I liart the pleasure of visiting Mr. Reeves
at his own liome, also his brother .Tames, at Kaisinville, same county, August 10,

1891.

t This desire was subsequently gratified,as will be shown farther on in my Diary.
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of which were very pleasant and profitable. At the close

of the services I asked to be informed of the amount of

collection, adding in effect the following: " I have loved

Sunday-schools and been profited by them from my boy-

hood, and to-day I have spent a ver}^ helpful hour with

you. There are different Avays of manifesting our love

for the Sabbath -school and the church. The little drops

of rain water the whole earth ; let me have the privilege

of doubling your collection." This privilege, you may be

sure, I was readily granted, and, rejoicing, I passed on

my way to my uncle's, Robert Morehead's, place, whence

I proceeded to the home of my cousin, R. A. Fergerson,

where I remained over night; and this Sabbath-Day mile-

stone, placed on the highway of life by God's own

hand, was further sanctified by us in family worship and

prayer. On the following day I succeeded in getting a

dozen photographs (copies) of my venerable uncle, Robert

Morehead, and I was glad, for I had for a long time, as

already intimated, been desirous of having his likeness

to distribute among a few friends as keepsakes. I have

already mentioned that I had received a copy of a book,

" Meadowside Musings," from the author, Hon. A. Huide-

koper, of Meadville, and to-day I was the recipient of

two more books from the pen of the same author, the

titles being " Gathered Leaves " and " Glimpses of

Europe," all of which I prize most highly. The latter

came by hand, accompanied by the following letter:

Meadville, September 19, 1890.

Mr. Francis C". Waid,

Dear Sir: As .you seem to have been a person of correct views of

life from your boyhood, bent on self-culture and the education of your

famil_v, and workiuu' your way up to a comfortable competency for

yourself and those dependent upon you, while not neglecting the

claims of society upon you as one of its members, may I, as a member

of it, express my appreciation of such a record by asking your accept-
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auce of two books, viz.: "Glimpses of Europe" aud " Gatliered

Leaves," to keep, or to give to any of your family, at discretion.

Very truly, yoiirs,

A. HUIDEKOPER.

P. S.—If you have any local library where you prefer to place the
" Glimpses of Europe " for your neighbors to read, you can act as you
prefer.*

Ill the evening (and, by the way, this is Guinnip's

thirty-first birtliday) I drove to Townville, on business,

and back to George W. Cutshall's, where I tarried till

next day.

September 24,—Going to-day to Union City, Penn., I

there attended to some business, and made a number of

calls on friends, including my niece, Blanche Underholt

;

thence, in the evening, I proceeded to Jamestown, where I

remained with my cousin, Frank Colt. On the following

day I attended the wedding of Henry Simmons' daughter,

Kate M., and Grant B. Babcock, as already announced.

Harvy Simmons accompanied me to and from the bride's

home, and much did we enjoy the drive, about eight miles,

it being a beautiful, placid, moonlit evening. After the

marriage ceremony, performed by Rev. Lowell, a Baptist

minister, and customary congratulations to the happy

couple, the company, nearly one hundred in number, sat

down to an excellent repast provided by the parents of

the bride. The remainder of the evening was spent in a

most happy manner, "and all went merry as a marriage-

bell," and in peace and harmony ; I should not forget to

add that the bride's wedding gifts were numerous and ap-

propriate, the best wishes of myself being accompanied by

a Bible and a blue-covered copy of my Second Souvenik.

Sunday, September 28.—To-day at State Street

Church, Meadville, I heard our new pastor. Rev. Laverty,

* I have read the book from beginning to end, aud found it most interestingly

descriptive. Scenes of travel so well portrayed I love well, and I intend to place
the " Glimpses of Europe " in the Sunday-school Library, for the benefit of others.

[.Tuly 20, 1891.
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preach his initiatory sermon. Our old pastor, Rev.

James Clyde, was present, and he accompanied me out to

State Road Church, where I listened to his farewell ad-

dress, which was touching and full of sympathy and love.

I was glad to be present, as I, too, was aware of having

shortly to leave my home and brethren for weeks at least,

perhaps months, maybe for ever—who can tell?* "Man
proposes, God disposes."

September 29.—My brother and I went to Saegertown

on business, and I availed myself of the opportunity to

distribute a few more copies of my Souvenir; then on

my return home was very busy with many things in prep-

aration for my setting out West. I hope to see all my
three sons before starting, but at present Guinnip and

Fred are from home threshing in the country; however,

I may see them to-morrow. Life is not an empty dream

—it is full of hope and good cheer
;
yet we often tread it

with caution and between the hedge-rows of doubt and

fear as to the future. We know not Avhat may be near,

what dangers, rocks and shoals, so Ave had best trust in

Him as long as we are here, and Heavenward our frail

bark He wall assuredly steer in such safety and peace as

to His children He imparts when

" The sun has gone down in a golden glow.

And the Heavenly city lies just below."

[From September 30, 1890, to January 1, 1891, comes

my fifth trip to Kansas and the West, an account of which

commences at page 42.
]

* I here refer to my projected trip to the West, to meet my wife, an account

of wliicli will be found elsewhere.
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1891.

Sunday, January 4.—To-day I went to State Road

Church Sunday-school, and to each of the scholars present

under twenty years of age I offered a copy of my Second

Souvenir, requesting the superintendent to send me the

names of all those who would like to have one. I feel as

if I want to do something for our Sunday-school where

I have shared the blessings of the Lord in some manner

or another for the past fifty years—since I first com-

menced to attend both it and the church with my parents.

January 5.—My eldest son, Franklin, is thirty- six

years old to-day. In company with G. W. Cutshall I

went to Meadville on business, and we then came to see

my brother, G. N., my first call on him since my return

from the West, and following this I made, at difPerent

dates, a good many visits among friends and relatives, all

of whom cheered me with kindly greetings of welcome.

On the 8th I learned of the death of Mrs. Maria Long

(the oldest person in our community), at the patriarchal

age of a few years under one hundred. " Aunt Maria,"

as she was called, always lived near us, and was ever

noted for her industry and honesty; she was a woman

who I always thought did the best she could, and was

universally beloved and respected. Her funeral, which

took place on Sunday, 11th instant, was largely attended,

although the day was very wet and uninviting; and so

desirous was I to be present that, after listening to Dr.

T. C. Beach's sermon at the M. E. Church at Meadville,

I walked from there to Blooming Valley, and thence pro-

ceeded to the cemetery.

January 10.—This I always regard as a most notable

day in my life, for it dates the commencement of my
Christian life ; my return to God ; my seeking after better

things; my starting on the Heavenly journey ; my con-
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firmed hope of Heaven. Why, therefore, should I uot

thank and praise my Heavenly Father tjiis day for havino-

mercifully spared me to reach the end of the fortieth

year of my Christian life? The Lord is so good to me
that I will ever praise His name, thank Him for His
manifold mercies, and worship Him in the beauty of

holiness.
" Grander than ocean's story.

Or songs of forest trees

—

Pnrer than breath of morning
Or evening's gentle breeze

—

Clearer than mountain echoes

Ring out from peaks above

—

Rolls on the glorious anthem
Of God's eternal love.

" Dearer than any lovings

The truest friends bestow;

Stronger than all the yearnings

A mother's heart can know;
Deeper than earth's foundations,

And far above all thought;

Broader than Heaven's high arches

—

The love of Christ has brought."'

Sunday, January 11.—I have already stated that in

the forenoon of to-day I attended the M. E. Church in

Meadville and Mrs. Long's funeral. The text was 2

Timothy iii: 16: All Scripture is given by inspiration of

God, and is profitable for doctrine, for 7'eproof,for correc-

tion, for instruction in rigliteousness. It was the first

time I had heard Dr.. Beach, and I was in no small de-

gree edified and helped by his able discourse on the

above subject. This was indeed a glorious day for me
in all respects, and well worthy of being preserved on

record as the " New Year's Day " of the forty-first year

of my Christian life. I want to begin the year aright;

yet I know I must be careful, though not too careful in

doing good. I take for my own use, and that of others



136

in my present home, five county newspapers besides the

Chaidauqiian, all published in Meadville, and I have

now ordered over twenty copies, that is a year's subscrip-

tion for each of some friends from January 1, 1891, to

January 1, 1892, many of which are renewals, others

being new subscriptions.

January 16.—To-day I set out for Jamestown, N. Y.,

and on arrival there immediately proceeded to the home
of Mr. F. Colt. On Sunday following, Gertie and Mertie

Colt accompanied me to the Methodist Episcopal Church

and Sabbath-school, where Ave listened to an eloquent

sermon delivered by Rev. A. C.Ellis, from John iii: 4:

How can a man he horn when he is old? In the evening',

along with Mr. Frank Simmons, I went to the Opera

House, where the Baptists are at present holding their

meetings while their new church is being built, and here

I had the pleasure of listening to Miss Kate Bushnell's

address on " Social Purity."* On Monday I made a call

on Mr. and Mrs. Fred Davis, with whom is living Mrs.

Davis' father, Mr. Washburn, now in his eighty-seventh

^ear-j-; also called on Mr. S. Phillips to see blind Hattie

Howard, who used to visit at our home with her sister

years ago. Among other calls I made was one on Mr.

and Mrs. Grant M. Babcock, at whose wedding I was

present September 25, 1890. On the evening of the 19tli

I attended Russell Conwell's lecture, the subject of

which was " The Jolly Earthquake in India in 1605—

A

Legend." From Jamestown I proceeded to Ashville, in

*This address was listened to by a large and evidently appreciative audience.

I. myself, think It was simply grand, and would lil\e to liear it again: it is wortli re-

peating several times, even to the same audience; and 1 lielieve it woidd prove a

universal blessing if the whole world could have an opportunity of hstening to it,

for then, I feel confident, trutli and righteousness would prevail.

tMr. Washburn had been in failing health for some time when I visited him
last summer. I can not give the exact date of his death, but think, from wluit I

have been informed, tliat lie died in May, 1801.
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order to visit other friends, especially Mr. Burns and
family, but I found they had moved away, intending to

go to Ohio; so thinking I might find Mr. Burns in James-
town I returned thither, but was disappointed, as he had
gone, so I learned, to Olean to see his daughter. On
Tuesday I went to Lakewood, where I again saw my
friend, Mr. Fleek, as also his brother Fayette, at Harmony,
and enjoyed, taken all in all, a most pleasant visit.

Then on Wednesday I journeyed to Corry, where I visited

an old school acquaintance, Mrs. Henry Thurston (for-

merly Delia Dickson ) , whom at one time I used to see

frequently, but of late years have seldom met. From
there coming to Union City, I here called on my niece,

Blanche Underholt, and family; also the Housenick boys,

with whom I am well acquainted and glad to meet again.

In the evening of the same day I came on to Saegertown,

from which place a walk of a mile and a half brought me
to the County Alms House and Farm, in Woodcock i ^^i'

Township, of which my brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, Jc^^'

is superintendent, and Mrs. Cutshall matron. As l(/

tarried over night with them, I had an opportunity of

visiting them in their recently appointed positions, and,

for aught I could see, everything seemed to be going "on

harmoniously and satisfactorily. I registered as a visitor,

and learned that the present number of inmates in this

excellent charitable institute is 106. Blessed is he that

consider^eth the poor; the Lord will deliver him in the

time of trouble. Thus ended my six days' trip to James-

town.

January 23.—On my return home this morning I

dropped in to see my sick neighbor, D. H. Miller, and

while there learned of the death, yesterday afternoon, of

George Dewey, in his sixty-fourth year, after an illness

of several weeks, I might even say years, from a stroke of
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paralysis. On the following day I attended bis funeral^

Eev. Barber conducted the services, and the interment

took place in Blooming Valley Cemetery.

On this same day also died Lorenzo Williams, an old

acquaintance of mine, who was born in Massachusetts in

July, 1816, and came to Crawford County many years

ago, and I regret that I had not heard in time to attend

his funeral. In the evening I took train for Cochran ton,

a few miles southeast of here, in company with a

friend, William Adams, for the purpose of attending the

dedication of the M. E. Church at that place. It

being late when we arrived there, I stayed for the night

at a hotel, but next morning, after breakfast, my friend,

Mr. A. T. Brown, called for me, having heard I was in

town. Accompanying him to his pleasant home, I there

met his wife, whom I formerly knew as Miss Emma
Hunter, and the rest of the family, and most happy in-

deed were our mutual salutations. I was also glad to

meet Dr. T. C. Beach, pastor of the First Methodist

Episcopal Church at Meadville, who preached in the new

church building at 10:30 A. m. ; from the text, 1 Corin-

thians, iii: 11: For other foundaiion can no man lay ilian

that is laid, ivhich is Jesus Christ. A very large audi-

ence, probably 800, listened attentively to the eloquent

Doctor, and at the close of the discourse the sum of

twenty-one hundred dollars was collected toward paying

off the church debt, which was in reality less than that

amount. St. James declares that in doing ice ai'e blessed,

and my own experience bears Avitness to the truth of his

doctrine. I was blessed in hearing the sermon, the more

so as these beautiful words fell on my ear: They sliall

prosper that love thee. Who would not love Zion ? Who
would not wish to help on the Master's cause and king-

dom? Here, then, on the occasion of which I am writing,
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was an opportunity for all to do something, and, while

the contributions were pouring in, Elder Kummer, who
had the management of that portion of the exercises, an-

nounced that a little boy* had come forward and given

a penny, and that the opportunity had now arrived for

some one to contribute one hundred dollars. "How-
many," asked the elder, "will give one hundred dollars ?"

I realized, just then, that my time had come to subscribe,

and so I expressed a desire to stand beside that little boy
who had just given his mite; my request was granted,

and they accordingly put my name down for one hundred

dollars. Again was I made happy by simply doing good;

and I was glad that I had followed the example set by
that fine little boy, Floyd Fleming. In the evening the

presiding elder preached a highly appropriate sermon to

another very large gathering of people. The M. E
Society in Cochranton have now to be congratulated

on their having a fine brick church, for which they

have labored faithfully. Success has crowned their

efforts, and my earnest prayer is that the Lord may bless

them more and more, both spiritually and temporally, for

this new church building has cost them eight thousand

dollars in money, besides much time, labor and patience.

In the course of his remarks in the forenoon the presid-

ing elder said: "Mr. Waid has written a book, I have

read it; he is a self-made man." Hours of toil, days of

thought, and years of opportunity to do good have been

allotted to me, and yet I wish to do more, to open the

book, so to speak, and write some kind word that might

help a friend to a better life, and cheer him onward on

the path of Christian rectitude.

*I afterward met, at the borne of his parents, this bright little boy, Floyd

Fleming, son of James G. Fleming, one of the Church Dedication Committee, and

have recently learned, with regret, of the death of the boy's father.
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In the evening of this same day I went down to my
brother's, and on my way thither heard of the death,

in her fifty-eighth year, of Martha Smith, wife of Ira

Smith, who lives on Hatch Hill; I had known them both

many years, even before they were married. On the fol-

lowing day, on returning from my brother's place, I

called on my aged friends, Mr. and Mrs. J. F. Breed, who

were married in 1833, the year of my birth, and I was

informed by Mr. Breed that he would be four score years

old on February 5, this year. How good the Lord is to

us! "Yes," says some one, "but He takes our friends

away." " True, hut we are left, with this comforting

hope, that if we do right, and lead Christian lives, we can

go to them." These thoughts come to me as I sit writ-

ing in my diary in the old home of my childhood, where

the spirits of my twin brother, my father and my mother

all took their flight to the better land, that Heavenly

" Home eternal, beautiful and bright, where sweet joys,

supernal, never are dimmed by night." I doubt not but

some may think these reflections of mine are strange; to

me, however, they do not appear so. It is just twenty

years ago, to-day (January 27, 1891), since my father

died in this old home. Why should I not ponder it, and

try to be ready when I am called?

" Not enjoymeut, and not sorrow,

Is our destined end or way;

But to act that each to-morrow

Finds us furtlier than to-day.

" Let us then be up and doing.

With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait."

I remember the prayer of my parents that we—the}'

and their children—should also live that finally we miglit

make an unbroken family above, and to-day I offer a
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similar prayer: May the Lord grant to each of ns the

same spirit, that all the families on earth may be saved!

In the evening I went a mile south of Blooming Valley

to visit my aged friend Mrs. Dickson, according to my
promise made to her son and daughter when I met them in

Minnesota. I was glad to find Mrs. Dickson well, and

still able in her advanced years to attend to her house-

hold duties; she was even able to be present last Satur-

day at the funeral of George Dewey! She had two lady

visitors while I called—Mrs. George Bush and Mrs.

Hellyer—who added to the mutual pleasantness of the

visit. I left Mrs. Dickson's about 10 o'clock for my own

home, a walk of about two miles, and as I plodded on my
moonlit way I fell athinking about life's duties. What
a startling array of responsibilities does even a single

day carry! Probably no one studies his duty toward God
and his fellowman better or more profitably than he who

realizes the fact that a day, gone, never returns, and that

we will be individually accountable for what we have

done and what we have left undone—for our sins of com-

mission and sins of omission.

On Wednesday, January 28, I attended the funeral of

Mrs. Ira Smith, of whose death I have just made men-

tion. She was interred in the Smith Cemetery, and the

services at the church and at the grave were conducted

by Rev. Hamilton McClintock.

Sunday, February 1.—Having, according to my usual

custom, walked to Meadville yesterday on business, I de-

cided to remain over Sunday, so went to the home of

Mr. and Mrs. Hites, whom I can call "old friends," for

I have known them both since long before their marriage.

I met some of their relatives in Jamestown, N. T., who

requested me to call on them when I could, as I had

photographs of some of their friends to show them.
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Together we went this forenoon to the First Presbyterian

Church, and there listened to an excellent sermon from

the lips of Rev. Hays, the regular pastor, whom I had

heard once before—text, Matthew xiv: 31: Wherefore

didst ihou douhtf After the service I bade my kind

friends adieu, and betook myself to Mr. Derby's, my
regular stopping place in Meadville. Then in the eve-

ning I attended the Baptist Church, where I heard a

very able discourse and appeal to the unconverted, the

text being Joel iii: 14: Mulfitudes, multitudes, in the

valley of decision; for the day of the Lord is near in

the valley of decision. I love to hear the Rev. W. H.

Marshall preach the Gospel, and I am never tired of

standing on the housetops, figuratively speaking, and

proclaiming to the four quarters of the globe God's im-

measurable love toward mankind, and that the more we

partake of His love (and Ood is love) the more friend-

ship and kindness Avill we exhibit in ours. I often think

of this; and yet the charity of the world is cold. With

the prophet Joel, I wish that multitudes, multitudes Avould

come to Christ, and be sheltered from the storms of life

in a haven of rest. Christ wants us all to preach His

Gospel by leading lives of devotion to Him. Come let us

ivork in his vineyard now, to-day, ere we find it too late;

when to-morrow has come ive may not be here.

" Work for the night is coming;

Work, through the morning hours;

Work, while the dew is sparkling;

Work, mid springing flowers;

Work, when the day grows brighter,

Work in the glowing sun;

Work, for the night is coming,

When man's work is done."

February 2.—I thought it best to remain in Meadville

till after the funeral of my old friend and acquaintance,



143

Joseph Taylor, who had died at the age of seventy-two

years, and whom I have known for a long time. Rev. W.
H. Marshall delivered the funeral sermon, the text he
chose for the occasion being Ecclesiastes vii: 1: A good
name is betier ihan precious ointment; and the day of
death than the day of^ one's hirth. The pastor demon-
strated well and clearly that to the righteous the day of

death is better than the day of his birth. I am thankful

for having heard this discourse, as it did me good; build-

ing me up on a sure foundation. How I love them that

love the Lord! I would always be Thine Lord, Thy word

is so dear to me.

Besides doing some business to-day in the city, I pur-

chased six Bibles to present as gifts to my friends, and I

enjoyed the pleasure of a visit with Mr. and Mrs. Quick,

whose relatives I called on when I was in Chicago. Mrs.

Kate Quick was once a pupil of mine in her girlhood ; it is

a pleasure not only to remember but to be remembered.

Surely there is something in every hour of life; we can

either help or be helped as the moments pass by, bringing

opportunities either to be seized or lost forever! On my
way home I called on Henry Smith, Avith whom I tarried

over night, and spent a most pleasant social evening with

his family and aged father-in-law, William Chase, who,

I believe, still enjoys good health for one of his age; he

had been an active and industrious farmer, and retains

his usefulness longer than most men. I Avill here chroni-

cle the death of Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin, whom I knew

well in my youth and early manhood, and at whose house

I used to attend prayer meeting: " Permelia Baldwin

died July, 1, 1873, aged 83 years, 3 months, 18 days;

Aaron Baldwin died April 19, 1881, aged 87 years, 2

months, 19 days."
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February 3.—This evening I had the pleasure of pre-

senting to my friend and relative Mrs. Ralph Roudebush

of Blooming Valley, a copy of the best of all books—

a

Bible—for which she thanked me kindly. No one need

say to me it does not pay to do good ; / Jmow the vahie of

U. Every effort in the right spirit and with proper mo-

tives on my part has brought reward to me. We should

always bear in mind that even in this life the righteous

are promised " Thirty, sixty and some an hundred fold,"

and, in the next, life everlasting. How necessary, then, for

us to sow the good seed if we would reap a golden har-

vest! The Lord will help us to do it, if we only try to

help ourselves.

This cold, wintry day, requiring some letters and books

to assist me in collecting matter for my Third Souvenir,

I went over to my old home, only about eighty rods dis-

tant, where my youngest son, Fred F., lives, and I found

everything about the house and farm in such good order,

that I could not refrain from complimenting him and his

wife. I was much pleased at the advancement they had

made within less than two years, or since they were mar-

ried; I mean in the way of housekeeping, farming and in

the general conducting of things, both in doors and out of

doors. Indeed, I may truthfidly say, the same of my
other sons, Frank and Guinnip, and their wives. It nat-

urally affords me much pleasure to see for myself that my
boys are trying the best they know how to get along in the

world. May the Lord bless us, and help us all to do right.

But I must now speak of my old books and letters,

from which to gather some of the best thoughts for my
Souvenir, in the compilation of which I find that my old

diaries and some of my school records and compositions

do not come amiss. But as I pause for a moment and at

a glance span the journey of life with many of the relics
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before me—letters, books, pictures, mementos, keep-
sakes, etc.—I find nothing more dear to me than those re-

minding me of Eliza, my dead wife. Time will never ef-

face her memory. Anna's letters are undoubtedly dear

to me, but Eliza's recall to me visions of youth and their

happy halcyon days. Then how dear to any one are old

school books and their associations ! To-day, from among
others, I pick up my old " English Reader," on the fly-

leaf of which appears, in the handwriting of either my
father or the school-teacher, my name and the date when I

commenced to dive into its mysteries: " Francis C. Waid,
Dec. 2, 1846." I am glad I studied and made myself ac-

quainted with the contents of that book. I remember,
when my twin brother and I, along with others, were

thought capable of being advanced a grade higher than
" Cobb's Third Reader " (which we had just been study-

ing), to the first class in the "English Reader," that we
required new books; and we got them. Father bought

each of us two a copy of the "English Reader," and that

was a grand day for us. He told us to make good use

of our books and keep them, which we did, and I have

mine still, while that of my twin brother is, I think, either

in possession of my brother, G. N., or some other relative.

I love the " English Reader " and always did, for long

after leaving school I used to take if off the book-shelf

frequently, as did also Eliza, and read it to our children

as well as for our own pleasure. And I do not even now

wish to let this opportunity pass without selecting one

piece of poetry from the second part of the " Reader." It

is by Cowper, the English poet, and the verses are sup-

posed to be written by Alexander Selkirk during his sol-

itary abode of four years and four months on the island

of Juan Fernandez, in the Pacific Ocean:
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" I am monarch of all I surv'ey,

My right there is none to dispute;

From the center all round to the sea,

I am lord of the fowl and the brute.

O Solitude! where are the charms

That sages have seen in thy face ?

Better dwell in the midst of alarms

Than reign in this horrible place.

" I am out of humanity's reach;

I must finish my journey alone,

Never hear the sweet music of speech

—

I start at the sound of my own

;

The beasts that roam over the plain

My form with indifference see;

They are so unacquainted with man,

Their tameness is shocking to me.

" Societ}', friendship and love,

Divinely bestowed upon man!

O, had I the wings of a dove.

How soon would I taste you again!

My sorrows I then might assuage

In the ways of religion and truth

—

Might learn from the wisdom of age.

And be cheered by the sallies of youth.

"Religion! what treasure untold

Resides in that heavenlv word!

More precious than silver and gold.

Or all that this earth can afford;

But the sound of the church-going bell

These valleys and rocks never heard,

Never sighed at the sound of a knell,

Or smiled when a Sabbath appeared.

" Ye winds that have made me your sport.

Convey to this desolate shore

Some cordial, endearing report

Of a land I shall visit no more

!

My friends—do they now and then send

A wish or a thought after me ?

O, tell me I yet have a friend.

Though a friend I am never to see.



I

147

" Ho\Y fleet is a glauce of the mind!

Compared with the speed of its flight,

The tempest itself higs behind,

And the swift-winged arrows of light.

When I think of my own nativ^e land,

In a moment I seem to be there

;

But, alas! recollection at hand
Soon hurries me back to despair.

" But the sea-fowl has gone to her nest.

The beast is laid down in his lair;

Even here is a season of rest,

And I to my cabin repair.

There's mercy in every place.

And mercy—encouraging thought!

—

Gives even affliction a grace.

And reconciles man to his lot."

February 5.—To-day until noon I was busy at home

writing, and looking over old letters, over a hundred in

number, written to my father and mother by kindred and

friends, and so long carefully preserved for me to review

now after many or most of the writers, besides the recip-

ients, have departed for the other shore. What a pleas-

ure and comfort they bring to me! Then the afternoon

had yet another sweet pleasure in store for me in my
having the privilege of presenting a Bible to John F.

Breed on his eightieth birthday, to give to his great-

grandchild, Shirley Chipman, a seven-year-old boy, who

was present when I handed the book to Mr. Breed. This

boy's grandfather, Edward Chipman, was a schoolmate

of mine, and also at one time a pupil. A number of

relatives of the old gentleman were gathered at his home

to congratulate him on the occasion, and I had an oppor-

tunity of thanking Mrs. Phebe Jones, of Buffalo, N. Y.

(Mrs. Breed's youngest daughter), for her kind letter of

sympathy, conveying a tribute to the memory of Eliza.

From Mr. Breed's I went to see my brother, who accom-
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paiiied me in a walk to our friend, William Smith, living

about two miles from town, where we remained, each of

us enjoying an old-fashioned visit such as brings a three-

fold pleasure in Anticipation, Participation and Remem-
brance. You know, friend reader, there are such visits,

and this was one of them. We had each over fifty years

of life from which to gather our experience, and we had

not met together for a long time; yet how quickly the

evening passed away! On the following day I again

called on my sick neighbor, Mr. Miller, whom I found no

better; then went to Mr. Glenn Fleek's to see his aged

father-in-law, Mr. Henry Kelley, in verity a patriarch,

born September 14, 1800, and whom I had known from

my boyhood.

Sunday, February 8.—This turned out a profitable

day for me all round. Where labor is followed by rest

and duty by pleasure, what a blessing they bring! In the

morning I attended the State Street M. E. Church Sab-

bath-school, and at the close I was invited to address a

few words to the children. One thought I expressed was

the value of time and place when and where I love to see

children. If time is more valuable than gold, why then

not make the best use of it? And where can we make a

better use of time than by employing an hour in the Sun-

day-school? I have seen children in many places, but I

do not remember of ever looking on them with greater

pleasure than in the Sabbath- school, where we all learn

the most useful lessons, especially the young, for here

they receive their equipment for life's journey. In the

forenoon there was preaching by our pastor. Rev. J. Lav-

erty, his text being John xv: 15: But I have called you

fj'iends. I love the Gospel, and, as I have often thought

and said, let it do me good as it doeth the upright in

heart, so as I can repreach and practice it in my life
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work. A good class-meeting followed the service, and
in the afternoon a prayer meeting was held in the church,

instead of the nsual "cottage-meeting." In the evening

I heard Dr. T. C. Beach preach in the First M. E.

Church from Matthew vii: 20: Wherefore by their fruits

ye shall know them, a passage in Scripture I had many a

time read, and heard expounded. I had heard Dr. Beach
tAvice before—once in his own church and once at Coch-

ranton, last month, as already related. He who loves home
best has the greatest appreciation of good things when
he goes abroad; at least that is how I have found it in

the line of my experience. That passage of Scripture he

spoke on to-night. Wherefore by their fruits ye shall know
them, reminds me that there is something about the Bible,

the Gospel, that never loses its attraction to the Chris-

tian. It never grows stale or unprofitable by being read

and studied over and over again. We love it more and

more as the years roll by. It is better farther on.

" How sweet is the Bible! how pure is the light

That streams from its pages divine!

'Tis a star that shines soft thought the gloom of the night,—

Of jewels a wonderful mine.

" 'Tis bread for the hungry, 'tis food for the poor,

A balm for the wounded and sad,—

'Tis the gift of a father—His likeness is there,

And the hearts of His children are glad."

February 9.—It is said that only one individual in a

thousand lives to see eighty, and only one in ten thousand

reaches the patriarchal age of a hundred years. In the

married life how few live to see their fiftieth wedding an-

niversary! probably not one in a thousand. I can name,

however, an exception in my own family, in the person of

my uncle, Robert Morehead, who lived fifty years with
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his second wife! Now the reader will perhaps be won-

dering what all this has got to do with February 9, 1891,

and I must reveal the truth to him or her—it is the fif-

tieth anniversary—" Golden Wedding "—of my most

esteemed and well-beloved old friends, Mr. and Mrs. John

Roudebush, * of Blooming Valley, whom I have known
from my earliest recollections, having lived within a mile

of their abode all my life. That I received an invitation

to join, with many other guests, in the appropriate cele-

bration of this semi-centennial, goes without saying, and on

my arrival at the home of the happy couple I received a

most friendly and cordial greeting. My only regret

was that my dear wife, Anna, was not with me to contrib-

ute to the pleasure of the gathering, and share in the

many hospitalities extended. On account of her health

she is still with her parents in Kansas, but I hope the

day is not far distant when she will be restored, by the

blessing of God, to sound health. Notwithstanding the

day was wet, there was a large gathering of relatives and

friends, young and old, who all heartily enjoyed them-

selves; and so eager was I to be present that I walked

from Meadville, and on reaching my home stopped to get

a couple of books I intended to present to Mr. and Mrs.

Roudebush, as small tokens of remembrance, the true

value of which would be found between the boards.

These books were the Bible and a copy of my Second

SouvENiK, and in them I wrote the following:

* Mr. Eoudebush was born April 18, 1818, in Bedford County, Penn., and has
been a resident of Woodcock Townsliip, Crawford County, Penn., since 1824; Mrs.
Lucy J. Roudebusli is a daugliter of Josepli and Sarali Armstrong, early settlers of

Troy Township, also in this county.
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She ^ibU.

THE GOLDEN WEDDING GIFT.

Presented to Lucy and John Roudebush, by Frances C. A\'aid,

Blooming Valley, Pa., February 9, 1891.

P. S.—If my request meets with your approbation, I wish you to

leave this Bible, and also the Souvenir, with your children in remem-
brance of your Fiftieth "Wedding Anniversary which I had the pleas-

ure of attending.

F. C. Waid.

§oxxvcn'nc.

Presented to 3Ir. and Mrs. John Roudebush February 9, 1891, on
their Fiftieth Wedding Anniversary, the " Golden Wedding." by
Francis C. Waid, Blooming Valley, Crawford Co., Pa.

Remembrance and Friendship are valuable all along the journey
of life, and real friends appreciate it. May we bequeath it to our
children. Please give this book to yours as a token of our life-long

friendship.

A Friend loveth at (ill times.

F. C. Waid.

After the banquet, to which all were freely welcomed,

came congratulatory addresses and appropriate speeches,

the first of which was a poem written for the occasion and

read by Mrs. Nancy Floyd. The verses presented a brief

sketch of the Roudebush Family, and was very interest-

ing. This was followed by an address by Mr. Humes,

who in the course of his remarks paid Mr. Roudebush

and his estimable wife a well-deserved compliment, in

saying that not only hundreds but even thousands in this

county and elsewhere respected and honored them for

their integrity and real worth. I also spoke a few words,

and one question I asked was: " Are there any here who

attended the wedding of our host and hostess fifty years

ago?" To which Mrs. Roudebush replied: "No

—

ihey

are all deacV Of Mr. and Mrs. Roudebush's eight

children—five sons and three daughters—seven are liv-
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iiig, and four of the seven were present at the "Golden
Wedding," viz. : Benton, Almond, Effie and Ettie ; Clinton,

Lorenzo and Frank are in Europe; the eldest daughter,

Sylvania, is deceased. In concluding my necessarily

brief account of this happy event, I will quote a few words

from the "History of Crawford County," page 1159:

" Mr. Boudebush has one of the finest farms in Blooming

Valley ; has served as a justice of the peace." This worthy

and honored couple are among the best citizens of the

county, and may they long live to enjoy the fruits of their

labor

!

February 12.—I received a very affectionate letter

from my wife, to-day, the purport of which set me deeply

thinking. Her health, which continues in an unsatis-

factory condition, necessitates her still remaining at her

Kansas home among her own people whom I know she

loves well. I, too, love my native county, my home, mv
family, my friends, and have never lived or had a per-

manent home anywhere else; yet I do not say these are

sufficient reasons why I should ask my wife to come here

to live, were it not for a sense of duty and what I believe

to be right. The problem, as I have presented it, I in-

tend to solve by placing it trustfully in the hands of the

Lord, do His will to the best of my ability, and leave the

results with Him, a Bock on which to rest, either at home
or abroad.

Since our marriage I have been spending part of my
time in Kansas with my wife, and part at my home near

Blooming Valley, in duty and business as best I know
how. Now, I believe, in fact I know, the Lord helps us,

when we rely on Him with faith, and the more obedient

we are to Him, and the more we trust in Him, the better

it is for us. He would not invite us to come to Him in

the time of trouble if He could not deliver us; neither
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would He say " east thy burdens on me and I will sustain

thee," if He did not mean it. He is a present help in

time of frouble, mighty to save, strong to deliver. I trust

the reader will properly comprehend my motive in al-

luding in my Souvenir to what might be justly called

"purely private affairs;" but my reason I feel assured is

<][uite apparent to the intelligent. My motive is simply

to DO GOOD; and for the benefit of all who may be in sor-

row, need, sickness or any other adversity, I have named
the one reliable Physician, and the only remedy in the

hour of trouble.

" He leadeth me ! O, blessed tliouo:ht

!

O, words with Heavenly comfort fraught

!

Whate'er I do, where'er I be.

Still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.

" Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,

Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,

By waters still, o'er troubled sea,

—

Still 'tis His hand that leadeth me."

-^oS>-

February 14-.—"Sugaring" has now commenced, and

my sou, Guinuip. and my nephew, Nick P. Waid, working

together, have opened part of their sugar bush. They

have 600 sap pails, and have tapped for about half that

number. It seems early in the season, but the " first run"

is considered the best. My sou, Frank, is busy getting

ready to build and move his barn, a no small undertak-

ing, and my other son, Fred, is also very busy with his

work—-so we all have plenty to do. I think I know now

better than before how it was that my father and mother

were pleased and made happier when they saw their

children doing well and working harmoniously together.

The joys of parents are secret, and so are their griefs and

fears; they can not utter the one, and will not utter the
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other. I know I delight in seeing my children doing

well and getting along without any friction, and my
prayer is that the Lord may help and bless them in so

doing.

Sunday, February 15.—In the forenoon of to-day I

attended the African M. E. Church, by invitation of a

member of the congregation, Mr. Penman. The text was

HaUoioed he Thy name, and the discourse was extremely

edifying, while the singing was particularly sweet; in fact,

the whole service was peculiarly earnest and impressive.

One of their pastors, Rev. W. P. Ross, used to preach

occasionally at Blooming Yalley years ago. In the after-

noon and evening I attended State Street M. E. Church,

where they are holding protracted meetings. On the

following: afternoon I attended the funeral of Fred Den-

ny, which was well attended, in spite of the rain that had

continued two days, services being held at the African

M. E. Church. On my way home from Meadville I

dropped in to see my friend Clark Ellis, and I had only

been in his house a short time when Mrs. Ellis asked me
if I had been in Jamestown, N. Y., lately, and, if so, had

I seen Thompson and Lydia Burns while there '? Well,

I was just in the act of relating to Mrs. Ellis about how

I had tried to see Mr. and Mrs. Burns when in Jamestown

recently (an account of which I have already written),

when who should we see, as we looked out of the Avindow,

but Mr. and Mrs. Burns getting out of a buggy! Certainly

a most singular coincidence. Then came a cordial meet-

ing and hand-shaking of genuine friendship. After con-

siderable chat and "comparing of notes," so to speak, I

went to my son's to apprise them of the news, Mr. and

Mrs. Ellis and Mr. and Mrs. Burns following in their

buggy. Here Mrs. Ellis remained, while Mr. Ellis, Mr.

and Mrs. Burns and I proceeded to Blooming Valley in
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order to pay a visit to my uncle, Horace Waid; after

which we made several more calls on relatives and otliers.

We then assembled at the old homestead of my youth,

where Guinnip lives, and here all partook of dinner and
enjoyed a long conversation about old times and familiar

incidents and scenes. After dinner we went to Frank-

lin's, called on Mrs. Almeda Waid, widow of R. L. Waid,
and in the evening visited Mr. J. H. Reynolds, a near

neighbor of Mr. Ellis', where I remained till morning.

Next day was occupied in making many more visits, in-

cluding one to the Alms House (in order to see Mr. and

Mrs. Cutshall), a call on Mr. Eugene Burns, where are

living a nephew and nieces of Mr. Thompson Burns;

after which Mr. Ellis and I wished Mr. and Mrs. Thomp-
son Burns adieu, as they had to proceed on their journey

to Ohio.

February 19.—To-day I attended the second meeting

of the Dairymen's Association held in Meadville*—

a

good school for both farmers and citizens. Dr. T. L,

Flood, the president, and many prominent men from vari-

ous parts of the Union were present, and delivered ad-

dresses, etc. Various questions of interest were dis-

cussed, as were also the good things provided for the

inner man at the banquets, to the enjoyment of all pres-

ent; then at the close of the last day's session I went with

my cousin, R. A. Fergerson (who was present at the

meeting), to his home, probably to remain a day or two

visiting my uncle and cousins before returning home.

Winter apparently is preparing to take its departure, for

some of the harbingers of spring have already made their

appearance — rain and sunshine and the ever-welcome

bluebird. The farmer is busy sugar-making, and he can

now go forth to his labor, and along with his friends, the

* The association met tliree days in Meadvllle, viz. : February 18, 19 and 20.
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feathered songsters of the woods, enjoy the freedom of

his native land, and sing its praises from morning till

night.

Sunday, February 22.—This morning I came to Mead-

ville, and in the forenoon attended the Second Presbyte-

rian Church, where I heard a good sermon by Dr, Jona-

than Edwards,* the text selected being Exodus xx: 1:

And God spake all these words. In the afternoon I

went to meeting at State Street Church, and in the even-

ing, with my friend, Mr. Derby, attended the Baptist

Church, where we listened with pleasure and profit to a

discourse from Rev. W. H. Marshall on the subject: For
we musi all appear before the judgment seat of Christ

;

that every one may receive tlie things done in his body, ac-

cording to that lie liath done, whether it be good or bad.

(2 Corinthians v: 10:) I am never weary of hearing

the Gospel, and through it learning the way of life.

February 23.—In looking over this morning's papers,

my eye caught the notice of the death of Samuel B.

Long, who was born November 3, 1806, died February

21, 1891, so in the afternoon I proceeded, in company with

my brother, G. N., to his late residence in order to pay

my last tribute of respect. A very large number of his

relatives and friends were present at the funeral, for Mr.

Long was beloved and held in high esteem in the com-

munity ; by none more so than myself, for from my youth,

when I taught school in our township, and he was one of

our school directors, I have loved and honored him. The
impressive homily delivered on this solemn occasion by

* Dr. .Jonathan Edwards, wlio had heen pastor of the Second Presliyterian

Church of MeadvlUe since the latter part of the year 18S8, was horn in 1817, and
died .Tidy 1.3, 1891. It was my in'ilvege, (hning- his three years' ministry in ^[ead-

ville to hear him preacli the Gosi)el on several occasions, botli at funerals and dur-

ing the regular service in his cluu'ch, and I was always deeply impressed with his

words as they fell from his lips. Especially do I speak of the last sermon I ever

heard him preach, hy which I was to an exceptional degree instructed and bene-

fited.
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Kev. H. H. Barber was from John iii: 10: For God so

loved the world that he gave his only begotten son, that

ivhosoeverhelieveth hi Him should not perish bid have ever-

lasfing life. Amoug many incidents that I coukl relate

illustrative of the true friendship of Mr. Long toward me
and mine, one is particularly fresh in my memory. On
a certain day after my second marriage, as my Avife and I

were passing his pleasant home, I found the opportunity

to introduce her to Mr. Long, referring at the same time

to the warm friendship that had for so many years ex-

isted between him and myself, and Anna and I then re-

ceived his congratulations and best wishes for our present

and future welfare and happiness. I love a bond that

severs on earth only when we are called to cross the

River that divides that Heavenly Land from ours.

February 25.—Becoming somewhat wearied of writ-

ing and studying, I concluded this morning, for a change,

to go into the sugar bush, where my son, Guinnip, and

nephew, Nick P., were busy syrup and sugar making,

having G50 sap pails in use. They make more syrup

than sugar, it being the more profitable of the two, and

they have everything very convenient for the business.

When there is a good run of sap, as at present, they keep

up the industry both day and night, having sometimes

over thirty barrels of sap on hand. During the present

month they made over one hundred gallons of syrup and

some sugar, I found my walk over the farm and across

the hundred-acre lot to the sugar bush quite reviving to

me, and as I plodded on my way, I became absorbed in

thought, dreaming of happy days gone by; of the many

years (in fact all my life up to 1889) I followed the same

business, in which I found both work and enjoyment

—

yes, and sometimes profit. Of the innumerable pleasant

associations connected with farm occupations I think the
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" sweetest " of all is the making of maple sugar and syrup

;

and one gets hungry while working in the sugar bush, in

which connection I wish to speak of the pleasant times,

not exactly in my boyhood, when my twin brother and I

worked together in the bush. If we did not take our

dinner with us, one of us could go home and get it ; but

when I was married, sometimes if I was very busy, my
good wife, Eliza, would bring my dinner to the camp.

Happy days then, and happy days now, and pleasant for

me in the thinking of them. It seems we can love a good

thing forever, and never grow tired; even the memory of

such is blessed.

February 26.—I am assessed (1891) in Woodcock
Township as follows: Farm, 200 acres, ^5,800; money

at interest, 140,000; total, $4:5,800; and I may add that

in 1890 my taxes amounted in all (inclusive of what I

paid in Mead and Richmond Townships and in the city

of Meadville) to about three hundred dollars. So you

see a farmer helps not a little toward municipal revenues.

But I am thankful for the occupation, and I rejoice in it

;

it is respectable and honorable, yielding a comfortable

living besides accumulating a yearly increase, to me and

my family a satisfying portion.

February 27.—What shall I write in my diary under

this day's date? Sunshine and shade, joy and sorrow,

smiles and tears, were my experiences, and I found my
first effort to Avork a failure. In traveling, when we arrive

at a bridge, we must cross it or abandon our journey. I

was anxious to continue my journey, but I was weary,

my heart was heavy, and nature was struggling for relief,

so weep I must and shed tears I did, as I threw myself

down on a couch. Some of us are more easily touched,

sympathetically, than others, yet I did not think I could

ever shed so many tears as I did this morning. Our
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Divine Master wept, and why should not we, for we have

a work to do if we desire to fill our mission in life faith-

fully ? My present labor, aside from business affairs, is

to finish the preparation of material for my Third
Souvenir, and being in poor health, in fact sick, my zeal

and eagerness to accomplish the work became too much
for me, and nature had to succumb, as I have just re-

lated. But Christ, who was a Man of Sorrows and who
wept bitter tears more than once during His sojourn on

earth, has bowels of compassion for all who are in trouble

and Avill cast their burdens at His feet.

To me the day seemed sad; it was rough and wintrv

outside, and to me no pleasanter inside, as heavy thoughts

crowded into my mind, and the horizon seemed to me
darkened with somber clouds of melancholy. But the

severest storms are soon over, and in the afternoon Hope
loomed up in the distance, and the bright silver linings

of the lowering clouds appeared in refreshing splendor.

The starlit evening of my dark day was approaching, and

when my son Guinnip came from Meadville, bringing my
mail—newspapers and six letters, one from my dear wife,

written encouragingly as to her health and our home

—

rays of hope lightened up my home, the burden of .my

heart was removed, and I was comforted. In the even-

ing some more good cheer was in store for me, for

Anna, Guinnip's wife, accompanied me to the commence-

ment exercises of the graded school in Blooming Valley,-

where we were eye-witnesses to six students of the class

of 1891 receiving diplomas. This was the first proceed-

ing of the kind ever held here, and the scene was cer-

tainly very pleasant, while the exercises were most in-

teresting and profitable, altogether very hopeful for the

success and advancement of our Blooming Valley school.

The teachers Avere Clifton Leach and Minnie Luper, and
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the graduates were Earl Graham, Mabel Smith, Clyde

Gilmore, Rebecca Hall, Otis Carpenter and Mertie Drake.

The motto displayed was: "For life, not for school, we
learn." Sometimes, as on this occasion, I become so in-

terested and moved that I am filled with a desire to speak

some words of encouragement, and so try to help those

who labor faithfully to get an education, and those words

are embodied in the simple little prayer, " God bless

them," as I know He will, all those who seek after wis-

dom. To all of us what is life but a school for eternity ?

Let us have our lessons well prepared and be ready, so

that not only our fellow men will say "Avell done" but

also the good Master.

Sunday, March 1,—To-day I find my health somewhat

improved, but the weather is cold, though pleasant, and

the ground is covered with about three inches of snow.

I much wished to attend church, Sabbath-school and

prayer meeting, as usual, especially at State Road, "Pil-

grims' Home," where I have been only once since my
return from the West, two months ago, having been

absent from home every Sunday except January 4 and

to-day. Well, I did attend all three, and felt myself much

comforted and helped by the several exercises
;
particularly

in the Sunday-school and class was I wonderfully blessed

and strengthened. There is a passage in Scripture that

says: The Lord strengthened me with strength in my
sold. How true it is that they who wait on Him shall

renew their strength! So this calm Sabbath became a

day of rest and peace to me, and I continue my life's jour-

ney rejoicing as I ought.

March 2.—Having learned at church yesterday of the

death of my aged friend and former school-teacher, John

R. Donnelly, and that the funeral was to be held from

his late residence in Mead Township this forenoon, I
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proceeded thither on foot. Rev. Dr. T. C. Beach, pastor

of the First M. E. Church of Meadville, officiated, and the

interraeiit was in Greendale Cemetery, Meadville. Mr.

Donnelly was born January 21, 1807, and was therefore

at the time of his death in his eighty-fifth year.

He leaves a widow and four children, a sister, a niece

and a nephew to unite with a large circle of friends in

mourning his departure. In my youth I loved him as my
teacher, and ever afterward our friendship, born of love,

was cherished and fostered with jealous care on either

side, bringing with it the fruit of peace and righteousness

which is the inheritance of God's children.

March 4.—A few days ago I was jubilating over the

prospects of an early spring, so fine was the weather, and

the proverbial blue-bird had been seen! To-day, alas!

we are in the depth of winter again, for it snowed through

the night in a very unspring-like fashion, bringing good

sleighing to us, however. On the 5tli I visited Mrs.

Lucy Allen, who, on account of ill health, had returned

last January from the West. Her husband, Mr. James

Allen, and family moved to near Mound City, Dak., in

the fall of 1885, where he died in November, 1888. The

family have a farm both here and in Dakota.

March 6.-—This is the twenty-third birthday of my
youngest son, Fred F. The boys are and have been,

latel}^, very busy—drawing logs, Fred gathering ice for

summer, Frank preparing to build, Guinnip teaming, etc.

The logs they are teaming from our Avood lot in Richmond

Township, southeast of Blooming Valley, to Mr. Dewey's

mill in AVoodcock Township, about three miles distant.

I am glad my boys are all industrious and doing Avell.

May the Lord bless them, and prosper their lives.

Sundaj^ March 7.—Having come to Meadville yester-

day on business, I remained over to-day in order to attend
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the funeral of Mrs. Frank Billings, who died in Chicago,

whence her remains were brought here for interment,

which took place from the residence of her half sister on

Washington Street, Rev. Hamilton McClintock conduct-

ing the obsequies. In the forenoon I attended the

Unitarian Church, and was instructed by hearing the

Gospel and listening to the words of life both read and

expounded. Then in the evening I went to the First M.

E. Church, where Dr. Beach preached from the text,

Matthew xxv: 10: The door was shut; and so ended an-

other Sabbath-Day's march homeward.

March 12.—In the evening of this day I made a brief

call on an aged friend, of whom I have already made men-

tion, Mrs. Mary Kiser, avIio still lingers with us, though

very feeble. After walking across the room she said:

"At ninety I can't walk as I could once." Her youngest

child, the only daughter now living, by name Ursula Roude-

bush, is here taking care of her mother; Marvin Smith,

her (Mrs. Riser's) son, has lived with his mother many
years, and is still single. Hosea Smith, Ursula Roude-

bush's brother, was killed at the battle of Gettysburg.

July 1, 1863 (as already mentioned in my First Souve-

nir), and his remains were brought home for interment in

the Smith Cemetery. Ursula presented me with a letter

that was written by him while at the front, of which the

following is a copy.

Camp, near White Oak Chvkch, June 10, 18(J3.

Dear Mother )ind Sister: I am happy to inform you that my health
is pretty good, at present better than it has been for the last two weeks.
I had a bad pain in my head and back, but it has nearly all left now.
I got your letter a few days since, and was very glad to hear
from you. It was the first time I had heard for two mouths. The
weather here is very warm and sultry, and is very disagreeable when
we ai'e marching. We have had marching orders a great many timea,

and have even packed up our things, but have not started yet. Part
of the army have crossed the river again, I think for the i)ur]iose of

keeping the rebels from going up toward Bull Kun. Our men are on
the heights just al)Ove Fredericksburg, where Burnside was repulsed
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lust full. They shell viivh other once in u while -that is ull. I have
just eonie in from picket duty. Our regiuieut dO(;s picket duty
along- the liuppahauuock, the rebels being just across, on the other
side. The soldiers sometimes exchange with each other, exchaii'>--
iiig provisions or papers; two of the rebels swam across the river
to our side, just below my post, and traded one of their papers for
oue of ours. Oue of them offered a large sum for a pair of l)oots,
and they wanted to get some writing paper, which they said was
twenty cents a sheet in the South. They wanted some coffee bad,
but our lieutenant would not let them have any. He said coffee
was live dollars per pound on their side of the river; sugar, two dol-
lars: salt, very scarce, and they had but very little of it. At the last
tight at Fredericksburg, when we went out "skirmishing, we found a
lot of the rebels' haversacks in the woods, and some of them had noth-
ing but shelled corn in them, while some were full of tobacco, which
I suppose they thought they would trade to the Yankees for some-
thing else, if they were taken prisoners. When we go out on the
picket, we buy hoe-cake of the darkies, but they have no salt to put
in them unless they get it of the soldiers. Sometimes we can get
some milk by paying ten cents per pint. I expect we will go across
the river pretty soon again, but it is hard to tell what we will do. The
soldiers have all confidence In " Joe " Hooker. Things are very dear
here; our sutler sells butter for fifty cents per pound; cheese', forty
cents; fresh peaches, one dollar per can, which hold about one pint;
and other things in proportion. We got paid about two months' pay
about two weeks ago, and I thought I would keep the most of mine to

get something fit to eat, I have got so sick of the army rations, and
also my appetite is not very good. But I will send you five dollars in

this letter, and will try and send more the next time. Nothing more
at present. Your affectionate son,

HosEA Smith.

Having known Hosea Smith from his childhood, and

having a full knowledge of his kindness to his mother,

his patriotism, his love for freedom and right, I revere

his memory.

March 14.—To-day I set out for Meadville on foot,

facing the wintry March wind and snow for five miles,

specially to see an old pupil of mine whom I taught at

Blooming Valley, viz., J. W. Thompson, of Madisonville,

Monroe Co., Tenn., who is here visiting relatives and old

friends after an absence of twenty years. I remember

having heard, when a boy, of a certain Revolutionary

soldier, named Upton, having said that he "woald walk

from Maine to the Valley of the Mississippi to look on

the face of George Washington." So, as I rehearsed in
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my mind that patriotic soldier's avowal, I thought I could

well walk five miles to look on the face of an old friend

and pupil. He was at the time staying with his sister,

Miss Grace Thompson, in Meadville, who attended school

with her three brothers—James, John and AValter. I

feel that I owe and would like to pay a tribute to the

memory of their deceased parents who were so kind to me,

and whom I always afterward held in the greatest respect.

Sunday, March 15.—It is a good thing to make the

best use of our opportunities. It is written: The steps

of a good man are ordered by the Lord. I take it for

granted that all Christians (and may I not say all men)

wish me to DO GOOD ; I know the Lord does, and I believe

has called me into His vineyard to work to that end to

the best of my ability. I want to do His will that my
steps and my way may be ordered aright, and that I may
be led to Him in all things I do. I am glad I love truth

and righteousness, and I find it is good for me to commit

my way to Him, trust in Him and wait patiently with

good courage. I know from my experience that he

strengthens me, and gives me the desires of my heart.

To-day I went to Christ Protestant Episcopal Church,

which is situated on the northwest corner of what is con-

sidered the central attraction of Meadville—in my
younger days simply the public square used for various

purposes, such as training militiamen, shows, political

meetings, Liberty poles etc., now Diamond Park, beauti-

fied with many varieties of trees, artistically setting off

and shading with their umbrageous foliage the walks and

spacious drive that pass round the handsome grounds ;.

the monuments—Pioneer Monument and Soldiers' Monu-

ment—the fountain, the public stand etc., all combining

to give to the park a graceful beauty. But to return to

my Sabbath duties. Rev. Courtland Whitehead, bishop-
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of the diocese of Pittsburgh, preaclied an eloquent and
impressive sermon from Luke ii: 49: Wist ye not fhaf

I inijsf be about m/j Faiher'' s business? In the after-

noon I again heard tlie Bishop, this time in the church

at Vallonia, a village near Meadville, and at the close of

the service enjoyed an introduction to the reverend gen-

tleman, a hand-shake and short chat. I told him I had
heard both his sermons, and was much helped by them
in my path of Christian life, to which he replied, "1 am
glad of it." I said to him further: "I am a learner,

seeking Tritfh, 'unsectarian,' as you said in your first ser-

mon to-day, when describing the churchman, the good

citizen, the Christian." Said he, "are we not all learn-

ers?" The warmth of the hearty handshake was proof

that I loved the man who had helped me. In the evening

I attended the Baptist Church at Meadville, where the text

was Hebrews ii : 3 : Hoiv shall we escape, if we negleci

so great salvation/ Several were baptized, and I felt

within myself that all the services and exercises of the

day had helped me.

March 16.—In the Meadville Morning Star I read of

the sudden death of S. W. Kepler, for forty years well

known as a popular hotel proprietor, twenty-three years

in Meadville. He was born June 19, 1821, died March

15, 1891. Since the death of James Irvin, April 3, 1882,

I have stopped, when in Meadville, at both the "Central

Hotel/' kept by Mrs. Irvin and her son, and at the

"Kepler House," and on Saturday, March 7, I had dinner

with Mr. Kepler, who was in his usual good health, and

cheery and merry as ever, meeting me with his ever

pleasant smile.

March 18.

—

Golden Wedding of Mr. and Mrs.

Laban Smith, Blooming Valley.—Let us always look

on tlie briglit side. The record of the year 1891, as far
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as it has gone, is lieiglitened in interest, in this commu-

nity, by two "golden wedding" celebrations*—the first

one, on February 9, being that of Mr. and Mrs. John

Koudebush, and the second, to-day, that of Mr. and Mrs.

Laban Smith, -j- the former of whom is a son of the late

Joseph Smith, whose home was within a stone's throw of

my father's door—my home both then and now, Laban's

mother is yet living, and is still our nearest neighbor.

About 150 people—friends and relatives—were assembled

in Blooming Yalley, to do honor to the worthy couple

and the interesting occasion, and among the guests from

a distance I might mention Mrs. Smith's brother, Mr.

James Shonts, of Faribault, Minn., and her daughter,

Armitta (Mrs. John Proud) and her two sons, of Aber-

deen, Dak.

Fifty years ago, to-day, Mr. and Mrs. Smith were

happy on the threshold of joint life, simply the com-

mencement of what they now experience. Then they had

the beginning, representing the sunshine of life farther

on, the reality of which they have now reached; in 1841

they formed the bud; later on, the blossom; to-day, the

fruit—fifty years of married life to thank the Lord for,

and the presence in their old home, this day, of four sons

and four daughters, ;|;
and many other relatives, in all

representing four generations, besides hosts of friends,

* It is worthy of remark that wltliin less than a year three golden weddings—
the two here spoken of and that of Mr. and Mrs. John Braymer, near Blooming

Yalley, last fall while I was absent in the "West—have been celebrated. Healthy,

indeed, mnst be Blooming Valley and vicinity, for (juite a number of couples can

now be counted here who have passed their fiftieth wedding anniversary.

(Laban Smith had many friends when he was married, a large numlter of

whom were present at the l)an(iuet, and even more at the golden wedding; not-

withstanding many had died, the number of his friends had increased: AyciicroiM

man retains his friends.

i Mr. and Mrs. I>aban Smith have nine children living—five sons and four

daughters—all of whom were present attlie wedding, except one son, who was un-

able to attend on account of sickness.
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all of whom were met to pour out their greetings and
congratulations. On my way to this golden wedding I

called on Laban's aged mother (who was unable to

attend), and afterward I held in my arms her great-great-

grandchild, the two representing the alpha and the

omega of five generations! Many of the ancestors lived

to very advanced ages, some of them to nearly a hundred
years. Mr. and Mrs. Smith have twenty-four grand-
children (though not all present at the celebration) and
two great-grandchildren.

*" When the bride and bridegroom were married I

was only about eight years of age, yet I remember them
very well as they then were half a century ago, and I

may safely say we have been pretty close friends ever

since. I do not think all the blessings of life are past.

True friendship should at all times be cultivated, for it

will bring lasting happiness to us, more durable than

monuments of stone or iron. Labau Smith I look upon

and respect as a man of generous heart and hospitable,

in which virtues he is worthy of any and every one's con_

sideration and imitation. But he has had help, and the

quality of that help will be found described in brief yet

potent language in Proverbs xviii: 22;j' and I think

that whilst giving due credit to our esteemed friend, Mr.

Smith, we should not forget that noble. Christian woman,

his faithful, honored wife, who has been so well helping

him for the past fifty years! O, how much in this life

have Ave to be thankful for! We are prone to forget the

inestimable blessings the Lord pours out to us, and

neglect to give Him due credit. Do you know what

* That portion of my account of the Golden Wedding, contained witliiu the

quotation marl<s, Is In substance part of my address to the host and hostess and the

assembled guests on the occasion referred to.

^Whmncvrr findcth a wife findcth a good thing, and obtaineth favor of the.

Lord.
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makes us rich? The blessing of the Lord makeih rich,

and He addeth no sorrow ivith if. If we were to remove

or set aside the blessings given us, what have we left?

AVhat have we that we did not receive from above? It

is right that we should rejoice and be glad on such

occasions as this, when we ought to remember the good-

ness of the Lord toward us, and ever be thankful to do

His Avill, and so finally meet Him in peace."

The lovely day, the happy guests, the pleasant sur-

roundings, the music by the Blooming Valley Band, the

excellent repast provided by the ladies for the occasion,

the addresses—in short, every detail connected with this

social entertainment, bringing unqualified enjoyment to

all present, made the event of this golden wedding anni-

versary one of lasting remembrance in the community.

Numerous gifts were presented to the bride and bride-

groom as souvenirs of the happy event. Long life to

this good Christian wife and her husband, and may bless-

ings be multiplied to them!

March 19.—I received to-day ten letters from parties

asking for copies of my Souvenir. Requests come now

from abroad, the outcome, perhaps, of items, criticisms or

other remarks which have appeared in newspapers. We
sometimes hear of ourselves as others see us, and it

ought to do us good. You and I, kind reader, love the

man who loves his enemies as well as his friends. It is

Christlike, and he who can not do good to all men, be

they friends or be tliey foes, is lacking in Christianity.

I know I have learned from those who have not always

spoken well of me, or complimented me; and I am spe-

cially indebted to those who have pointed out my faults,

my wrong-doings, my mistakes

—

errors of the head, not

of the lieart. Whether such adverse criticisms come

from some friend, or from the other man who may not
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like me, T know uot; but of this I am conscious—come
they from friend or come they from foe, there is no
reason why I should not love the individual and thank
him for his advice and his teaching. I will always be
found willing to learn whenever and wherever comes the

opportunity, for I am confirmed in the belief that there

arej^eople in this world, with whom we come in contact

in every day life, who can and do influence us in the path-

way of virtue or its opposite ; their appearance, their words
or looks or character (over which we ourselves have no

control) are educating us. He who can gather the good
and leave the bad is a wise man. Nevertheless we should

thank our teacher for the lesson thus learned, and, may-
liap, by our love toward him, and by doing him some

favor when we can, we may win him to the cross for God
and humanity. Yes, I respect the Press for all truth

printed, knowing well, as remarked in the Preface to my
First Souvenir, that it is much easier to he critical than

to he correct. In my boyhood, whenever I went into the

woods to gather chestnuts, I invariably left the chestnut

burrs behind, as I had no use for them.

I would here say to those persons who have written to

me from a distance, asking for copies of my Second

Souvenir, that I Avish to supply them, and, as far as the

remaining copies of 700 published will go, I will do so.

I have the names and addresses of the several parties, and

hope before very long to be enabled to grant their re-

quests; for where an earnest wish (one not suggested by

any idle curiosity) to possess a copy is made known, I take

great pleasure in gratifying it. I would that all man-

kind could know how desirous I am to do good and

benefit my fellowmen, in fact all humanity within my
reach. I realize that the single leaf of a tree is as noth-

ing when compared to the vastness of a forest, and that a



170

grain of sand is a mere microbe on the shores of the At-

lantic or on the Arabian Desert; yet each exists, the leaf

and the grain of sand, and each has its place in the econ-

omy of nature and its use in creation as much as either

you or I, dear reader; and we should remember that, a&

reasoning creatures, we are either for or against truth

and righteousness, for or against God and humanity

!

Sunday, March 22.—Never will tongue or pen be abl&

to express all the real pleasure and happiness that came

to me this day, all confirmatory evidence of God's goodness

to me, even beyond what I can think or ask. It is true

His goodness and mercy are immeasurable and past com-

prehension to us in this world, even in His sanctuary here

below and in His word with His people. In the fore-

noon, in company with my friend, J. W. Thompson, who

had come to me on a visit last Friday, and of whom men-

tion has already been made in this Souvenir, I went ta

Park Avenue Congregational Church, in Meadville, where

Kev. Sutherland delivered an interesting and helpful dis-

course from Luke xix: 13: Occupy till I come. In the

afternoon Mr. Thompson and I proceeded to Greendale

Cemetery to look on the graves of dear ones departed,

among them being the last resting place of Mr. Thomp-

son's father and mother, marked by a monument on which

is inscribed the following:

Elizabeth, Wife op James Thojipson,

DIED Jaxy. 1, 1877, aged 69 years.

James Thompson,

died oct. 5, 1878, aged 80 years.

As we spent some time in walking about the streets of

this City of the Dead, I seized the opportunity to copy in

my diary some of the inscriptions that met my eye

:
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Dk. L. a. Garykh,

BORK JAKY. 14, 1845, DIED (!CT. 12, 1887.

Arthur CuuAur,

BORN 1816, DIED 1874.

Adelaide Cullum,

BORN 1821, died 1887.

to my husband

Robert McMullen.

BORN 1811, died 1883.

John McMullen,

born 1841, died 1885.

His Wife, Lois,

born 1846, died 1875.

In the evening we attended the First M. E. Church,

wh ere we heard Dr. T. C. Beach preach in his usual elo-

quent manner from the text, Psalm li: 10: Create in me
a clean Jieart, O God, andreneiv a right spirit ivithin me.

The hearing of this grand sermon was to me sweeter than

the honey in the honeycomb, truly a blessed eudiug to

this day's march toward the Celestial City, with our

thoughts dwelling on Home and Heaven, and of the get-

ting ready for the great chauge, by having our hearts

cleansed and a right spirit renewed within us.

March 25.— Not only a beautiful day, but the anni-

versary of a memorable one in my life; for on this day,
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thirty-eight years ago, was decided an important question,

one influencing my future destiny. It is not for me here

to ask whether the young men of to-day have such

thoughts as I had in those days of long ago, and ask

questions similar to the one I propounded about that

time; it suffices me to know that I did, when a young

man, and have never regretted it. We sometimes count

the milestones on life's highway, halting, as it were, for

an instant, to enquire how far we have traveled, where

we may be, and how we are getting along. This day is

another milestone for me, and in retrospect T find that

just thirty-eight years ago, when I was not yet twenty

years of age, I asked Eliza C. Masiker if she loved me
well enough to marry me, and her answer is told when I

state that we were married about thirteen months after-

ward. In the Christian life I have beeu wonderfully

blessed, and I thank the Lord for it, and for sparing me
to see this day.

March 27.—Wintry weather again, snow lying three

inches deep on the ground. I was present, to-day, at the

funeral of Leroy Smith, a child of one year and fourteen

days, only son of Mr. and Mrs. L. Smith, who live on the

Pitcher Farm in our neighborhood. The now happy

spirit of the little fellow was wanted to fill a place in the

Heavenly choir, and, being called, on angel wings peace-

fully took its flight. The interment took place in the

Smith Cemetery. Robert Teasdale conducted the serv-

ices, and being asked by him to say a few words on the

occasion, I did so.

"Tender Shepherd, Thou hast stilled

Now Thy little lamb's brief weeping;

Ah, how peaceful, pale and mild

In its narrow bed 'tis sleeping !

And no sigh of anguish sore

Heaves that little bosom more.
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" Ah, Lord Jesus, grant that we
Where it lives may soon be living,

And the lovely pastures see

That its Heavenly food are giving;

Then the gain of death we prove,

Tho' Thou take what most we love."

Easter Sunday in Meadville, March 29.—In the fore-

noon I went to the Baptist Church, where I listened to a

sweetly refreshing sermon from the lips of the pastor,

his text being Psalm cxviii: 24: This is the day ivhich

the Lord hath made; we icill rejoice and he glad in if.

In the afternoon I attended Sunday-school services in

Kerrtown, which much pleased and interested me, and so

feelingly was the beautiful hymn, "Help just a little,

help just a little," sung by the infant class, that I felt

cheered and blessed by being among them, and for being

one of ihem; for after all I was but a child of older

growth. " Help just a little, just a little,^^ and I did so,

Avhen the collection was taken up, by dropping in a

nickel—that nickel for being "a child;'''' and when I

learned that the amount collected was something less

than five dollars, I handed the secretary five dollars, tell-

ing him that I wanted to double the collection, and would

accept no change back—that five dollars was for being

"a child of older growth.'''' They have a neat little

chapel in Kerrtown, in which they hold Sunday-school

and meetings. Everybody was glad to-day, and like the

kind superintendent, Mr. Dunbar, looked pleased and

happy. Then in the evening I had the increased pleasure

of hearing an able sermon at the First M. E. Church, on

the " Resurrection," and thus ended another Easter Sun-

day, a good day, replete with the promises of the Gospel

and hope and joy for all Christians as they dwell on the

glories of the Resurrection and Christ, the first-fruits of

that eternal day.
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April 2.—To-day was stormy, so I remained indoors and

reviewed several old letters and some books. Among the

former there were two that particularly attracted my at-

tention—the one written by James H. Masiker not long

before lie was killed in battle, and the other written by

George K. Masiker shortly before his death, both being

addressed to their sister Mrs. Eliza C. Waid. During

the Civil War we received many letters from very near

relatives, as Eliza had four brothers in the Union Army,

and I had one brother and several cousins, all of whom
used to write us from time to time, and their letters have

been affectionately preserved and read many and many a

time. Two of Eliza's brothers, James and George, never

returned; the other two, Avery and Moses, are yet

living.

To-day, my son Franklin bought a part of the James

Harris Farm, rather more than thirty acres, lying on the

east side of the public road, the compensation being, I

believe, one thousand dollars, and he appears to be well

pleased with his new purchase. It is in full view of his

house, sloping to the west, is well watered, all improved

and has a large orchard, consisting of a variety of peach,

cherry, plum, pear and apple trees. This orchard has

been put out at different times, some of the trees being

young and some old. The land is nearly all meadow
now. The Smith Burying Ground lies in front of the

central portion adjacent to the public road.

Sunday, April 5.—Winter still " lingering in the

lap of Spring!" In the forenoon of to-day I attended

the First M. E. Church at Meadville, and again had the

pleasure of hearing Dr. T. L. Flood. Ou this occasion

his text was 2 Corinthians i: 12: For our rejoicing is

this, the testimoni/ of our conscience. How attentively I

listened, and how much was I benefited by hearing the
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•word of the Lord poured into my thirsty soul this day!

My desire is to give a yet more earnest heed to the read-

ing of the Bible, and to the hearing of the Gospel. I am
reminded of what Daniel Webster said when a friend

asked him what was the greatest thought that had ever

entered his mind or engaged his attention. After a

pause, Webster said: " Tlie greatest question to me is

my personal accountability to God." Conscience will

never fail to tell us what to do in the way of dutv to God
and to each other, and we should never turn a deaf ear to

its promptings. Let us cultivate a good conscience, void

of ofPence toward either God or man, that we may live

C/hristian lives.

In the evening, along with my friend, Mr. John

Davis, I attended the Second Presbyterian Church, where

Rev. Edwards preached a very interesting sermon (the

last one I ever heard this good man preach) from Acts

xvi: 30: Sirs, ivJtat must I do to he saved? That Avas

the question asked of Paul and Silas by the keeper of the

prison wherein they had been confined, and the answer

given him were these simple words: Believe in the Lord

Jesus Christ, and thou shall he saved, and thy house. In

this brief sentence is discovered the grand solution to

the whole universal question of salvation; words for the

interpretation of which the services are needed of no

philosopher, nor learned theologian, nor pundit of any

school of divinity; there is nothing abstruse or ambigu-

ous, nothing mysterious or inscrutable, a child can under-

stand them. Dear reader, could anything be more

plainly or simply prescribed in any language? Believe

in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt he saved. Take

all the books of the Old Testament, from Genesis to

Malachi, add to them, one under the other, the Books of

the New Testament, the Gospels, the Epistles and all the
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other beautiful writings in that Book to the last word of

the last verse of Revelations, draw a lino, add up, and

the sum you will find in Acts xvi: 31.

April 6.—Before coming home from Meadville I

called at the office of the Pennsylvania Farmer, at the

request of a friend, to leave notice, for publication, of the

death of James Smith, who was born May 10, 1811, in

Mead Township, Crawford Co., Penn., and died March

27, 1891, at the Soldiers' Home, Dayton, Ohio. Mr.

Smith had visited his relatives here several times, his

last visit having been made during the summer of 1890;

and having been well acquainted with him many years,

in fact, from my childhood, I called to see him at the

Soldiers' Home in Dayton, when there some time ago.

In his death I feel that I have lost a friend, one whom I

respected and honored for his integrity. I will here also

speak of the death, on March 3, 1891, of little Willie

Williams, only son of my relatives, Mr. and Mrs. AVill-

iams, former residents of Meadville, but who moved to

Findlay, Ohio, last spring. Their two children, Willie

and Lotta, were bright and intelligent, beloved by all.

Willie had written his uncle, William Fergerson, a very

nice little-boy's letter on February 18th last, dated at

Findlay, of which I here give a copy:

Deal' Uncle Billy:

I wish you would come in the spring, when business opens up,

and see us. The "Grippe" is in Findlay; Lotta has it, and mamma
and I have it. * * * ]^otta sends her love to you and her friends.

Write soon.
Your nephew,

Willie Williams.

Over a year ago Willie and Lotta had their " photos "

taken, and I distributed a number of them among friends,

chiefly as Christmas (1889) gifts, everyone seeming to-

admire them very much.



177

April 7.—To-day a letter from my wife informed me
of the death of Mrs. Coombs, which occurred on the

eighteenth of last month ; she and iier daughter, Mrs.

Ella Jackson, of Titusville, Penn,, visited Uncle Avery
Jackson, of Beloit, Wis., last October, at the time I did.

April 8.—Fine weather again, and I hope it has come
to stay. Indeed, it is much too pleasant for a farmer of

my age to remain indoors while outside attractions are so

great and numerous. So out I go, and soon find plenty

of work for a pair of willing hands. One branch of farm

improvement that I am particularly fond of at this season

of the year is caring for the fruit trees, especially clean-

ing and trimming the trunks and branches of old trees,

which I think not only improves their appearance but

helps to increase their productiveness, and I believe also

tends to prolong their life. My boys are all very busy;

Frank building a barn and, with Guinnip, baling hay

near Meadville, in which Fred occasionally helps, all

three attending, as well, to the other innumerable regular

duties on their respective farms. While I worked among
the fruit trees to-day many good thoughts came to me,

several of them retrospective. I thought of my earlier

manhood, when in the spring of 1858 I was hauling

timber from the farm of my father-in-law, Jacob Masiker,

in Randolph Township, with which to build the cider

mill my father was putting up at that time. I remem-

bered the bringing over some fruit trees from the same

farm (Mr. Masiker having quite a nursery), as I was then

planting a young orchard of about forty trees east of the

old orchard on our old home—^my grandfather's farm,

afterward my father's, now mine; and here I am to-day,

thirty-three years later, trying to better the condition of

these very trees! I seemed to be living over the past

again, and as I worked I thanked God for it, and for the
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blessings of the present, as well as for the hope of a

future inheritance with the righteous in Heaven. I am
a great advocate of that practical, every-day religion that

is not ashamed to manifest itself iti all business affairs, in

whatever occupation we may be engaged. If it is good

on Sunday, it is good on Monday or Saturday, or any

other day in the week ; if it is salutary at home, it is none

the less so abroad. I have found it good company at all

times, and I know that it has lightened my life's burdens

and cheered me on my way.

But to return to what I was saying about the orchard.

That one which my grandfather, Pember Waid, put

out before I was born has now twenty-five apple trees and

three pear trees, the latter of which have been all along

good bearers and noted for their longevity, being still in

good condition. At the home of Guinnip P., my second

son, where my father lived, is an orchard of about seventy

apple trees and fifteen pear trees, most of which were

put out before my recollection ; but I remember when my
father had it grafted, although I was quite a small boy

at the time. Three men from Ohio went through the

country doing that business, and I believe it was con-

sidered very expensive, but I think the outlay was well

repaid in after years. These trees are still yielding some

fruit, but when an orchard gets to be forty or fifty years

old, it has seen its best days. As regards the eighteen

pear trees I have just spoken of—the three on my grand-

father's old place and the fifteen on my father's—I do not

know of any other fruit trees that have been so profitable.

The pears which we call "Common Sweet" or "Standard

Bearers," are good for a variet}^ of purposes, and gener-

ally find a ready market with fair prices; some seasons

they brought a high figure, but that was when the apple

crop was short. My observation and experience have led
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me to believe that the pear trees are better bearers,

taking a uuraber of years together, than the apple trees;

and people have been surprised to see the large quantity

of fruit they bear some years. Of late our market for

the orchard yield has been at home or at Meadville; but

years ago, when pears were dear in Oil City and Titus-

ville, it paid us to take them there, as we could command
from $1.50 to $2.00 per bushel. Our eighteen pear trees

have been profitable friends to us, and are still in good
condition ; in 1889 they bore a good crop, and are hold-

ing out favorable promises for many years to come. The
apple orchard on the Goodrich Farm, where my eldest

son now lives, is perhaps the best producing of them all.

Many of the trees are younger than those in either of the

old orchards, but there are no pear trees among them,

though there is a fine group of damson plums, which are

profitable when they bear well.

There are still on my parents' old home a single

peach tree and one quince, but neither of late years has

born any fruit to speak of; they are simply mementos of

the past, to remind us of the days when peaches and

plums were abundant with us. On this old homestead

we have grapes, as also on Fred's place, and at Frank's

the plum trees are full of fruit ; one peach tree yet bears

on the Goodrich Farm, and there is still a quince tree

there.

Now I have placed in Avritiug a few thoughts about

our orchards and their fruit, thoughts that came to me as

I was caressing, so to speak, the older trees, not, perhaps,

so much for what they are now doing for us, or for what I

expect them to do in the future, but rather in gratitude

for the good they have done. As a certain lady once re-

marked: ''Old trees and aged people ought to be taken

care of for the good they have donef yes, especially if

they have not outlived their day of usefulness.
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Sunday, April 12.— I went this forenoon to the

Baptist Church at Meadville; sermon by the pastor; text,

Psalm xxvi: 8: Lord I have loved the hahUaiion of Thy

house, and the place ivhere Thine honor dwelleth; an ex-

cellent discourse. In the evening I attended the M. E.

Church, and heard a good sermon by Dr. Wheeler, presi-

dent of Allegheny College; and thus drifted into Eter-

nity's ocean another blessed Sabbath day.

April 13.—This is the anniversary of the birth of my
dear departed Eliza, who, were she living, would now be

fifty-nine years old. Precious to us are the fond memo-

ries of our loved ones departed, and as we advance in life

we become more and more conscious that we are nearing,

every day and every hour, their home, our future resting

place. It is a blessed thought that, while those who have

gone before can not return to us, we can go to them when

our work is done; and my heart was glad, this beautiful

spring morning, as I walked homeward from Meadville

with my mind filled with such precious reflections.

" I would uot live alway, I ask not to stay

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way;

The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here

Are enough for life's joys, full enough for its cheer.

" I would not live alway; no, welcome the tomb;

Since Jesus hath lain there I dread not its gloom.

There sweet be my rest till He bid me arise.

To hail Him in triumph descending the skies.

" Who, who would live alway, away from his God,

Away from yon bright Heaven, that blissful abode,

Where rivers of pleasure How bright o'er the plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?

" Where saints of all ages in harmony meet,

Their Savior and brethren transported to greet,

While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll.

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul."
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When I reached home I found two gifts awaiting me,

reminding me in tangible form that when we do right,

good things will be found constantly coming to us. My
daughter-in-law handed me two packages, one of which
contained a book entitled "Se-qua-yah, the American

Cadmus and Modern Moses," by George E. Foster, * ed-

itor of the Milford (N. H.) Enterprise, illustrated by

Mrs. C. S. Robbins; on the flyleaf of this book is written:

"To Francis C. Waid, by the author, Geo. E. Foster,

April 7, 1891." This work was written to show the capa-

bilities of the Red man, and to keep before the American

people the fact that there is something good and great in

the character of the Indian when rightly used. The other

gift awaiting me was a "Memorial Card," bearing these

words:

" There is no death; what seems so is transition;

This life of mortal breath is but a suburb of the life Elysian,

Whose portal we call death."

IN L0VINC4 REMEMBKAXCE OF

JOHN R. DONNELLY.!

died, februakv 27, 1891,

aged 84 yeaks.

a preciors one from us has gone,

a voice we loved is stilled;

a place is vacant in our home,

Which never can be filled.

God in His wisdom has recalled

The boon His loa^e h.ad given;

And though the body moulders here

The soul is safe in Heaven.

* On the 10th of this month I sent Mr. Foster a copy of my Second Souvknir.

also one to Mr. Theron I). Davis, of Itliaca, N. Y., the former of wliom speaks

highly of it, and also states that Mr. Davis complimented me by saying: " I have

read many works, hnt have not seen any that seemed so full of genuine religious

sympathy as this."

+ My beloved old school-teacher and friend, of whom I have elsewhere fully

spoken.



182

As a pleasant termination to this birthday anniver-

sary, I enjoyed a visit from Mr. and Mrs. George Cutshall,

with whom Eliza and I spent many happy hours, days, yes,

even years.

April 16.—Yesterday I learned through the Mead-

ville Tribune of the death of an old friend and acquaint-

ance, Mrs. Margaret C. Irvin, in her seventieth year, and

to-day I attended her funeral, which took place from the

Central Hotel, Meadville, to Greendale Cemetery, Eev. E.

Craighead (Presbyterian) officiating. There was a large

attendance, as the deceased was widely known and much

respected; moreover, the whole family have a very extensive

acquaintance, having (as stated in one of the local papers)

been in the hotel business some forty-three years. Her hus-

band, James Irvin, had died April 6, 1882, and their son,

John C, November 8, 1880. I was much impressed by

the solemnity of the funeral service throughout—^from

the house of mourning to the grave—the reading of the

Scriptures, the singing, prayers and the remarks made

by the aged minister who had known the deceased many

years. And then at the last scene of all, when the casket

had been lowered into the grave, " earth to earth, ashes

to ashes, dust to dust," I realized yet more that death

was the most solemn of all earthly solemnities.

Horace CviUum died at his home in St. Helena, Cal.,

April 2, last, at the age of eighty years. I knew Mr.

CuUum Avell when he was one of the best business men

and most active of Meadville, where he had resided many

vears before going to California. My uncle, Joseph Fin-

ney, who was a carpenter and joiner by trade, did a great

deal of building work for Mr. Cullum in bygone years,

and I may add that my cousin, Robert A. Fergerson,

worked for Mr. Cullum many years, having done work

for him when in the employment of Uncle Joseph Finney,
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with whom he learned his trade, and also did much labor
for Mr. Cullum afterward.

April 17.—Yesterday I called on lu}^ friends, C. R.

Slocum and Smith Leonard, at the court-house in Mead-
ville, the former being prothonotary and the latter jani-

tor. To-day I learn of the death, on the 15th instant,

of a young relative, William Sutton, aged ten years, ten

months, one day, youngest son of Mr. and Mrs. George
Sutton, but I was unable to attend the funeral, not know-
ing what time had been set for it.

April 18.—"Fine growing weather!" Yes indeed,

and so I went down to Fred's (my son) place, to help

him out a bit with the many things he has to do about

his farm—choriug, ditching, repairing water-course, etc.

The boys helped me on the farm before they were of age,

and now I take pleasure in recipi'ocating, giving each in

turn "a lift." While I was toiling thereby the roadside

this forenoon, I received a good many greetings from pass-

ing friends, some saying, " This looks natural to see you

working on the farm, Mr. AVaid;" and I will not disguise

the fact that I rather enjoyed their remarks than other-

wise; and why not? I have been a farmer all my life,

and am proud of my vocation, the most honorable of all

that the sons of Adam can apply themselves to. I have

not yet retired from labor, even though I may have an

independent competence, for I do not forget that "the

true nature of riches consists in the contented use and

enjoyment of the things we have, rather than in the pos-

session of them."'

In the afternoon I attended quarterly meeting at the

M. E. Church, Blooming Yalley, where I heard a good

sermon delivered by Elder Kummer, and I also remained

to Quarterly Conference. One item Avas reported as re-

quired for the proper keeping of church records, a register
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for the circuit—Guy's Mills, Blooming Valley, Mount
Hope and Pine Grove—which would cost three dollars.

The Elder wanted each society to pay proportionately for

the book, and I gave one dollar, the amount expected

from Blooming Valley Society, for which, after Confer-

ence, I was personally thanked by a kind friend, and

the Elder added these words: "There is blessing not

only here but also in Heaven for them that do His will."

Afterward I paid a brief visit to the family of Mr. George

Sutton, who lives about two and one-half miles from

Blooming Valley, and who, as I have just recorded, lost

a young son, William, a few days ago. From there I

returned to Meadville and to church, then later on, in the

evening, went to see and comfort a sick friend, and thence

proceeded homeward.

Sunday, April 19.—I am truly glad to have this day

at home, and to attend church at Blooming Valley

—

9:30 A. M., Love Feast; 11 a. m., preaching—text, 1 Cor-

inthians i: 23: Bui we }yreach Christ crucified, unto the

Jews a stumbling block, and unto the Greeks foolishness.

In the evening I attended Advent Church along with my
brother-in-law, Moses Masiker; text Proverbs xxiii: 23:

Buij the truth and sell it not; also wisdom, and instruc-

tion, and understanding. There is enough in this text to

last a lifetime, even if that lifetime were a million years!

Truth is the most valuable commodity ever put on the

market, and no one who cares for righteousness can get

along without it. Our success here on earth, and our

welfare hereafter, in the world to come, depend on how

we may deal with this article truth, which is for every-

day use— to buy it, to keep it or to sell it again. Veritas

vhicit, truth conquers, truth will stand; no substitute can

fill its place. Ood''s tvord is truth: let us all examine it

closely, so as we may liave a larger portion of this Heav-
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enly treasure so needful to our salvation; let us accept it

for our life study, aud never be without it. Truth will

make us free, for it is written: Ye shall know the fnith,

and ihe truth shall make yon free.

April 20.—This day spent at home. At last we have
Spring, beautiful Spring, " sweet daughter of a rough-and-

ready sire." How all nature seems to have awakened into

life, and the fields are decked out in their garb of living

green! how the feathered songsters most melodiously do

sing, and the farmer goes forth to his work, more noble

than a king; happy in the thought and hope of what the

earth will bring, knowing full well, also, that the Lord
himself is King. The earth is the Lord's, and the full-

ness thereof; the sea is His, and He made it, also the

round icorld and they that dwell therein.

" Spring does to flow'ry meadows bring

What the rude winter from them tore."

With svich good thoughts I went to Avork on the farm

this morning, commencing by removing a rail fence, the

last piece on the south side of State Road adjoining the

garden which is surrounded with a picket fence. The re-

moving of fences from along roadways, where not essen-

tially needed, is, I hold, good economy, proving in the

end a saving of labor to the farmer, while, at the same

time, it enhances the appearance of the farm. I do not

advocate the removal of all farm fences, but simply the

retaining of only those that are really necessary. The

average farmer has burdens enough that are real without

having unnecessary ones which should be speedily dis-

missed or done away with. A good man icill guide his

affairs with discretion. The superfluous fences being

now removed from our farm, it is decidedly improved

both in appearance and in matters of convenience. So I

think, at least, as I look out on the new sight this fine
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morning. Any change from a burdensome condition to one

of freedom is cheerful. These fences had their day, they

AVere once necessary, and were kept up over fifty years;

now they are no longer required, and their removal be.-

comes a pleasant duty and a benefit to us.* A farmer in

his experience in learning to save and drop useless ex-

penses, gets wisdom; and those who may lack that com-

modity, which Solomon so forcibly advises us all to

search after, have only to go to the Bibl^ to find out how
to proceed to get possession of it: If any of you lack

wisdom, lei him ask of God, thai givefh to all men liber-

ally. There is abundance in God's storehousef for all

who will seek after it in faith, nothing wavering.

April 21.—Good weather continues; farmers are very

busy\ putting in their oat crop, and for several days in

succession my boys and myself find ample work around

us wherein to "improve each shining hour."

April 23.

—

3fy fifty-eighth birthday. My heart is

glad to see this day, and I humbly thank the Lord for

the continuance of His mercies to me. God's goodness

has been great to me, and I know that I should let

neither day nor night pass without hallowing it hj re-

membering what He hath done for me. It naturally be-

comes especially interesting to me, when I pause for a

brief space, and reflect that my life is but a journey from

the cradle to the tomb! The several years of our lives

mark the milestones by the way, and to-day I read on one

of these the figures 58, a silent witness that I am pass-

ing through the gateway from 58 to 59. And as my
mind's eye is fixed on this wayside monitor, I Km think-

ing Avhere and how I can best make use of my time.

* Our farm is over a mile long from north to south, and had many division

fences, malving so many separate lots; now only the pasture land is fenced.

tThe Bible is the l)est l)ook on farming I ever read; you. who do not think so.

please study it, especially the Book of I'roverbs.



187

Morning comes, and I start out on the duty of the day,
striving hard to fill my mission by the way. And, as in

years gone by my birthdays I have somewhat noticed by
sketching a little with my pen, leaving my thoughts and
acts with my fellow men, I will adopt the same course on
this occasion.

Early in the morning I paid a visit to my venerable

friend and nearest neighbor, Mary Kiser, now in her

ninetieth year. On my remarking that I had called in

to see her on my fifty-eighth birthday, she said: " I am
not very well ; can't sit up any more, and I feel very poor-

ly, but I am still here, Francis." From there I went to

my youngest son's place, where I helped to do chores,

working around till noon, and then, in company with Mr.

B. Danford, who is now in his eighty-fourth year, I drove

to Meadville to attend to some little business. Mv mail

there broiight me a letter from my wife, Anua, who is

still residing Avith her parents in Kansas, on account of

her health, perferring to remain there instead of in Penn-

sylvania, as she thinks the western climate better for her

case than what we have here in the East. She speaks in

her letter (dated April 20) of their early spring in Kan-

sas, fruit trees being in full bloom, etc. From Meadville

I proceeded to my cousin's (R. A. Fergerson), spending

there a few hours, and then called to see my uncle (whose

health is quite good for such an aged man) and some

other relatives—just short visits—and I was pleased with

the many congratulations I received in all quarters,

which made it a day of welcome to me. In the evening

there were assembled at the residence of my eldest son,

Franklin, for a quiet birthday celebration, my brother

and his wife and second daughter, Mrs. Elizabeth Riddle,

from Bradford, Penn.,* Mrs. Mary Fergerson, Moses

*Mrs. Riddle was visiting lier parents at tins time.
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Masiker, and all my children and grandchildren. The

party was a success, I think, in many ways. A very

pleasant evening was passed, and I felt that if my wife,

Anna, could be with us, ray cup of happiness would be

filled to overflowing. I know more of this life's experi-

ence now than I did fifty years ago; have learned not a

little, and have studied the law of kindness, trying to

make peace and preserve it among all my kindred and

friends, by the fireside and in the field, at home and

abroad.

April 25.—After a visit along with my cousin, Mrs.

Fergerson, to my son Fred, we drove to Blooming Valley

Cemetery, to once again look upon Eliza's resting place,

as well as those of other of our kindred. On her grave I

left a single flower as a simple token of remembrance

from one who will ever hold her in blessed memory.

From here we drove to the County Farm, where we had a

pleasant visit with Mr. and Mrs. Cutshall, who showed us

over the well-kept farm and surroundings; then, after

thanking them for their hospitality and kindness, we re-

turned to Mr. R. A. Fergerson' s, four miles west of

Meadville.

Sunday, April 26.—This forenoon I attended church

at Watson's Run (Reformed Church), and heard a good

practical sermon from Rev. D. H. Leader, his text being

Revelations ii: 17. Afterward I went into the Brown

Hill Cemetery, which is beautifully situated in the rear

of the church on the slope of a hill, and with some friends

visited the grave of John Curry, who had died July 13,

1890, when but sixteen years of age, much lamented by

many who regarded him as a noble boy. The afternoon

I spent with my uncle, Robert Morehead, who, as I have

already stated, is in his ninetieth year and quite feeble;

im the following day I came home to make preparations
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for my trip to Warren County, Peiin., on business

matters, and to visit friends, a journey that I have been

wishing to make ever since my return home from the

West last January.

April 28.—I set off on my journey on foot, as my ob-

ject was to make the trip across the county, traveling by

rail when convenient; moreover I have long since learned

that walking is one of the best of exercises, if not the

very best, in a hygienic point of view, as it in various

ways tends to promote health and vigor, without which

earth loses its attractions and we our ambition. About

noon, after a few calls on friends en route, I found my-

self at Townville, about twelve miles from my starting

point, and here received a kind welcome from relatives,

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Arnold, and others. From there I

proceeded on my way, in company with my kinsman, Mr.

Phillips, who drove me part of the way to my aunt's, and

the night I spent with my friend, Mr. Harrison Sutton.

On Wednesday I had a business call and several other

tarryings on my way to Tryonville, where I would have

remained longer than I did, had I not been obliged

to hasten on my journey. Here I found old schoolmates

and scholars, relatives and friends, all to be visited with-

in the space of a few hours. I passed the night under

the hospitable roof of Mr. and Mrs. Frank Sturgis, and

next morning I was favored with the company of their

only son, Ira, a young man, as far as Titusville (a seven-

mile walk), traveling by way of the farm place of Omri

Goodwill, whom I was desirous of visiting, and who, I

found, was building a new house. The four hours I

could spare in Titusville I spent well, making several

calls and meeting quite a number of friends, from some
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of whom I heard about others in the AVest and elsewhere

all helpful, I trust, to each of us: As in water face an-

swereth lo face, so the heart of man to man—glad to meet.

Taking train at 3 P. M., I was soon in Grand Valley, and

then about a four-mile walk brought me to Sanford,

where Cyrus Brown lives. Here I was a welcome visitor,

and glad indeed was I to see them again, and enjoy their

friendship. The weather hereabouts has been very dry

for several weeks back, and fires had to be put out in

places where they were doing damage. On the Goodwill

Hill, where there are many oil wells and buildings in

connection, I understand they were paying hands fifty

cents per hour to fight the fires and protect property.

While at Mr. Brown's, an aged neighbor, Mr. Danford

Van Guilder, called in to have a chat; he once lived near

us, but I had not seen him for many years.

My next calls, as I continued my journey, were on

Mr. Brown's son-in-law, Mr. Wilson, and on my cousin,

Horace Goodwill, Avho met with a misfortune March "JP).

1891, in having his house and part of his furniture de-

stroyed by fire. There was no insurance, but with char-

acteristic energy Mr. Goodwill immediately rebuilt, and

when I was there his new home was fast nearing comple-

tion. From there, in the afternoon, I Avent to see a Mr.

Hutchison, an old acquaintance; thence Avalked a mile

or two farther on, to the railroad station at Newton, where

I took a train for Garland (my first visit there), espe-

cially to see my venerable aunt, Phebe Goodwill, who is

living with her youngest son, Albert. Her health, al-

though she is in her eightieth year, is remarkably good

just now, better, in fact, than it has been of late. I here

remained until Saturday morning, when I joiirjieyed on by

train to Corry, where, at the depot, I met my friend, Rev.

J. A. Parsons, at one time pastor at Saegertown and



I

191

Blooming Valley. After a call on my friend, Rev. A. S.

Goodrich, I Avalked out about five miles to see my niece,

Mrs. Julia Brenneslioltz {nee Masiker) and her husband,

who live on their fifty-acre farm. After her father died,

Julia came to live with us September 20, 1863, she being

then in her twelfth year. She has now been married

about seventeen years, and I do not think I have seen her

or her husband since 1884, when they paid us a visit.

When some two miles on m}^ way to their home I

stopped at the State Fishery, to rest and enjoy the pleas-

ant sights there—numerous ponds, stocked with a variety

of delicious fish, such as brook trout, etc. ; there was also

a pleasant grove of pines, in a portion of which were an

enclosure for fowls and a hatching or incvibating house;

but fish culture is the main purpose of the institution.

After an hour's rest and writing in my diary, I continued

my walk to Mr. and Mrs. Brenneslioltz', where on my ar-

rival I met with a most cordial greeting; indeed the hap-

piness of the meeting and enjoyment of the visit were

equally divided among us. I then walked back to South

Corry, and met Mr. Goodrich at his appointment—Sun-

day-school and preaching. He and myself Avere Sabbath-

school scholars together at the old State Road Church

more than forty-five years ago, Charles Breed being our

teacher; and here, now, in Corry to spend a Sabbath in

each other's company was, indeed, a feast of pleasure.

Sunday, May 3.—According to promise, I went to

North Corry M. E. Church in the forenoon, arriving be-

fore Sunday-school hour, and as Greenwood Cemetery, a

beautiful " City of the Dead," some ten acres in extent,

lies just opposite the church, I took, in company with a

gentleman whose name I do not now remember, a medi-

tative stroll through its silent streets. Sunday-school,

however, soon called me back, the services of which were
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most interesting, and at the close I was asked to address

a few words to the meeting, which I did with a hearty

assent. Tlie sermon afterward (in the regular service),

which was preached by Mr. Goodrich, was very helpful

to me, and my heart was made glad as I listened to his

eloquent appeal to his hearers to listen to Gospel truths.

His text was from Zechariah viii: 23: We will go with

you, for we have heard fhat God is with you. A truly

grand subject, significant in its interpretation, expressive

and impressive in its very simplicity. In the afternoon

I accompanied Mr. Goodrich to his afternoon appoint-

ment at Carter Hill, a small town about six miles from

Corry, where were also held Sabbath-school and service,

in the former of which I was privileged to take my seat

in the Bible class among my relatives—my niece and her

husband. The subject Mr. Goodrich chose for his regu-

lar sermon was " Friendship," and I do not remember of

having ever heard a more sympathetic and edifying dis-

course. The remainder of the afternoon Mr. Goodrich

and I passed at the home of my nephew and niece, and

in the evening we drove back to Corry (calling, on the

way, on a sick lady. Sister Staples), arriving in time to

attend service at South M. E. Church, where Kev. J. A.

Parsons preached from Psalm Ixxxiv: 10: For a day in

Thy courts is better than a thousand. I had rather he a

doorkeeper in the house of my God, than to dwell in the

tents of ivickedness. A good sermon to close a blessed,

profitable, wholesome Sabbath day, shared with Christian

friends, and crowned with many favors from the Lord,

which seemed to increase in blessings as the day sped in

its flight from morn to night.

May 4.—In the morning, before leaving, I was shown

through Mr. Goodrich's new house, adjoining his own

pleasant residence, and which I understand he is build-
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ing for his sou-iii-law ; then made a farewell call on Rev.

J. A. Parsons who lives near by, and, just before taking

train for my return trip home, I met an old friend in the

person of Mr. Henry Thursting, who greeted me very

kindly. The " steam-horse " was not long in taking me
to Meadville, and I arrived at my Blooming Yalley home
on Monday evening, well and thankful for safe return.

From my cousin, S. Phillips, at whose place I tarried on

my way from Meadville, I learned of the illness, death

and funeral of Lovina Ellis, whom I had known from her

childhood. Our friends pass away, one by one, and the

evening of life comes to all. But there is a Better Laud

where comes no eventide, and where the night is as clear

as the day.

" The day is gently siukiug to a close,

Fainter and yet more faint the sunlight glows;

O Brightness of Thy Father's glory. Thou,

Eternal Light of Light, be with us now,

Where Thou art present darkness can not be,

^lidnight is glorious noon, O Lord, with Thee.

" The weary world is moldering to decay,

Its glories wane, its pageants fade awa}';

In that last sunset, when the stars shall fall.

May we arise, awakened by Thy call,

With Thee, O Lord, for ever to abide

In that blest dav which has no eventide."

May 5.—Yesterday Old Father Winter must have re-

turned for something he had left behind, perhaps his

overcoat, when taking his departure several weeks ago,

judging by the snow-storm we had, the iciness of the

breeze and the two inches of snow found mantling the
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ground this moriiiug, but which by nine o'clock was

being fast thawed into geniality 'neath Old Sol's cheering

smile. Fruit trees—apples, pears, plums and peaches

—

are now in bloom, and this chilly weather is anything but

beneficial to them.

May 7.—Went to Meadville on business, and while

there called at Mr. S. C. Derby's, where I learned that

the daughter, Eunice Derby, had been married to Lewis

Duvall,* and to the young couple I offered my best con-

gratulations; also called on an old friend who lives on

College Hill, Mrs. Jane Adams, whom I have known
many years, and who I was sorry to learn had been a

suffering invalid since last fall, her friends even despair-

ing of her recovery. I also made a short visit with an aged

couple, Rev. Morrison and his wife, the former of Avhom

is in his eighty-third year, and nearly blind. After kind-

ly greetings he said to me: " Brother Francis Waid, I

never expected to meet you again here; but I remember

you and your wife, and of the time I used to visit you;

I thought you were such good, earnest Christians. I have

often thought of you; how glad I am to meet you again."

He then inquired about the church, and how we were

getting along, in many other ways making my visit very

agreeable and interesting. This good, honored, venerable

couple have two sons living, both ministers in the South,

and had one daughter, Mary, who died about two years

ago. On my return home I thought of my friends, Mr.

and Mrs. David Roberts, who live near here, and whose

son, Emery, I visited while at Lawrence, Kas., last De-

cember. Accordingly, I set out and soon found myself

* The wedding was on Wednesday evening, May Gtli, at tlie home of the bride's

parents. They said liad they l<nown I was at home I would have been invited, as

I was a liome friend of tlieirs, a l)oarder and long acqiiaiutance. Tliis I appre-

ciated as renewing friendship, for I would always rather add two friends to the list

than lose one.
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at their cosy home. The road thither leads to Hatch
Hill, and the sceuery oii either side is eiichautiugly

beautiful Nature seeming to smile her sweetest in her

graceful garb of modest maiden springtime.

Farm after farm, as I passed them. I looked on with

delight: orchards in bloom, fields with verdure clad, here

and there herds of cattle and flocks of sheep—all glad-

dening to a farmer's heart, even though all his lifetime

accustomed to such refreshing scenes. My visit with

Mr. and Mrs. Roberts and their son, Armitaire. was both

enjoyable and profitable, and of Mr. Roberts himself I

must say that I look upon him as a thorough farmer, a

good citizen and a Christian man, his helpmeet a Chris-

tian woman.

May 8.—Visited my neighbor, Newton S. Chase, who
lives one mile south of us, and I found all the familv and

help busy at work, both within doors and out on the

farm, which bore every evidence of prosperity. It was

the source of much enjoyment to me to look over the

fine farm, ascend the gentle slopes of the hillsides,

luxurite in the valley beside the living stream of crystal

water that ran there, or cool myself among the shady

maple trees or in the orchard. As Mr. Chase owns a

large portion of the Harris Farm, of which my eldest

son, Franklin, bought the remaining thirty acres recently,

he accompanied me over it, and I noAv looked upon it

with perhaps greater interest than ever before. Our

love for our children leads us to know what they have

and do: and what parent is not pleased to see them do

weir? We visit a great deal sometimes in a few hours,

indeed, a good visit does not always depend on the

amount of time devoted to it. So ended a truly pleas-

ant visit, and as we said "good-bye," my friends' "come

again'" brought from me the responsive "Our latch-
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string is always out, come any time." All genuine, un-

sophisticated rural friendship!

Sunday, May 10.—-It is ever pleasant and desirable

to be among Christian people on the Sabbath day.

My friends are all, so far as I know, kind to me, and

I have a desire to reciprocate in some measure by be-

ing good to them, for I appreciate their kindness. Dr.

T. C. Beach, of the M. E. Oh arch, in giving his testi-

mony for Christ in the class room, to-day, said: "I am
satisfied with Christ." But, is He wiili me ?—

A

very important question, and it does me good as I con-

sider and reconsider it, and make a study of it with

my friends and for my friends, for I love in this con-

nection to remember their interests as well as my own.

A beautiful Sabbath morning dawned on Meadville,

and there seemed to be nothing vile but man. I am
this day privileged to worship my Maker in the com-

pany of honored friends—Charles Slocum, for one (the

playmate of my childhood), as well as his brother, Em-
ery, and wife, from Ohio, whom I had not met for years.

HoAV glad I was to meet them and accompany them ta

the M. E. Church to listen to the excellent sermon de-

livered by Dr. Beach, whose text was 2 Peter i: 5, 6,

7! I have listened in my lifetime to not a few good

sermons that have fed my soul, and helped me in divine

life, and this forenoon's discourse was one of them, for

it was as manna to my hungry soul. Then the class

meeting (led by Brother Beed Coder, who was con-

verted at State Road Church revivals held in the winter

of 1850-51) increased my satisfaction. After the ser-

mon I shook hands with the good pastor, remarking

that I had been " feasting on spiritual food," to which

he replied: " Then you had faith." Well, I think it is

a blessed privilege to come in contact with those who
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have more faith than we ourselves have. His presence
in the class room cheered us. How good it is to dwell

in unity and love!

In the afternoon Charles Slocum accompanied me to

Greendale Cemetery, where we viewed many of the graves
of friends and relatives. Among the monuments there

stands an attractive one erected by the students of Alle-

gheny College to the memory of President John Barker,

a man whom I always loved, and from whose Christian

teaching and example I learned much. The inscription

on this monument reads as follows:

Born in the East Ridixg of Yokkshire, Engl.\m),

March 17, 1813:

Died February 26, 1860.

In the evening I heard Hon. A. B. Richmond lecture,

in Psychological Hall, Meadville, on the question, " Is

Spiritualism a religion?" the lecturer's arguments being

on the affirmative side.

May 11.—In the afternoon I attended the funeral of

an old friend, Mrs. Adam Morris, who passed away in her

seventy-fourth year, the death of whose husband, Adam
Morris, is mentioned at page 232, Second Souvenie, Mrs.

Morris had of late been living with her daughter and son-

in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Abbott, near Waterford, Erie Co.,

Penn., and her funeral was from the Wilson school-house,

in our township, to the Long Cemetery, myself being one

of the pall-bearers; Eev. H. McClintock officiated, as he

also did on the occasion of Mr. Morris' funeral. From

the cemetery I went to Saegertown, to visit my friend,

Mr. G. Floyd, who is in rather poor health at present.
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On the following day I paid another visit to the County

Farm to see Mr. and Mrs. George Cutshall, superintend-

ent and matron, respectively, of the Alms House; then as

I came through Germautown I called on my recently

married niece, Jennie, my brother George's youngest

daughter, my first visit there since her marriage. Other

relatives and friends I also dropped in to say " good-day

'

to, among them being my near neighbor, Mr. Miller, who
has been so long ill, and whose wife, Sarah, was badly

injured last Saturday by being thrown from a buggy at

the bridge across Woodcock Creek, while driving along

with her son. In the house I found the dauofhter, Mrs.

James Titus, and daughter-in-law, Mrs. George Miller,

kindly caring for the aged couple in their affliction. In

the evening I dropped in to see Mr. Jay Harris and Mr.

Rider, at both of whose homes I was pleasantly enter-

tained, particularly by Mr. Harris and his musical family.

May 15.—To-day the new large bank barn, 46x61: feet

in dimensions, part two stories and part three stories in

height, was raised on the place where my son, Franklin

I., now lives, and known as the Goodrich Farm. There

was plenty of help, though farmers are pretty busy,

about fifty being present, forty three of whom sat down

to dinner, ten remaining after 3 P. M. to complete some of

the work. The hand of the diligent not only maketli rich,

])ut doeth a great deal of labor ! What a number of barn

raisings, besides other buildings, and "bees" did my
father and his family help on in days past! And now to

his grandchildren the labor is being returned. No one

can say, truly, that a kind act is never rewarded. If 'pays

fo do good. No farmer can raise a crop without sowing

the seed, unless it be the crop of idleness, that bringeth

shame.

Sunday, May 17.—I attended State Street M. E.
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Church, this forenoon, and heard a good sermon from our

pastor, Eev. J. H. Laverty, the subject being " Liberality,"

and the text, '2 Corinthians ix: 13. In the afternoon Mr.
Derby accompanied me to the funeral of Dr. C. M. Yates,

an old citizen of Meadville. He had recently been living

at Baltimore, Md., where he died at the advanced age of

eighty-eight years, and his body was brouglit to Mead-
ville for interment in Greendale Cemetery, the services

being conducted by Rev. Rogers Israel, pastor of the

Protestant Episcopal Church (Christ Church ), under the

auspices of the Freemasons. In the evening my friend

and I attended the Baptist Church, where we listened to

Rev. W. H. Marshall's exposition of the narrative about

Joseph's first imprisonment.

May 20.—To-day, at their home in Guy's Mills, was

celebrated the '• Silver AVedding " of Charles and Nancy

Wygant, and as a matter of course I was one of the many
who were present, walking all the way, some seven miles,

in preference to driving. They were married May 20,

1866, by Rev. Eberman, in State Road M. E. Church;

and I remember (for I was present at this wedding) that

on the same day, at our church. Rev. James AVygant,

Charles' father, married Homer Elsworth and his bride.

The guests at this silver wedding Avere numerous and

happy, " a right merrie companie," as our great-grand-

parents would have called it, and about each of the seven

ages of man were represented—from childhood to senility.

They enjoyed a rich repast, fine music (both vocal and

instrumental), stirring speeches—in short, "had a good

old-fashioned time," and at the close each returned to his

or her home in a very happy mood. For myself, I left

Mr. Wygant's about 4 p. m., and proceeded to Mr. P. M.

Cutshall's, some three miles from Guy's Mills, where I

made a brief visit, and then concluded my homeward

journey.
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May 21, 22, 23.—Sweet, refreshing showers have

come to us, most welcome to the parched soil and thirsty

growth of the land, so much in need of the reviving in-

fluence of rain. All nature seems to praise the Lord, and

why should not man join in the glad song, and the tribute

of His praise prolong?

"We have no tears Thou wilt not dry;

We have no wounds Thou wilt not heal;

]S<) sorrows pierce our human hearts

That Thou, dear Father, dost not feel.

Thy pity like the dew distils,

And Thy compassion, like the light,

Our every morning overfills.

And crowns with stars our every night."

Sunday, May 24.—This forenoon I attended the First

Presbyterian Church, Eev. K. C. Hays, pastor; text from

1 John iii: 2: We shall he like Him, for we shall see

Him as He is. In the afternoon C. R. Slocum accom-

panied me to a temperance meeting held in the First M.

E. Church; address by Mrs. M. B. Ross, of Cambridge-

boro, Penn., president of the W. C. T. U., and sketches

of temperance workers, by Miss Warner—noble women in

the cause. Then, in the evening, in the same M. E,

Church, were held the Memorial Services of the G. A. R.,

a very large audience being assembled, who attentively

listened, I will venture to say, to one of the most interest-

ing and eloquent discourses they ever had the pleasure of

hearing. Rev.W. H. Marshall,of the Baptist Church, Mead-

ville, who delivered it, chose for his text the exhortation of

Paul the Apostle to Timothy, to do the duty of a faithful

servant of the Lord: Thou, therefore, endure hardness,

as a good soldier of Jesus Christ. What a practical les-

son was drawn from this text, and how faithfully was it
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set forth by the reverend lecturer! It seemed to me like

scattering seed on good ground, and I pray that what fell

on my heart may bear fruit abundantly in Christ's name.
May 26.—As we were requiring about 40,000 shingles

to cover the new barn my son is building, I accompanied

him and his hired man, with two teams, to Little Cooley,

where I purchased of Mr. Thomas F. Smith, at his saw
and shingle mill, 40,000 good pine shingles—8,000

shaved, 32,000 sawed. I think it was in 1848 that my
father built our horse barn, and well do I remember work-

ing on it, the following incident coming fresh to my mem-
ory: My brother, Lyman, and Justus Goodwill took the

Masiker girls, Jane and Eliza, to the circus and menag-

erie, then exhibiting in Meadville, while I remained be-

hind to help shingle the barn, a something in our experi-

ences that my first wife and I often spoke of afterward.

This old barn was built of durable material, the original

roof, never reshingled, being yet sound, proof enough that

my honest friend, Thomas F. Smith, manufactures good

shingles, and I told him so to-day, which gratified him

as much as it pleased me. We loaded up our shingles in

good shape, and started for home, stopping, near Cooley,

at the farm home of my nephew Orlando Waid, with whom
I had some business, and as he was raising his bank barn,

30x40 feet in size, we were in good season to give him,

along with my brother who was there also, a lift on part

of the basement story. Then, continuing on our way

homeward with our loads, we halted at New Eichmond to

see a relative, Mrs. Silas Clark, who has been an invalid

from dropsy several years, and is now very poorly indeed.

As I shook hands with her and introduced my son, she

said: "Franklin, I have not seen you since you were mar-

ried," which somewhat surprised me; how time does fly !

"What! he was married March 15, 1877, and you have
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not seen one another since!" So we pursue the journey

of life, some of us only meeting friends a few times here

below. Starting our teams once more, we made direct for

home, only halting a brief space to see my uncle, Horace

Waid, and make a passing call in Blooming Valley.

May 28.—Just thirty-seven years ago to-day my twin

brother Franklin died, but his memory yet lives. We
journeyed life together a little over twenty-one years, and

much of our joint experience has been, figuratively speak-

ing, written in indelible ink, that never can be effaced

from the tablets of my memory.

May 29.—There died this morning an old citizen of

Blooming Valley (a resident since 1865), in the person

of Mr. J. T. Odell, aged eighty years; funeral on Sunday

at 2 p. M. ; services at the M. E. Church. The road tax

in our district is now being worked, my son, Fred, being

path master, and as our new road machine, a scraper,

called "Western Reversible." seems to Avork very well,

we will likely have even better roads than usual, although,

for a long time back, our township road, from Blooming

Valley (State Road) to the Mead Township line, nearly a

mile, has been really good. Clean roads please the

farmer, and speed the traveler on his way, and as we

ruralists like to see clean streets in cities or towns when

we visit them, so townspeople, when they come out to see

Nature's garden, and inhale the sweet breath of Heaven,

delight in rambling along neat, well-kept roads. "In

rural life," says Washington Irving, "there is nothing

mean and debasing. It leads a man forth among scenes

of natural grandeur and beauty; it leaves him to the

workings of his mind, operated upon by the purest and

most elevating of external influences." This is what

gives the charm to country life, and nothing can detract

from it save ragged-looking roads, dilapidated fences, and

ill-kept farms.
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May 30, Decokation Day.—A year ago to-day 1 was
in Cleveland, Ohio, attending the dedication of the Gar-
field Monument, and to-day I enjoy the pleasure of spend-
ing Decoration Day in Meadville, visiting Greeiidale

Cemetery, beautifully decorated with flowers and little

flags, loving tributes to the memory of our silent heroes.

In the afternoon a large concourse of people, including

Peifer Post, G. A. E., was assembled to listen to the ex-

cellent address delivered by Kev. Dr. T. C. Beach, of the

First M. E. Church, who was introduced to the audience

with a feAv remarks bv Dr. T. L. Flood. In honoring

the memory of the brave soldiers who bled and died to

save our Union from dismemberment, we must not foro^et

to honor the good God who has given to the world a

Christian land like ours.

Sunday, May 31.—I attended two funerals to-day,

services for both being held in the M. E. Church, Bloom-

ing Valley. The first one (in the forenoon) was that of

a child of Mr. and Mr. Leonard Smith, nearly five years

old ; sermon by Kev. V. F. Duncle, pastor ; text Job xxxvii

:

21: And now men see not the hrigM light whidi is in tJte

clouds; hut the wind passetlt and cleanseth them; the in-

terment took place in the Smith Cemeter3\ How very

dark it is here sometimes amidst our afflictions! And yet

to the believer, to the true Christian, how radiant and re-

splendent appears everything beyond the conflicts of this

life! He can realize how graciously God in His mercy

deals Avith us here that we may be saved. The other

funeral (in the afternoon) was that of J. T. Odell, whose

death I have already referred to; sermon by Kev. W. H.

Farrault, of Saegertown; text 2 Corinthians v: 8: We
are confident, I say, and unlling rcdtier to he absentfrom

tile hody, and to he present icith tJie Lord. At the cem-

etery. Blooming Valley, I observed that Eliza's grave had
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been decorated the previous day by kind hands, showing

til at her memory yet lives in warm hearts other than my
own.* "Sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow from

which we refuse to be divorced."

June 3.—Among other letters I received one to-day

from Bishop Willard F. Mallalieu, of New Orleans, the

third I have been favored Avith from him, and I have to

thank him for the interest he takes in my welfare in pre-

senting an earnest appeal for aid toward the endowment

of eight professorships in the medical college at New
Orleans. I here give copy of the letter:

New Orleans, La., May 29, 1891.

My Dear Brother: Yours of April 10 is now before me. The
book has also been received, for which please accept my thanks. I

have looked it through with interest—it is a Souvenir indeed! I

shall place it in tlie library of the New Orleans University, where I

trust it may remain for many years and generations. I am glad to

know that God blessed you at Oil City Conference. It was a glorious

season. I trust all our Conferences may be like it, only better and
better as the years go on. I send with this a slip which will give you
an idea of what I am trying to do. I want to endow eight professor-

ships in our medical college. It will take $10,000 to endow any one

of them. I wish you would take one, and give it your family name,

or your own name in full. If you really desire to do good there is no

better chance. The people for whom I plead are very poor, and have

few friends. I hope God will put it into your heart to do what I ask.

In this way, and for Christ's sake, you can visit the sick. It will be a

better and more enduring monument than marble or bronze.

Very truly yours,

W. F. Mallalieu.

I quote one sentence from the "slip" spoken of by

the Bishop as enclosed to me: ''Never from Us porials

shall any one he excluded on accoitnf of race, color, relig-

ion or sexy I confess I am glad to have had this matter

brought to my notice, and am anxious to give the subject

careful consideration, with the hope that with God's as-

sistance I may arrive at a wise conclusion.

* I want to say, the Lnnl hlfs>< them.
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June 5.— The boys (my sons) and myself have been

as "busy as bees,"" my own work consisting in mowing
the door-yards, etc., whitewashing some pear and orna-

mental trees and shrubs, helping shingle, to-day, Frank-

lin's new barn, and, while the scaffolding Avas being re-

moved, I finished trimming and scraping the apple trees in

the orchard* (Goodrich Farm). Then after all this was

done, boy-like I wanted to do not only a little more but

something by which this day might be remembered; so I

held a sort of formal opening of the New Barn by taking

the wheelbarrow and putting in a load of old hay, and

another of new-mown (cut to-day), remarking, as I did so,

to my sons and others: " You can remember who put in

the first hay into the new barn." And yet this was not so

much for the sake of my son as for his children (my four

little grandchildren), something that some of them might

perchance remember and interpret, when I am gone, as a

simple lesson in industry and carefulness. While T was

engaged in mowing, a passing neighbor said to me: "I

saw you do that forty years ago when working with your

uncle, William Morehead, on your father's farm, and you

have not yet forgot how!" "No," T replied, "I enjoy

it now, and am glad I am able to continue in the busi-

ness. I want to mow the door-yards for the boys, and

help do the hand-mowing, trimming and so forth with

the scythe."

June (i—Came to Meadville on business, and in the

evening went to see my uncle and other relatives in Ver-

non, four miles west of the town, remaining till Monday.

During my visit my cousin, R. A. Fergerson, accompanied

me to Geneva, and I had the pleasure of calling on an

old schoolmate, David Smith, whom I do not remember

* The job of pruning the three orchards for the boys I began several weeks ago,

and was reaUy glad to finish it.
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having met in many years; also saw his brother Peter,

another schoolmate, and ere we left Geneva my cousin

and I made yet another call on Mr. Harrison, a distant

relative whom I have wished to see many years. While

at Mr. Fergerson's I paid a visit to his t'ather-in-law, Mr.

John Curry, now nearly four-score years old, and very

unwell at present ; also saw my uncle, living near by, who

is in his ninetieth year. On my way home on Monday,

and while in Meadville, my cousin, S. Phillips, informed

me of the death of his sou's wife, which occurred that

same morning at her sister's in Hancock, whither she

and her husband, Leslie Phillips, had recently gone on

account of her failing health. The funeral and services

were held at Port Jarvis, N. Y., her former home. It

is only a few weeks ago since I saw her, for the

last time, at her father-in-law's house, but she was quite

ill then, so her demise was not altogether unexpected.

She WHS a most estimable. Christian woman. Our

house, the "Old Home,'' is being repainted wliite,

blinds green, just as it was first painted by my father

in 18^5;and I wish to help my son and the painter,

Mr. Albion Bowman, on that, as I do on every tiling

else about the place, for I do not want to be called a

" retired farmer," while health, strength and courage re-

main to me. It is surely a pardonable pride that prompts

me to say that I can still do farm labor, shingle, paint or

look for a job at any other kind of work I can do. How
good, indeed, it is for us if we can but labor and be con-

tented within the limits of our occupations, making our-

selves useful at whatever we can do.

June 11.—I went to-day to assist at the raising of

Mr. David Koberts' bank barn (44x52), to me a pleasant

duty, and there was a good turn-out, plenty of help—over

sixty at dinner (I think), and more to follow to lend a
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willing hand in the afternoon. Leaving Mr. Roberts'

place,* I proceeded toMeadville, where I received my mail,

and one letter, from my cousin, Frank Simmons, brought
me the sad news of the death of Mrs. Martha Cobb, which
occurred at 6 o'clock this morning. Another communi-
cation was bright and sunshiny—an invitation to a wed-
ding, as follows: "Mrs. C. A. Wheeler requests your
presence at the marriage of her daughter, Mertie Maud,
to Albert E. Sherman, June 24, 1891, at eight o'clock, at

her residence. No. 340 Footes Avenue, Jamestown, N. Y."

During my short stay in Meadville I called on Mr. S.

Phillips, where I met a relative, Miss Clara Arnold, of

Townsville, Penn., who had been residing about six

months in East Tennessee, for the benefit of her health,

and was on her way home; also had a brief visit at C. R.

Slocum's.

June 13.—Am in Jamestown, N. Y., having come to

attend the funeral of my cousin, Mrs. Martha Cobb, an-

nounced for to-morrow, Sunday, but which, for some

reason, took place to-day, before my arrival. Mrs. Cobb

was born May 2, 1838, so was just nine days younger

than myself. Rev. A. C. Ellis, pastor of the M. E.

Church at Jamestown, officiated at the funeral. The

electric street railway is now opened in Jamestown, and

one can ride to Dexterville or the boat lauding in a mag-

nificently-appointed car, propelled by the mystic force of

electricity. I understand the road to Lakewood, five

miles, will soon be completed, at which time Jamestown

will be able to boast of ten or twelve miles of electric

railway.

Sunday, June 14.—Attended the Episcopal Church at

Jamestown along with Vernon Wheeler and his sister,

* I would here say that Mr. Roberts has now one of the Ijest barns iu this

section of the county ; but he is noted for doing tilings well. There are larger barns,

but this seems a model one.



208

Gertie; afterward, while on my way to Mr. Simmons', I

stepped into the M. E. Church, where were being held

"Children's Day" services, which I much enjoyed; then

went with Mr. Simmons to look at the new Baptist Church,

not yet quite completed, so they are holding services in

the Sunday-school, and I found it was also "Children's

Day " there. At 3 p.m. I attended the laying of the foun-

dation stone of the Swedish Church ; thence went to the

cemetery to vieAv the last resting place of Mrs. Martha

Cobb and of Uncle and Aunt Simmons, whereon have re-

cently been placed tombstones. A call in the evening on

Mr. Hezekiah Williams closed this summer Sabbath day.

June Ifi.—Left Jamestown yesterday evening for

Union City, where I remained over night with my friend

J. Hgusenick, and this morning, being most desirous of

attending the raising of Mr. George Hamilton's barn, I

took train for Saegertown, whence I walked to the County

Farm, one and one-half miles, as I wished to see my
brother-in-law and his wife; thence walked to my home,

about four and one-half miles, in the heat of the day,

changed my clothes, had dinner and was off to the baru-

raising. My three sons were all busy at Little Cooley,

baling hay, but my daughters-in-law, Maggie and Min-

nie, had gone to the " bee " before I reached home, so they

were helpful to us by assisting Mrs. Hamilton, along

with other willing women Avorkers, in getting read} the

meals etc. It was an all-day raising, as the barn was

45x96 feet, requiring from forty-five to fifty hands, besides

women and children, and so I was late in getting to the

spot; but, as some one present remarked, the Waids were

"well represented," as there were present my brother, G.

N., and his sons, also my nephew, Nick P., besides my
daughters-in-law and myself.

Sunday, June 21.—Having come to Meadville yester-
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day on business, as I usually do on Saturdays, I remained
over night at Mr. Derby's, having heard that the Memo-
rial services for Mrs. Estella Phillips would be held to-day

in the Baptist Church, and I wished to attend. With
several members of the Phillips family I accordingly

went to the church, and I am truly glad I did so, as the

services were impressive and touching in the extreme.

The good pastor. Rev. W. H. Marshall, chose for his text

Revelations xiv: 13: And I heard a voice from Heaven
saying unto me, Write, Blessed are the dead lohich die in

ihe Lord from henceforth: Yea, saith the Spirit, tJiat tliey

may rest from their labors; and tJieir ivorJcs do follow

them; and in his sermon he spoke most feelingly of the

deceased; of her exemplary life; of her uniting with the

church at Port Jervis, N. Y., and being baptized at the

age of about fifteen, over a score of years ago. The be-

reaved husband has the sympathy of all, but what blessed

consolation must come in the thought that his wife, Es-

tella. left the world a Christian, to dwell in the house of

the Lord forever

—

Blessed are tlie dead who die in the

Lo)-d.

In the afternoon I went to "Children's Day" service

at the M. E. African Church, where an interesting pro-

gramme was well carried out, at the close of which I,

as a visitor, was called upon to say a few words to the

children, which I did, and afterward in a little more sub-

stantial manner aided their cause by doubling the col-

lection, making the gross amount $3.14. Then a vote of

thanks for my visit, and an invitation to "come again"

closed the happy proceedings. In the evening I attended

the First M. E. Church, where Rev. Dr. Moore, editor of

the Western Christian Advocate, delivered an eloquent

sermon for the benefit of the Allegheny College Young

Men's Christian Association, the subject being John, the
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Baptist, in prison, and Christ on His mission on earth,

preaching the doctrine of everlasting life.

June 23.—Yesterday my uncle Robert Morehead

(now, as already related, nearly ninety years old) and his

daughter came to visit me, and glad I was of it, for I was

wishing to have him come and see me once more before I

take my departure for the West. After supper I drove

my uncle to Blooming Valley, in order to make a call on

my niece, Mrs. Iowa Joslin, and after a short interview

we returned home, having enjoyed a very pleasant drive.

This morning we called on our nearest neighbor, Mrs.

Mary Kiser, who is a few months older than my uncle,

and has been in failing health for a long time. Paid

visits to the homes of my other two sons; drove down to

the County Farm to give our regards to Julia, a relative;

then called on my brother, and afterward on my nephew

Nick P., where we had supper before returning home-

ward, when I drove him to Blooming Valley, Avhither his

daughter had gone to see Mr. Ploof, a relative. Thus

ended what to me was a memorable visit, one recalling

pleasant old-time associations, not unmixed with regretful

remembrances; for as my aged relative and I viewed the

old home of my boyhood and earlier manhood, and

chatted about the days of long ago, my life history

seemed to pass before me like a moving panoramic view,

bright and gloomy scenes alternately passing before my
mental eye—^here a ray of joy, there a cloud of sorrow;

here a noontide radiance, there a midnight darkness, till

I found my thoughts unconsciously dwelling on my dead

wife, and wandering away to the beautiful valley of Eden;

" Beautiful valley of Eden!

Sweet is thy uooutide calm

;

Over the hearts of the weary,

Breathing thy waves of balm.
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" Over the heart of the iiK.unicr

Shiueth thj- gohlen day,

Wafting the songs of the angels
Down from the far away.

" Beautiful valley of Eden,
Home of the pure and blessed!

How oft' amid the wild billows

I dream of thv rest—sweet rest

!

June 24.—The last time I went to Jamestown, N. Y.,

was to attend tlie funeral of- Martha Cobb; to-day my
mission thither is a happier one—to be present at the

wedding of xllbert Shermaii and Mertie M. Wheeler, in

accordance with the invitation I had received. The cere-

mony was performed in the evening by Kev. E. B. Bur-

rows, in the presenceof a large attendance of relatives and

friends, representing nearly every season of life from the

bud of childhood to the mellow fruit of old age. Among
those present, some of whom I never met before, and

others not for years, I might mention Mrs. Addie Ogden,

from Olean, N. Y. ; Chan. Colt and wife, and liis brother

Henry, from near Brocton, N. Y.* ; Miss Lorinda Wheeler,

Mrs. Stratton and Mrs. John Childs, aunts of the bride,

all three livings in our own county.

Early next morning, after a call on Mr. Colt, I re-

turned to Meadville, a little late, to attend Allegheny

College Commencement (class of '91) exercises, held in

the First M. E. Church, and of which the following is a

copy of the programme:

* Henry and Chan. Colt are brothers of Frank Colt, with wlioni the bride, Mer-

tie Maud (Wheeler), her mother, Certie and Vernerhave hved many years.
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PROGRAMME.

MUSIC, ORCHESTRA.

PRATER.

Immigration, - - - - - - - B. T. Adams,

Tlie New Republic, _ - . - Hmonrd A. Couse.

Experience as a Factor in Life, - - - C. G. Freema)i.

MUSIC, ORCHESTRA.

Is War a Relic of the Past? - - - Jo?in A. Gibson.

The Ends we Seek, . - - _ Gertrude V. Hovseliold.

The Philosopher of Rotterdam, - - Gharles L. Hoice.

MUSIC, ORCHESTRA.

Russian Nihilism, - - - . . Glarence F. Ross.

The Woman of the Twentieth Century, - - Mary Warner.
" The Grand Old Man," - - - - Homer D. Whitfield.

" Human Equation," - - - - William W. Youngson.

music, orchestra.

Conferring of Degrees.

Everytliiug coimected with these exercises passed off

surpassingly well, and I would that space permitted me
to dwell on them more fully. I can not speak too highly

of President Wheeler's address to the "Class of '91,'*

numbering twenty-nine members, coming from many
States. I believe it surpassed anything of the kind I had

ever heard—so rich was it, so rare, so full of good things

overflowing with noble encouragements and lasting bene-

dictions. All the numbers on the programme were finely

rendered, and the audience returned to their homes more

than favorably impressed with the day's proceedings.

June 27.—This morning I spent several hours work-

ing in the old garden wherein, no doubt, my twin brother

and myself did some little child-Avork half a century ago.

But it is more of those who taught me by their example

how to love labor—my parents—that T am reminded—on

the farm in general, of my father; in the garden, in par-

ticular, of my mother, for while she was young, or in mid-

dle life, yes, or even during the last year of her pilgrim-
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age on earth, Avlien seventy-seven years of age, sbe would
be found diligently working in this same old garden where
now T find myself with hoe in hand, assisted by my
daughter-in-law, Annie, Guinnip's wife, and their four-

year-old daughter, Edna, both industrious to the great

discomfiture of the weeds, my little granddaughter very

enthusiastic over her modicum. So here I have work and
pleasure combined, everything to be thankful for, and in

my heart I sing for very joy.

After dinner the barn-raising on the farm of Edmond
Ellis,* a friend and neighbor, gave me some more pleas-

ant work. This structure, which in 35x15 feet, was oriir-

inally built thirty-five years ago on what is known as the

Wilks Farm, and Edmond and his father, Clark Ellis, un-

dertook to move and repair the same, but before they got

it completed a storm came and blew the barn down, re-

ducing it to a perfect wreck. It was no small job to

sort out the ruin and rebuild, so when all was ready for

the raising I Avas only too glad to give what assistance I

could. It Avas heavy Avork, for the timber used in building

barns years ago was much heavier than nowadays, but

there Avere plenty of willing hands and the job of putting

the frame up Avas completed before supper, after which I

Avalked (in company with Mr. Ephraim Williams, carpen-

ter, Avho Avas overseer of the Avork) to Meadville where I

remained, as usual, over Sunday. Brother Williams was

formerly a member of State Eoad M. E. Church, and lived

here many years before going to Meadville. No wonder I

loved him as a Christian brother and could enjoy a Avalk

and chat five miles Avith him when our day's Avork Avas

done

!

* I am told Mr. Clark Ellis attended the first barn-raising tliirty-five years ago.

and some others who helped at the raising then were present. Mr. Ellis was il

imderstand) fifty-two on the day of the liarn-raising.
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Sunday, June 28.—Attended the Second Presbyterian

Church, where I heard an excellent sermon from the lips

of Dr. D. H. Wheeler, president of Allegheny College,

who is filling the appointment here at present, Dr. Ed-

wards, the regular pastor, being in poor health. The

text, Matthew xi: 28: Come nnio me all ye that labor and

are heavy laden, and I loill give you rest, was ably in-

terpreted by the learned Doctor who not only made but

also left a lasting impression on his attentive hearers.

As for my individual self, I had labored all the week, and

was tired in body and weary in mind, much in need of

rest and spiritual food, and here I found both. My soul

was refreshed and blessed with the words of the text, and

the invitation and promises held out to the weary. I had

found what was wanting—-rest, peace, life and salvation,

the fruits of the spirit, joy and gladness—and I went

forth from the church, a thankful Christian, to continue

life's journey with renewed vigor and all the more zeal

as yet other words of comfort came to my thoughts:

Take my yoke upon you and learn of me, for I am weak

and lowly in heaii, and ye shall find rest unto your souls;

for my yoke is easy and my burden is light. Ever the

same good soul-reviving old story.

" Tell me the old, old storj^

Of unseen things above,

Of Jesus and His glory,

Of .Jesus and His love.

" Tell me the story softly,

With earnest tones, and grave

;

Remember! I'm the sinner

"Whom .lesus came to save."
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June 30.—There are certain things we cling to nnn-e

or less tenaciously as we pass our days on earth, for

instance, life, home, friends and our earlier day asso-

ciations; we cling to the business that brings us our
daily bread; Ave cling to property that we may have
something against a " rainy day," something to help

us Avhen old age or sickness comes to us—somethino-

to help our children, something to do good with. So
there are many things to which we cling, for we, every

one of us, need support now, and assuredly will all the

more in the future. But what is the best thinar to clino-

to most tenaciously? what is the best to choose? what

best pays? Avhat brings us the largest income as our days

and years go on? What is the best inheritance we can

leave our children? Not wealth, but a good name, a

Christian cliaracier.

Such were my thoughts this morning as I was read-

ing a chapter from the Book of Books, and I found my
answer to all these questions as ready as it is simple

—

Cling io the Bible, cling to the Truth, cling to Ch rist. O what

support, what comfort, what peace and satisfaction there

is in building on the one sure foundation! How I love

to peruse the pages of that good old Book! I do not

know how often the word "blessed" occurs in the Bible,

but I do know that I love that single word as used in the

good Book and pronounced by Christ in His sermon on

tlie Mount, so many times especially in the first twelve

verses of Matthew v, where it occurs no less than nine

times. I love that portion of this ever-memorable sermon

BO much that I have committed it to writing in my Diary,,

words I learned at Sunday-school when a child, and now,

over fifty years later, are bringing me comfort, peace and.^

a prospect of Heaven.
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1. And seeing the multitude, He went up into a mountain; and
wlien He was set His disciples came unto Him.

2. And He opened His mouth, and taught them, saying,

3. Blessed are the poor in spirit, for their's is the kingdom of

heaven.

4. Blessed are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted.

5. Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth.

6. Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteous-

ness, for they shall be filled.

7. Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.

8. Blessed are the pure in heart, for thej^ shall see God.

9. Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the chil-

dren of God.

10. Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness sake,

for their's is the kingdom of heaven.

11. Blessed are j^e, when men shall revile you, and persecute you,

and shall say all manner of evil against j'ou falsely, for my sake.

12. Rejoice and be exceeding glad, for great is your reward in

heaven; for so persecuted they the prophets which were before you.

This word "blessed" has so much attraction for me
that I can not refrain from quoting a few other passages

of Scripture where it occurs. How my soul loves it! I

try to penetrate the depth of tlie meaning it contains as

spoken by the Master and written according to His will

by the inspired writer, touched by the linger of His love,

and moved by His spirit.

Pmlm xxxii: 1, 2: Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven,

whose sin is covered. Blessed is the man unto whom the Lord imput-

eth not iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no guile.

Psalm xli: 1: Blessed is he that considereth the poor; the Lord

will deliver him in the time of trouble.

Psalm Ixxxiv: 4, 5: Blessed are they that dwell in Thy house, they

will be still praising Thee. Selah. Blessed is the man whose strength

is in Thee; in whose heart are the ways of them.

Psalm cxii: 1: Blessed is the man that feareth the Lord, that de-

lighteth greatly in His commandments.

Jeremiah xcii: 7: Blessed is the man that trusteth in the Lord,

and whose hope the Lord is.
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Joel ii: 14: Who kuoweth if he will return iiud repent, and leave
a blessing behind him; even a meat offering and a driuk offerin"- unto
the Lord your God.

James i: 12: Blessed is the man that endureth temptation; for
when he is tried, he shall receive a crown of life, which the Lord liath

promised to them that love Him.

Revelations x.r: 6: Blessed and holy is he that hath part in the first

resurrection.

July 1.—Yesterday at noon I went ou foot to Meadville,

where I made several calls, and in the afternoon, by the

same method of locomotion,proceeded to the County Farm,
as I wished to see my brother-in-law, G. W. Cutshall, a

walk in all of not less than twelve miles, so I remained

there over night to rest. If I can get no one to accom-

pany me, why then I go alone, for I caii walk and think,

and study nature as I pass along, always learning some-

thing new. This morning I went from Mr. Cutshall's to

Mr. H. B. Stanford's (collector of State, county and poor

taxes in Woodcock Township), a walk of probably some

five or six miles. He lives near Mr. J. Wesley Lang's

place, ou the Gravel Run Road. I paid my taxes, and

Avhen I had done so Mr. Stanford said to me: "You,

Mr. Waid, pay the largest tax of any one in our township,

one hundred and sixty dollars and sixty cents. It is

worth paying such a sum now, before July 4, and save

five per cent." In the course of our conversation we

talked about our late worthy commissioner, Mr. Lang,

who died suddenly ou Saturday, June 27 last, in his

seventy -second year, having been born February 8, 1820,

in Woodcock Township, Crawford Co., Penu. I would

have attended his funeral had I known of his death in

time ; but to-day as I passed the Lang Cemetery, which

is situated but a short distance from his late home, I

stepped in and viewed his newly-made grave. While
14
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there pausing for a few seconds I copied from the tomb-

stone near by the following inscription:

Wife op J, Wesley Lang,

DIED APRIL 3, 1865, AGED 27 YEARS 20 DAYS.

My walk homeward, about five and one-half miles, on

this lovely day, by way of " Twelve Corners," is indelibly

carved on mj memory, so beautiful were the landscape

and the panoramic perspective, especially as viewed from

a rising piece of ground about two miles northwest of

Blooming Valley and the little town of that name, which

could be clearly seen, as well as the placid Woodcock

Valley extending several miles to the southwest, till the

eye catches a glimpse of the hills west of French Creek

and Saegertown—all charmingly attractive. Here and

there, in fact everywhere, are to be seen prosperous farm

homes with fertile fields, fruitful orchards and shady

woods and inviting groves, all owned by contented and

happy tillers of the soil, the humblest of whom appears

to exalt in the comforts and embellishments which his

own hands have SDread around him. In less than an

hour after feasting my eyes on this sublime picture of

Nature adorned in summer raiment, I was at my home
my day's journey occupying about twenty-three hours, my
walk, during that time, extending probably twenty-five

miles in all. I was satisfied with my day's work, and

with what I had seen and enjoyed.*

July 2.—While I was engaged in mowing the door

yard this bright morning, I was favored and encouraged

with many salutations from passers by, and was much

* All so near home. Let us live in the labors and beauties of home life as well

as when we go abroad.
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pleased when Dr. S. C. Johnson,* of Blooming Valley
(Fred's brother-in-law), drove up in company with his
brother, Mr. P. F. Johnson, of Independence, Kas., and
we had a chat about eastern Kansas and other things;
then, after they had left me and I had renewed my work,
there came along, on their way to Meadville, my old friend
Mr. David S. Keep, and his wife. This was our first

meeting since his return from Ellendale, Dak., whither
Mr. Keep had several years ago gone to reside from this

his native county of which he was at one time register

and recorder,

July 3.—To-morrow is the "Glorious Fourth," and I

should like to attend the Dedication of the Soldiers'

Monument in Meadville, as Avell as the celebration of the

fifteenth anniversary of Mr. and Mrs. Frank Cutshall'sf

wedding ; but as I can not conveniently be present at both,

I send to Frank and his Avife a token of our friendship

in the form of a Bible for their only son (eleven years of

age), as a remembrance of the event, accompanied with

the following letter

:

^ y*^

Blooming Valley, Penn., July 4, 1891. .«Cx

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Gutshall: I regret that I can not be present

and share in the pleasure of friends and relatives, in celebrating your
Fifteenth Wedding Anniversary. But having made previous arrange-

ments to attend the Dedication of Soldiers' Monument, and general

celebration of the Fourth of July in Meadville, it is necessary that I

should deny myself the pleasure of being present. Yet I trust you
will accept this token of my friendship—a Bible—sent as a gift to your

son Harry in remembrance of the occasion. Wishing you all a good

time, I remain respectfully.

Your Uncle,
F. C. Waid.

*Dr. S. C. Johnson attended my first wife during Dr. G. W. Weter's absence

attenduig the medical lectures at New York City, and, after, continued to come to

our home, as consulting physician, to the close of her life.

tl would here say that Frank Cutshall, G. W. Cutshall's only son, married

Miss Alice Haines ; consequently ray son Fred and Frank Cutshall are brothers-in-

law as well as cousins, and both are brothers-in-law to Dr. S. C. .Johnson, of Bloom-

ing Valley.
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JUI^Y 4, 1891.

" Flag of the heroes who left xis their glory,

Borne through our battletield's thunder and flame,

Blazoned in song and illumined in story,

Wave on us all who inherit their fame!

Up with our banner bright.

Sprinkled with starry light.

Spread its fair emblems from mountain to shore;

While through the sounding sky.

Loud rings the nation's cry,

—

Union and Liberty!—One evermore!"

INDEPENDENCE DAY.

The pleasant little city of Meadville, with a popula-

tion of over 11,000, was in her best holiday attire, and

her numerous guests well provided for, many of whom
had come from a far distance. The day was to be cele-

brated, as I have already intimated, by the dedication of

the Soldiers' Monument in Diamond Park. I had the

honor of being appointed one of the vice-presidents, and

was presented with a badge bearing the words, Vice-

President DedicaUo7i of Soldiei's^ Monument at Meadville^

July 4, 1891. This entitled me to a seat on the platform,
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from which an excellent view of- all the proceedings was
had. The medal struck for the occasion was very neat,

and bore on one side a drawing of the Soldiers' Monument
(showing the inscription thereon, Crawford County''

s

Tribide to her loyal sons), and on the other side the words,

Jn Memory of the men of Crawford County, Pennsylvania,

ivho served in the Union Army during the Rebellion,

1861-1865. There were present to take part in the cere-

monies several Posts of the G. A. R. from various points,

with their several commanders, and they made quite a

formidable and imposing appearance in the procession

which started from Park Avenue at 11:30 a. m. for

Diamond Park.

The details of the day's proceedings are too lengthy

to give much of here, but I can not omit referring to the

excellent address of Judge J. J. Henderson, of Crawford

County, and the presentation speech of Dr. T. L. Flood,

both of which were masterpieces of patriotic eloquence;

and the accepting of the Monument on behalf of the city,

by Col. S. B. Dick. The day could not be finer, and that

part of the proceedings consisting of games, concerts,

illuminations, bicycle parade, etc., was carried out in

grand style ; in addition to which there was on exhibition

a marvel of mechanical ingenuity, in the shape of an

"Automatic City," which took the German inventor of*

the same seventeen long years of patient labor in the

constructing thereof. Every day in the year has its end,

its close, as did this memorable one, July 4, Independence

Day, the most noted in the annals of the United States of

America. And who is there among us who would not

sing with heart and voice

—

My countky, 'tis of thee?

Our free country and an open Bible, with the Gospel

preached to all! And so may it ever be, as long as the

sun and moon endure!
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" My country, 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died!

Land of the Pilgrims' pride

!

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring!

" My native country, thee—
Land of the noble, free

—

Thy name I love;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart Avith rapture thrills

Like that above.

"Our fathers' God! to Thee,

Author of liberty.

To Thee we sing:

Long may our laud be bright

With freedom's holy light;

Protect us by Thy might.

Great God, our King !

"

But as I looked on the many joy-inviting events of

the day, as they followed in quick succession, a cloud

would from time to time intervene to darken my thoughts.

Tor this great National holiday, this anniversary of the

birth of our loved Republic, is also the anniversary of the

death of my well-beloved wife, Eliza, an event never to be

forgotten by me. I have written much on this subject,

because it stands out in such prominent relief on the

pages of my life history; and they who have been simi-

larly bereaved know what it is, and can appreciate the

value of sympathy. The evening of life has come to

me, and the shadows are growing longer, while I am
calmly waiting, waiting.



I
223

ONLY WAITING.

" Only waiting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown;

Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day's last beam is flown.

" Then from ont the gathered darkness

Holy, deathless stars shall rise,

By whose light my soul shall gladly

Tread its pathway to the skies."

In this faith I live on, and, best of all, God comforts me.

My pathway in life is ofttimes dreary and sad, but I trust

in the Lord. His right hand is ever near, though my sight

may be dim, but I never doubt His lovingness, and I

leave my way with Him.
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MY SECOND SOUVENIR.

In my preface to the Second Souveniu I spoke of the
encouragement I had received in my undertaking, and of

the reception my previous book had met with at the
hands of those of my kindred and friends to whom copies
were presented.

I have received many letters of acknowledgment, all

testifying in the most gratifying terms to the popularity
my Second Souvenir has been favored with, and I find

myself thereby, through the blessing of God, much
strengthened and encouraged in ray purpose. Even had
I undertaken the task, I would have found it difficult to

discriminate in any manner among these letters—they
are all good. I appreciate every one of them, and in re-

turn thank all my friends for the compliments they have
paid me, and for the various expressions of kind sym-
pathy they have extended to me in my humble efforts to

do some good. May the Lord bless them! is my sincere

prayer as I look over this large number of letters, all of

which will be kept and treasured by me, while I live,

and, I trust left, wlien I am summoned from earth, as an

heritage to my children. Some of these letters are here

given in full, but the majority of them, on account of

limited space, have been more or less abbreviated. I

also received some flattering press notices, a few of which

I will here place on record, as they may prove of interest

to some of my readers.

A VALUABLE BOOK.
(From the MeadviUe Gazette Axtril 17, 1891.)

Some time ago Francis C. Waid presented to us a handsomely

bound octavo volume of several hundred pages, being a second family

Souvenir published by him. It is gotten up in the best style of the

typographer's art, and handsomely bound and illustrated. The work

was intended for distribution among relatives, but enough extra copies

were printed to supply a fe^v friend^s, of whom we are glad to be con-

sidered one. The substance of such a work will uatiu-ally be of a per-
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soual character, dealing with scenes of a local nature and incidents

involving the immediate family of the author; but in the life of such a
man as Francis C. Waid there is necessarily much to interest and
instruct. Mr. Waid is a typical American product. Born a country
boy, with no better prospects than any one of ten thousand other Craw-
ford County boys at that time, he has made a success of life such as

few attain, and by such means as but few are content to employ. In-

dustry seems to have been the sheet anchor of his life, stayed with the

strong supports of honesty, truthfulness and piety, and, while earnest

in his efforts for personal success, always scrupulously just toward
others. From a poor boy on the farm, Mr. Waid amassed a large fort-

une, but he gathered it by honest planting, skillful harvesting and
careful garnering in legitimate ways by honest means, and he never
sought to bviild iip his own house by tearing down that of his neighbor.

It is not possible in a short notice to give a description or a criticism

of this book, but we can truly say that it is a work which no young
man, especially a farmer's son, can read without lasting advantage.
There is no better method of teaching than hj example, and the

history of a successfnl life is one of the best lessons a boy or a young
man can study. The life of this man is worth more as an answer to

the question of how to make the farm pay than a perpetual subscrip-

tion to the newspaper which hangs its harp on the willows of Babylon,
while it passes its hat for contributions to reward its professional

wailings.

SOUVENIRS FOR LIBRARIES.
(From the PeiinsyJmnia Farmer of August 28, 1890.)

Mr. F. C. Waid, of Meadville, is the author and publisher of a
book which he calls his Second Souvenir, containing much valuable
information with reference to people, places and events pertaining to

Crawford Countj^ and other localities, besides many thoughts to stimu-

late noble purposes and right living in young and old. He does not
offer the book for sale, but takes pleasure in donating a copy to the

Sunday-school libraries and public libraries in his native county
as long as the supply for such purposes lasts. The original

object of this Souvenir was to present to friends and kindred,

but the success and popularity of his First Souvenir prompts
him to place a few copies within the reach of all, in this

manner hoping to exert an influence for good in his own way. It is a

well-edited and finely-printed book of nearly 400 pages, and is an
elegant volume for the library. The author's generous purpose in

presenting so costly a book to his friends and the public is only to do
good, which, in comparison with the usual aim of authors, awakens a

feeling of interest not otherwise secured. Those to whom this is

addressed may examine the book by calling at the Farmer office, or at

any other newspaper office in this city.

( From the Guy's Mills Echo.)

Mr. Francis C. Waid, of Blooming Valley, called at our office a
few days since, and presented us with a copy of his Second Souvenir, a

neatly printed, and nicely boinid book of 368 pages, containing a com-
plete biography of the Waid family, and biographical sketches of
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many relatives, and the immediate friends of Mr. Waid. As its name
indicates, this is the second book of the Ivind prcjiared l)y Mr. AVaid,
his First Soiwenir having appeared in 188(). He has onh'red twd
thousand copies, and they are all to be presented to his relatives and
friends. Mr. Waid has been and is at the i)resent time, one of the
most successful farmers in the country, starting in life, i)oor. hut with
a determination to succeed, he has by his untiring- energy accumulated
ciuite a fortune. Although ]Mr. Waid is what the world calls rich, yet
he is by no means proud of it.

Preceding the several letters, I here give a record of
the distribution of the 700 copies of my Second Souvenir,

RECORD OF THE DISTRIBUTION OP THE THREE HUNDRED COPIES OF 368
PAGES, AND THE FOUR HUNDRED COPIES OP 391 PAGES, ALL
RECEIVED PROM ilY PUBLISHERS DURING JXTLX AND AUGUST, 1890:

THE FOUR HUNDRED EDITION.

DATE. NAME.

July 1890 Anna E. Waid, my wife, Norwood, Kas.
1890 Each of my tluee sons, V. I., G. P. aud F. F. "Waid, Blooming

Valley, Penn.
1890 Geoi'ge N. "Waid, my brother, Meadville, Penn.
1890 G. W. Cutshall, (iuy's Mills, Peuu.
1890 C. E. Sloouin, :\I()sifrt()wn, Penn.
1890 Lewis :M. Slcicuin. Meadville, Penn.
1890 Ht'in-y Siiiitli, Meadville, Penn.
1890 Niclv I'. AVaid. I'dodiiilng Valley, Penu.
1890 Orlaudd Waid, Little Cooley, Penn.
1890 Kalpli Koudeliush. Blooming Valley, Penn,
1890 Ida Smith, P.lDoiuing Valley, Penn.
1890 Silas Clark, New Kiclimond, Penn.
1890 I reserved one for myself, Meadville, Penn.
1890 My nearest neighbor, Mary Klser, an aged friend, Blooming

Valley, Penn.
1890 Ursula Koudebush, Warren, Penn.
1890 John Koudebusli, Blooming Valley, Penn.
1890 James Smith, Bloomiiic; Valley, Penn.
1890 Charles A. Buell, lUdiiiiiiiig Valley, Penn.
1890 Zepliauiah lirings. Blooming Valley, Penn.
1890 David Nodiue,l>looming N'alley, Penn.
1890 1 Matilda Barr, Blooming Valley, Penn.
1890 Ann Eliza Odell, Blooming A'alley, Penn.
1890 Uncle Horace F. Waid. Blooming Valley. Penn.
1890 Sally Hammond, New Piiclnnond, Penn.
1890 Hulda Bunts, New Paclimond, Penn.
1890 A stranger whose name I did not learn.

1890 D. H. Miller. F.looming Valley, Penn.
1890 Freemont liiadsliaw. Blooming Valley, Penn.
1890 Robert Smith. lUooming Valley, Penn.
1890 Moore M. Odell. rdooiiung Valley, Penn.
1890 Andrew Kider, Blooming Valley, Penu.
1890 Iowa Josling, Blooming Valley, Penu.
1890 ! Clarlv Ellis.'Meadville, Penn.
1890 J. H. Reynolds, Jleadville, Penu.
1890 S. C. Derby, Meadville. Penn.
1890 1 Edmoud P. Ellis, Meadville, Penn.
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DATE.

July

Aug.

, 1S90 . .

.

, 1890...

, 1890...

, 1890...
1890...

,1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890.;.
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...,
1890...,

1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....
1890....

NAME.

Newton S. Chase, Meadville, Penn.
Smith Galey. Meadville, Penn.
David Rolit'rt.s. IMeadville. Penn.
William .Smitli, .Mt-ailvillp. I'mu.
Uncle KolHTt Morehead, IMcadville, Penn.
Robert A. Fergerson, -Meadville, Penn.
John C. Morehead, MfadviUr, Penn.
S. S. L., Watson's lUin (Kelonaed Church), Penn.
M. E. S. S. L., State Koad, Penn.
First M. E. Cluicli S. S. L., Meadville, Penn.
Baptist S. S. L., Wayland, Penn.
Kaehel Phillips, Townville, Penn.
Harrison Sutton, Townville, Penn.
Charles C. Morehead, Townville, Penn.
Allen Morehead, Townville, Penn.
Georue Waid, Townville, Penn.
Albert Waid, Townville, Penn.
Joseph Morehead, Newton. Penn.
Peniber W. riiillips, Townville, Penn.
Lucind Gillett, ToAvnville, Penn.
Eebecca Armild, Townville, Penn.
Aunt Clarinda Morehead, Townville, Penn.
M. E. 8. S., Townville, Penn.
Robert E. Slocuin, .Mosiertown, Penn.
Caroline Coelirau, Mosiertown, Penn.
Hon. S. Slociun. Saegertown, Penn.
George Floyd, Saegertown, Penn.
M. E. S. S. L., Saegertown, I'enn.
Annette Cutshall, (iuy's Alills, Penn.
Frank Cutshall, Hickory Corners, Peim.
William Croucli, Hickory Corners, Penn.
William H. Hunter, I'.looniing \'alley, Penn>
Moses Masiker, lilooiuing \'a,lley, I'enn.
Jerome Drake. I'.loomiug ^'alley'. Penn.
Sila (ioodrich, lUooming \'alley. I'enn.
Maria Long, I'lloonnng Valley,'Penn.
John F. Breed. Meadville, Penn.
Frank Handley, .Meadville, Penn.
Frank Simmoiis, damestown, N. Y.
Harvey Sinniions, .laniestown, N. Y.
Angeli'ne Colt, Jamestown, N. Y.
Martha Cobb, Jamestown, N. Y.
Fred Davis, Jamesto\\n. X. Y.
Frank B. Bush, Jamestown, N. Y.
William r.owen, Jamestown, N. Y.
Henry Simmons, Busti, N. Y.
Adelliert Simmons, Busti, N. Y.
Mrs. Leander Simmons, Harmony, N. Y.
Florence Skinner, Ashville, N. Y.
Fayette Fleek, Ashville, N. Y.
King D. Fleek, Lake AVood, N. Y.
Mrs. W. 11. Mathews. Cliautauiiua, N. Y.
Dr. T. L. Flood, .Meaih ille, Penn.
Gov. Cyrus G. Luce, Michigan.
Frank Fleek, Lakewood, N. Y.
Edward Fleek, Matts Flat, N. Y.
N. Roudebnsh, Blooming \'alley, Penn.
John BrajTiier, P.looming ^alle^, Penn.
Advents. S. L., I'.loomiug A'alley, Penn.
David Braymer, l'>loonullg^'alley, Penn
George Sutton, I'dooming ^'alley. Penn.
Andrew Cole, liloomiiig \'alley, I'enn.
Frank K. Clark, Blooming A'ailey, Penn.
Harvy Hatch, liloommg X'alley, I'enn.
Joseph W. Heard. T.looming \ alley, Penn.
AlberticeClaik, \\'ayland, Penn.
Horatio Wright, \\ayhind, Pemi.
Chancy Harris. Little Cooley, Penn.
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DATE. NAME.

Aug 7, 1890
7,1890
7,1890
7, 1890
7,1890
7,1890
7,1890
7,1890
7, 1890
7,1890
7.1890
7,1890
7,1890
7,1890
7,1890
7,1890
7, 1890

7, 1890
11, 1890
11,1890
11.1890
12,1890
12,1890
12,1890
12, 1890

13, 1890

13, 1890
13, 1890
13,1890
13,1890
15, 1890
15, 1890
15,1890
15, 1890
15,1890
15, 1890
15, 1890
15, 1890
15,1890....
15,1890....
15, 1890....
16,1890....
16,1890....
16, 1890....
16,1890....
16, 1890....

16, 1890....

16, 1890....

16, 1890....
16,1890....
16, 1890....

18, 1890....

18, 1890....

18, 1890 ....

18,1890....
18, 1890....

18, 1890....

18, 1890....
18,1890....
18,1890....
18, 1890....

18, 1890....

18,1890....
19,1890....
19, 1890....

19, 1890....

20, 1890....

20, 1890....

S. Phillips. Meailville. Penn.
S. Meirell, Mcadville, Penu.
Hon.G. B. Dflainater, Meadville, Peun.
Col. S. B. Dick. .Mcailville, IVnii.

Maj.D. Y. Itcrifksoii, Mcadville, Peiin.

Leon C. Mauaw. Mcadville, Pcnu.
Cynthia (;auc. Mcadville. Penn.
A. M. Fuller. Mcadville, I'cnn.

Hon. "Wilhani Ueviiold.s. Meadville, Penn.
Hon. John .J. Heuder.suii, .Mcadville, Penn.
Mrs. James Irvin (Central Hotel), Meadville, Peun
Smith Leonard, Meadville, ivuii.

Hiram Blystone, Meadville, Peun.
John D. Clemson, Meadville, Peun.
Hon. H. C. Johnson, Meadville, Penn.
Melvin T. Ward, Mcadville, Peun,
Grace Thompson, :Mcadville, Peun.
John Adams, Mcadville. Penn.
J. H. Culbertson. JMeadville, Penn.
O. H. Hollister, Meadville, Penn.
A stranger, name unknown.
Simeon Smith, BloominR Valley, Penn.
Fayette Alleu, Athens, Penn.
"Willis Masiker, Lansing, Iowa.
Simeon B. Dickson, St. Charles, Mmn.
Clara Devenpeck. Columbus, Ohio.

Marian Meechum. MeadviUe, Peun.
John Housuick, Union City, Penu.
Jacob Housuick, Union City, Penu.
Kuric Douglass. Union City. Penn.
WilMam H. Fleck, Tryonville, Penn.
Simon S. Waid. Tryonville. Penn.
Joshua Irwin, Tryonville, Peun.
George A. (Goodwill, Tryonville, Penn.
Walter Waid, Trvouville. Penn.
Isaac Clark, Trvouville, Peun.
(ilenn ]?cattv. :\lcailvillc, Penu.

J Alexander I'.cattv, Mcadville, Peun.

Almeda AVaid, Mcadville. Penu
Wilham Ihavmer. Bloouung A alley, Penn.

Favette Delamatcr. Hloomini; \ alley, lenn.

Dr C E H:ill pastor First M. K. Church, Meadville, Peun.

Kev Ha'miltou M, ( lintoek. Meadville, Penn.

Albert Burkhart, Mca<lville, Penn.

John Porter. Meadville. Penu
Aunt Maria Lord, Mcadvdle, Penn.

A. R. Fowler. Meadville. Penu,

Henry P. Marlev, Meadville. Penn.

Wilham Chase. >Ieadville, Peun.

Henry A. Ellis, Meadville, Peun.

Fred Stadtler, Meadville, Penn.

Avery W. :\Iasiker, Titusville, Penu.

Thomas Smith, Little Cooley, Peun.

Alexander Smith, Little Cooley. Penu.

George Smith. Little Cooley, Penn.

Andy Smith, Little Cooley, Peun.

George Fleek. Little Cooley, Penn.

LoreSzo Wheeler, Little Cooley Penn

Wilham V, Wheeler, Little Cooley, Peun.

Lorinda Wheeler. Riceville, I enu,

JohnChilds. Taylor's Stand. Penu.

Ehlah T. Wheeler, Bradford, Peun,

Frank Walters. Bradford, Penu.

Mis George Fleek, Little Cooley, Penn,

John Walton. Townvillc. Penn.

D. H. McCriUis, TowuvUle Pe"%^,^^
James GoodwiUe, ^^i«|V'l^'".Hi'l',P*^»"-

.

Fletcher GoodwiUe, Goodwill Hill, Penn.
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DATE.
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THE THREE HUNDRED EDITION.

DATE. NAME.

Aug. 5, 1890
!
B. F. Haines, Brookville, Penn.

"
5, 1890 ' V. A. HaiiiPs. lUiiokviilc. Feun.

" 5,1890 Master Claiiil Haims, Brookville, Penn.
" 5,1890 Samuel .lolmson and wife. Brookville, Penn. An UKed couplewho (•.Irhiatcd tlu'ir i;olilcii w.'dilinir August 9, 1890."

5, 1890 Dr. Sanmrl .Inhiisoii. lUoomiiiii \a]li'v, I'ctin.
"

.">, 1890 Thomas Kiclianlson. r.looinum- \allcv, I'cuu
"

5, 1890 Dr. (;. W. Weter. (iraiiil Islaiul. 'Svh'.
'•

G. 1890 Wilson Hamilton, I'.loomiim \ alley, I'enn.
"

G, 1890 Ebenezer Hitfs, l',loi,niiii'4 \all('v, I'enn.
" 6,1890 Ranson Piol)tiins. r.looininn Valley.Penn.
"

G, 1890 Homer C.AVaid. .Millerton. Penn.'
" 6,1890 Hon. T. W. Plicliis. Chester, Minn.
"

6, 1890 Francis ,1. Tillanv. Kssex. Conn.
"

6, 1890 Mary I )iekson. RIoomint; Valley, Penn.
"

6, 1890 :Marvin W. Balieock. liloonnng Valley, Penn.
"

6, 1890 Matte A. Sutton, Townville, Penn.
"

7, 1890 George Hamilton, Meadville. Penn.
" 7,1890 John Hamilton, ;Mea(lville, Penn.
"

7, 1890 Jennie Hamilton, Meadville, Penn.
" 7,1890 HartwelMVilliams. .Meadville, Penn.
" 7.1890 J. W. .Jiidd. Meadville, I'enn.
"

7. 1890 John McKinney. .Meadv ille. Penn.
*' 7,1890 Rev. James Cl\(le, :Mea(l\ille, Penn.
" 7,1890 Hon. (i. W. Delamater, Meadville. Penn. ^^-"
"

7, 1890 N. C. Mel.au.ulilhi. .Meadville, Penn.
"

7, 1890 Hon. Sanuiel r. Pates, .Meadville, Penc
•" 7.1890 S.T. Dick, .Mead\ille. I'enn.
"

7, 1890 I Citv Libraiv. Mead\ille. Penn.
"

7, 1890 ,
T. S. Goodsell. Meadville. Penn.

^' 7,1890 Ira Hall, Hickory (orners. Penn.
" 7,1890 Orlando Sutton, llickorv ('orners, Penn.
"

7, 1890 John Cook. I'.loonuni;- \ alley. Penn.
"

7,1890 ,
Hiram lialdw in, Cuv's .Mills. Penn.

"
7, 1890 Charles W. Wygant. (;uv"s Mills, Penn.

" 7,1890 IraC. Wygant.'ciuv's .Mills. I'enn.
" 7,1890 I

M. E. S. S. L., (iuy's .Mills. Penn.
7,1890 Baptists. S. L., (iuy's .Mills. Penn.

"
7, 1890 Congregational S. S. L., t4uy s :Mills, Penn.

"
7, 1890

1

A. McLachlin, Blooming A'alley, Penn.
"

7, 1890 Seven Day Advents. Ilaiidolnh, Penn.
8,1890

1

John Williams, (iuy's .Aiills. Penn.
" 8,1890 Sylvester Seaman. Hickory Corners, Penn.
" 8,1890 i John i;. Wriiilit. (Uiv's Mills. Penn.
"

8, 1890 James Woodside, .Miller's Station, Penn.
"

11, 1890 ' Russell I'enman. .Meadville. Penn.
"

11, 1890
i

A. M. E. S. S. L., Meadville, Penn.
^'

11, 1890 ! Horace F. Waid. Meadville. Peim.
"

11, 1890
I

Leslie Phillips, :Meadville, Penn.
" 11,1890

I

Joseph .Vrnold. Meadville, Penn.
" 11,1890 S. "W. Kejiler, :\leadville. Peim.
" U, 1890

I

Joseph 1 »a\ is, Meadville, Penn.
"

11, 1890 Perry Shonts. Kvansburir. Penn.
"

11, 1890 '< Elizabeth Curry, Meadville, Penn.
"

11, 1890 I William H. Carman, Meadville. Penn.
" 12,1890 . August Rushlander, Blooming Valley, Penn.
" 12,1890 .

I Edson Sackett. r.looming Valley. Penn.
" 12,1890 .

I

Daniel Smith. I'dooming Valley. Penn,
^'

12, 1890 .... Alfred Smitli. lilooming Valley, Penn.
" 12,1890 . .! Eddy Harroun. r.looming Valley, Penn,
"

12, 1890 !
Isaac Vanmarter. Blooming Valley. Penn.

'
12, 1890 S. L. Thompson. 1 '.looming Valley. Penn.

" 12,1890 . !
Catharine Stewart. Blooming Valley, Penn.

" 1^ 1890
1
Marv >lc('ullo\i-li, lilooming Valley, Penn.

" 1" 1990 1
George Dewev. Plooming Valley. Penn.

" 1" 1890 Peter Schnenberg. Blooming Valley, Penn.
'

12, 1890 . .
1
Jacob Braymer, Blooming Valley, Penn.

15
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DATE.
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DATE.

Aug. 26, 1S90..
27,1890..
27, 1890..

27, 1890.,

27, 1890.
27,1890.
27, 1890.
27, 1890.
27, 1890.
27, 1890.

27, 1890.

28, 1890.
28, 1890.
28,1890.
28, 1890.

28, 1890.

28, 1890

.

28, 1890.

28, 1890.

28, 1890.

28, 1890.
28, 1890.

28, 1890.
29, 1890.

29, 1890.

29, 1890.
29, 1890.
29, 1890.

Sept,

1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890...
1890..

.

1890...
1890..

,

1890...
1890..,
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890...

1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..
1890..

1890..
1890..
1890 .

.

1890..

, 1890..

NAME.

Frederick Hiiidekoper, Meadville, Penii.
William Haininon, Lyoiia. I'enn.
James Smith, (iuy's Mills, renii.
Jolin Lane, Guys Mills, I'pun.
Hiram Lord, I'.'looiiiin^ N'alley, Peuu.
Martin Clancy. Kent. Ohio.
Sarah Corliy. Atlieiis, Penu.
Charles E. Corby, Waverly, N. Y.
David G. Fleek, Kloomiiif; Valley, Penn.
Oren Smitli, ISIoohhiii; X'alley, Penn.
Walter Sweauy, Meadville, Penn.
jAicia E. Allen, .Mciiinil City, So. Dak.
John E. Kobhiiis. .Mdiind City, So. Dak.
Columbus C. Hatch, Mound City, So. Dak.
Josei»h Hami)S(in. .Miadville, Penn.
William Hope, Jr.. Meadville. Penn.
A. I!. ItichiiKind, Meailville, I'enn.
Joshua !)ou,uUss. .Meadville. Penn.
Ebene/.er Harroun, Guy's .Mills, Penn.
Jackson Sliouts. Guy's'.Mills. Penn.
A. J. C)\\en, (Juys Mills. Penn.
Charles, Marvin, (iuy's Mills, Penn.
M. E. S. S. L., Forest Grove, Penn.
Prof. James II. ]\I(>nti;(>meiy. Meadville, Penn,
Hon. Pearson Chur<ii. Meai"l\ille, Penn.
James Kennedy, .Meailville. Penn.
John T. (ieary,"^'alU)nia. Penn.
Sent by request of a friend to Mr. McFadden, AlleglienyCity,
Penn.

John (4iblions. Suyar Lake, Penn.
Charles Melntosh. Su.uar Lake, Penn.
.Taiues Smith i Soldiers' Home), Dayton, Ohio.
Plua)e Jones, P.ullalo, N. Y.
Daniel Loui;-. Harmonsburir, I'enn.

J. H. Hamilton. .Muddy Creek Station. Tenn.
Dr. George M. Burdett, Lenoir City, Tenn.
John Y. (xilmore, New Orleans, La.
Steven Whicher, Mount Vernon, 111.

Ambro Whipple, Meadville, Penn.
J. D. Denniufiton, Aleiulville. Penn.
Andrew AVhiitple. Postou. .Mass.

A A. Whipple. Kau.sas City. Mo,
Frank Lester. L\(iua, I'euu.

Ge(uu,e I'.auiiher, l.voua, Penn.
Ulahi PliiUips, Towuville, Penn.
Joseph Boyles, .Meadville, Penn.
John Barr, Union Citv, Penn.
Y. M. ('. A.. Union Citv. Peini.

AVilliam Hubble. Union City, Penn.
Andrew Hatch. .Meadville, Penn.
Mrs. E. Brooks. .Meadville. Penn.
Steven M. :Morehead. Minier. 111.

Charles H. (iibbs. Chica.ud, 111.

Geon^e W. Phillips. Townville. Penn.
John C. Kamsev. Giranl, Kas.
Charles C. Slocum, Mausfteld, Ohio.
llhoda Ann .Vllen, Wiutersett, Iowa.
James P>. Gilmore, Alton, Kas.
S. S. Librarv, Miller's Statiou, Penn.
Hon. S. Newton Pettis. Wasbinston, D. C.

Wiiliaui Gilmore. Hope, No. Dak.
Favette 111 ilield. Camlu'idKe, Penn.
(;eort;e .Miller, A'euan.n'o. Penn.
John McKav, A'euanuo, Penn.
Itev. .M. :\Iirier. Du I'.ois, I'eini.

Bev \ S. Goodrich. Clarendon, Penn
Lucy L. Slocum, Blooming Valley, Penn.
Frank Hamilton. Meadville, Penn.
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DATE. NAME.

Sept 4, 1890.

4, 1890.

4, 1890.

4, 1890.

4, 1890.

4, 1890.

4, 1890.

9,1890.
9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9. 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1800.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

9, 1890.

10, 1890.

10, 1890.

10, 1891).,

10, 1S90..

10, 1890.

10, 1.890.

10, 1S90.,

10, 1890..

10, 1890 .

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..
1(1, 1890..
1(1, 1890..

10, 1.S90..

1(J, l.'i90..

10, 1890..

10, 1S90..

10. 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

10, 1.S90..

10, 1890..

10, 1890..

12, 1890..

12, 1890..

12, 1890..

12, 1890..

12, 1,890..

l;5, 1,S!)0..

If), 1,S90..

1,5. 1890..
l,"-,, 1890 . .

1

John Wilson Hamilton, Meadville, Penn.
Kev. A. H. Hyde. Denvec. ( 'olo.

Natlmn I'hflps, .Marion, IMinn.
EleaziT riipljis. .Miiiiii'apolis, Minn.
Jay Ilairis, lllodiiiiim X'alley, Penn.
Georue AV. r()\\nle\, lildDniing Valley, Penn.
Jolin Williams, (iiiys .Mills, Penn.
Ursula Wykoli, (."al'liope, Iowa.
Poi'ter C. Compton, Airies, Iowa.
W. H. Bryant, Aniiierst, Ohio.
Ahram Wikoff, Oehvein, Iowa.
G. S. Ma.uaw. Chira.iio, 111.

Catharine (,)iiick, .Meadville, Penn.
Cora Williams, Findlay. Ohio.
Fayette Goodwill, fraiddin, Penn.
Wilson Snuth, Koiises ille, Penn.
Flora Wilson. Millertoii, Perm.
Samuel Smith, t'.ast Biaiicli, Penn.
Julia Breniiesholt. Coiry, Peirn.
Timothy Ilamiuon, Sanford, l^enn.
Zaehariali Smith. Sanford, I'enn.
Omri Hutchison. Sanford, Penn.
Lydia Trescott. Klniira, X. Y.
Mrs. William P.. Tre\ ey. .Moundsville, W. Va.
Ally A\asldnirn. .Milwaukee, Wis.
Lysander Waid. Fentonville, X. Y.
Kev. fc-lisha T. Wheeler, (4eneva, Ohio.
Hiram Ayers, Pjttshurgh. Penn.
John M. Ellis, Waverly, Iowa.
Wilson Floyd, Kveretti Colo.
Phebe Gray, Pittsljurnli. Iowa.
Mittie ProiKl, Aberdeen, So. Dak.
Rev. Sylvester X. Phelps, Woodstock, Minn.
Ameha Taylor Kasson, Minn.
Warren W. Cutshall. Pine Island, Minn.
James Thomjison, M. 1)., Oak Woods, Ky.
John W.Thompson, Madisonville, Tenn.
Rebecca Dickson, Little Cooley, Penn.
Perry Blakeslee, Si)artaiisburg, Penn.
Rev. O. L. .Mead, Sandy Lake, Penn.
Rev. S. K. J'aden, Clark, Penn.
Rev. D. S. Steadnian, Tidioute, Penn.
Mellissa Scott. Wentworth, Dak.
Mary Ann Astroni, Cherry Valley, Ohio.
J. M. Rnnk, Indiana.
Rev. J. F. Perry, Springhoro, Penn.
Rev. James Lewis. Pleasantville, Penn.
Rev. Sam P. .Tones, Cartersville, Ga.
Samuel Falkinburn. Blooming Valley, Penn
U. S. Grant, Xew York Citv. X'^o. 366(3.

Emmett Densmore, Xew York City, 58 W. Fifty-fifth stree .

Hon. Robert T. Lincoln, Ciiicauo. 111.

T. De Witt Talmage. Brooklyn. X. Y.
a. A. Baker, (>ditor of Souvr'ni); Chicago, 111.

Ja(^ob Cutshall. .Vllei;heny City, Penn.
Catharine Boyles, Blooming ^''alley, Penn.
Laura Hall, Bloominu \ alley, Penn.
Maggie Hope, Meadville. Penn.
Ira C. Miller, Davidson Station, Mich.
S. S. Library, Custer City, Penn.
Coi)V given to stranger.

"

William H. (iillespie. Millvillage, Penn.
One for Public^ Library, Millvillage, Penn.
L. D. DiHMi, Meadville, Penn.
Rev. L G. .Merrill. Oil City, Penn.
Y. M. C. A., Oil City. Penn.
I copyfrom my diary the following: " WJien I left home for Oil
City I had tweh e books, six addressed, six I gave and ad-
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DATE.

Sept.

Oct.

NAME.

Jan. 8,
"

10,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,
"

15,

dressed when given at Oil City, one to Mrs. W. F. Oldliani,
tlie two named aliove, one presented wIumc 1 l)()anl('d, Mr.
and Mrs. Orr, one to M. K. S. S. Library, Trinity CImucIi, one
for S. S. L. at Franlvlin."

1890 Rev. I. G. Pollard, Karns, Pcnn.
1890 James Foster, Franlvlin, Penn.
1890 M. E. S. S., Grove Hill, I'enn.
1890 A.Koss, Saeiicrtown, I'ciin.

1890 R. W. Sattcriff. .Mradvillo, I'erin.

1890 T. D.Collins, Xfhraska, I'enn.
1890 Jolin Kiddle, Mra<lvillc. I'rnn.
1890 D. B. Hotchkin. Mcadxillc rcnii.
1890 James Bn.wii, MeadvUle. I'enn.
1890 Cliarl.-s .Vrudold, .Meadville, I'enn.
1890 M'illiani (niniwrll, Chicago. HI.
1890 Sarah P.rooks. Cliirajio. Ill,

1890 Two copies j;iven to a friend for S. S, Libraries.
1890 Two collies sent to MUlerton. I'enn., to Homer C. Waid, for S. S.

Libraries.
1890 Franlc A. Tyler, Monroe. HI.
1890 S. D. Tyler, Monroe, 111.

1890 Mrs. Horace Tvler, Monroe, 111.

1890 M. E. S. S. Library. i;oii>eville, Penn.
1890 Amariali Wlieelock. TownviUe. Penn.
1890 James Fergurson, Alliance. ( »liio.

1890 William Fernurson. .Meadville, Penn.
1890 M. E. h. S. L.. Kerrtown. I'enn.
1890 Alexander (Jilbert, .Meadville, Penn.
1890 M. E.S.S., Vernon (bapel, Penn.
1890 Kate Simmons, P.nsti. X. Y.
1890 C'luistoiilier llellyer. F.ast Branch, Penn.
1890 Isartc Teasdale, Fast Branch, Penn.
1890 Public Library. Union ( 'ity, Penn.
1890 Jennie Pierce', Jamestown. N. Y.
1890 Prendemast Public Library, Jamestown, \. Y*
1890 Onetoastraniier.
1890 Lulu Mook, Sa'egertown, Penn.
1890

j

ArtluuFlovd. Bradford, Penn.
1890 I John Hites, .Meadville, Penn.
1890

I

D.C.Tyler. .M. I).. Clifton, Kas.
1890 I F". P. Tvler. M.D., Clifton. Ka--.

1890 I Albert W. Tyler, Norwood. Kas.
1890 William Davidson, Blooming Vallev. Penn.
1890

i

Rev. A. R. Smith. Oil (it v, Penn.
1890 Aunt Alvira.lackson. Beloit. Wis.
1890 Aunt Flizabeth Sexton, Moiuoe. 111.

1890 Louis J. Rogers. Bel<iit. Wis.
In October I gave einhteen copies, six to each of my three sons,

to distribute. Mv wife also distributed some; the addresses or

all are not given, and since mv return home from the West,
January l, 1891, 1 have distributed as follows:

1891 E. R. Wilson. Meadville, Penn.
1891 Lvniau Davidson, Titusville, Penn.
1891 Ciiristena Flickner. .Meadville, Penn.
1891 James liurn-^, Mead\ ille, Penn.
1891 W. A. Wolcott. Savanna. III.

1891 Mrs. Thomas Brown, Lake City. Minn.
1891 C. B. Brown. Seliiia. Dak.
1891 Ceiia Podi^ers, Lake Citv, :Minn.

1891 Mathias Dillv, Lake Citv. Minn.
1891 Zachariali Dickson, Lake City. Minn.
1891 Mrs. H. M. Reed, Lake ( ity. Minn.
1891 J. F. Cunningham. Ionia. Iowa.
1891 Winiam F'raiiklin. Winona. .Alinn.

1891 W. H. Botsford, New Albin, Iowa.

I recently visited this fine Institution, tlie biulding and grounds covering

square, and I read the inscription—"James Prendergast Free Library.one
Erected 1889.
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Jan.

Feb,

DATE.

16, 1891

16, 1891

16, 1891

16, 1891
23, 1891
23, 1891

23, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
24, 1891
26, 1891
26, 1891
26, 1891
26, 1891

26, 1891
26, 1891
26, 1891

26, 1891

26, 1891

26, 1891 ....

27, 1891 ....

27, 1891 ....

27, 1891 ....

27, 1891 ....

3, 1891 ....

3, 1891....

6, 1891 ....

6, 1891 ....

6, 1891 ....

6, 1891 ....

I!, 1891....
6, 1891 ....

6, 1891....
(i, 1891 ....

9,1891....

Mai-

ls, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

• 13. 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

13, 1891 .

.

19, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

25. 1891..
25, 1891 .

.

25, 1891 .

.

26, 1891 .

.

26, 1891 .

.

28, 1891 .

.

3, 1891 .

.

NAME.

D. S. Ploof, Blooming Valley, Penn.
O. B. Cravens, Randolpli, N. Y.
J. N. Cniv, l?ii!f;ilo, N. Y.
E. M. (iiay, lloriiersville, N. Y.
Mary Hnincs, Knapi) Creek, N.Y.
Delia 'riiui'.stoii. ( 'orry, I'enn.
William .McCiilhnmli! l*>lo(iiiiiuj{ Valley, Penn.
(icorjAc 11. .Millr^ St. Cliarlcs, Minn.
Willanl Wcclxs. St. Charles, .Minn.
F. A. HdwanI, Sil)ley, Iowa.
L. A. ( 'utshall, Sioux Fulls. So. Dak.
N. E. L. Cliaiiihcrs. Fort Atkinson, Wis.
J. H. Cliaiuiian, Uoclicster. ^[inn.
To a fiiciKJ, .Minneaiiiilis. Minn.
Emma ISrown, ( 'drliranton, Penn.
Fli)\(l l-'lcininu. Cocliraiiton, Penn.
.loliii Wrllcr. .Meadvillf, Penn.
William Atlams, Meadville, Penn.
D. L. Kinney, Marion. .Minn.
A. Holsbiirji', Norwood, Kas.
John Slavcn, Norwood. Kas.
Jolm Caxini'i-, lira^tle. Kas.
Arvilla iMviiiu. ( 'ocliranton, Penn.
Alexander KiulitlinniT, r>la<'k Ash, Penn.
Da\id .McCaslaiid .Vdams. Salem, Kas.
Wani'ii Francis I'rti'is. Sycamore, 111.

Elias C. West. Sycamore, 'ill.

Louise West, Sycamoie, 111.

Edwin lialdwiii. Kdinlxuo, Penn.
Cornelius Beusun, Laclede, Mo.
Rev. I. P. Darlin-, Kindolpli, N. Y.
Augustus Drainer. .Monroe, 111.

Ansil Baldwin, Siiianue, Wash.
Charles H. Jones. lUookfleld, Mo.
Ex-Gov. A. li. .McCill, St. Anthony Park, Minn.
C. C. Minton, Ottawa, Kas.
Joseph Marsh, Ottawa, Kas.
J. Nelson Henry, (ialva. 111.

Mr. and Mrs. John Iloiidehush. Blooming Valley, Penn. (Cold-
en Wedding).

A. C. Johnson, Long Stand, Penn.
Ella Clark. Williamspoit, Penn.
Leauderr.lackman. K'ockford, III.

Cris. C.Tyler. (:alesi)iiig. 111.

Horace li. liennedick, (laleshurg. III.

Seward Summers. .Moiu'oe. 111.

Mrs. Elenor Kelsey, l-:v;instou. 111.

Dr. E. J..Iohnson,'Hockford, 111.

H. Sherman. Ottawa, Kas.
Riley Sweet. Monroe, 111.

(leorye lilackuuiu. Alexandria, So. Dak.
Willie Washburn, Milwaukee, Wis.
Hattie H<iward,.)amestown, N. Y.
Fletcher Kllswoith, Jamestf)wn, N. Y.
Samuel ( »gden, Olean, N. Y.
Parker Miller. Frewsl)urgh, N. Y,
J. Straiten, Olpe, Kas.
Helen (iilison. Kxanston, 111.

Lewis Love. Sycamore. III.

D. A. Splion. Sycamore, III.

James Walker, Sycamore, 111.

Copy given to stranger.
Mrs. Sanuiel Barrett, Meadville, Penn.
Addie Boap, Miuiroe, III.

Y. M. C. A., (ialesburg. 111.

Names of persons given co|)ies at State Road Sunday-school
intended as rewards for faithful attendance; Fred(!aley,
Ina Reynolds, Rachel llampsoii, Liz/.ieCialey, Walter Hamp-
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DATE.

Mar
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is living with mother. As j'ou requested father to send the names of
any friends he might think of who would want your book, let me take
the liberty to say I would like one; my sister wants one. We are mar-
ried and have families. There have been four deaths since we moved
to this State, first my sister's child; then father's brother Charles
Adams, in 1890; then I lost a sou in 1891. They are at rest in the
Salem Cemetery, two-and-a-half miles from where we live. Father's
brother, Fred, wants a book. Emily Buchanan wishes one if money
would buy it. She wants to know what they are worth."*

From E. R. Allen, Meadville, Penn.: "Please accept my sincere
thanks for the copy of your Souvenir. It is a splendid book, and I

take great pleasure in reading it; also regai'd it as a keepsake from a
true friend. It is a work of merit, and a credit to the author."

Mrs. Lucia E. Allen, of Applegate, Campbell Co., Dakota, writes:
" I thank you a thousand times for your nice book you sent me. I take
a great deal of comfort in reading it, as it seems just like revisiting
our old home in Pennsvlvania."

From Cousin F. A. Allen, of Athens, Penn., comes the following:
" Your letter came to hand some days since, and with it your Second
Souvenir, truly a surprise, as it was not expected. Many thanks for so
valuable a present."

Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Atkinson, of Emi^oria, Kas., kindly write the
following: "Please accept our best thanks for j^our highly valued
gift—the Souveniry

From Edwin Baldwin, Edinboro, Penn.: "1 received your Souve-
nir, for which accept my sincere thanks. I have taken great pleas-

ure in reading it. It is a review of the past, better than a visit from a
friend, as it remaineth with us to recall many things we may have for-

gotten."

Professor Samuel P.Bates, of Meadville, writes as follows: "I
have received a copy of _vour beautifully published Second Souvenir,.

which you were kind enough to send me. Be pleased to accept my
thanks. In looking through its pages many events are brought to
mind in which you and I have been actors, and I am vividly reminded
how humble my own part has been compared with what it might have
been. Permit me to express my gratification in reviewing with you the
past, and to congratulate you on your having accomplished so much."

From Cornelius and Vallie Benson, of Laclede, Mo., comes the
following: "Please accept our thanks for the Souvenir you so kindly
sent us. We highly appreciate your kindness, though we may \w weak
in expressing our thanks."

*I have already had occasion to say that I liave ficiiueiitlv liceii ask(>(l to sell

copies of my Souvenir, but I iuvarialily refuse. I acct>pt//('( /n/s/iO), whicli to
me is a treasure far better than pay, aud sometliing we all can give. — F. (.'. Waid.
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From George W. Blackmail, Alexandna, Dak.: "1 received your
Soucenir iu due time, for which accept iny thanks. It is very iiiter-
esting, and I shall take pleasure in reading- it."

F. P. Boswell writes the following from Montesano, Wash • "
I

received the book you sent me, and allow me to tliaiik you kindly lor
it. I shall keep and hold it dear, and spend many a lonely hour read-
ing it. It brings back to my mind the thought of old Pennsylvania,
where my mother and brother and sisters live. I am alone here."

Mrs. Katie Boyles, of Blooming Vallej', Penn., says: "The beauti-
ful present—a book containing the life of yourself and your devoted
wife—has been welcomely received. I am' sure both deserve great
credit, as it is a book elegantly gotten up, and one that will be pn/.ed
highly by all who read it. I am wonderfully delighted with it, so
please accept my sincere thanks."

From George Bradshaw, of Washington, D. C, come more en-
couraging words: "I thank you for sending me a copy of your
Second S»uoeiur. I have not been in Crawford County for so long"that
I did not know but what my friends had forgotten me: but I find i/m/r

memory is not short. The book is one that ought to be appreciated
by your friends. Very few persons could, and still fevver mould go to
the trouble and expense j^ou must have gone to in preparing and pub-
lishing such a tine book for their friends."

Acknowledgments from Charles Breed will l^e found in letter

from his daughter, Mrs. W. M. Hubbell, of Union City, Penn.

My niece, Julia Brennesholt, of Corry, Penn., in an interesting let-

ter says, among other things: " I went down to mother's [atEast
Branch, AVarren County, Penii.j last Friday, and found that you had left

one of your Souxenirs for me, for which please accept my thanks. It

is very interesting for us to read, and my husband, as well as myself,
enjoys it very much. I had never had a full account of Aunt Eliza's

death until I read it in your book, in fact I turned to and read that the
first thing."

From Mrs. Sarah J. Brooks, of Evanstou Avenue, Chicago: "The
Souvenir you sent me has been received, and would have been
acknowledged much sooner had I been at home when it came, but ]\Ir.

Brooks and myself were both at Lake St. Claire at the time. I take

this first opportunity, after reaching home, to thank you from my heart

for the book. It is to me like a visit from a dear friend at home, after

an absence of twenty-seven years. I read and reread it with the great-

est pleasure, and seem to live over again, in imagination, a part of my
younger life, both sad and happy. The names mentioned in the Sou-

vemr are nearly all familiar to me, and many of their owners were in-

timate friends of mine. It brings to me many pleasant memories of

the past. I well remember attending revival meetings at the old State

Road Church, when a child, with my mother. I very much enjoy

looking at the view of that church in your book, as well as the famil-
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iar faces of your family and the home residences. There are no peo-
ple in Blooming Valley or on State Road whose faces I remember bet-
ter than your own and that of your tirst wife. I am happy to know
that you found so nice a wife in your second choice. I can see by her
picture that she is lovely and good."

Mrs. Angeline Brown writes the following from Titusville, Penu.

:

*' I thank you for remembering me so kindly by sending me a copy of
jour Second Souvenir. It is pleasant to read about so many friends I

knew and places I used to go to, bringing up incidents and scenes that
I had forgotten almost. I shall always prize the book."

My cousins, Cyrus and Martha Brown, write from Sanford, Peun.

:

" It is some time since you and your brother, George, made us a very
welcome but much too short visit, bringing us your Second Souvenir.
We have read it, and found many things which interest us very much;
we think there is a great deal of good advice in it, and hope it may do
much good. Many thanks."

Mrs. A. T. Brown, of Cochranton, Penn., writes for herself and
husband a cheering letter: "Please accept our sincere thanks for
your Soucenir, which we have received. It was a great surprise to us,

and we could have appreciated nothing better than that. It will be
a precious keepsake to us, and especially to myself, as I am acquainted
with a great many of whom it speaks, some of them quite intimately.
As I look over its pages it recalls to my memory much that reminds
me of my school days at Blooming Valley, which were amongst the
happiest days of my life. Your Souvenir will certainly do a great
amount of good in the world, for it is so interesting one can not help
but read it through, and, reading it, one can not help being greatly
impressed by it, for it is so full of good advice and sound doctrine.
The portraits of you and your first wife are perfect. It seems to me
that I can see her 7iow, for I used to think when I saw her, when I

was a little girl, that she was the most lovelj' woman I ever met.
That pleasant countenance I shall never forget. May you live many
years yet to still continue in your good work; aud at last, when you
are called to receive your reward, may you have given you a crown
with many stars."

H. Adelaide Bryant, an old pupil of mine, writes from N. Am-
herst the following: "I wish to thank you for the copy of the
Soupenir I was so fortunate as to receive a short time ago. Words can
hardly express the pleasure I have derived in reading it, and looking
at the familiar places and faces. It leads me back to my happy girl-

hood days: First as a pupil attending school at the old Cowen school-
house, yourself the honored teacher, and later when I was the teacher
'boarding around ' and was welcomed by 'Uncle Ira and Aunt Betsy,'
and you and your dear wife. That 'there is no friend like an old
friend ' I am more and more convinced every daj'."

From Ellery A. Burch, of Lyona, Penn.: "Your token of friend-
ship, in the shape of your Second Sovmnir, has been received, and I

would say in reply, that words can not express my gratitude to you for
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this graud token of remembranco. 3Iay the grand instniclioiis and
advice therein contained do the good tlie author lias intended it

should to all who niaj' have the ])leasure of jierusing its pages."

George Burdett writes as follows from Lenoir's, Tcnn.: "Your
favor of August 29 received with the Sourcuir, \v\nrh I tiunk is one
of the most complete and exhaustive works of the kind I have Inid
the pleasure of perusing."

From my cousin, N. E. L. Chambers, Fort Atkinson, Wis.:
'^Dear Cousin >iml Friend <>f lonu ikjo:— It is with pleasure I sit

down to ackuowledge the receipt of the Souccnir yw\ so kindly sent
me. It came as a great surprise and greater pleasure. I'ardon tlie

seeming negligence in not writing sooner. I first began to read, and then,
I must admit, could not take time to write until I had finished tlie read-
ing of your book. I was once more revisiting old familiar scenes, old and
valued friends and kindred, going with you to tlie graves of kindred,
schoolmates and accpiaiutances, but let me sav' right here

—

xiul pUiin-

ure; I think that expresses what I would say: It is like long and
anxiously looked-for letters from home that have wandered away for a
long time, and tinally reached their destination, after many days' wait-

ing, doubly dear for the news they bring. With the greater number
spoken of in the iSoavenir I was once well acquainted, my old home,
as you know, was two and one-half miles east of Meadville south of

State Road. So the relatives and friends all through that part of the

•count}^ were well known to me. Then after my mother marrieil Mr.
James Smith I Avas with her at her home near Blooming Valley; was
one of your pupils when you taught school in the C'oweu schoolhouse

at the foot of the hill, below the graveyard. I think that was the winter

before Frank (your twin brother) died. How well I remember his

happy disposition, always pleasant. Then, as a little girl, how well I re-

member the many acts of kindness rendered my father during his long

.sickness with consumption, from your father and grandfather. Uncle

Pember Waid! Nor did they forget my mother in her widowed sor-

row and poverty, ves pocerft/, for it was a hard struggle for mother to

keep the wolf i'roni the d()or. We had only a little rocky farm of

fiftv-two acres, nearly all timber and rocks, with no one to work it, for

mv brother Sam [afterward judge of the District Court, Dodge County,

Mmn.] was onlv fourteen years old when father died, and he was

never robust or" healthy, good as a student only: and George was only

three years old, and we girls for help; no, there is not one act of kind-

ness I'do not remember with gratitude. As regards our early life I

am very briefly reminded of these lines, especially since reading the

Soiirciiir:

' Friends of my youth.

Ye are passing away!
Scenes that I loved.

Ye are mold'ring to clay.'

"I learn for the first time of Eliza's denth, and I think: "One more

o-one one less here,' but (me more over there, just a little in advance.

How little I thought when I stopped for a brief moment at your gate

In August, 1884, there talked with vou and Eliza, that she would cross

over in advance of me ! But I am writing a long letter and must
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hasten. Pemelia gave me the engravings of your father and mother^
also the fainil}- group. I am not tell as to the boys, but I think the
others are most excellent likenesses, especially your father's. Let me
thank you for them, and also for your kindness in remembering me.
It is my earnest wish that your remaining 3'ears may glide on as-

peacefully and profitably as those already gone, though probably they
will not be as many more, as we are drifting down the hill of time^
and \ou are only two years in advance of me as years count. And
ere long there wall be a reunion of kindred families and friends on
the other side of the ' everu-reen shore."

"

From J. H. Childs, Riceville, Penn.: "It is with pleasure I ac-
knowledge receipt of your beautiful book. Please receive my heart-
felt thanks. I consider it better than gold, for it is a gift to be remem-
bered

—

it fipeaks of the Master^s cause. I wish you and yours all the
happiness that this world can give, and an abundant entrance into the
bright world above."

From Mr. Clancy, of Kent, Ohio, comes the following: "I have
received to-day, at the hands of Mother Buel, the Second Soucenir
which you luul the kindness to send me. I find therein that which is

instructive and interesting from the past, and a fund of advice that can
but be of value in the future. If all men, who have the ability and
means, would do as much for their time and age as 3^ou have done,,

they could truly say they had not lived in vain. For your esteemed
gift I tender you my sincere and hearty thanks, and I assure you that

nothing could have given me more real pleasure than your valuable
book."

From C. W. Clark, secretary of Pine Valley (Penn.) Sabbath-school:.
" Received the book sent me by you. At our yesterday's S. S. session

I presented it to the school in your behalf. The school tendered you
a vote of thanks for the same, showing that they appreciate your hard
work and high motives for doine ffood."

Mrs. Ella Clark writes in part as follows, from Erie, Penn. :
" I re-

ceived your Souceiur, which w^as forwarded to me from Willianisport^
and hasten to reply. I am glad you have not forgotten me, and that I

still hold a place in your esteem. Your interesting book will be a
precious keepsake to us, and especially to me, as I have been acquainted
Avith nearly every one mentioned in the book. It will be a treasure of

great value, for it brings back the scenes of my childhood, and I can
not help but feel sad when I think of the many friends ' gone bL'fore,'

and of my dear father's death; but he has gone to reap the reward
laid up for those that love Him. In his life you were his trusted
friend and counselor, in adversity as well as in prosperity, and I feel we
can never repay you for your kindness to us when we really needed a
friend; but I trust you will receive your reward in Heaven."

From E. Clark, Wayland, Penn.: " Please accept my hearty tlianks.

for the beautiful copy of your Souvenir which you sent me. It is a
gift I appreciate highly, and I take great pleasure in perusing it. It
is an admirable work."
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From Percy J. Clark, secretary of Wayland (Penn.) Sabbatli sclu.,.!

•

^'lam authorized by the Wayhmd Baptist S. S. to offer vou lli..ir
hearty thanks for the very khul sjift of your Souvcxir. It is a vaiiial)!.-
aud exceedingly interesting work, and an ornament to any library It
T\ill be i)erused \vith interest and admiration by all."

Principal Frank A. Collins, of Jamestown, (N.Y.) Seminary, writrs
as folknvs: "Please accept my sincere thanks for the beautifnj yolnm.-
{Scro/ul Souvenir) of which you are the author. It has tlu' lionor of
being among the tirst of our books. I was csiiecially impressed witli
the spirit you manifested as a teacher in yom- manliood, and ri'joicc
that some men retain that love for fellow beings which is such a
source of pleasure and blessing to all. AVhat a blessing it Avould be
if more men could know the good they might do with their money! "

S. A. Comstock, of Essex, Conn., writes: "It gives me much
pleasure to acknowledge your kind gift of a copy "of your Stcontl
Souvenir, and to think that among your many friends and acquaint-
ances we hold a place and are not forgotten. Accept my hearty thanks
for the same."

Cousin Charles E. Corby M'rites from Elmira, N. Y.: "
I received

the book you sent me, and wish to express the thanks of myself and
wife for the gift. We both prize it very highly, and shall always
think of the giver with feelings of kindness and gratitude."

From a lengthy and interesting letter from Mr. and JMrs. O. B.
Cravens, of Randolph, N. Y., I cull the following: "Many tlianks for
the gift of your good book. Your advice to young men could not be
better; it is right to the point, and is superior to man}- long orations
delivered from the pulpit—they contain plain everyday facts, which
we must all heed if we would prosper in this world. If people w^ould
only live up to these teachings there would be no need of lawyers,
no need of court-houses and jails; and what a blessing it would be if

the youth would profit by the advice given! You talk about 'Thrift

and Economy,' the lasting foundation of all fortunes. Without econ-
omy all will end in poverty and disgrace, as you say. I think many
will be helped by your advice, coming as it does from years of experi-

ence of a man wdio has been successful and has done much good. I

shall always remember you as the unassuming model man of your
county, and I think your book will do much good, and your teaching
wull be remembered long after we are gone."

From J. H. Culbertson, of Meadville, Penn. :
" Your Second Souve-

nir was duly received. I have had but little opportunity to examine
it except in\a casual way, but it furnishes a synopsis of the history of

many of my old Blooming Valley friends that will be very interesting

to me. That you should have so kindly remembered me as one of

your friends, in the distribution of yo\u- book, is especially gratifying

to me, and I shall keep it and read it in kindly remembrance of the

donor."
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William C'uuningliam, of Boston, Ohio, writes: "We desire to
thank you lor your very interesting book. Your sketches of our old
friends and neighbors have afforded us many pleasant evenings in the
reading of them."

J. Cutshall writes most feelingly and kindly from Haytield, Penn.:
" I received a very nice book from you some time ago, and I do not
know what I have done to deserve such a valuable present. Please
accept many thanks for same. Now, Francis, if I never get an oppor-
tunitj' to do as much for you, perhaps I can for someone else. I will
keep this book in memory of you so long as I live, and then hand it to

my children in memory of j'ou."

From W. W. Cutshall, Pine Island, Minn.: "It was with great
pleasure I received your Souvenir, it brings back so vividly a great
many incidents of the past, and reminds one of friends and acquaint-
ances."

Rev. Ira D. Darling writes from Randolph, N. Y.: "Your Sauce-
nir was received two or three days ago. I was much pleased to get
it, and have given it a pretty thorough perusal. It must have been
quite an undertaking, for one so busy in other affairs, to dip so deeply
into literature. Y'ou have brought out a very nice appearing book, of
which you may well feel just a little bit proud. Your treatise on
money deserves to be widely read: your advice to the young is ex-

cellent."

Wesley Davison writes from Union City, Penn.: "I have the
pleasure of possessing a co]\v of your Sauceirir, and as I peruse its

pages it brings back days and years of happy retrospect, witli the
memory of loved friends gone over the river, who are waiting to greet
us on the other shore. As we have known each other from bojdiood,

I shall hold the Souvenir in high esteem for its good sayings; and the
more so because you and your dear wife met with us so many times in

church, where, together, we heard the word of God, and felt its sav-

ing influence upon us to our own good and to the good of others."

My cousin, Mrs. Clara M. Devenpeck, writes as follows from,

Columbus, Ohio: "Your interesting letter and valuable book, which
Ave prize highly and have read with great pleasure, were received in

due time, and my husband unites with me in sending many thanks."

From G. Dewey, of Blooming Valley, I heai'd as follows: " I am
in receipt of your recent publication entitled Second Souvenir, for

which please accept the thanks of my family and myself. I have not
yet had time to give it the careful reading that, judging from the flat-

tering reports that have already come in, it deserves; but at such time
as I shall have occasion to refer to the history of the early settlers of

this part of Crawford County, I have no doubt but that I will be able

to obtain valuable and authentic information therefrom."

My old friend, ]\Ir. S. B. Dickson, of St. Charles, Minn., writes a.
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loug, interesting letter, from which I give a brief extract : "
I received

your Second tiouvenir, for which I am very thanlvful—words fail me to-
express my appreciation. Your twin brother, Franklin, was mv iiar-
ticular friend, and I think I never had a better sclioolmate."

The following comes from Joshua Douglass, Meadville Peiiii.: "
I

gratefully acknowledge receipt of the beautiful volume, your SccoikI
Souvenir, and I shall peruse the same with the deepest interest. Vour
widely extended reputation as a wealthy and generous citizen, and
exemplary Christian gentleman, will lend great interest to this h("auti
ful book, and enlighten, strengthen and encourage manv in the patli
ways of a true life."

Mrs. J. D. Dunn, of Meadville, writes: " I am very ulad to liavc
been favored with a copy of your Souvenir, for which please acce|)t
my thanks. I have enjoyed reading it very much, doubly so on account
of the sketches it contains of so many of my acquaintances. It is verv
interestino- to me indeed."

From my cousins, Robert A. and Mary Fergerson, Yernon Town-
ship, Crawford County, Penn.: "We have thought in this letter to
acknowledge receipt of both of your Souvenirs, yvh'whwe have delayed
doing until the present time. These books are very much appreciated,
and ai'e of value to us. We know you have spent time and money to
accomplish the work and place the S'mcenirx in the hands of your
kindred and friends. Not only as a token of remembrance or as a
keepsake do we appreciate them, but we realize that all who read and
study them will profit by so doing. The contents are the results of

practical experience, the pen who wrote them being in tlie hand of a
man who commenced life at the lowest rung of the ladder, and who by
perseverance and strictly honest business dealings with his fellow-nuMi.

is so situated in life as to enjoy some of the fruits of his labor, and
share a portion of them with his fellow-men, by remembering the
Golden Rule to set good examjjles, which both old and young would do
well to follow. These books are ever interesting and useful to us, and
we never tire of reading them. The several dates therein given are so

accurate and useful to all friends and relatives, we would not part

with our Sotivenirs at any price, indeed, no money could buj- them."

James G. Fleming writes from Cochranton, Penn.: " The book
sent by you to our little boj% Floyd, came to hand yesterday. He has

baen looking for it by every train since Monday morning, and I have
never seen him so much pleased with anything as with this book. We
let him open it himself, and when he turned tlie leaves to your jucture,

he said: 'That is Mr. Waid.' We are thankful to you. Brother Waid,

for this beautiful and useful book, and for the good advice contained

in it. My boys are interested in reading it, and I know it will be

profitable to them. This book will ever be kept in our home in mem-
ory of you, and of the day we dedicated our church to God, and my
prayeris that you may live long and be prospered iu your way of liv-

ing a devoted C^hristian life."

From Elijah Flint, of New Richmond, Crawford Co., Penn..
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comes the following: "When my wife and I returned from a visit,

we found a copy of your Second Souvenir lying on our table, and were
very happy to receive it. It is a splendid work, and I have read it

with pleasure and profit. It should benefit all who read it, so full is

it of valuable suggestions, etc. May you live long to bless humanity."

George E. Foster writes from Ithaca, N. Y.: " Some days ago I

was in receipt of your unique volume

—

Second Souvenir. It was with
pleasure that I at once mailed to you my work ' Se-qua-yah, the Amer-
ican Cadmus and Modern Moses,' which I trust you have received. It

is needless to saj^ that I have read your book with the greatest pleas-

ure, and I have been greatl^y entertained, and I hope benefited. I

commend you for your public spirit in printing and circulating the

book, and I trust that you will be rewarded for this way of doing good.

The book contains many experiences of every-day life, such as one
likes to read of. While some may be at first thought trivial, I am not

unmindful that the great whole is made up of small things—and so

your book is of interest. I was pleased to read quite a portion of it

aloud to my family, have shown it to a number of my friends, and
have given it a place of honor in my large library."

From William Franklin, Winona, Minn.: "I wTite you to ac-

knowledge receipt of your two gifts

—

Second Souvenir and Pennsyl-

vania Farmer. Many thanks. Words fail to express all my gratitude

for being so kindly remembered by an old schoolmate and friend. I

am not only pleased, but delighted, as I am reminded of scenes I had for-

gotten, and your book puts me in mind of the days I spent in Craw-
ford County."

Milton George, editor and proprietor of the Western Rural and Amer-
iran Stochiinn, Chicago, 111., writes me, enclosing a copy of view of the

School of Agriculture and ISIanual Training for Boys, on " Kural Glen
Farm " of 3UU acres, worth $100,000, donated by himself. It is about
twenty-five miles distant from Chicago, and when visited by Prof.

David Swing, in May, 1891, 160 boys were out on this farm. Mr. George
says, in his letter: "Your kind "favor was duly received, and I write

to' thank you for the same. I remember the visit of Mr. Tyler and his

family last fall. Shall be pleased to have you call at any time. Will
see that your name gets on our list for the ensuing year. When one
does what he can in this world for humanity, whether much or little,

he is entitled to as much credit as those who do more."

Cousin Temperance Gibbs writes the following from Tremont,
111. :

" I want to inform you that I am so well pleased with your book
that I shall always treasure it next to my Bible, and as a present from
my noble kind cousin who is lajang uj) treasures in Heaven by doing
so" much good to friends and humanity. I hope every one who re-

ceives a copy of your Souvenir will read it witli as much interest as I

do, and may" it be a benefit to all, as I believe it is intended. Francis,

I can not express my gratitude to you for j^our worthy Souvenir. I

sluxU endeavor to profit b_v it.

Mrs. Ella Gibson, of Evanston, 111., writes the following: " Please
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accept the sincere thanks of myself and InishuMd for ('(ipv of the S/ ,•»«,/
Soucenir you sent us. We take jireat ph-asurc in readin-- it and con-
sider it a book of rare value. We also enjoy readinir it to' our little
boy, Harry, who never tires of liearin,i;- us rciid; at his vonn-- a'-c he is
greatly interested in your advice to youni;- men, and savs In- wants to
do just as you advise young men to do.

"^ We lioitc you will nj'iv „s -i

visit when you make your next trip West, also tluit you wiiri)rin".-
cousin Anna back with you. Loye to Anna and kind re<'-irds to
yourself."

--o^uus

S. P. Gilmore writes as follows from Taylorstown, Penn •

" Friends at home write me that they had received your Second Sou-
venir, which, like your First Souvenu\nvi-\\e(\ duriiui- "my absence from
home, this being the reason why I did not acknowledge "receipt sooner.
It is with pleasure I now make amends for my seeminsi' indifference!
The Sot/cenirs are treasures I prize highly, especially cominti- as they"
do from a former schoolmate and teacher, and you" haye my sincere
thanks."

From my cousin, C. L. Goodwill, Franklin :
" It was a pleasure to

receive your welcome letter and the three .SV'?/*v»//'8 after your visit
here, which we will not forget. I presented one copy of tlu' books to
James Foster, and I wish you could have seen how glad lie was when
I handed it to him, and told him it was from you, who had attended
the Foster re-union held at the church on Bull's Hill. He said to me,
'Thank Mr. Waid heartily for me when you write him.' Another
copy of the Souvenir I gave to William Richey, a worthy neighbor of
mine, who appreciated it very much. I can not tell you how mucli we
prize your gift; the Souvenir is indeed a keepsake."

From Mrs. P. A. Gray, of Pittsburgh, Penn., I received the follow-
ing: " I take this opportunity to let you know I received the book
you sent me, for which I feel very thankful, and for your thinking of
me in my far distant home. My mind often goes back to the old
home, and dear friends and neighbors, and good meetings that we
have enjoyed together. I am still striving to so live that I may meet
the dear ones who have passed on before, and all Christian friends. I

shall read and re-read the Souvenir with pleasure, for it will bring to

my mind many things that I may have forgotten."

From Ira P. Hall, of Pandolph, Penn., I received a very cheering
and welcome letter of acknowledgment. My friendship and acquaint-

ance with him began in my boyhood, when he taught writing school

and I was one of his scholars. I have some of his copies yet, and have
ever since been learning something from him. Mr. Hall in part and
in substance says in his letter: " Please accept my thanks in behalf of

Advent Sunday-school for your kind and benevolent gifts you have
made us at different times, and for this your last gift, your Second Soitre-

nir, in remembrance of one so generous and kind to us. Also please

accept my thanks for the copy you sent me individually, and may your
life be spared to a good old age, doing good to your fellow-man. I

must say that you are one in ten thousand—a wonderful man, and have
produce'd a wonderful book, full of light and knowledge for the

16
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present and rising generations. It is a history, also, of Blooming
Valley and vicinitj' for forty years and more, on which account I prize
it very highly as a book of reference."

My cousin, Anna M. Harmon, writes from Lake Ridge, Mich., a
long letter, of which a portion relates to my ISecond Souvenir : "I re-
ceived the book you sent me, and I thank you for your kindness in
remembering me. I assure you I shall prize the Si)uren/r and appre-
ciate the kindness jet more when I read it through. Then, it gives a
sketch of many of my relatives on my father's side tliat I would never
know anything about were it not for you and your generous heart."

E. P. Harroun, of Blooming Valley, Penn., writes: "I received
the beautiful Second Souvenir, a token of true friendship, for which
please accept my thanks."

Ebenezer W. Harroun writes from Gu}''s Mills, Penn.: " I here-
by acknowledge receipt of your Second Souvenir per hand of A. J.

Owen. I have not had time to examine it thoroughly yet, but I am sure
that if it prove as interesting as your First Souvenir I shall do it ample
justice. It not only requires talent to write such a book, but also
means, for I know the expense of publication must be no small affair.

I appreciate such a gift, and am not only glad, but thankful—very
thankful—that I was a schoolmate and pupil of F. C. Waid."

From F. S. Hasky, of Albany, N. Y., I received the following:
"Your Souvenir to hand, for which I kindly thank you, and shall take
pleasure in perusing it. The Y. M. C. A. of this city would, I think,
be pleased to add it to their library."

I received a grand letter from my old friend, C. C. Hatch, of
Mound City, Dak., but space here will not permit of more than the
followaug extract: "I received your Second Souvenir, for which
please accept many thanks from mvself and family, for all are highly
pleased with it. I prize it for the portraits it contains of j^ourself and
family, and also for the many pleasant recollections it brings to my
mind. When I read the history of your friends and kindred, it seems
as though I were reading the history of my own, you and I having been
born and raised within two miles of each other, associating also with
the same people."

From Harvey A. Hatch, of Hatch Hill, Penn., comes the follow-

ing: "I received j'our highly esteemed gift. Second Souvenir, at the

hands of IVIrs. F. K. Clark. It is a well-written book, with a good
moral tone prevadiug it throughout. The historical data are valuable

for reference, and your advice to young men is good. The points are

well taken and very instructive, and will do any young man good that

will read and remember. It was very thoughtful of you to add a
blank for Family Register, and have recorded my own family data

in it."

From H. H. Hatch, of Nashville, Tenn., I received a souvenir
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album containing fifty-one views of Nashville. The following letter ac-
companying it: "Allow me to express niv sincere thanks for vour
handsome book. It is certainly the rec-ord of a life well spent, and but
fulfills the poet's prophecy:

' Lives of great men all remind us
AYe can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.'

"By the same mail I send you a souvenir of Nashville, Tenn., and
the homes of ' Old Hickory' and ex-President Polk."

Mrs. Addie A. Henry writes from Galva, 111., that the Cf)iiv of
Second .Souvenir addressed to J. N. Henry, in that town, and delivered
to her, would be forwarded to his present address, Millerton. Kas.,
where he has resided, she says, for the past five years. Mrs. 3Iiller

adds: " After carefully looking through the book, I can say I con.sider
it a very interesting work. In it I find the names of many I used to
know, some of whom are dead."

From Adam Holsburg, Norwood, Kas.: "I return you my sincere
tlianks for your valued gift, Second Soiitenir. I am "highly pleased
with the style: it shows that your endeavors have not been in vain,

that you have prospered and never lacked in giving your part to build
lip a good cause. The advice to the young as well as to the old is

grand, and it certainly must be like seed sown on good ground; may
it bring a hundred fold. On every page we find words of encourage-
ment for the weary traveler that is working his way onward and up-
ward. ;May it be the means of adding many stars to your crown in

yonder haven of rest."

From 3Iaggie Hope I received these few brief but sterling words:
" Please accept my sincere thanks for your book. I assure you I shall

prize and always appreciate your kindness more than I can tell."'

From Mrs. W. M. Hubbell, of Union City, Penu.: "I now take

pleasure in writing you a few lines acknowledging receipt of the

beautiful book you sent my father (Mr. Charles Breed), which he was
so thankful to receive, and enjoys reading so much, as it brings fresh

to his memory old friends and associates of his younger days."'

From 3Ir. and ]Mrs. Joshua Irwin, of Tryonville, Penn.: " We wish

to thank you very much for your Second Souccnir you sent us, and ex-

tend to you our best wishes "in return for your kind remembrance of

us as beiuo; amon<r vour many friends."

From the office of the Saturday Times, FrcAvsburg, N. Y.: " Accept

our thanks for the copy of your Sonvenir recently sent us. "\\ e have

read it with profit and"plea"sure. Long life to the writer! "—P. P. J.

From Phebe C. Jones, Buifalo, N. Y., a life-long friend and old

pupil, I received a welcome letter of acknowledgment, in which she
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pays a touching tribute to the memory of my dead -wife, Eliza, with
wliom she was well acquainted. Space will permit me of here, how-
ever, giving but a brief extract: "Your beautiful Second Souvenir \^

received, and I have read both it and your Fust Smicenzr vc'ith pleasure
and profit. While perusing them my mind reverted naturally to old
scenes and incidents, and I can not remember when I did not know
you, as you are a few years older than myself. You taught the ]Moore
school, and I was one of your pupils, and here let me thank you, for
you were the one that taught me to read more than any teacher I can
remember of. Then afterward I commenced teaching, myself, and
you were married and settled down to farming, and had sons whom
you sent to my school. You always set us a good example, and your
good works have followed you."

From Clarence E. .Judd, Chagrin Falls, Ohio: "I feel highly
gratified at being remembered by you in the gift of your »SVw;v^/r(:'?', and.
return my sincere thanks for tlie same. Our lives are much alike,

running on parallel lines, and we can hell) each other. This thought
ouglit to strengthen and encourage us for the trials and struggles in

which we must daily engage."

D. 8. Keepi of Ellendale, Dak., writes: " I received your Souvenir
in due time, and liave read it through. My wife appreciates your
present fully as much as I, for she and your first wife, Eliza C, Avere

schoolmates in their younger days. She thinks her picture in the
Souvenir very good. She often speaks of Eliza and her sister, Mrs.
Jane Cutshall, for they were both dear friends of hers. You will

please accept our sincere thanks for the Souvenir, and I expect in the
near future to grasp you by the hand and thank j'ou personally."

"The New York Historical Society has received Second Souvenir
of Francis C. Waid, containing Family and Personal Reminiscences,
also Essaj's, Treatises and ]Memoirs, together with Appendix, including
personal sketches and miscellanea. A gift from Francis C. AVaid. Esq.,

for which I am instructed to return a grateful acknowledgment.

—

William Kelbv, Assistant Lil)rarian. - Library : Second Avenue, corner
of Eleventh Street, New York City, March 18, 1891."

Fi'om Mr. and 3Irs. Kellogg, of Blooming Valley, Penn.: "Re-
ceived your Souvenir with gladness, and can not tell how much pleas-

ure it gave us to be so kindly remembered by a friend and neighbor,
as well as former teacher. We sincerely thank you for both Souvenirs
which we value much. Shall read them carefully, and try to be bene-
fited by them."

From Smith and Orpha Leonard, IVIeadville, Penn., comes the fol-

lowing: " We acknowledge with much pleasure the receipt of your
most interesting book

—

Second Sorvenir. A great many familiar faces

look out at us from its pages, making its reading pleasant in every
word. In returning our thanks to you for the volume, we wish to add
our congratulations for the interest and excellenc_y of the work, with
wishes tluit your future years may be long and most pleasant, and that

prosperity may come generously to you."
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Rev. J. W. Lewis, of Pleasantville, Fciin., writos: "Accept my
many thanks for the Souveuir you sent me. 1 have read it tlindiiili,
and was much interested. 1 did not ivnow till now there was so mi7ch
of the author about you. I sent the bt)ok to niv son Kdwiird, who is

in Dakota, and he writes that he is deliiihted wi"th it, and sends many
thanks."

Mrs. Maria Lord and her nephew, A. F. Leonard, thns express
themselves: "Allow me to thank you on behalf of my aunt, Maria
Lord, for your book. Souvenir, with which she was very nuich jileased.
I have also looked through the Soncenir, and think the'advice to young
men very good. I will try and profit by it, and hope that many more
mav do the same."—A. F. Lp:onard.

J. J. ]McCanlis writes from Xew York: "Your very interesting
Sovvenir ^\?iS, received, for which please accept thanks. It is a good
book for every youth in the land to read, that he may learn the value of
early economv and iudustrv."

From Rev. Hamilton R. McClintock, of Meadville, Penn.: " Some
time ago I had the pleasure of receiving a copy of your excellently
written Second Sovi'enir, containing, I assure you, very many interest-

ing things, which will be much more so in years to come to many of

your intimate friends. When they can not talk to you about loved
ones that have long since been in their tombs, they can turn to this

book and learn when and where such a loved one lived and died; and
also learn of Divine truths which are as pearls that I pray may con-

tinue to drop into precious and immortal souls through this yoiu- right

and choice of using your money to do good. May your noble ambition
be realized to the fullest extent."

Mary McCullough, of Blooming Valley, Penn., writes kindly:

"Some one has said, and truly, too, that 'A book is next to a friend;'

and in acknowledging the receipt of your Second Soucenir I am re-

minded that I possess both book and friend, for which I tender many
thanks."

Geo. W. McCullough, of Blooming Valley, Penn., writes: "I re-

ceived your gift, Secon d Souven ir, and was pleased to find you had not for-

gotten the tie of friendship for the once little boy who many years ago

sat on the low front seat in the school, and was the first to give chase

when the teacher, Francis C\Waid (after distributing half a bag of apples

amonii- the bisi-ger boys and girls at Christmas) told us smaller boys to

catchhim fofthe rest of the apples! Many thanks for the book and

the good advice contained therein."

From A. R. McGill, Minneapolis, Minn.: "The book which you

so kindly sent me has been received. Please accept my warmest

thanks for so kindlv remembering me. It is a book which bears

strong testimony to both your industry and intelligence; and I am glad

to possess it."
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Bishop Willard F. Mallalieu, of the Methodist Episcopal Church,
New Orleans, writes from Moutpelier, Vt., April 22, 1891, as follows:
"Yours of April 10th to hand, forwarded from New Orleans to this
place where I am holding the Vermont Conference. I remember with
great thankfulness the days of blessing spent at Oil City last fall. I

am glad the grace you then received still cheers your heart. I hope,
as the years go on, God may still continue to enrich your life with all

spiritual mercies. I saw a volume of your ^Soureiiir, and read quite a
number of pages with great interest. I have always had a taste for
such subjects as are treated of in the book. I shall be' pleased to see the
volume you have sent when I return to New Orleans."

From H. P. Marley, Meadville, Penn.: "I have just found on the
desk at the office your Hecond Souvenir, for which I wish you to accept
mj' heartfelt thanks. I have derived much pleasure as well as profit

from the perusal of your First Sovrenir, and have no doubt but I

shall also from this one. At any rate I am much pleased with its out-
ward ajjpearance, and shall be pleased to try and profit by its contents."

From Joseph ]Marsh, Ottawa, Kas.: "Please accept my tlianks
for the book you sent me. Best wishes to you and yours."

Willis Masiker writes from Lansing, Iowa: "The Souvenir you
sent me I received with much pleasure, for it reminds me much of
old Crawford County, home, relatives and friends that are dear to me.
I enjoy the reading of it so much that I cannot find words to express
my appreciation; indeed I prize it highly, and I heartily thank you."

B. J. Matteson, superintendent of Randolph Baptist Sabbath-
school, writes from Guy's Mills, Penn.: "A unanimous vote was passed
thanking you for the book you so kindly sent to the Randolph Baptist
Sabbath-school."

S. ]Merrell, Meadville, Penn., writes: "I have just received your
Second Souvenir so kindly presented me, and I assure you it is with
much pleasure I acknowledge receipt of it. I find much in it to in-

struct and interest, and especially so as coming from one and pro-
duced by one I esteem so highly. Many thanks for the favor."

S. S. Michael, of Mercer, Penn., writes as follows: "The copy of
the Second Souvenir you kindly sent me came to hand some time ago.

Please accept my thanks for your courtesy, and my apology for the
tardiness of this acknowledgment."

Ira C. Miller, of Davidson Station, Mich., writes: "I received
your book and return my sincere thanks for the same, which I place
in my incomplete library for use as a valued gift. I also feel very
thankful to hear that you are a friend to my brother, D. H. ^Miller,

who has been so long in poor health, for I believe in my heart that you
will do him good in his declining years."
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From p. E. Miller, Frewsbur"- N Y- "T i.,..v.i„. .. i i ,

receipt of your S,n..en}r of 1890, fS^ .^hi^h acip!^ v ii lo" tl. li;^'I have read it with pleasure as Avell as profit to mvseif au.l familit'brings to my memory sceues of my early clays when I with an ..x'tea ntraveled from Miller's Station to Veuano-o, -Woodcoclc and >Cad iwhen uiy father, who is now eighty-four years old, sent mo to niland to buy groceries. I regret that I was not one of the fV.rtu ateones to receive your Fust douceur, however that was a misfortu ethat came by not being acquainted with our neighbors."'

_
C. C. Minton, cashier of First National Bank, Ottawa Iv'is

writes: " I am in receipt of the Souceuir, for wliich i)leas(' acM-nt Jnv
hearty thanks. I shall peruse it with interest. I realize that this book
is published in the interest of relatives and friends, and it gives me
great pleasure to be classed among your ' friends.'

"

J. H. Montgomery, professor of physics and chemistry, Alle'>henv
College, writes: " If a book comes into mv house I welcome Tt as a
friend, and when your Souvenir w^as laid on my table I was very mucli
pleased. Your kindness is appreciated. I have been thinking about
the sound business advice w^hich you give, and also of the many un-
seltish acts of kindness you have done; and I believe you have solved
the problem, for yourself, of being contented and happy."

My cousin, C. C. Morehead, writes as follows from Townville,
Penn.

:
" My mother* desires me to say to you that she thinks very

much of the books you sent her—your i^/^-.y^and SeromJ i><»tve)u'rs---
that she has read them through twice, and that she takes a great deal
of comfort in reading them. ' God bless you, and mav you continue
to do good,' is her earnest prayer. I write this on my thirty-eighth
birthda,y. Your Fiist and Second iS'(>Mre/H>A- I think are good books.
I would not take a great deal for them; they fill the placeintended

—

a token of remembrance, a gift of friendship, a keepsake—and will do
anyone good who reads them. And then tliey do not get old; as you
saj', 'the common things of life are useful every day.'""

My cousins, Steven and 3Iarv Morehead, of Minier, 111., write as
follows: "We received your welcome letter and Second Souvenir witli

real pleasure. We read it every chance we can get, and oh! it is so
full of interesting points. Very manj- tlianks, dear cousin, for this

valuable book, which money could not buj'; we will keep it in remem-
brance of you as long as we live."

From Addie Ogden, Olean, N. Y.: "I received your verj' inter-

esting book, and was most glad as well as pleased to get it. I have been
looking into it a great deal, and every time read something so interest-

ing that it is almost impossible for me to lay it aside and do my house-

hold duties. I am verv much pleased with it, and hope you will ac-

cept our thanks, as my'husband thinks it is a very nice gift. I feel as

though I were indebted to you for it, you can not imagine the comfort

we both take in reading it."

*My respected, aged Aunt Clarinda Morehead.—F. C. Waid.



256

Charles H. Penuypacker writes from West Chester, Penn.:
" Your book is the product of a careful, thoughtful and Christian man.
In many of its personal details it may be the subject of criticism, but
modern taste, as evidenced by the Memoirs of General Sherman, and
'the remarks 'of Thomas Carlyle as selected by Mr. Froude, seem to
justify this style of narrative. I congratulate you upon your success
in life, and trust you may live long and prosper."

B. L. Perry, of Centreville, Tenn., writes: "The M. E. Sabbath-
school at Riceville desire that I send you their gratitude as expressed
in a rising unanimous vote August ^4, for the gift of your Second
Sovvenir."

N. S. Phelps, of Marion, JMinn., writes a lengthy and interesting
letter, from which I give a brief extract: "Having received your Sec-
ond Soucenir, I thought I must write to you and acknowledge your
kindness in sending botli books without anything from me. I am "well
pleased with them, and like to peruse them, as they tell of many per-
sons and places I have been acquainted with, and recall old times to
me. The several views presented in the Souvenir are very realistic,

and of special interest to me is the Old State Road Church, the spot
most sacred to me of all, where God came down in power to save hun-
dreds of souls—the place where I consecrated myself to Him, and He
owned me as His child. You must have bestowed a large amount of
time and thought upon your Souvenirs, and truly they are interesting
to me, and must be to all who were acquainted with the people and
places spoken of."

T. W. Phelps writes from Chester, as follows :
" I received a copy

of your Second Souvenir and am more than pleased with it, it is worth
thousands to a family, and I recommend it to my boy and girls. My
mother-in-law, Hetty Hoover, is reading it, and says she will buy a
copy for her children and grandchildren to read, if for sale; and my
wife's uncle, a retired merchant of Springfield, 111., who is at my
place, has read the Souvenir half through, and says it is a grand book
for young people. May God repay your efforts—we can not."

Mr. and Mrs. V. H. Pierce, of Jamestown, N. Y., say in substance
as follows: " We thank you for the gift, your Souvenir, which we
prize very highly, and shall cherish in years to come. Hon. 'Jerome
Babcock, in speaking of the book, commended it highl}', saying it was
a great undertaking, and must have taken much time and experience."

From D. S. Ploof, Blooming Valley: " With pleasure I thank you
for the Souvenir I received from you. I have read it through, and
find it full of benefits for this life and for the life to come. It is a
book that should be read by old and young in Crawford County, for

i/ou, the author, are known to every intelligent reader in the county and
far bej'ond. In it I find much to remind me of my younger days, es-

pecially the happy vear I spent with your uncle, Joseph Finney, and
his wife at their home, and the friendships that existed between your
brother Lyman and mj^self."
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Rev. H. L. Powers, pastor of Trinity C^hurcb, Gniiid Island, \.-l)
writes very fraternally: " Your kind favor in sendinir nie sucii an in-
terestinij; book of your life I prize very hiirhlv. I shall read aii<l re-
read its pa.ires with delight, and as I do so I will remember vonr ear-
nest and kind prayers for our suceess in building our ehurch. 'l admin-
your style of portraying real life; few men are gifted with
such descriptive powers as you i)ossess. 1 would be glad if your book
could tind its way into thousands of homes; ' nay, l)'ut it wfll.' Sucii
books Avill live to bless the nations when the writer has ^one to his re-
ward. Now, dear brother, accept our kind regards for the book— it

will find a safe place in my library and study room."

From 3Ir. and Mrs. F. G. Richardson, of Blooming Nalh-v:
"Please accept our many thanks for the volume you sent us." We tiiid

it very instructive, and take great pleasure in reading it. Also accept
through us the Doctor's* thanks for his copy of the Houcenir, which I

know he and his lamily appreciate, coming as it does from such a
friend as you have been to them."

From Andrew Rider, of Blooming Valley, Penn., comes the tnl-

lowing: "I received your book, and am much i)leased with it, for it

brings back man}^ things to our memory in reading it. I will never
cease to remember the pleasant associations of our past lives, and tlie

many kind acts I have received at j^our hands. I also rememl)er your
father, Ira C. Waid. I will cherish your gift as coming from a true
friend. Accept my warmest thanks, and remember me as a constant
friend."

From J. E. Robbins, Mound City, Dak.: "With great pleasure I

write you to thank you for your kind remembrance in sending your
Second Souvenir, which I highly appreciate. It brings to my memory
our school days of tifty years ago, when we went to the old Cowen
school-house; and it seems but yesterday that you taught at Blooming
Valley, where I attended my last term at school. How well I remem-
ber the protracted meeting held at State Road in 1850-51! I regret I

did not start then, but I am glad my life has been spared, and that I

have chosen the good way now. May you keep on in your good work;
it brings many interesting thoughts of former years to our minds."

Ceua Rodgers, an old schoolmate, writes from Lake City, Minn.:
" Many thanks to you for the book you sent me. I assure you that

j'our kindness willuot be forgotten by your friend. Zack's book came
along with mine, and I am sure he, too, will be much pleased with the

Souvenir.

From L. J. Rogers, Beloit, Wis. :
" I received your book yester-

day, and thank you very much for the kind remembrance. Hope some
day to return tlie compliment. I prize it very much, and sliall read it

with pleasure."

From A. Rushlander, of Blooming Valley: "Please accept my
thanks for the .S'o??m(^V you gave my son for me. I have never yet

*Dr. G. W. Weter, of Grand Island. Neli. My thanks are due to Mrs. Richard-

son for taking several copies of my Souvenir to Grand Island, when she went on a

visit to Dr. Weter (her son-in-law) in September, 1S90.—F. C. \V aid.
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received auy present that has given me more pleasure. I shall read
every line with interest, the more so on account of being ijersonally
acquainted with several of those made mention of in thebook, many
of whom were my friends and near neighbors."

/ii j< (0 J My niece, Sarah E. Russell, writes from Cleveland, Ohio: "It has
MW

I

• been a long time since I received the book you sent me, and for which
- I ' I express my thanks. I was so pleased with it, not only on account of

its value, but also for your kindly remembering me. I have read it

and like it very much, although I had to shed tears many times when
I came to places where dear Aunt Eliza was spoken of. But your

', description of things you have seen and places you have visited are

\ so vivid and real that I almost imagine I am seeing them myself.
Lynn [her young son] has read some of the book latefy, and declares
it good, and I know that if all the books he reads are as good as that
one, his mind will never be poisoned with bad literature."

S. P. Schick, librarian of the First Baptist Sunday-school of
Meadville, writes as follows: "It was with pleasure that the First
Baptist Sunday-school of Meadville received your kind and useful
gift, which was acknowledged by a vote of thanks by the school last
Sunday, September 21, 189U."

From Mr. and Mrs. M. H. Sherman, of Ottawa, Kas., comes a very
kind note: "Your esteemed favor, the Souvenir, came to hand, and
after a careful perusal we are free to say that we deem it a very valu-
able book. The precepts and advice therein contained could not fail,

if strictly followed, to result in good to everj" one. We thank you for
the kind remembrance, and as a token of our sincerity extend to your-
self and Mrs. Waid an invitation to come and see us when j'ou return
to Kansas."

Maria Wygant Sellew writes a feelingly kind letter, in which she
says in part: "We received the copy of j^our Souceni)' which you
kindly presented to us. Allow us to thank you and say that we will
ever cherish its treasures, which are more valuable than gold or rubies
—true tokens of friendship in the form of biographical reminiscences
of relatives and friends we have loved so much, have met so often,
and enjoyed the society of, and warm-hearted shaking of hands to-

gether. Your book calls up recollections of things almost forgotten,
and I live them over again. How pleasant to do so, especially
things pertaining to Blooming Valley and its surroimdings."

F. L. and Ella Sexton write from Topeka, Kas.: "We have just
received your kind and friendly donation [Second Suurenir) for which
our feelings swell with gratitude to our friend. Our time for reading
the book is very limited at present, but what little we have read makes
us think of what a Avonderful amount of good a man can do for his
fellow mortals when he is stirred by the Spirit."

From Mrs. Eleanor L. Skelton, Evansville, 111.: "Accept my
thanks for your book which I lately received, and have read with in-

terest and profit. As a family Soucenir too much could not be said in

its praise, and j'our first reason for writing the book will surel}" be
realized bj' any one that reads it."
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From Wilson Smith, Kousevillo, Peun.: " ^Our Idti-r aiid book
came to hand last week. I delivered the book you sent, to the sii])<Tiii
teudent of the Sunday-school, and you will I'ikclv hear din-ct from
him. I have been perusing the one you gave ml-, and 1 find it vn-y
interesting. It contains excellent advice, and I an» sun- it will benefit
me greatly on my journey through life. 1 will ahvavs remember tlie
giver with the kindest of regards."

Kev. K. C. Smith, pastor of Grace M. E. Church, Oil City, I'enn.,
writes in effect as follows: " I am very much i)leased to receive vour
,Soiiceiu'r,\\hich. I shall prize very highly. Please accei)t my sincerest
thanks. In your book I find so many names of old friends and
acquaintances. Your book leads me to think of old friends, and 1

shall read its pages with much satisfaction."

From D. A. Spohn, of Sycamore, 111.: "Please accept my thanks
for copy of j-our ,Second Souccnir received by me, and, believe me, I

am more than pleased in reading its contents. The first evening it

came into our possession, we sat up and read into the small liours of
the night, and were so much interested we could scarce close the
volume. I appreciate it for two i-easous—first, because it was so kind
of you to remember me on so slight an acquaintance; second, because
we are all glad to have the pictures it contains of your relatives, among
them being Anna, your present wife, wdio was for a long time a neigh-
bor of ours. In looking through the Souvenir I find much to interest

and profit me, for it is both temporal and spiritual food. In it I see

you are casting your bread upon the waters, and the promise is it shall

return after many daj'S. I assure you I shall prize the book, and you
may believe my sympathies are with you in j'onr great and good
work."

Mr. and Mrs. Strattou, of Sunny Side Ranch, Olpe, Kas., whom I

had the pleasure of visiting with my brother-in-law, P. P. Tyler, send

thanks for copy of Soua^enir.

From H. A. Sturgis, of Centreville, Penn.: "I liave read your

Second Souvenir with great pleasure, and highly appreciate your kind-

ness. I see so much in it that interests me that I do not know what

part to speak of first, but my mind goes back to the old State Poad
Church—the ' Pilgrims' Home'—which was the first church I was ever

in, and the only one I was ever in with my father (Cyrus Goodwill), as

he died when I was small."

Mr. and Mrs. O. T. Sutton, of Randolph, Penn., write: " It is with

great pleasure we wTite to say we have read your .s'6»//re/u"/- through,

and found many interesting things in it, as well as lots of good advice.

We can not express our thanks to you for being so kind and thought-

ful, but we can congratulate you on being so successful in wriUng

such an excellent book to give to your kindred and friends. It 18

something that will live after you have done with this life.

FromRileySweet, Monroe Centre, 111.: "I received your book

containing a finely written account of yourself and family. 1 he work

is a good illustration of a man who has worked his ^vay up in lile, both

morally and religiously, and also in the accumulation ot wealtli: but
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while you have laid up treasures ou earth, you have also laid them up
in Heaven. I leel that through your own diligence you have gained a
position among men, which you and your wife may well be proud of.

Your book is something that will have a tendency to make people better.

Your advice to young men is grand: it may be the means of saving
many, and starting them aright in life. I thank you a thousand times
for the Souvenir, which I have enjoyed the reading of very much."

From Grace Thompson, of Meadville, Penn., I received the fol-

lowing: "Please accept my thanks for the copy of your Souvenir
which you kindly presented to me. It contains much sound advice,

and recalls to my memory many places and things which were almost
forgotten."

My cousin, Mrs. F.J. Tiffany, writes a beautiful letter from Essex,
Conn., my parents' native State, which I have more than once visited.

I here give a small portion of the letter: "1 have taken i)en in hand
to thank j^ou for your kind remembrance in sending me your Second
Sonvenir. Words fail to express the feeling I have in my heart for

your kindness to me, but you must take the will for the deed. I have
iDeen very much interested in its perusal thus far, and shall often be
reminded of the giver, as I continue to read. I also think how pleased
my dear husband would have been, had he been spared to peruse it

with me, he so enjoyed your First <S'w«;7'»//', of which, when he was
just getting up from a sick bed, I used daily to read a portion to him.
But how changed the scene! Now I read alone, but a kind Father
cares for me and leads me along."

From Mrs. James Titus, Tryonville, Penn.: "I have been taking
great pleasure this morning in reading one of your books sent to my
son, Luther Titus. I am much pleased with this gift to my son, and as

I have one of your First Souvenirs, I would like to have a copy of your
Second^

From Mrs. J. W. Trescott, of Elmira: "Your much-prized pres-

ent of a beautiful book {Second Souvenir) came duly to hand, but found
me quite sick, which will account for my not sooner acknowledging
its receipt, and expressing my many thanks for the unexi^ected pleas-

ure its perusal affords me."

Mrs. W. R. Trevey, of Moundsville, W. Va., writes in substance as

follows: "Accept my thanks for the Souvenir you sent, which I have
read with interest. It contains much that I appreciate. I will ever
cherish it as a treasure, far more valuable than a gift of gold. The
book is plainly written, and I doubt not will do a great deal of good."

From C. C. Tyler, No. 507 Brook Street, Galesburg, 111.: ''Second
Souvenir received, and I wish to express my profoundest thanks for

your kind remembrance. My wife and I are greatly pleased to read
from the pen of one so well able to portray everyday thoughts to the
printed page. The work '\\ill be of vast benetit to those who peruse
the many valuable points you have so excellentlj' illustrated."
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Andrew G. Waid, my uiulo, ivsidiiiu- at Ann Arbor, Midi., writi's
as follows: ''Youv .Second .SoHi-enir »ent ine I received Septeinber (>,

and I can not be thankful euonsrh to you for it. I take pleasure ii'i

reading it, and the more I read it, the better I like it. Nearly all of
the names mentioned in the l)ook arc faniiiiar. and many of the per-
sons spoken of were my schoolmates and acipiaintauces.""

From my cousins, H. C. and A. Waid, of Millerton, Penn.: " \N <•

received the Serond tSouvenir; are more than i)leased with it, and liavc
learned many things from it which have been very interestiim- to us.
JIany thanks to you."

My much-esteemed uncle, Horace F. Waid, of Blooming N'alley,
Penn., says: "I have received your Second Soiivenir, for which 'l
render many thanks."

From Dr. J. T. Waid, of Ridgway, Penn.: "It gives me great
pleasure to acknowledge receipt of your Second Soucenir. 1 have read
it with satisfaction, as many of the places and persons mentioned are
familiar to me from boyhood."

Frank L. Wallace, of Meadville, Penn., writes: "Your Souvenir
has just been handed to me. Although as yet I have but hurriedly
glanced through it, I feel that its perusal will be of much interest to

me. I am much interested in people who believe in agriculture and
can make agriculture a success. Your topics are good, and \iseful for

consideration. It would be a good thing if more American families
had their memoirs published in book form. Too few Americans, in

the rush and bustle of active business life, take time to do this work.
A book like yours becomes more valuable as the years pass by.

Accept my thanks for your kind remembrance."

Willard Weeks, of St. Charles, Minn., writes as follows: "Accept
my thanks for the book received some time ago. I left it with my
children to write and thank you, but they neglected it until this late

da}^ Permit me to return my sincere thanks with the hope that I may
always have the honor to remain your sincere friend."

From S. Louise West, Sycamore: " I hereby acknowledge receipt

of copy of your Second Soucenir for which accept my hearty thanks.

I assure you that I am glad of the remembrance, and iiave been deep-

ly interested in looking" over the work, although I am unable to read

much on account of my health. We enjoyed the brief visit of yourself

and party (last October), and hope you will again come to see us.

While you were at our place I could not help thinking that the

C'hristain life of your wife and yourself was having a beueticial effect

on those about \oa. We none of us live to ourselves, and none dieth

to himself."

From E. C\ West, Sycamore, 111.: "More time has elapsed than I

intended before acknowledging receipt of your book. While we tiiid

some things interestins-, forVant of knowledge, yet there is very much
not only interesting but also highly instructive. It carries an elevated

tone, and your advice, etc., to young men is excellent. It is an every-

day book,"Sunday not excepted. Please accept thanks for your Second

Souvenir."'
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Lysander AVheeler, of Sycamore, 111., says: "It is with great
pleasure I write you to express thanks for myself and entire family,
for your Second Soui'cnir. It is not a usual thing for the author of a
book to present his friends with free copies of his work as you have
done. I am highly pleased, for it is a book by which all who read it

will be profited, as its moral and religious teachings are of the very
best; historically, it is interesting and. I think, correct. Its treatment
of financial matters is of the best, and if followed will bring comfort
and success. All in all, it is well written. I heartilj' thank you, friend
Waid, for this marked compliment in remembrance of me."

From A. Y. Wikoff, of Oelwein, Iowa:—"I have received a very
agreeable surprise in the form of a book from you—your Second Soiice-

nir—which I have examined to some extent, and pronounce very
good, and bound to do more good wherever it goes than many more
pretentious publications. It does me good to look at the pictures, in

the book, of familiar faces and scenes I have not set my ej^es on for

thirty-four long years; they all seem so natural that I feel as if I

would like to visit Crawford C'ounty again, to see how many more
persons and scenes would be as familiar as those ones in the book. I

shall treasure the Sotivenir as a token of unselfish friendship, and as a
valuable memento of the past."

Ursula WikofE writes from Caliope, Iowa: "I received your
Sovcenir ten days ago. It is always pleasant to be remembered by our
friends, especially so when we are far from the old home and its sur-

roundings. The plates in your book recall familiar scenes and faces,

and reading the reminiscences is almost as good as a visit with some
Blooming Valley friend. Allow me to thank you for the pleasure your
keepsake has given me."

The following comes from H. G. Williams, Meadville: "Please
accept my thanks for the interesting volume containing the biograph-
ical sketches of yourself, family and friends, which yon so kindly gave
me. It contains much that I api>reciate, and I fail to find words to

express the deep gratitude that I feel toward you. Nothing you could
give would please as well."

A. Wolcott, of Savanna, 111., kindly writes in substance as follows:
" You do not know what a happy surprise it was to me on receiving

j'our fine book. Second Souvenir, coming as it did from one of my
many acquaintances. I recall your face as I look at your picture, and
it carries me back with pleasure to the many chats we have had. It

gives me more happiness to know that those who have been under my-
care should think of me, or have a kind word and a good thought for

me. I try to treat all who come under my care with kindness and re-

spect. I may fail many times, but such remembrances as you have
presented to me will help me to be more watchful and care more for

those that come under my charge. Love and kindness to our neigh-

bors cause the clouds to disappear, and the sun to shine in their hearts.

Your book carries me back to boyhood days when I worked on a farm
and in the sugar bush. Please accept many thanks for your kind re-

membrance of me."
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^X. C. Wygant, superintendent of Sabbathscliool at <4uy's .Mills,
Penu., writes: "I presented your Second Sourenir to our "Sahhatii-
school, and it was voted unanimously to accept your kind uitt; also
that a vote of thanks be tendered you, -uhich was acconliniilv "done.
Please accept my thanks."

From an old pupil of mine, W. C. Wygant, of Guv's Mills. I'mn..
I received the following: "Allow me to'thank you for your kindness
in presenting me with your First and Secotnl 'SnurrnirK. I read tiie

First through, and feel that I Avasbenetited by your counsel. I shall
read the Seeotul carefully. T find that my name has been left out of
the list of yoi;r scholars, but I am sure it was by mistake."

M. S. ^IcMulleu, general secretary of the Y. 31. C. A., at Ottawa,
Kas., writes: " I hope you will excuse me for not sooner acknowledir-
ing your gift to our Association Library. Though thus tardy I beg to
assure you that my thanks are no less hearty. I have enjoyed read-
ing sketches in it very much, and am glad to place it among "our books
here. The Soucenir has an especial value to me because of the famil-
iarity and dearness of the places and jteople both there [Crawford
County, Penn.] and here, and also because of my acquaintance, and. I

trust, friendship with yourself."

From B. F. Gulp, general secretary of the Y. M. C. A. at Oil City,

Penn.: " Please accept thanks for the copy of your Siiiircnir you left

for the library of the Y. M. C. A. in this city. Your kindness is greatly
appreciated, and we pray the blessing upon your future."

From the Y. M. C. A. at Galesburg, 111., by H. S. Stratton, secre-

tary: " It is with a great deal of pleasure that we acknowledge receijit

of your work. Please accept our sincere thanks. It is a valuable ad-

dition to our library." ^ . i rx /^

>0^ 1^1
The following letter I received from little Harry Cutshall, oi { -

Guy's Mills, Pa.: '' Dear Uncle. I was over to Aunt ^iionie's yester-
, £_ j-o , A.

day, and she gave me that nice present you left there for me. A "

i

Bible. Please accept my thanks." f'

In addition to the above, very many of my relatives and friends

have thanked me in person for' the 8t)rvE>iiHS. 3Iy aunt, Pliel)e

Goodwill, who lives with her youngest son at Garland, Warren County,

Penn., thanked me heartily in person for the Souvenir, when I visited

her in 3[av. 1891; and her words to me were these: "Francis, I don't

see how you ever found time enough to write two books for nothing,

and give' them awav. Thei/ cost moneif."" I replied that I used the

fragments of time, and the money I had earned before I began writ-

ing" the books, and that I wished a keepsake for my friends and

kindred that would do good. '•Well." said my aunt, '' yni /iac< (jot

it I and I can never be thankful enough for mine."

-̂ »'<[
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MISCELLANEOUS.

MY MOTHER'S OLD LETTERS.

" Backward, turn backward, O Time, in your flight.

Make me a cliild again, just lor to-nigiit!

Mother, come back from the eclioless shore,

Take me again to your heart as of yore."
E. A. Allen.

Among the many things I find near and around me
ill this dear okl liome of my childhood, wliere I am now
writing, that at every turn remind me of my mother, and
invite me into retrospective study, is a package of old

letters written to her by numerous relatives and friends,

some of them dated as far back as the days of her girl-

hood. And it seems to me, while I scan these old letters

over, as if the liquid tears that I shed when my dear

mother Avas called to her blessed reward had come again,

but transformed to orient pearl, so precious have they

grown by lapse of time.

My mother Avas as careful in preserving things as she

was diligent in the acquiring of them. How thoughtful

and frugal she was, for instance, in the gathering, saving

and storing of herbs, and such things, against a time of

need! Wliat a supply of them would she carefully lay

away for the sick, either in her own family or among
neiofhbors! And not alone herbs, but also dried fruits

and many other such necessaries for the sick and infirm,

did she with Christian hands of benevolence distribute

among those who were in need of them. How oppor-

tunely and refreshingly they came to them, and how
sweet and comforting it is for me, to-day, to remember
her, and her unselfish life of charitable works, by quietly

reviewing these old letters lying before me, each one of

wdiicli carries in itself a silent history of the past! I

know that they are in the hands of a son who appreciates

them, and can realize their true value and Avorth.

My mother, in her lifetime, never ceased to do good

for her children, although they ofttimes failed to under-

stand and set proper value on her acts; but I have since,
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day by clay, learned to appreciate the true worth of lier
love and blessings, and I feel that this very hour I am
reaping some of the fruit of her motherly care and fru-
gality. Her motto, judging by her daily life, may be
said to have been, simply, "Never forget economy in
using what you have."

One of these letters I hold in my hand just now. I
find it was written to her eighty years ago (when she was
ten years of age) by a friend, Ann Perkins, with Avhom
she had lived, some time in her childhood, and is dated
"Hartford, Conn., April 14, 1810." This is the oldest
among these letters, is clearly and plainly written, and
bears evidence of having been preserved Avith jealous
care, as I hope it will be for many years yet to come,
bringing pleasure to all who may peruse it in the future,

as it has in the past.

What I could say, dear reader, about these old letters

would fill many pages of this volume, for they contain

much, very much, that is both instructive and interesting

to me and to those yet in life Avho knew my mother in

days gone by. A friend of mine the other day remarked
to me, in the course of conversation, that we are prone to

give our fathers credit for their acts, but often fail or

neglect to appreciate what our mothers may have done
for us. The joint partners of a good firm have equal

recognition and credit in the commercial world, and surely

our parents are deserving of our love, gratitude and ad-

miration coequally and conjointly. True, our first good

impressions come from our mothers by natural intuition,

and as our plastic natures are, year by year, being mold-

ed for use and service in the grand arena of life, these

good impressions are clinched into us, so to speak, by

paternal example. Many such good impressions were

stamped on my mind by my mother in her lifetime, and

have been, ever since, through my blessed memory of

her, a remembrance that will remain the theme of my
tongue and pen while life remains to me.

F. C. Waid.

Blooming Valley, Penn.,
\

January, 1891.
\
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THE SUCCESSFUL FARMER.*

Not long since I attended the seventeenth annual State Dairymen's

Association held in Meadville, Penn. To me it was an excellent

opportunity to see, hear and learn of something on both sides of the

question, Does farming pay? After an experience of over fifty years

spent on the farm, I answer, yes. I began poor, and am in sight of

that station yet, but have had some success in farming, in pursuit of

the occupation I chose when a young man, because I loved it then

and do so yet.

Farming includes dairying—butter and cheese making—yet that

is only one branch of farming. I never followed that industry to any

great extent. I do not remember of having kept more than three cows

at a time; my wife had the name of making good butter, and whatever

we made more than was used at home, found a ready market in our

own neighborhood or in Meadville. My sons excel me in dairying,

and have better cows and more of them. I question whether they

were born natural dairymen; I think they are inclined moi'e to other

brancrhes of farming, as their experience proves. Such is some of my
experience in dairying, and were tliere no other way of a man be-

coming a successful farmer exce|)t by dairying, I presume I never

would have attempt.ed to write this article, and I will hei"e state my
reason for doing so. The farmer has his choice of what part of his

occupation he wishes to follow. Like the branches of a tree, there

are many, all eiiually supported by the triuik and roots, from which

they derive their living. Say what you will in regard to farming. Is

there anj' better occupation, any surer way of getting a living, a home
and a success, than farming':' T wonder often why so manj^ turn aside

to other occujjations, and leave the farm, the most important of all

|»ursuits. 1 would advise any young man, who wants a home and the

comforts and blessings of this life, to stay on the farm. A degree of

success, peace and happiness are found here, as in no other occupation.

I want to help my brother farmer, and encourage the young men to

stay on the farm, for I consider his chances not only as good, but in

many cases far better than to leave the farm and seek other occupations.

I never learned this by experience, I never wanted to. Of failure and

poor choice we can learn all we wish to know from observation; and

sometimes our sad experience turns us in the right way. Yet is not

that so much time lost, and would we not have done better to have

traveled on the road to success without it?

"When I listened to the interesting addresses by noted men from

* Most of this Hiticle was written for tlie Peim.syJvania Farmer of Marcli 'iii,

1891.
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abroad and at home, ami lifard rarnicrs discuss tlir iliflVr.nt .lui'slicuis

on the dairy business, my synii)atliy was with tliem,and 1 \v.mhilil<r to

help them, and see them i)rovesiicc(>ssi'ul. As I |)rotiti'd liy tlicirrxprri

ent-e, perhaps some one may by mine. 1 will say I was w.ll iilcus.d

when a few of the dairymen reported ravoral)ly. and il was cvidcm.
they were successful in their business, which proves tliat I'armini,'^

pays. 1 was glad to see those men and hejir tiieir words of cxprricncc

and encouragement in these (so-called) did 1 times, it was stinsinnr

coming forth in its beauty after a long storm oi' dreary days. Mad I

been capable, and had thought it notoutof place, I would have spoken
some words of clieer for the farmer who was toiling so faithfuilv to

achieve success. It might have encouraged them; at least this was my
thought, and although that opportunity is gone, there still remains
another; and if the editor of our good Peiiim/lmnid Fanner thinks it

w^orth while to publish this article, they may yet have my thoughts

and experience.

As I sat there in Library Hall listening to so many different e.v-

periences connected with the dairy interests, I thought it a good school

for the farmer. Who would achieve success, must attend to business;

work, learn and economize. I stood many a day at the ladder, many a

month and year on the platform of poverty, anxious if possible to lise

to moderate circumstances and a comfortable condition in life. If I

never know what it is to be rich, I claim to know what it is to be

poor. Now do not think that because I was in poverty that I was un-

happy; that was not my condition. I was happy, and I can just as

easily give a reason for this as any thing else. I trusted in the Lord

and hoped for success, wishing some day to be as well off as farmers

who were then much better off than I who had nothing finfincially.

But let me tell you what I did have, a good wife and my health—here

was the beginning of success. Married the daj' I was twenty-one,

April 23, 1854, I rented an old house and garden for tw^elve dollars a

year, and worked for my father at fifteen dollars a month on the farm

(boarding myself part of the time). I worked eight months the first

year, then taught school in the winter for about the same wages, and

as it was in our own neighborhood I had my own choice either to board

around or at home, and I did both. I continued working on the farm

for my father, and teaching school in the winter, for four years. Then

I began to farm on shares, and later on I bought fifty acres, where I

first rented of my father, the piece of land being known as the Pember

Waid Farm (my grandfather's place). This has been my home ever

since.

Let me ask you, w^ho are the successful farmers or business men

of to-day? Some began life with some means, more perhaps^began

with very little of this world's goods, and not a few began like the
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writer, pmpty-handed. T wotild like to say a word of encouragement

for all, and that is let us go forth and do the best we can under all

circumstances, knowing th'4,t we have some of the burden of life to

bear as well as to show its prosperity. But there is a young man, who
like the forgotten farmer, may at times think his case is so peculiar

that he can not even get a start, in life. I think if you work by this

rule you can get a start, and travel safely toward success and achieve

it. Earn more tluui you spend. Let j^our income for the flrst month
exceed your expenses, and so on to the end of the year, and you "will

find a surplus in your favor to begin the next year. When you liuve

solved this hard problem, which constantly faces us all, you will have

attained a degree of excellence, and will be marching on the road to

success.

There are two things that will help you—pay as you go, aud do not

go in debt if you can possibly avoid it. In conclusion jiermit me to

tell you that if you travel in this good way you M'ill like it best, for

many comforts aud blessings it will bring you, aud crown your efforts

with success.

F. C. Waid.
February 2(j, 1891.

PARTIAL LIST OF NAMES OF TEACHERS

who taught school in the old school building, in Bloom-

ing Valley, from 1851 to 1890, as far as existing records

inform, some having been lost.*

Francis C. Waid, 1851-52 (first teacher), Lavanclui Densmore (sum-

mer).

Ann Eliza Gilmore, 1852-58.

Emniett Densmore, 1853-54.

Mai-y Ann Lord, Samuel Lord, Nancy Ann Lord, Pamelia Lord,

Mary McC'ullough, Lavantia Gray, Tabitha Johnson, Sarah J. Doctor,

Sue Keepler, Maria Keepler, Sarah Blair, Stephen Grubb, James

Martin, Asa Cole, Annette Roudebush, Ursula Wykoff, Nancy ]\IcGill

(several terms and two or three terms of select school), Lucinda McGill,

Anna McGill, P. M. Cutshall, Sarah A. Harrown, Ida Roudebush,

Amanda Halliday (1863), Maggie Knorr (1864).

*This list was prepared by Kalpli Roiidel)ush, .J. AV. Heard and Mrs. Aim
Eliza Odell, who have my best tliauks for their kindness.—F. C. Waid.
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The above-named teachers taught in the first school-
house, now known as the " oki schoolhouse." but since
used as a dwelling house, and now (181)0) being remod-
eled into one of the pleasant homes of Bloonung Valley,
to be occupied by Mrs. Ohare, daughter of N. Roudebush.

Names of teachers who have taught in the new school

building, Blooming Valley:

1869—Mr. and Mrs. P. M. Cutsliall. Annette IJoudehusli: INTO

Horace Mann, Emma ]McKuight, and u snnuner school by Horace

Maun and William V. AVheeler; 187]—Horace ]SIanu, Miss liussell;

1872—Von .Johnson; 1873—Nancy Ann Floyd, V. U. Slocum, E. P.

Green; 1874—Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Neyland, Ellen .Tudd; 1875- Mrs. J.

M. Gehr, Mrs. Mary L. Neyland; 1876—Stanley Drake, E. J. :\rcrrillis;

1877—Stanley Drake, E. .T. McCrillis, Lydia Frost: 1878 -Alta G.

Harris; 1879—Florence M. Harrown, A. G. Greenlee, E. Ida Frost,

Ursula Wykoflf: 1880—Mr. and Mrs.C. 11. Slocum; 1881—:Mr. and Mrs.

C. R. Slocum; 1882—Ursula Wykoff, L. M. Morrison; 1888—John F.

Humes, Ella Donnelly (summer, Ella Donnelly); 1884—H. A. Peir,

Eva Selew; 1885—D.W. Humes, Louise Miller; 1886—Mary E. Hanks.

Minnie Luper; 1887—George M. Bradshaw (17 days), B. W. Hosmer.

Silas Smocli; 1888—A. H. Wiard, Silas Smock; 1890—.James K. Kern?

A. C. Ridout, Minnie Luper; 1891—C. C. Leech, Minnie Luper.

RECORD OF THE LORD AND WAID FAMILIES.

On the last two leaves of an old account book kept by

my father, Ira C. Waid, and which dates from March 1,

1830, to 1839, I find a record or memorandum of births,

deaths and marriages in the Samuel Lord and Pember

Waid families:

SA:«rEL Lokd's Family.

Born in Lyme, North Quarter, Connecticut.

Samuel, born June 11, 1709. Betsey, born May 16, 1778.

Nicholas, born Feby. 17, 1771. Lydia, born August 31, 1780.

Katharine, born Sept. 6, 1772. Lois, born August 6, 1782.

Solomon, born May 29, 1774. Patty, born November 22, 1784.

Anna, born May 22, 1776. Perlina, born October 21, 1787.
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Pemijek AVaid's Family.

Pember Waid and Anna Lord were married May 19,

1799, and their children Avere as follows:

Erastus S., boru May 34, 1800. Pliebe Matilda, born Sept. 24, 1811.

Ira C, born Aug. 15, 1801. Clarissa Ursula, born Jan. 20, 1818.

Mary Ann, boru Feby. 20, 180o. Henry Augustus, born Jan. 5, 1810.

Martha L., born May 18, 1804. Andrew Gilbert, born May 11,

Eliza Enieline, born Jan. 18, 1800. 1818.

Samuel, boru June 11, 1808. Horace Franklin, born July 12,

George Washington, boru Jan. 21, 1820.

1810.

Martha L. Waid and Lathrop M. xVllen were married
September 28. 1820; Mary Ann Waid and Philander
Simmons were married January 18, 1821. Martha L.

(Waid) Allen died June 22, 1833. Anna Waid died

February 2, 1844; Pember Waid died February 15, 1852.

Ira C. Waid was married to Elizabeth P. Morehead
June 12, 1825. Children:

Robert Lyman, born May 1, 1820. Frauklin P., boru April 2o, 1833.

George Nicholas, boru Oct. 27, Francis C, born April 23, 1833.

1829.

RECORD OF FRANCIS C. WAID'S FAMILY.

Francis C. Waid was born April 23, 1833; Eliza C.

Masiker was born April 13, 1832. They were married

April 23, 1854.

CHILDREN.

FiiANKLix I., born January 5, 1855, married March 15, 1877, to

Maggie E. Moore, born May 14, 1859 (their children were as follows

:

Ida May, born December 25, 1878, died October, 1881; lua Bell, boru

January 28, 1882; Elma Ireua, born June 14, 1884; Mertie L., boru Au-

gust 10, 1880; Effie Jane, born June 16, 1889).

GuiNNiP P., boru September 22, 1859, nuirried March 31, 1883, to

Anna M. Slocum, born November 0, 1802 (they have one child, Edna
Eliza, born December 11, 1886).

Fred F., born March 6, 1808, nuirried March 7, 1889, to Minnie

Haines, boru August 5, 1808.

Mrs. Eliza C. (Masiker) Waid died July 4, 1888, and on July 7,

1889, Francis C. Waid was united in marriage with Anna E. Tyler, who
.was born October 10, 1845.
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RECORD OF ANDREW G. WAID'S FAMILY.
Andrew G. AVaid was born May H, 1818; Jane Dt^-

camp was born June 29, 1820. They were married Au-
gust 27, 1840. Jane (Decamp) Waid died May 19, 1884,

aged 63 years, 10 months, 19 days.

ClIILDKEN.

Mary Ann, born August 28, 1841. Clinton I)., liorn Miiy 20, 1H4S.

Abraham, born August 3, 1845. Abigail, born F(>bruary 4, 1H4M.

CUarrissa, born August 12, 1852. Elnora, born NovtMubcr 12, I8fin.

^©(^

RECORD OF CYRUS GOODWILL'S FAMILY.

Cyrus Goodwill was born April 5, 1810; Phebe M.

Waid* was born September 24, 1811. They were mar-

ried January 8, 1829. Cyrus Goodwill died May 1(),

1855.
cniT,m?RN.

Lydia M., born Dpceniber 4, 1829; married February 111, 184(;.

Ueorge A., born October 4, 1881; married May 1, 1851. Alartha, born

July 27, 1835; married October 4, 1857. Horace H., born August 18,

1837; married April 10, 1859. Lewis, born IVIay 1, 1843; died Jmie 3,

1843. Adelaide F., born August 30, 1844; died March 17, 18fil. Hen-

rietta A., born Januaiy 1, 1840; married May 14, 18(i5. Albert F., born

October 24, 1854; married October 5, 1.S75.

•» >»=

FAi\rn,Y ItKconn

OP

ELEAZER AND LOIS C. SLOCUM.

My second son, Guinnip P., being married to Annie,

daughter of Lewis M. Slocum and granddaughter of

*I was present at Aunt Phebe Goodwill's eightieth birthday celebration, at

which tliere were present some thirty persons, including her three sons and two

daughters, four generations of her family being represented. I had both the honor

and pleasure of being seated beside her at the dinner table, and I was alile to

observe that, in spite of her patriarchal age, she enjoyed the celebration with genu-

ine pleasure. The tokens of remend)rance I left, for the occasion, consisted of a

picture (family group), a Souv^KXUi and a pier.e of silver.—F. C. Waii>.
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Eleazer Slocum, and the entire Slocum family having
been lifelong acqnaintances of mine, I take pleasure in

here giving the record of their births and deaths

:

Eleazer Slocum, bom April 17, 1812, died Februarj- 3, 1867.

Lois C. Slocum, born July 5, 1813, died May 1, 1863.

CHILDREN.

C. R., bora December 10, 1834.

Robert E., born November 16, 1836.

Lewis M., born January 4, 1839.

Caroline M., born February 18, 1842.

Salvador, born November 15, 1844.

James E., born April 22, 1847.

Ira C, born July 25, 1849, died November 27, 1851.

Calvin Rood, born April 23, 1853, died June, 1871.

Edward Everett, born August 13, 1855, died November 11, 1867.

#889














