

[image: e9781439621585_cover.jpg]






[image: e9781439621585_i0001.jpg]

SKETCH OF A PLOWMAN AT SUNSET BY CLIFTON JOHNSON.
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Introduction

In small New England towns like Amherst and Hadley, life was dominated by the seasons—the eternal, revolving changes in climate that bring delirious beauty and the threat of swift destruction. Early on, survival itself in agricultural towns was dependent on the fickle gifts of nature. The warm spring sun of 1876 turned deadly by July. It scorched and burned the corn and tobacco crops it had encouraged in the flatland by the Connecticut River. In 1874, the streams that powered small grist- and cotton mills on the Fort and Mill Rivers suddenly flooded and washed away the work of a generation. In 1847, the snow underneath Edmund Smith’s sleigh clogged the horses’ hooves and pitched sleigh, horses, and rider headlong off Rattlesnake Gutter Road into the ravine.

The world knows of Emily Dickinson, whose poetry in the mid-1800s grew out of both that mysterious place within her and out of the Amherst earth that she loved. When Robert Frost lived and taught in Amherst he considered the extremes of New England seasons, and wrote, “Some say the world will end in fire, Some say in ice . . .” Indeed, this land’s blistering sun and bitter winters have led many to make the leap from wonder to thoughts of biblical apocalypse.

So many writers have been inspired while living in or traveling through Amherst and Hadley that we have a natural prism through which to see this valley. The seasons and the daily labors, loves, and sorrows of the people here become vivid through the clear, inspired words of great writers.

Few know that from 1795 through 1817, Timothy Dwight, the president of Yale College, often visited this place. In his words, with “numerous churches lifting their spires in frequent succession, the neat schoolhouses everywhere occupied, and the mills busied on such a multitude of streams, it may be safely asserted that a pleasanter journey will rarely be found than that which is made in the Connecticut Valley.”

Noah Webster helped shape our language and helped shape Amherst when he lived in town between 1812 and 1822. He worked on his famous dictionary and was a founder of both Amherst Academy and Amherst College. The great transcendentalist Ralph Waldo Emerson sometimes dined with the Dickinsons. Emerson visited his aunt, Deborah Haskins Shepard, in Amherst, and he lectured in the valley many times, noting his impressions in his journal. Poet and journalist Eugene Field, author of “Little Boy Blue,” moved to Amherst as a boy in 1856, after his mother’s death.

In that same year, the great Amherst photographer John Lovell began recording classic street scenes, clear and natural portraits, lively images of holiday celebrations, and the tragedies of fire and storm.

The most famous of all Amherst writers was Emily Dickinson, and her work was unlike the artistic efforts of others in or out of the area. Among the many people who knew her were Helen Hunt Jackson and MacGregor Jenkins. Jackson became a celebrated poet in her time and urged Dickinson to publish. Jenkins, on the other hand, was one of the neighborhood children who played under Dickinson’s window. His recollections give a unique portrait of the poet and her town through the eyes of a child.

Harlan Fiske Stone, the great chief justice of the Supreme Court, studied at the Massachusetts Agricultural College in Amherst. His fond memories of the seasons during his Amherst days were hardly affected by his having been expelled in 1890 and having later taken part in a rebellion at Amherst College: “We swam in and skated and boated on the Freshman River. We roamed the surrounding hillsides in search of the first wild flowers of spring and of chestnuts and hickory nuts in the fall. We sought out the trout streams which nestle in the Pelham Hills and in the woods on the south side of Norwottuck. . . . We knew and understood the people of the countryside and, knowing them, the pious devotion, with which in an earlier day the farmers of the Pelham Hills and of the Connecticut River Valley had brought gifts for the founding of the College, was to us no mystery.”

The writer who wrote most directly and most prolifically about the landscape and seasons of Amherst and Hadley was Ray Stannard Baker. A pioneering investigative journalist and Pulitzer Prize-winning biographer of Woodrow Wilson, Baker moved to Amherst in 1910. Under the pseudonym David Grayson, he wrote wildly popular books in which he described life in the country, just as that life was being forever changed by the developments of the early 20th century. From his small farm on Sunset Avenue he tended bees, raised onions, and contemplated the view over Hadley and Mount Warner, out toward the Connecticut River.

The valley’s finest photographer came along, like Baker, just in time to capture the kind of natural, agrarian poetry the land was about to lose. Clifton Johnson was born along the Connecticut River in Hadley in 1865. His beautifully composed, often romantic images of farm and village life and his extraordinary images of farmers, working people, and children grace many pages of this book. With over one hundred books to his credit and thousands of images taken throughout this country and abroad, Johnson is slowly being rediscovered.

Robert Francis can, from a certain perspective, be seen as Amherst’s 20th-century Emily Dickinson. He lived a solitary, though not reclusive, life and wrote much that came from his intimate awareness of the hills, fields, and people around his three-room house. He transformed what he observed around him into words as universally potent as the changing seasons.

This Connecticut River Valley has attracted and continues to attract writers into whose work the land seeps. Sylvia Plath attended Smith College and taught there in the 1950s. Her poems describing the “truncated hillocks” we call mountains and the oxbow that has become our spiritual emblem may have given some solace to her agonized life. The Poet Laureate Richard Wilbur, still living and writing in the hills beyond the Connecticut River, is undoubtedly one of this century’s best. We are fortunate to have his voice in the autumn of the 20th century, to continue the work of others in renewing our love of both this valley’s harshness and its beauty, its fire and its ice.




One

Wintertime

“They sigh and dream, maybe, and snore While snow piles on the bedroom floor.”

—Robert Francis
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“Amherst clustered around the college where serious men, with sober faces, talked in solemn voices to younger men. The college gave a peculiar tone and flavor to the life of the village. The long, cold winter, with perpetual snow, was a season of labor and rigorous living, tempered by hospitality and genuine, if restrained enjoyment. There was much social life of a simple and delightful sort . . .” (MacGregor Jenkins, Emily Dickinson, Friend and Neighbor. Boston: Little, Brown, 1939, p. 6.)
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CELEBRATING THE HOLIDAY. At Christmastime each shop around the Amherst Common stocked holiday presents and decorated windows. In 1878, Mirick Spear’s shop on Main Street advertised, “Do You Want to Buy Christmas Presents? Then go to M.N. Spear’s and Look at Them. This store is packed with fresh goods for the Holiday trade. Children can find here Games, Pictures, Story Books, Dolls, Sleds, Rocking Horses, Trumpets, Drums, Wagons, Carts, Skates, Bracket Saws, and hundreds of toys of every conceivable kind and description.”
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GIFTS FOR EVERY TASTE. Jeweler James Rawson advertised “a perfect museum of holiday goods,” including Crandall’s “Happy Family,” a menagerie of animals on wheels, Noah’s Arks of all sizes, dolls by the dozen, and leather wallets for 35¢. Edward Thomas’s Dry Goods Store imported Japanese collar and cuff boxes and many other Asian gifts, available only since Commodore Matthew Perry opened Japan to trade in the 1850s.
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AFTER THE FIRST GREAT SNOWSTORM OF 1898. The Amherst Record reported that “Saturday the sleighs were out in force and Sunday the local liverymen did a business that gladdened their hearts . . . For the past two or three days zero weather had prevailed, making all the conditions for a real old-fashioned winter.”
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A CLIFTON JOHNSON PHOTOGRAPH OF HIS DAUGHTER MARGARET. “Atmospherically it was the most beautiful Christmas on record. The hens came to the door with Santa Claus, the pussies washed themselves in the open air without chilling their tongues, and Santa Claus—sweet old gentleman—was even gallanter than usual. Visitors from the chimney were a new dismay, but all of them brought their hands so full and behaved so sweetly only a churl could have turned them away. And the ones at the barn were so happy! Maggie gave the hens a check for potatoes, each of the cats had a gilt-edged bone, and the horse had a new blanket from Boston.” (Emily Dickinson, from MacGregor Jenkins, Emily Dickinson, Friend and Neighbor, p. 63.)
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MASON DICKINSON’S GRANGE STORE, NORTH PLEASANT STREET, AMHERST. Saint Nicholas is surrounded by fresh fruits, canned goods, nuts, dried fruit, and candy for the holidays.
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CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS AT THE GRANGE STORE. Greenery and a Christmas tree fight for space among stacks of graham crackers (named for nearby Northampton’s Sylvester Graham), candles, gift baskets, and Stanzalone coffee.
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THE AMHERST JAIL BEHIND THE BLACKSMITH SHOP AND FIREHOUSE ON NORTH PLEASANT STREET. Christmastime, as Charles Dickens had written, had its dark side. So many cases were heard before the Hampshire County Grand Jury that extra benches had to be set up for prisoners. In 1878, cases included the following: Mrs. Thayer indicted for a second case of adultery (“the mother of seven children and is yet only thirty years old”), Charles Beaman for adultery, Erlon Benjamin for burglary and polygamy, John Stein for stealing Horace Lamb’s horse, John Shay for assault on an officer, six men from Williamsburg for creating a riot, and Margaret Noonan for concealing the death of a child. All pleaded not guilty.
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CHOOSING A TREE. Hadley writer and photographer Clifton Johnson documented the annual trek to the woods to cut down a Christmas tree. Here, his children Margaret, Arthur, and Roger are accompanied by their grandfather, Chester Johnson.
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THE IDEAL SPECIMEN. “To Shutesbury hill for Christmas greens. Silent wintry woods, full of snow. The last pink sky of an early sunset with the exquisite tracery of bare trees against it.” (David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, December 23.)
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HAULING THE CHRISTMAS TREE BACK TO THE JOHNSON FARMHOUSE IN THE HOCKANUM SECTION OF HADLEY. “Lights coming on in evening windows, cattle bawling, dark figures in snow-filled roads, going home. The spell of New England winter days.” (David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, December 23.)
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AN OLD AMHERST FARM IN WINTER, EAST PLEASANT STREET.



Good Night Near Christmas

And now good night. Good night to this old house 
Whose breathing fires are banked for their night’s rest. 
Good night to lighted windows in the west. 
Good night to neighbors and to neighbors’ cows


 Whose morning milk will be beside my door. 
Good night to one star shining in. Good night 
To earth, poor earth with its uncertain light, 
Our little wandering planet still at war.


 Good night to one unstarved and gnawing mouse 
Between the inner and the outer wall. 
He has a paper nest in which to crawl. 
Good night to men who have no bed, no house.


 —Robert Francis, Collected Poems, p. 135. 
(Amherst: University of Massachusetts Press, 1976.)
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CHRISTMAS MORNING, 1904. Arthur Johnson played with a toy train while his sister Margaret reached for her stocking.
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CHRISTMAS DAY. “Fierce cold, yet dry and clear, the snowy earth radiant with sunshine, such a day as only the north can know. The newspapers say that all records for low temperature for this time of year have been broken, but our gaiety has in no wise been dimmed. We have skated—all hands—on the pond . . .”
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“. . . we have coasted on the hill . . .”
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CHILDREN SLEDDING AT RUSSELL’S COVE IN HADLEY, BY CLIFTON JOHNSON.
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“. . . we have tramped the wintry roads . . .” (Photograph of Mount Nonotuck by Clifton Johnson.)
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“. . . and come in glowing, to shake ourselves out of coats and mufflers and seek the roaring open fires. At noon what a turkey, and everything that goes with it—what pumpkin pies! . . .” Margaret Johnson hands a toy rabbit to brother Irving on Christmas, 1909.
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“. . .The long table quite full, a tree that touched the ceiling, cries of astonishment and joy from all the little boys and girls, and many surprises and much laughter—and music in the house—and dancing. It has been a good Christmas Day.” (David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, December 25.)
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THE SNOWMAN. Clifton Johnson photographed his children Margaret, Arthur, and Roger putting the finishing touches on a snowman at their Hadley farmhouse about 1908.
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SLEDDING, C. 1904. Margaret Johnson pushed Roger on a sled as Arthur watched.
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ROUGH GOING. Clifton Johnson captured a lonely peddler woman on film as she tramped the snowy roads of Hadley at the turn of the century.
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“GRANDPA” LOREN PEASE OF HADLEY BY THE WOOD STOVE IN WINTER. “Winter, too, brought plenty of work . . . There was the stock to feed and water and keep comfortable; the threshing to do; trees must be felled in the woods and sledded to the home yard, there to be worked up into fireplace length; tools needed mending; there was the flax to attend to, and, if new fencing was to be done in the spring, rails must be split.” (Clifton Johnson, The New England Country. Boston: Lee and Shepard Publishers, 1896, p. 17.)
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EMILY DICKINSON’S CONSERVATORY. “I think the only prolonged interview I ever had with [Emily Dickinson] alone was on a bleak winter day when an errand of some sort took me to ‘The Mansion.’ I was just leaving when Miss Emily called me back. She seemed to be in an unusual state of excitement . . . She took me to her conservatory where she labored all winter to keep a succession of flowers in bloom. No one equaled her in her skill with flowers and . . . her conservatory was a dream of loveliness. But she had more than a flower to show me that day. ‘Come quickly,’ she said, ‘if you want to see something beautiful.’ I followed her and she pointed out a wonderful moth which had broken its chrysalis and was fluttering about among her flowers. I wish I could now recall what she said, but small boy as I was, I knew the manner of a prophetess when I saw it, and recognized the voice when I heard it.” (MacGregor Jenkins, Emily Dickinson, Friend and Neighbor, pp. 121–122.)
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“On Monday, at midnight, Father Time turned over another leaf in his big ledger and wrote at the top of a clean white page the figures ‘1895.’ It seems hardly possible that a full year has elapsed since we shook hands in greeting with 1894 and invited him to make himself at home, but Time and the Old Farmers’ Almanac never lie.” (The Amherst Record, January 1895.)
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A MILL VALLEY GRISTMILL, SOUTH AMHERST. “In the afternoon I tramped to Mill Valley to see the ice cutters at work . . . I stopped at the mill, sniffing at the doorway, looking in with pleasure at the great fat bags of grain, the ancient noisy machinery, the rafters gray with the undisturbed dust of half a century. I walked on up the road, meeting many wood sleds, full-loaded, on their way to town, the brass bells hung from the horses’ collars jangling in the still air. A jolly driver waved his mittened hand at me as he passed.” (David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, February 22.)
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THE FORT MEADOW IN HADLEY AFTER AN ICE FLOOD.



February Snow

Far and near and high and low 
The world is nothing now but snow.


 It sweeps and swoops down slanting-wise 
In flakes of February size.


 White is where black used to be. 
Every tree is a snowtree.


 Up in the steeple the hands of the clock 
Reached almost III before they stuck.


 This is a world without a bell. 
Sleepers in their beds sleep well.


 They sigh and dream, maybe, and snore 
While snow piles on the bedroom floor.


 Everything drifts or lies undone. 
There is no time. There is no sun.


 —Robert Francis, Collected Poems, p. 16. 
(Amherst: University of Massachusetts Press, 1976.)


[image: e9781439621585_i0030.jpg]

NINETEENTH-CENTURY COURTSHIP. Young women were warned to be vigilant and avoid being swept away: “Since women are prone to think much of love, to read books of sickly sentimentality and the poetry of amatory bards; since girls will put it into each other’s heads, that they are in love, it is desirable that they should understand the first symptoms of the disorder, and take early and vigorous measures to stop its dangerous course.” (Elizabeth Tobey, The Young Lady’s Friend. Boston: American Stationers Company, 1837.)
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VALENTINE’S DAY. On February 14, 1848, Emily Dickinson wrote, “Mistress Lyon arose in the hall and forbade our sending any of those foolish notes called valentines.” Dickinson was a student at Mount Holyoke Seminary at the time. Ironically, another student, Esther Howland, created such innovative valentines she became a wealthy woman and is considered the mother of American valentine cards.
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LAVINIA DICKINSON IN THE 1860s. Many bent the rules of courtship, as did Emily Dickinson’s sister Lavinia when courted by Joseph Lyman. He wrote of his visits to Lavinia in the 1840s: “I read her Virgil lessons to her & walked with her to the Amherst Academy gate carrying her books . . . I was happy once in Vinnies arms—very happy. She sat in my lap and pulled the hairpins from her long soft chestnut hair and tied the long silken mass around my neck and kissed me again & again.”
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A SPARK OF FIRE IN THE MIDST OF WINTER. February doldrums were enlivened by the class rivalries of Amherst College. In 1927, freshmen built a bonfire on the Common and burned their hated pea-green caps. They rushed the new Amherst Theatre and the College Candy Kitchen on Main Street (above), turned cars around, sent them in the opposite direction, and disconnected the trolley lines. The Amherst newspaper’s reaction? “From now on the landscape should be more pleasing, with the disappearance of the suicide-green of the Amherst freshmen caps.”
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IN THE DAYS BEFORE ANTIBIOTICS. “The grip has long since ceased to be a jesting matter. It is no imaginary complaint . . . but a genuine malady, unpleasant and painful to its victim, and apt to be attended with complications that lead to serious and in some cases fatal, results . . . a great many people in Amherst are sick with the grip . . . The disease is confined to no section of the town nor in any class of people; it attacks young and old, rich and poor, sickly or healthy with genuine impartiality.” (The Amherst Record, December 1891.)
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BARE APPLE TREES AND BRIARS IN SOUTH AMHERST. In the space of 12 winter days in 1864, most of a South Amherst family was wiped out. On February 10, Charles M. Smith died at the age of 12; the following day his 13-year-old brother Chester died; 6 days later their father, Chileab, died at 57; and 4 days later 7-year-old George died. All were stricken by the then-mysterious disease of diphtheria. Only the mother—Susan Pettengill Smith—and one daughter survived.
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WILLIAM BURNETT, AMHERST HAT FACTORY HEIR. In 1904, the Connecticut River froze solid for months, with ice 3 feet thick in some places. Freezing and flooding in the basement of the Amherst House hotel caused the sidewalks on South Pleasant Street to collapse. Gaping cavities opened up before startled shoppers. A fortunate few could escape winter’s brutalities by sailing away. Burnett sailed for the warmer climate of Cairo on a luxury liner in 1904.
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QUESTIONABLE REMEDIES. “Run Down, Tired, Nine-tenths of the Amherst People are in this Condition. Our Local Druggists, Henry Adams & Co., Say ‘Vinol is What Every Man, Woman and Child Needs at This Season of the Year.’ Many people right in this vicinity are all run down, no strength, hardly able to drag about . . . Our Vinol is the one great tonic reconstructor which they need. It will create strength, tone up the digestive organs, cure all stomach troubles, create a healthy appetite, make rich, red blood and strengthen every organ in the body.”
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HENRY ADAMS’S ADVERTISEMENT “GOOD ADVICE TO NERVOUS WOMEN.” “Has anyone ever told you what it means to feel restless?—flighty?—unsettled?—unable to concentrate yourself on your work?—unable to find pleasure or satisfaction in anything? One after another the organs become deranged . . . Sleeplessness, nervousness, melancholy and despair follow . . . WE GUARANTEE THAT MUCO-TONE WILL CURE YOU.”
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DEUEL’S DRUGSTORE (LEFT CENTER), SOUTH PLEASANT STREET, AMHERST, 1888. Pharmacist Charles Deuel touted something called Hyomei: “Hyomei is nature’s own method for curing catarrh, colds, coughs and diseases of the respiratory organs . . . Breathed through the neat pocket inhaler that comes with every outfit, the air passed into the throat and lungs, is identical with that on the mountains, where it is laced with healing and health-giving balsams. It searches out and kills disease germs in the most remote and minute cells.”
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CHARLES O. PARMENTER ON THE ROAD FROM PELHAM TO AMHERST. Parmenter satirized quack remedies in an 1875 article in The Amherst Record. To cure the common cold, he suggested the “arctic sweat,” produced by filling a flour barrel with cold water and having the patient sit on a cake of ice “dressed in his nudity” while sticking his legs in the barrel. Barrel, ice, and sufferer are covered with blankets. “Just as soon as the patient is found to be reeking with sweat, turn him through a wringer and rub dry.” The “rum sweat” was produced by setting fire to half a barrel of rum. The patient is covered with blankets and suspended over the flaming rum while “a total abstinence man” simultaneously gives him rum to drink “until the rum is gone or until he is fit to ring out.”
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OSCAR AND HETTIE JOHNSON, SEEN IN A CLIFTON JOHNSON PHOTOGRAPH TASTING MAPLE SAP IN HADLEY. Weeks before the first day of spring, sap invisibly rises in the sugar maple trees. Centuries ago, Native Americans slashed the bark of maples and boiled the sap into syrup. By the 18th century, New Englanders were doing the same.
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THE SUGARING SEASON. In 1876, an Amherst writer known only as “Smith” commented on the prevalence of sap: “Sap in its raw state is only a juice, and is generally found in trees, some trees containing more and others less, though trees do not by any means monopolize all of this fluid. A great many heads contain this juice in abundance, such heads being known by the technical name of ‘sap-heads,’ and are distressingly common.”
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HETTIE AND OSCAR BOILING SAP ON A STOVE THEY MADE THEMSELVES. Smith continued: “The sap must be cooked before it is fit for anything. This is accomplished by the process of ‘bilin’,’ or to use a more scientific term, by evaporation, and is one of the fine arts; this process reduces the quantity of sap but improves the quality. This fact leads us to suggest the propriety of applying this ‘bilin’ down’ test to political candidates; many of them if evaporated a while would have little or nothing left to vote for, as no grain or fibre appears until all aqueous secretions have been given off. A fair trial would show that there is an astounding quantity of sap or water on the brain sent into our offices of trust, in which the wigglers of dishonesty and corruption soon breed.”
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“Our friends having invited us to visit their sugarbush, we drove to Sunderland and walked three miles up Mount Toby . . . Hubbard’s bush is in a rocky field on the flank of the mountain—an ancient wooden shack standing among magnificent old maple trees. When we came first in sight of it, it looked as though it were on fire, for the steam from the boiling sap was pouring out through every crack. It was indeed a stirring place—men and boys hallooing in the woods as they chopped fuel for the fire, or drove the sledges down the mountainside with barrels of sap, or ran in and out of the sugarhouse. As we came nearer we caught the ambrosial odor of the steaming syrup, and a moment later we were welcomed by Hubbard and his boys.” (David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, March 25.)
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Something must be done "Put it there!”

FIRST INTRODUGCED, 1883.  '':<REUTEOIWMENY
MERCHANT'S GARGLING OIL is the standard Liniment of the
United States, and is good for Burns, Scalds, Rhenmatism, Flesh
Wounds, Sprains, Bruises, Lume Back, Hemorrhoids or Piles,
Toothache, Sore Throat, Chilblains, (,happcd Hands, and many
other diseases incident to man and beast. Yellow Wruppel for
animal, and white for human flesh.

Manufactored at Lockport, N. Y., by M. G. O. Co., and sold by

all druggists. =
SEn JONN HODGE, Sec’y. |
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Clothing for Men and Boys bought for.
spot cash from some of the best makers in
" this country. Winter weather is here and

we are prepared:to"silow you the best line
of winter clothing for men and boys ever

shown in this section. The quality i the’
best, the prices are the lowest.. Ulsters,
Overcoats, Fur - Coats, Reefers, Duck
Coats, Sweaters, at. prices that defy com-’
petition. We claim the best $8. and 89,
suits in the market, they are all wool made
: 'form the well known Sawyer goods and cut
and made equal to custom made garments.
We always have a large stock of Under-
“wear. Gloves. = Mittens, Hats, Caps,
Robes. and Blankets at )'n'iées that close
buyers appreciate.

SANBEBRSON & THOMPSON.

o wva o o miyrAano
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AND WISHES Go- EVERY CHRISTMAS
TIME Tis SO;-NONE MORE
TenpER, NONE MoORE TRUE,

THAN THIS WisH OF MINE TO You
Joyous BE YOUR
o b
(HRISTMAS DAY
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Connecticut River and Hadley, from Mount Holyoke, Mass






