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MY FAMILY

Cyril Francis Ely, born Nov. 24, 1861, Newport, Vt.

Olive Clarisse Liberty, born Sept. 29, 1861, Canada.

m. Nov. 30, 1881, Laconia, N. H,.

Children

Ernest Alphonse, born 1882
Florence 0Olive, born 1883
Anastasia Iva, born 1886
Victoria Clarisse, born 1887
Helena May, born 1889

Horace Eusibe (Frank), born 1891
George Leo, born 1893

Oscar Louis, born 1895
Albert Richard, born 1897
Rubecca Irene, born 1898
Gertrude Rachel, born 1901
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BARRE, VERMONT
Cottage Street, (1898-1903)

I was born on February 28, 1898, in Franklin Falls, New
Hampshire, but we moved from there when I was just six months
old so my earliest recollections are of Barre, Vermont, and
our home there where we lived for the next four years.

I remember the house very well., It was large to accommo-
date our sizable family, and it had big rooms, especially the
front parlor. I recall that the kitchen sink was so high I
had to stand on a little wooden box to reach the faucet. The
dining room had a pretty bay window with hinge-top seats in
which Mother stored things, and a fascinating dumb-waiter on
which we kids used to ride up and down. There was a back parlor
which was used much like the family room of today, but the front
parlor was used only on special occasions and holidays. It
was always well heated on Christmas morning before we went in
to see the tree. I femember one wonderful Christmas when our
tree reached the ceiling, and I received a very special gift =-
a pretty little dollhouse made by my dad - who lovingly hand-
made many of our toys. We all loved music, so there was a
pPiano in the back parlor and an organ in the upstairs hall,

But most of all I remember my tall, handsome father, my
equally tall, aristocratic-looking mother, and my four fun-loving
sisters who were in their teens and early twenties., We were an
affectionate, happy family, and it was great fun to be little
sister to these lively girls who were popular and had many beaux,
They attended lovely parties and balls, and when I was quite young
I was once taken to one of these evening dances by my sister
Florence, took part in the Grand March with her, then, to my
astonishment and delight, was invited to dance (or rather HOP)
by her current suitor.

Since my sisters were dating I remember many merry parties
in this house with music, dancing, and games - simple amusements,
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but good, wholesome fun. In addition, they made taffy, popcorn
balls, fudge and penuche, and there was always a barrel of delicious
apples in the cellar as well as plenty of maple syrup for the
"Sugar-on Snow" parties that I loved. To make "Sugar-on-Snow", we
packed clean snow firmly into big flat pans, and poured boiling hot
maple syrup onto it in lacy patterns, the lacier the better. When
it cooled and hardened we lifted it off with a fork to eat it. We
would have apple juice with it. Delish!

Winter in Vermont is very cold. Since we had only fireplaces
and parlor type stoves in those days, the only rooms heated were
those most used on the first floor. 1In the freezing bedrooms we
slept on cornhusk mattresses or featherbeds, and snuggied under
heavy home-made quilts. Sometimes, on bitter cold nights when a
storm was raging and the wind was howling, Mother would let little
Rachel and me sleep on the big couch in the back parlor. I still
remember Mom and Dad's room with its big wooden bed in which I saw
little Rachel soon after she was born in 1901, and where my brother
Albert died of measles and pneumonia at the age of six. One of the .
bedrooms had a secret stair that was a bit disappointing since it
merely led down to the horsebarn! Except in cold weather, when we
scooted down to the kitchen, we washed ourselves in the bedrooms.
Each bedroom had a commode (a small washstand with drawers and a
compartment for the chamber pot). OCn its top would be a big china
washbowl and pitcher, soap dish, mug, and toothbrush holder. The
ensemble would be completed by a huck towel on the bar at the back.
It was quite a chore to carry hot and cold water upstairs, then,
after washing ourselves, carry it all down again.

Cur toilet was an outhouse in the yard, with the usual Sears-
Roebuck catalog instead of toilet paper. I always hated the outhouse.
In summer it was very hot and there was always a hornet or a bee
inside to scare me to death; and in winter it was icy cold. After
dark the grownups carried a lantern to light their way, and hung it
on 2 nail inside the door, After sunset, we children used chamber
pots indoors Ifor which we were duly thankful, How wonderful it was
when we finally had indoor plumbing a few years later! Iom must

have been very glad not to have pots to empty each morning!
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We used kerosene lamps, and I remember how lMother would
fill each one, clean its glass chimney, then cover it with a
paper bag to keep it spotless until it was needed. There were no
automobiles in those days. People either walked, or hired a
carriage - some of which were rather luxuriously lined with nice
thick material., I rode in one like that a few times, and I felt
as though I were riding either in Cinderella's coach, or a queen's
carriage! I think that a twenty-five cent fare took one almost any-
where in town.

I remember the fire wagons, perhaps because they were so
frightening to a small girl. Pulled by galloping, snorting horses,

. they would go tearing by when the alarm sounded - the big hook-and-

ladder, on which the firemen would be frantically struggling into
their rubber coats and boots, and the big steam engine that left

a trail of smoke and sparks. In zero weather, the results of a fire
were spectacular because the water from the hoses would freeze on
contact and encase the building in a sheet of ice, and beautiful
glistening icicles.,

Since there was so much snow, we did a lot of.sliding down
a steep, nearby hill that had a seminary (Goddard, I think) at
the top. Girls' sleds were high and awkward and had no steering.
We sat up straight on them holding the rope, trying to maneuver
them with our bodies to avoid crashing into anything. Sometimes
we were brave enough to go down in tandem, holding the rope of the
sled behind, hoping to reach the bottom of the hill without in-
cident. Boys were more fortunate. They had the Flexible Flyer,
a super sled that I believe is still being made today. It was
designed to go "belly bump", and it would fly down the hill.

There were exciting toboggans. And speedy double-runners that
were made by mounting a long plank on two small sleds. These, being
fast and dangerous, were steered by a self-styled expert (usually
the owner) who sat in front. They held up to ten riders, one
in back of the other, each holding up the legs of the person be-
hind. I was so little that I can remember having only one or two
rides., It was scary, but one of my big brothers would take me on

his lap, hold me tight, and down we'd go! Perhaps my early experi-
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ence with toboggans and double-runners marked me for life, for

I never did enjoy roller coasters when I grew older. Out sliding,

it would be very cold, and become even colder when the sun went down.
Six o'clock was Dad's official suppertime, and he wanted no delay.

We would go home in good time, frozen, tired, and hungry, and off
would come our mittens, hats, coats, leggings, sweeters, earmuffs,
and galoshes, We would thaw ourselves out, and finally sit down

to a good hot meal in a nice warm house with our loved ones around
us, How snug and secure we felt,

And we did have security because Mom kept us warm, well fed,
and in remarkably good health. But how she managed this on Dad's
low wages is still a mystery to me. Dad worked in the marble quar-
ries as a stone-cutter, earning about a dollar a day. Although
that may have been considered a normal wage at that time, I'm
sure 1t must have been a constant struggle for Mother to make ends
meet for a family of eleven, and to accept, with courage and con-
fidence, the challenges and hardships of everyday living. But
both my parents, with true pioneer spirit, not only accepted these
challenges and hardships, but called them blessings.

Mother was a wonderfully capable woman. She kept us warm by
having us wear a lot of woolen clothing, and knitting us sweaters
mittens, scarves and stocking caps. She fed us simple, but nourish-
ing, meals - some of which I remember to this day. And she kept
us well by intelligently using the home remedies at her disposal: -
honey and lemon juice, Syrup of Figs, Castoria, Spirits of Niter,
camphorated o0il, mustard plaster, sulphur and molasses, and Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound! To ward off colds, she tied little
bags of asafetida around our necks, and they smelled AWFUL!! Asa-
fetida is a bitter, offensive smelling material obtained from the
roots of a plant, and even the name, from the Latin Foetida, means
smelly!

e had many friends in Barre, and I still remember a little
neighbor girl who taught me to play tic-tac-toe all those years zgo.
I took Mother and Dad back for a visit in the 1920's, and they were
delighted to find that an old friend still lived in the house across

the street. They had a happy reunion, and a pleasant long visit,
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Young as I was, I must have minded the cold in Barre, for I
still remember that the house never seemed warm enough to me no
matter how much wood or coal was put into the stoves and fireplaces.
It was a freezing place to live. 3ince I remember this even today,

T

I think I must have been glad when we moved to Massachusetts when
was about five years old.

b
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On our way down from Barre, we stopped for a week in Concord,
New Hampshire, to visit Mother's older brother, Jim Liberty, and
his wife, Myra, They had five children, all older than I - cousins
Ora, Cora, Ida, Eva, and Arthur.

One day, when we children were riding with Uncle Jim in his
wagon, we passed an old-fashioned carriage with the driver sitting
on a high seat in front. Its occupant was a very elderly lady
dressed completely in black. Uncle Jim turned to us and said,
"That woman is Mary Baker Eddy, the founder of Christian Science.
People come from all over the world to kiss the ground she walks
on"., .Naturally, we were very much impressed. I was even more
impressed when we passed her driveway and I peeped in and saw that
her home was beautiful.
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DANVERS, MASSACHUSETTS
Braman Street, (1903-19083)

When we came to Danvers we moved into a house quite near
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Joe lMorin, mother's sister and her

a
nusband., This was tc be our home for the next five years.

Although it was a roomy, attractive house, I can remember no
particularly outstanding features. For us children its main at--
traction was its sizable yard and garden where we spent much of
our time., There was a charming little octagon pavillion in the
garden, enclosed by slats, and partly covered by a big, spreading
apple tree in which my brothers promptly built themselves a fine
tree-house., The little pavillion was a perfect place for Rachel
and me to play - when the boys weren't pestering the life out of
us - and it was also a lovely place for tea parties. Sometimes
Mother would fix us a tea there and shoo the boys, for the sake
of peace, up into their tree-house to play. We and our brothers
never got along well together for they considered us pesky kid
sisters, and no doubt we werel Oscar was frequently punished
for making us cry, and he always deserved it. I particﬁlarly
remember one Christmas when he earned a little money and brought
home a cute little toy grocery store with enticing miniature cans
and packages of food. These he encouraged us to buy with our pen-
nies, then made us return them but wouldn't give us our pennies
back. Poor Rachel and I took a very tearful view of this! He and
I shared the chore of doing the supper dishes and if I did all the
pots and pans he would be nice to me for perhaps a whole hour! I
was the first member of the family to try and win his approval by
giving him candy or doing an errand for him. Years later, when he
became a football star in High School, we became good friends and
occasionally he would invite me to go somewhere with him., This
was prompted, no doubt, by his desire to be with one of my girl-
friends, but it was 0.K. with me because his brief fame rubbed off
on me, and I loved it.

Lying a short distance behind our house was a pond that con-

tained some very large turtles and frogs which we liked to catch
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and play with, and tadpoles that we scooped up and kept in bottles
and jars. In the grass and weeds at the water's edge my brothers
found harmless snakes that were of profound interest to them, but
from which Rachel and I ran screaming., Needless to say, they found
this highly entertaining and chased us with them whenever they had
the chance.

These were "Gaslight Days" - the days before central heating,
telephones, indoor plumbing, electrical appliances, supermarkets,
cars, radio and television. But neither did we have riots, un-
checked crime, permissiveness, nor widespread obscenity. We loved
our country and our flag, respected our parents and teachers, and ad-
mired and trusted our police., In many established neighborhoods
doors were often left unlocked, and we felt quite safe. The one
exception to this was when gypsies came to town. We feared them
because they were strange and different and had an unsavory repu-
tation. Since we had been told that they kidnapped little children,
we kids wereé terrified of them and dashed for home whenever we caught
sight of them. Because they also had the reputation for stealing
anything they could get their hands on, anything of any value was
taken indoors when they were around - toys, garden tools, even
clothes hanging on the line. Mother kept a watchful eye on them
and was careful not to let them in the house. The women wore
gaily colored clothes with full skirts, bandanas, and much jewelry--
earrings, bracelets, rings, and beads, beads, beads! They told
fortunes, carried tambourines, and would play and sing as they
neared our door, The men, who also wore bandanas and earrings,
were dressed in dark pants, a wide colorful sash, beautifully
embroidered jacket, and dark, broad-brimmed felt hat.. I never
felt at ease until they left our yard.

Hobos, however were not feared, and we never had trouble with
any of them. When one came to the door and asked for food, Mom
would give him a chore to do - perhaps chop wood and fill the
woodboxes - then give him a meal, If it was cold, rainy, or
very late in the day, she would let him sleep in the shed. The
next morning after the family had left for school and work, she
would give him breakfast, warm clothing if needed, and send him

on his way.
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After we moved to Danvers I was old enough to begin taking
an interest in clothes and suddenly realized that my sisters
were real "dressers" in their softly swishing taffeta petticoats,
and pretty dresses with long leg='o-mutton sleeves and high collars
held up by little ivory stays that kept their heads fashionably,
stiffly, and no doubt very uncomfortably,erect. They looked so
elegant and dashing that I longed for the day when I, too, could
wear long underwear with split pants, a boned corset pulled tight,
a corset cover, a fake bosom pinned to my underwear, a chemise,
a bustle, rustling taffeta petticoats, a long dress with a dust
ruffle, and stockings that matched my outfit! Their skirts swept
the ground, were longer in the back, and the dust ruffle did just
that - picked up plenty of dust! I remember how they reached back
to 1lift their skirt before sitting down - a gesture that took prac-
tice to do gracefully. I adored their enormous hats that were
trimmed with veiling, fruit, flowers, ruching, lace and ribbon.
They really were milinery confections, To keep such a hat on one's
head while riding in an open carriage - and later in an automobile,
a very large silk veil was worn that covered the whole hat and tied
under the chin.

When I think back to the clothes worn in the early 1900's,
I feel we should be thankful for the comfortable clothes worn
today! Even what was then considered casual dress was long-sleeved,
high-necked, heavy weight, and uncomfortable, and men suffered from
being fashionable as well as the women. In winter they wore long,
heavy underwear, a starched shirt with a stiff detachable collar,
and a heavy woolen suit with a vest. In summer the underwear was
lighter weight, but suits were still woolen - though not as heavy-
weight., I remember the Palm Beach suits that looked nice until
they developed wrinkles that stayed in for the rest of the day!
The hats most commonly worn were the Fedora, the Derby, and in
summer, the straw "boater". Men really hated the stiff, iron-hard
collars that were attached to their shirts, front and back, with
collar buttons. Besides being torture to wear, a dropped or lost
collar button was a disaster that probably caused the late arrival
of more than one beau in the good old days!

Zven children had to wear plenty of clothes., For both boys







