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The prog &
. Tess of the work on the canal near
- Buzzard's Bay assures us that
7. '"within a short space of time, what
has been kneown as Cape Cod with all its
_d:pjaint, picturesque,seenery, ;is hospitable,
Htersl-minded people, and its historic as-
sociations, Wwili- be known as Cod Island.

_There has always been a whiff of home
cooking and a memory of warm welcome
in sgg_.ying, “T am going to Cape Cod for
thed~ Summer,” but as the sandy roads
bdcomie hardened by macadam, the bluff
of waving beach grass becomes the Sum-
metr' colony of the cities' rich, and the
ocean coines nearer encircling the shores.
one can hear the future generations speak
of . Suimmering at Cod Island.”
~.'To the boy or girl, born and raised on
the Cape, who left sonie tweniy years
ago for business or social reasons, the
little towns are fast becoming unrecog-
nizable.

““The path where we met,” as the old
song has it, has become the siite for a
-Summer cottage and it nestles among the
pines;. a welconie stranger to the town, but
a sort of sentimental regret to the girl
or boy who trod the path to school,
““Jong, long age.”

:The change in Cape Cod has been the
most marked within the last tweniv
years. - Previous to that, the business, lit-
tle by little, seems to have quieily died
or stolen away, and the progress of other |
towns has slowly crept in with its pro-
gressive people.
- In 1865 the fishing industry was at its|
helght, the largest owner of the fishing
schooners being Capt. Vulentine Doane
of “Harwichport. This industry began’
to wane from a cause not wholly devoid
of Buperstition and theory. The complaint
arose that the net fishing frightened the
fishiaway from the hook fishermen, and
gradually the fish moved their subma-|
rine: colony "around the south shore of
-the cape to the coast of Gloucester, where !
the fishermen who wished to continue in |
the business movcd also, and where they
l.re..to-day, carrying on a good trade.

Th_é generzal interest in the fisheries can
be best illustrated by an incident which -
ectukily occurred,on the coast of East-
ham and Orleans. :

The -0ld blue laws did not affect the
Sunday, as some of the many descendants
of the Mayflower would have us believe, |
for duaring a church service in the late;
60s & man appeared at the door and an-
nounced a school of blackfish in the b:a.y.I
and the congregation. including the min-
ister, ..rushed out and caught as many
&s. possible, that they might realize a
profit on the blackfish oil
The ecranberry culture alsc in '65 was
rnost profitable, the berries selling that
geason in Boston as high as §44 a barrel. |
. That was the banner year for berries,
ag.they never reached that price again. |
An increase in acreage enlarged the
crops, reduced the price, and nearly
swapiped the small grower. Gradually
the acreage extended up the cape, the
hand picking in the four-quart measure
by the native giving place to the machine |
gathering in a six-quar. measure by the |
m.pid-igrowing colony of Portuguese.
"Z'Phé most extensively cultivated cran-
berry land is that of Wililam AMake-
peace of West Barnstable, who owns
from" 1,000 to 1,200 acres, as much as is
represented by the combination of small-
er bogs further down the cape.

*Another old-tim-= institution that has
almost passed into history is the old-fash-
ioned stage coach, for twenty years ago
the last branch road of the New York,
New Haven & Hariford. known as the
OId Colonyv Line. was extended from Har-
wich to Chatham., and thus the principal
destination of the stage coach was placed
within’ steam distance oi Boston.
.“*hosze old coaches are almost forgotten,

\APE COD is leaving us!

revives & lIaugh in many a tourist of long'
ggo, whose business, family, or curiosity
took him to Cape Cod, especially in the
Winter time.

’;;Slmeon Nickerson, Simeon Higgins, Ru-
[“xs Smith, Barney Tavlor, and Whit)
u':rwes were among the early drivers of

:Eg“;_e‘z-_stage. o -

~hevy had the spirit c¢f the pioncer—
,m-fnrage, endurance, geniality, and pa-
_:iéenc:e. The storms aong t'he co:—fst not
m]ly:‘blocked the trains with drifts of
10w, but necessijtated many times that
e coach driver should get out and shovel
the. track in the obliterated road, the
passengers often iending a hand also.
-These rides were long and tiresome, ex-
tending from Yarmouth to the old At-
Yantic House in Harwichport, where
horses were changed and the journey con-
tinued to Chatha:n. JMany a passenger
dropped out of the coach at his destina-
tion semi-conscivus t:on fat:gue or some
gpirit of cheer that he had imbibed in
one manner or ilhe otner.

“Thé  drivers of the Cape coaches
were rich in experience and jokes, as full
©of storles as a cominegrcial traveler, and
as fond of conversation as a barver. In
the. year 1870, when Gen. U. S. Grant vis-
ited: Provincetown, Barney Taylcr was
chosen as the most carceful, experienced
driver, to tzke him up Iligh PPole Hil!,l
where a slight celebration awailed him. |
T was the first visit of :hc P’resident tc |
the Cape, and all along the line, as usval,
efowds were waiting to shake Lis hand.
- AS- the enthusiasm grew from town to
}'Eownthe responsibility of taking the Pres-
{dent to the top of tiie nighest hill at the
%.Capc's extreme town grew aiso, and the
griver -and the four horses were Hterally
‘Eﬂrancing with execitement as the train
:pitlled in. ** Barney,'* as every oune lov-
-"i“ﬁgl'y called him, was waiting eagerly.
Tfé President and mis escoris alighted
&nd stepped into the coach as the band
started to play °* America.”
.«The horses reared and piunged. but 1:0
one-feared, for Barney held the reins.
s Itell you,”” he afterward said, * with
A brass band ahead and one on both sides
of usg, it was some noise. I didn't mind
It much along the road, but when we went
10 climb that hill with the crowd a-cheer-
i8g and the bands a-playing °‘ The Star-
Spengled Banner,” and the horses a-rear-\
jf&ion their hind legs, 1 was glad I had/
Teff ™y wife to home. There was one time
ﬂ?&'&, when the fellow with the bass
drum- got too near my off horse, and we
‘dEnced:a spell before | could pull him in.
it Fhat minute, as plzin as could be, I
eould see the Boston papers coming out in
‘biey - black head lines, * Barney Taylor
Killed” the President,” and I sweat as 1
n‘hverwill again, but we made it as every-
body knows. and got him to the train
agaln safe, and he give e a cigar as he
'‘stepped aboard.”
f'é‘}i;fl’he means of travel through the Cape
‘fb—day is excellent, three trains a day con- |
ii;ctlng_the Cape towns with Boston. THe
é&n‘iage roads—miles of macadam, have
Become, during the Summer months, the
speedway for the hundreds of automo-
Bilez. 2and the trains are met by the open
Mes and canopy-topped carriages that
&0 not suggest the past by even a
yamble;
mThere has been a tendency among thel
mthors;, playrights, and poets to idealize
tather .than eulogize the Cape Codder.
character has heen exaggerated that
;:,;‘%)ima'g_ina.ﬂon of the reader might not be
[%ﬁ;l_!ﬁ_men*they are not nor ever have been

the
ending store of sailor's varns; neither, as
women, are they weather beaten shrews
and gossips. with faces hardened by the
Eﬁ; the name and Inemory of the drivers ‘ Atlantic breeze.

who could not appreciate the poetry or

sense In
running brooks,” so they find more reason

in reading it
stones in the running brooks.'

evade the truth was never taught him in
his early training on Cape Cod. It is the | tained in an adjoining town.”
freely expressed opinion that has stamped
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&of the sale of their home might help thelr

grandson through .his college course.

It is not unusual to see the lines of
an old-fashioned home shine from under
the fancy gables and verandas of 2 Sum-
mer cottage, 2s many of the Summer res-
fdents have preferred to keep as much
as possible of the o0ld style of architec-
ture, as in the case of the Reed home-
stead of South Dennis, moved a dis-
tance of elght miles, remodeled on the
Wychmere bluff, and occupied each year
by Mrs. Charles Patten and family of
WNew York. _

- The greater part of Wychmere twenty
vears ago was owned by Capt. Braddock
FPhillips, Theophilus Burgess, and Jere-
miah Walker. It was then the site of

- three or four old-fashioned houses over-

looking what was known as Salt Water
Pond. Around thie pond was a race
arack, and above it, to the norih, the old

. Sea View Hotel.

In the good old éays the natives held
full sway on the occasion of the horse
race. It was native entertainment and
native stock, and, best of all, a local band
and home-made candy and popcoru. (apt.
T. B. Baker’'s Juno, Chester Snow’s Don,
and some blooded stock from the stables
of Wil Stetson of Hjyannis and L.uther
Fisk of West Dennis made the fun and
the betting an exciting day. 'Therec was
usually an accident, but there was always
another race,, until! a New York syndl-
cate appeared and bought the bluff and
the land about the pond and called 1t
Wychmere.

Through Its efforis a channel onened
the pond into the ocean; later a break-
water was bulilt, protecting the pond har-
bor, and now the grazing land that sur-
rounded the few old houses is marked off
into tennis courts and golf links, backed
hy cottages peeping out from the pines
or boldly facing the ocean. The race
track has hecome the rim of a blue wheel
with spoke-llke plers extending toward
{ts centre. All over the- pond are’ =all-
boats, motor bhoats, .and dories, moored
calm and silent, with never a .memory of
the bell at the grand stand or the shout
as the winner came under theé rope.

The customs of the .Church. glso are
passing away. It may be the same¢ Gos-
pel, but it is clothed in a new dress. The
prayer and testimony meeting has becoms
a conference upon some chosen subject.

In the olden days there would be silence
for & moment, when a brother or sistce
would wait for the spirit to move him
before he rose to speak or sing. They al-
lowed no thought to escape without an at-
tempt, at least, to make it audible, as In
the case of an o0ld gentleman who was
famed for much speaking, who rose for
the third time at one service and said:

““T was thinking while sitting here of
the words of the poet. I just can't ro<
member the words, and the name of the
poet has gone from me.”

In thq present day the thought ias sugw
gested by the pastor, and the individual Is
called upon to speak concerning it.

Those dear old salnts, in their full skirts
and poke bonnets! Those willing slaves
to the happiness of the home and the
good of the Church; those simple vet
strong people, whose sober wishes never
learned to stray, would feel like strangers
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A Game of Dominoes at the Village Store Is l'tarely Seen Nowadays.

a wall decoration of dark green cartridge
or burlap. Instead of the warm Brus-
sels carpet, there is the hardwood floor
and the rug; the sicdebmoard and buffet

story of tha town freak and exceptionSummer cottagers walting for thelr mall

being made the town representative and | make the native appear as the stranger.
rule, and because of this misrepresenta-| There are no more covered ﬁ'agons and
tion the genuine Cape Cod native has | horse carts, K outside of the country Post

the native as peculiar, and his character |
laughable as in the excuse of the master
of ceremonies at a church concert.

““I shall have to apologize for one of

‘“ hardy sea salts,”” with a never-

They are an honest. ' our bass singers,” ne sald. °* He was | suffered. i Office at the sorting of the malil; instead {in place of the old-fashioned secretary
progressive people, with an intensely " called to Hyannis with a load of furniture If the business men and women of the| are the electric runabouts, the bicycle, | and settle and the low brass bed with its
literal mind and utterly unacquainted|and telephoned back that he had had a | world whose ancestors lived their lives|and touring car. ' down quilt instead of the high four poster
with evasive expression. Like the man | breakdown and could not reach here be- | among the pines of Capt Cod were to One looks in vain also for the old-} with & cavering of a Virginia fence pat-

tern,

On the parlor
funera]l wreath,
there are the rectangular etchings and
sepias of the NNew York artists. A few
college flags flogt the spirit that effected
the sale of the house, for in some 1in-
stances the grandparents have remodeéled
the barn and moved in, that the proceeds

fashioned house with its small window
panes, its square chimneyvs, and {ts low
front stoop and gabled roof, and, upon
searching the bluff of the woodland
nooks, he findsg it transformed into a
bungalow with wide veranda and grilled
arches at the door spaces.

ITnstead of the flowered paper and the
# cat figure '’ for the front hall there is

compare their intellect with those who
criticlse them, they would suffer nothing
in comparlison, :

The country grocery store and Post Of-
fice was once the meeting place of the
crack domino player and news monger,
To-day, the dellvery wagons stand belng
londed hourly for the extra trade of the

Summer residents and the long line of
i

fore midnight, so‘we will be a little weak
in the bass.”

U pon analyzing the above remarks there
is nothing peculiar about them, only one
fs accustomed to covering up the truth
and rather expects to hear, ** One of our
bass singers has been unavoidably de-

walls, in place of the

** Sermons in stone, books Iin the
“ Sermons 1t hooks and

The aptitude of the cityv-bred person to

There have been too many instances in
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in & deep glass frame, !

| in the Cape Cod towns to-day, and would
| xcarcely recognize their own homes op
' descendants.

‘ Twenty years ago was the age of cook-
|1es and the cookie jar, of many jars of
| Jam and.Jelly, of picalilly, fruit cake, and
mince pies, and the appetizing odor of.
frving pork for the fish cakes and chow-
der.

Long before the stagecoach stopped
these savory odors greeted the nostrils
and whetted the appetite, but to-day al-
most countless bakers' carts supply in
part the larder of the few remaining
homes, The long rows of homemads
ries in the cellar and the cake wranped
in linen are luscioug memories of tha
past. The remnant of Cape Cod hospital-
ity Is still there, and what remains is of
the same fine guality as of old, but there
are so few {o extend it—so few with tha
native expressions of warmth and cor-
s drality waiting at the front door to =ay,
“My life and my heart if it isn't dlary’’”
- S0 few to suggest * hearty * for break-
i fast and say "1 guess s0,” with em-
phasis on the ‘' so0’ as only a Cape
Codder can emphasize it,

It Is no little wonder how the remain-
ing families eke out a livelihood, with
the fishing industry dead and the cran-
berry culture diverted to the large grow-
er, but many have learned the art of ca-
tering to the Summer folk for the year’'s
maintenance. They first have sold thelr
homes and built smaller quarters or re-
modeled sheds and barns into places of
abode.

They have rented their boats, grown and
sold vegetables and berries, and opened
ice cream booths and fruit stands all
along the main streets of the separate
towns. The small dry goods stores have
quadrupled their stock of bathing suits,
caps, and shoes, and the grocer has multi-
plied his stock and used the shed as a
storeroom. As the Summer wanecs the
cranberry season begins, and a few realize
a profit from picking and screening ber-
ries.

During the Winter men are employed
in weeding the swamps or clearing the
land for a bit more cultivation, and thus
the Cape Cod native resident who is in
‘* ordinary circumstances '’ passes his re-
maining days.

The storms are not as severe in Winter
as In vears past, and the Summers scem
never so cheerful and bright. There 1w
a difference In everything. TWhile the
Summer gucst is more than welcome and
profitable financially, while the macadam
roads make easier travel and the tele-
phone and railroad comunication bring
the Cape into close connection with the
world, there is not the same ‘' sweet
peace of mind, dearer than all,”” as in the
years gomne by.

Is the spirit of progress that sweeps
up and down the Cape a sufficient recom-
pense fer the spirit of love, wclcome,
sacrifice, and charity that has bheen
pushed aside, almost lost, in the efrfort
to  keep up with the times?

Cape Cod gallantry was once Cape Cod
generosity. It offered all without remov-
ing the hat., To-day it offers litt:e at a
rather high figure, with the hat in one
hand and the palm of the other extcuded
for remuneration.

Those who were born on the Cape from
twenty-five to fifty years ago are glad o
see its progress. but only to the whisper-
ing pines and the countless pulse (}f the
waves dare they speak of the change. One
walks upon the beach and writes the
name of some friend of long ago, only to
turn and find it washed to smooth aud
illegible whiteness again.

He looks toward the bluffsx dolted with
sSummer cottages along the shore and asks
for the old wooded paths, the swimming
pool, the old houses, dogs and horses, and
most of all the dear old 1olks.

In answer & crowd of Summer girls in
their bathing suits motor down.near .the
beach, a thoroughbred dog jumps out and
races down to the waves, and he realizes

that their laugther“ is the’ laughtef‘ Qf‘

strangers.



