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Grsxdmother Sanders' Autobiography Nov. 14, 1932

(written for the liew Century Club)

I have always had 3zrezt ddmiration for the ability displayed
by our Year Book Committee, but this time I fear that with re-
sﬁect to at least one member they must have been influenced by
the "repression or sumpin' ". %0 expect a commonplace o0ld lady
who has led a commorplace life to tell somethiug of interest to
this Club is to set an almost impossible task. If I were a Musso=
lipi, or a McAdoo, or even a Sarah Joseph Hale, I might have S ome =
thing worthwhile to tell, but as it is I fear you made = bad-mls~
takes You did not even give me 2 big heading! If you had said
"Great Grandmother Sanders' Eighty Years™ the title mizht have
redeemed the paper. But just "My Autobiography”"? Dear girlsg,---
why did you do it? However to misquote Tenuyson:

Mine not to make reply,
Mive but to do or be fined.

So here you have the "short and simple snnals of the poor™:

Let me see, 40 not biographers usually iwtroduce their anmpals
by remarking that their famous persorale was born of poor but
honest parents? Well, I was tooe My father was a Few York state
carpenter and cabirnet meker. My mother was & Copnecticut school
teachers lly father was twice married. Threee children were borm to
his first wife amd three to my mother; all except myself, the
youngest, were Kew Yorkers. I came, I guess, as rather a delayed
blessing,after my parents had emigrated ir about 1848 to what was
then far<off Ohio. X was then a long tiresome journmey of some
weekse I remember my mother telling one incident of the trip. She
Said as they were staying oue might at a hotel in Penmsylvania,
she saw a thrifty plunt with dark green lesves sand beautiful roSyy
fruit growing iu the garden. She told the lsndlady she thought it
S0 attractive. To which the landlady replied," Yes, it is pretiy
but very poisonous, be careful not to touch it."™ It wss = tomatos

There,too, she made the acquairtance of apple butter, something
uckrnown of im the &ast at that times« My people lived for s time ir
Cuyahoga Fulls where they had relatives and where I was bornm in
about the middle of the last cemtury. For some Years my father had
felt a call to the ministry; his friemds urged him to heed the cslle
He did so awd ewtered the ministry of the U.B. church, where he was an
active and honored worker until failing health forced him irto re-
tirement/in 1882.

In those early years Ohio was bhut a lust youngster in the sis-
terhood of states. Rural Chio was especially inm the Piopeesr period
of theprofessions and the miristry was like other callings. Stations
were few, circuits of from three to six or eight appoirtments, so
mary minlsters made oume town their home from which they would go out
each week to their various sppointments. Followirz this cust6m, my
father moved to a little town called Burbank, 13 miles north of
Wooster where, with a few asbsences, my people lived during my father's
active life. This place I counted home until I marriede



I wish I were an artist to paiunt you & pen picture of the hamlet,
for it would be in substance a picture of the many little villages
ig rural Chio at that time. Shut your eyes ard in imagination see
a cluster of houses, mostly frame (for the little log cabin was &o=
ing out about that time)y I presume the enterprising villagers
thought a log house as antiquated as we would am 1890 Ford. These
houses were largely ome and ome half storkes, of the shoe~box typesg
and containing from four to six rooms with shuttered windows amd a
stoop shielding the front door emtraunces There were no bathrcoms,
no gas, no electric light, no furmace heat. But the rooms were large
and light, well heated with wood fires and sweet with the odor of
dryiuz herbs, strings of apples and peaches and big chunks of beef
dryinug around the stove pipes And the cellar stored not coal, but
barrels of potstoes, aprles and cider with jars and Jjars of delie-~
ious preserves and butters, (you krow casmmed fruit was uvkuown then),
and so many thiupgs which made & 1little girl's mouth water when she
was allowed to get a glimpse of the richeesse.

The people lived close to the good earth and Hother Nature gave
them with 2 lavish hand. Large gardens with never a corm worm or
cucumber beetle, fruit trees with wo bug or blight to harm them
called you to thelr abundance and the full diuner pail was an actual
reality to everyones But should crops fail or schould sickuness come
to a family, his neighbors would see that his wants were really and
amply supplieds ‘

Our village had two streets running East and West, cut by twe
running North and South, very much like the two bisections ow which
we used to play Pox and Beese. These shrests were worked esch spring
by mer hired for the purpose or by mem who wished to work out their
poll tax and so avoid the payment of two dollars into the public fund.
If we had what we call @n oper winter, the mud was almost bottomless;
ip the hot summer the dust was sglmost as deep. But, oh, how zood that
cool dust did feel to hot bare little feet running to schoel! On the
most importart of these streets was the villape store where, like
koby's, oune could buy apything---but not quite in the same variety
or importance. Calicos, ginghams, flaunel cloth, boots (men did mot
wear shoes ip those days),straw hats, plug tobacco ard snuff and the
like, with s few Jurs of striped stick candy, filled the shelves back
of the counter while a barrel of crzckers, another of salt fish arnd
a big barrel stove occupied much of the floor space of the front room.
Back of that was a smaller room where were stored barrels of white
arnd brown sugar, the white of the sugar loaf variety; barrels of salt
and rice, boxes of raisinsg eggs, butter and vegetables taken in bar-
ter, and small articles of hardware.

For more important purchases we had to go to Wooster, then a2 thriv~
ing town of eight or pime thousarnd peoples But the thirteen long
miles intervening made a 2reat barrier between us avd the city, as
we called it, and the villagers largely contented themselves with
what they could buy at home. Besides, much of the trade, especially
with the farmer folk® was by bartery the furmer would bring in butter,
eggs, and vegetables, skims of arimals and thne like, and exchange
them for drygoods or things we did not raise orn the farme For iunstance,
one farmer brought in a barrel of maple sugar avd exchanged it for
whites




A little farther down the street was the blucksmith shop like
Longfellow's, and the tavern where the occasional traveler found
reste Down a side street was a tapnery, which smelled to heaven,
and on the other side of the street, ar ashery. Oun the bank of
the Xilbuck Hiver, £ litile farther to the west,a busy grist mill
changed the owner's wheat snd corn ivto flour and meal, chamng
pot money, but a tenth of the grist in payment. The other and some-
what less public street must have been intended for the "literati™
for our school house.sand .two_echurches were situated there. The
school house, a small ore-room building, rectangular in shape, h=d
four rows of seats, two on either side of the center aisle. There
was a small platform ip the rear on which the teacher's desk arnd
chair stoode The only ormaments in the room were a little black-
board amd a rod wheih usuzlly hung on the wall behirnd the desks
as 2 Warkning to evildoerss & narrow vestibule had hooks for wraps
and a water pail and dipper. On the laft hand side of the room the
girls were sesated, the boys oun the right, and it was one of the
teacher's favorite punishments to move & mpaughty pupil s=cross the
gisle. We girls felt quite disgraced to be made to sit with the boys
and vice versas

You who are or have been public school teachers, please imagine
yourselves before from 40 to 60 girls and boys, aged eight to fif-
teen, trying to interest and keep them busy from 9 to 12 and from
1 to 4, five days of the week---the half day on Ssturday thrown in
for goed measure- o music, no drawirg, vo calisthenics, wo maps,~-=
a heterogeneous collection of texts, many of them handed down from
an older brother or sisters It was as I once heard a friend say---

a Herculean tasks Whispering was taboo, and the only soundg heard

in the well-regulated schoolroom was the voices of the class called
to the front to recite anmd the wriggling of restless little bodies
studying their lessons in their seatse.

~ Sometimes a hand raised and the request ,"Please, t eacher, may

1 get & driuk," or "Please, may I go out?"~---with ap occasional saf t
:pore from some little tot fallen asleep in her seat, broke the rou=
ine.

Did apny of you ever toe the mark to read or spell and do you re=
member the feeling of pride when you stood at the head of the class?
No,,I'm Sarg you have pot, but I assure you it was equal to getting
ang A plus. Such was the road to lesrning that your grandparents trod.
Cruel and rough, you may say, aund so it was, but somehow great mem
and women came slong that path. And it was not all work: the lomg
recesses in the forenoom and afternoon were happy playtimes whenm the
alr rang with shouts of Angyover and Blackman, while youuger child=
ren plsyed Ring around the Rosy or London Bridge. Happy, iumocent
childhood! Happy, harmless games! )

dcross the street from the schoolhouse stood the Methodist church,
enclosed by a fence with hitching posts on three sides. The TeBs
Building was a little farther down the street. They were much alike
apd 2 description of ome will fit the other. Both were frame, rectsn-~
gular, with a little belfry om the roof aud three windows op each
side for light ard ventilatiom. Yhe pulpit was at the resr of the
room, surrounded by ar altar rail or "mouruer's bench" as it uged
to be called. On either side of the pulpit were two pews called the




-

"Amen Cormer"™ apd usunally occuped by the older and more pious mem-
berse The center of the room was filled with long pews, divided in
the middle by & wooden partition. Shortsr Pews filled the sides,
leaving an aisle between the side and the ceunter aislese On the
walls were little woodem scomces holding the candles with which
the church was lighted, while a big Bible and brass candle sticks
adorwed the pulpit. I rgot to state that the school-house held

a big woocd~burning stove, and the church was similarly arrangeds

As iu the school room the sexes were separated, the men on the
right and the womeh on the left of the miadle partition. The obnly
time the rule was changed was when & bride ang groom made their
"appearance”, as it was cslled, on the first Sabbath after their
marrizge. There was,too, a custom that parents with young children
could sit on either side of the partition, so the Fourgsters could
be handed over from one parent to the other. There Were no mugical
instruments and few hymm books. The minister would "lime" the hymn,
two stanzas at a time, and someonme in the cougregation would "raise"
the tune and ah, how they could sing!

The quarterly meetings were great occasions where members came
from all over the Circuit, communion was observed and often conver=
Siuns Wwere made. Our two churches al ternsted the morring serviees
because neither pastor could meet all his members each week, but
each church usually had a service Sunday eveping at esarly candle
lighting.

But life was wot all work or worship. To be sure we had uno radio,
no movies, no autos, and in our town no card rlayivg or dancings But
there were gquilting bees, apple parings, corn huskings, spelling
mstches, and sleighridess Our homes were Furrished very simplye.
There was only one pisduwo in the town; one woman was the very proud
owner of a fewing machine (worked by hand ); another family had vwhat
we call a "store carpet”. Few vapers or magazines csame to the ville
age and many of our people had not a boek in their home except a
$ible, Case Almanac, snd the children's school bookse But the homes
Were kindly homes, Ged~fearing and neighbor-loving; homes from which
the voice of worship went up to the Pather, morning and evening. I
cap see as though it was yesterday, our little family--father, moth=
er, sSisters, brothers, and the little curly-haired ,wistful-eyed
girl sitting by father's side where he could help me with the hard
words as we read the “cripture and kpelt in prayers How I pity the
child who has uo such menoriese

But times were chaunging; war clouds were gathe ring om our country's
horizon, the burning questions of slavery and& secessiom were ir the
airs Fathers and mothers went sbout with apxious fsces and even the
little children sensed some trouble sheade.

The Presidemt@@l campaizm was an exciting one: like our vresent
struggles, the two parties fought bitterly. Comparies of men called
Wide Awakes were formed in many stites to srouse epvthusiasm in po-
litical meetinzs and indeed they were a brave sight as they mamched
with bands playing and flsgs flyinge Then followed Lincoln's elec~
tiom, the South's secession, and four Years of war and heart-aches
Patherxs eagerly scarred the weekly papers,{we had vo dailies)fesar-
irg to find the vames of their sous among the killed or woundeds
Mothers forgot usual tasks while they prepared food, knit stockings
and made bznduges to send to their boys ou the field. Upe of my vivid




memories of that time was of going with my girl friemds, each day
after sechool, to the church where we scraped lint and tore bandagess
At length came word th:.t peace was declared, hard followed by ?he
stunning news that Pather Abraham, loved by men, womem, and children,
had been shot. The nation mourped, not only & President, but alse =
fathers As I thivk of that time pow, it seems some terrible nightmares

Thew came the period of expansion which usuaslly follows victor-
ious wars. Capnjles were superseéed by kerosene; the ox-cart by the
railroad; and our little town begaw to stretch itself, to grasp some
of the new ideas and ideals of the older states. We even had am Aca-
demy which flourished for a few years. “he most iwteresting event in
its history to me was that in a Latin class there I first met the
young man with whom I later learned to comjugate the verb "Amo.". We
then had no highschool outside the cities and those Academies filled
s very real meed for those young people who aspired %o more than a
common school educatiom, but had not the means to go to college. One
such school, situated ik Smithville, a village not far from Wooster,
wag a really good school of from 200 to 300 pupils. Its faculty were
college men. Greek, Latiwu, Gsrman, higher Math, History amd some
Science, besides the usual adademic studies, were well taught theres
Here I spent three busy, happy yesrs, stopping between times to teach
loug emough to earn moumey for amother year of study. In 1876 I real=
ized a lomg cherisyhed dream and entered Otterbein. '

I wish ¥ou could vision Westerville and Otterbeim as they were
thene 4 little village of some 400 or 500 people with no paved streets
or street lights, no sewage, n0 gas or water systems. Amd Otterbein
with but twe buildings, one of them a girls' dormitory. 4 faculty of
six, five men =nd one womaun, and-a roster of 203 students, over 100
of whom wfere in the Preparatory Depte There were no Christian Assgps.,
no athleties, no social or study clubs, and in fact no extracurricu-
lar activities except four flourishirg Literarary Societies, resem-
bling oratorical and debating socieitess There was also a students’
prayer meeting and a fine lecture course where people like Wendell
Phillips, Elizabeth Katy Starton, apd Fred Douglas apvesred.

I would not have you think that our small faculty lacked mental
powers Oor ability to teach; I shall glways hold those teachers im
reverence, not only for their kwowledge but for themselves. Coming
in late inm the college course, I was compelled to run the intellect-
usl gzauntlet. It was not an easy ome but the fates and the faculby
were kKind t0 me and I was admitted to graduante with class of 1877.

Then followed a year of teaching while waiting for my lover to
graduste, thenm marriage and thirteen happy years as the wife of a
public schoel teacher ip Ohio ard im Indianas In the meantime, God
gave us a som to make our -home complete. Then- came the lmst change
when Mre. Sanders was called to the presidency of his o0ld college.

We have spent nearly 42 years here. Some days were dark, but only
esough to temper the sunshine. Mine has beem 2 long, happy life
which has seen mapy changes: from the log cabin with its bla.zing
back~logs to the steam-heated apartment house; from the horse and
carrisge to the airplane; from the tallow dip to the electric light;
from pantalets and woolen petticoats to bathing suits and silks; from
the one-room schoblhouse and ABC method to the centralized school
with its multiplied courses. Time and words fail me - to tell all the
changes, some good, some bad, which my years have seen. I said when

I beganm this chronicle that my life had beem a commonplace lifes Per-
somally, that is true, but it has witnessed worderful things. It has
been a happy life and I hope of some use, rich in blessed memories
and leving friewds, among whom 1 count gratefully the lew Century Clube




	Sanders, Thomas J. – Grandmother Sanders' Autobiography
	Recommended Citation

	tmp.1509468579.pdf.njfpc

