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WHY I WROTE THIS BOOK

The attic ac 3 Church Street in
Yarmouth Port, Massachuserss, is a long,
dark, glorified crawl space th hes the length of the

ago, my sister, Joanna, and I used to climb up to the artic during games of hide and seck. We as-

]

cended eight steep narrow stairs to reach the actic and then eiher hunched over at the waist or
knelt on the rough planks that form the floor. It was so dusty that you didn't wan to lie down.
There is a dirty window at the far end of the artic from which, if you serained your eyes, you
might look over the forest to the salt marshes to see a portion of Massachuseres Bay. It was dark
and uncomfortable and eerily quiet up there; almost like another world. We wondered if there
were ghosts, since the house was at east a century old. My grandparents and parents had lived in
chis house for over 60 years but it had been built long before they came.

During the week leading up to the memorial service in June 2014 for my facher, my three
sisters, Joanna, Harriet and Marcha, did an excellent job organizing and distributing the family
furniture and collectibles that flled the house. It was in the acec that they found reasures. There,
stuffed in ffey or more cardboard boxes and wooden chests were old phoros, scrapbooks, diaries,

mementos, and other items that our forebears had saved. Reall

zing that they held potentially sig-
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‘married inco one of the leading families in town, but his repucation s a shrewd businessman of a hypochondriac. After her husband's death she

must have been evident to everybody. His sons, Clarence and Jim, joined him in running the busi- had an elderly companion, Miss Van Riper, come
ness when they became of age. However, it was his daughter, Marion, who seemed to inherit the tolive wich her."Miss Van as she was called, must
business talent and she served as treasurer for many years. have been fairly spry for her age. Uncle Will old a

The Hales lived in a large Victorian house at 36 Magnolia Terrace in Longmeadow where

story of Miss Van during a holiday dinner parcy

they raised their chree children. They insisted on having the children and, later e hild

erawling under the dining room table searching for

of 11fe.
for dinner every Saturday night, which

the foor-operated buzzer to ring in the maid. B

Hales and friends at Mt. Washington Hotel,

my mother and her older brother, Uncle Myrta lived to eighty-seven and died in 1955 re-

Bretton Woods, New Hampshire FuTope 0 sammgt of m
Will Sanburn, found somewhat burden- poredly of breast cancer when I was seven years
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cell stories of Ireland and his relatives Church for nearly sixty years, an active member of the board of the WY Prugidiey Ly sharugterized qur palltionl 1eaderstip,

, a member of the
there. I expect that he would think noth- Hampden County Children’s Aid Society, the Springfield Women's Club and the History and Tasd La aweh e
ing of reciting several cantos from Lady Colony Clubs. a0 matizaslly peeyles uze tized -
of the Lake after dinner. Uncle Will re-
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Hale Family at High Pines, Woronoco, 1920s

Dick Hale - Master of the Hunt, County Down
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teward both of them with a dime for an“A” in schoolwork and a nickel for *B” Uncle Will was David Halés younger cousin Dick Hale lived in Banbridge, County ich Jpog1s birve Tuas Thidz. Bacringn-cuians Ln:wt T nuwk i
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which helped him significantly in his career. OF his Grandma Hale, Uncle Will wrote that she took several of us children to the British Isles for the summer. An im- i
Tars urn somc Gf tea Shinga YOGE Surmcte wes

e

was a vry sweet lady who always seemed o be knitcing or crocheting something’” and enjoying porcant pareof the journey was visiing in Banbridge with Cousin Dick,
! mxperienoe. Flowk, Jod & ha Fethar snd Crautor of o iz, L
iced tea on the front porch. In addicion to their house in Longmeadow, the Hales had a vacation s Ly e P ad b

who was at the time in his nineties and hard of hearing. He was a wiry

house, called High Pines, in Woronoco, a rural village in the Berkshire hills, about twenty miles wour Tellowa, yes o
west of Springfeld. Cousin Dick Hale at
Huntly House, Ban
bridas Covnt Do

man with a shock of white hair, reddish checks with large green eyes m biloug e Hia, and jau sre derbloed

rer fin, Perhigs mhin o

and litel tufts of hair growing out of his ars and nose. He was delighted ure twd oF taren rearm

David Hale died in 1947, a year before I was born, being the firsc child in my generation. to see us and insisted on proving more than one that he could run up- Aren pos all aver

My facher grearly enjoyed his bricf friendship with Great-grampa Hale, whom he deseribed as

“the salc of the earth.” Dad remembered the old man telling him his secret to a healchy marriage 284 LavTars rrow T2z ATric: Uneackine Tun Faun L r Ganry 28

as follows, I never stcp a foor over the pantry threshold.” A poem that was composed, probably

by someone in the foundry business, for his burial service ended thuss Fred o a the bebm, Manchestr

Massachusetts

So, we think of him
A man whose life was poured
And moulded and cast in the

Form of good dimensions.

From early childhood, I remember Great-grandma Hale, then in her eighties, as a frail older

woman in black dresses that signaled she was from an carlier era. She walked slowly with a cane

For your family’s own copy of Treasurers from

the Attic: Unpacking the Family Legacy, email

Robbie, Sam, Ben, Barbaa, Henry, Lisa  Jamie and Ale |

phinneyben@me.com. Your contribution of
$30 to defray costs may be sent either by
check (Ben Phinney, 2018 Knaab Drive,
Bozeman, MT 59715) or through Venmo
(Ben-Phinney-1). Enjoy your history!

Lhakpa and Freds marriage ceremony, Nepal
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