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     It has seemed to some of us, older members of the White Mountain Garden Club, who participated in its organization eleven year ago this summer, and who consequently remember from personal association with her, the leading part which Mrs. Theodore Thomas took in our Club from its very inception; that, on an occasion like this, when we are meeting in the Littleton Public Library, where the collection of garden books are being housed which were assembled by our member in her  memory, that we should recall and consider for a few minutes this afternoon, the full and fruitful life and the beautiful personality, of Rose Fay Thomas, our Friend and Founder.

     It has seemed to us eminently proper and apprepriate that we should do this now, while our rich and happy memories of her are still vivid: and particularly because a number of our present members joined the Club too recently to have shared with us the privilege of her personal acquaintance, and consequently can know of her only slightly and from our friendly report.

     We would therefore recall at this time for their, and for our own benefit, and for those who will come after us, a few of the more outstanding characteristics and services of this devoted and distinguished lady.

     Time will permit us, however, to speak but briefly, and principally of her activities in connection with the White Mountain Garden Club, which was perhaps the most active of her many local interests in the latter years of her useful life.

     Mrs. Thomas established her country home in the White Mountain region, with her distinguished husband, in the summer of 1896, and from that time until her death in 1928, she took an active, personal interest in everything which contributed to the artistic, and the higher social life of this beautiful North Country of ours.

     She early organized, for example, an informal literary club for the wives of her farmer, and other neighbors, which she invariably entertained in her own attractive home, and for which she prepared and read papers on literary, artistic, and nature subjects, highly edifying to all those who were privileged to hear them.

     She would make frequent occasions for gathering at her cottage, other local groups and organizations which she entertained in delightfully original ways, characteristic of her imaginative and vibrant personality.

     Those of us who were privileged to visit her charming home and garden can never forget the gentle mistress who presided there, radiating joy and high spirits to her friends and guests.  She was never so happy as when giving happiness to others.

     There were clever original poems to, and by her, interesting personal reminiscences, delightful anecdotes, and good stories well told.  If Mrs. Thomas had lived in the eighteenth, instead of the twentieth century, she would undoubtedly have been the presiding genius over some celebrated salon.

     At “Felsengarten” she wrote a fascinating account of this, her summer home, and garden, which was published in 1904 under the title of “Our Mountain Garden”, and a later edition appeared in 1915.

     Here she also wrote the life of that great musical director and artist who was her husband, entitled “The Memoirs of Theodore Thomas”, and published in 1911.  This work is considered by good authorities as one of the outstanding biographies written by an American.

     It was in September of 1923, when celebrating her birthday, by an informal luncheon with us (in accordance with a friendly custom of her later years) that the suggestion was made as to the desirability of forming a garden club in this White Mountain region.  She instantly responded to the suggestion with characteristic enthusiasm, and promised to act promptly in the matter.  This she did, and immediately began discussing the idea with congenial and interested friends, notably with Mrs. Glessner, with whom she arranged to hold a provisional meeting early in the following summer.

     This meeting was accordingly held at Mrs. Glessner’s hospitable home in June of 1924, by a small group of friends and garden lovers, and The White Mountain Garden Club was organized and started on its successful career under most auspicious circumstances.

     As I understand that Mrs. Glessner has graciously consented to speak of this organization meeting this afternoon, and in some detail, I will forebear making any further mention of it here.

      Although Mrs. Thomas was most active from the very first, in this club, she declined to accede to the wishes of her fellow members to make her our first President, and it was not until two years later that she consented to accept the election.  But whether in office, or out of it, she was always our leader in all things which contributed to the best interests and the highest usefulness of our Club.

     From the very inception of the Club, it was a dominate idea of Mrs. Thomas to make it more than merely the usual and conventional Garden Club.  Her thought was to make of it an organization in which friends and congenial spirits could frequently meet in delightful association, exchange garden experiences and information; and, while acquiring and imparting useful instruction in growing things, provide occasions also throughout the summer for becoming better acquainted with each other, and for making new friends, under pleasant circumstances in each others homes and gardens.

     She wished the Club to particularly cultivate the literary and artistic features of amateur gardening, and of country life in its higher aspects.

     To this end she suggested that we should have at least one meeting each season devoted to the literature of gardens and kindred subjects; and that another meeting each year should be set aside for good and appropriate music.  Herself a gifted writer and a talented musician, she personally contributed richly to these, as to all of our meetings.  She was civic-minded and public-spirited, and the work which we have accomplished in planting and landscaping at the railroad plaza would have particularly delighted her heart.

     She would also have been especially gratified with the collection of a garden library, such as our members have most generously here installed, for the free use of all who are interested in the literature of gardens and gardening; and I am sure that we older members in particular, who had the rare privilege of her personal acquaintance and friendship, must feel the singular appropriativeness of here dedicating this library of garden books to her memory, as we now do; and also of this meeting of remembrance, which we are here holding in her honor.

                                             W.I. Lincoln Adams

Found among the papers, undated, are the following:

                                            Sonnet

                      For Mrs. Theodore Thomas

                                                       By William B. Dickson

                                    ROOTS

Back to our roots – it seems to me that man

Has that strange power – that he alone can

Drink deeply, amid all this strain and strife

Spiritual continuity of Life.

Back to our roots – to the wealth of love stored

In faithful hearts too easily ignored,

Has made a treasury wherein we find

A light to guide us – we so weak and blind,

So full of self, of so much trivial thought’that we forget to seek what love has taught’those silent hearts that watch in pain and fear’the troubled search of those they held most dear.

Let us come closer, seeking in their mind

For truth and Wisdom Love alone can find,

And so, through them gather reverently

Most precious sap – passed on in memory.

                                                                                 W.B.D.

Mrs. Dickson and I recently attended for the third time, the graduatin of a daughter at Wellesley.  All three occasions had many features in common but each one had some one feature which stands out in our memories.

     On this last occasion, it was the Baccalaureate sermon.  I have heard many sermons in my life, but very few of them have left definite memories although my soul may have benefited by utterances now forgotten.

     This sermon had for its text, the familiar passage, “Look not on the things which are seen but on the things which are unseen; for the things which are seen, are temporal: but the things which are unseen, are eternal.”

     The preacher used as a simile, the growth of a tree.  It receives its life-giving nourishment from two sources, the earth and the air.  When a tree is felled and the trunk placed in a retort such as is used in making charcoal, all of the elements which are received from the earth pass away in the volatile gases which are generated by the heat.  But the part which was received from the air, remains as pure carbon.

     He likened the studies which had engaged the minds of the students for four years, to the earth derived nutriments; useful – perhaps indispensable; but nevertheless, knowledge which, in the main, would be dissipated by time and the pressure of life’s contacts.

     But the real lasting influences were those derived from the intangible environment of the college, the atmosphere in which these girls had lived.

     As I was thinking of this occasion on which we are met, which is primarily to do honor to our hostess, and only secondarily to cut down these trees, it occurred to me that this simile was strikingly appropriate to this meeting.

     It is conceivable that Felsengarten, with the passage of years, may again revert to its primeval condition.  As Robert Frost says:  “Something there is which does not love a stone wall,” and much less, some other of the works of man.  In the words of the hymn, “Change and decay in all around I see.”

     But we have lively hopes that the benign influence which has gone out from this home, will endure as long as the generations of men continue to seek rest and health in these mountains.  And not only here, but wherever those who have had the privilege of personal contact with our hostess, and their natural and spiritual descendants may wander.

     Like her distinguished husband, Mrs. Thomas has ceased to be a mere individual and has become an institution.  And yet, fortunately for us, while, like Wordsworth’s woman, she is:  

          “A perfect woman, nobly planned,

            To warn, to comfort, and command,”

She is also:

            “A creature, not too bright and good,

              For human nature’s daily food.”

The following verses have been composed in her honor:

                                  A Sonnet

Fair lady, dwelling so remote from din

Of worldly strife – so seemingly aloof;

Yet threads from which are woven warp and woof

Of other lives, thou dost contrive to spin.

Beholding thee, with feelings near akin

To worship, we bow down before this proof

That Love can be incarnate ‘neath the roof

That shelters human kind; a house wherin

A foretaste here is given of that bliss,

Of which we dream, when gates are opened wide,

And we shall enter, summoned by Death’s kiss.

We bless thee for this glimpse of Eden’s skies,

E’en though, like our first parents, we’re denied

The right to dwell within this Paradise.

· * * * * * *

           To Mrs. Theodore Thomas

                         (Rose Fay)

“What’s in a name?  That which we call a rose,

By any other name would smell as sweet.”

This may be true, immortal bard – and yet,

A name once given to lowliest flower that blows,

Forever after clings to it and grows

To be a part of it and needed to complete

Its charms of pleasing hues and fragrance sweet.

So is it with our Felsengarten Rose.

From her retreat, she looks across the vale

To Lafayette, whose ever=changing lights

Illumine sunny days; where moonlit nights

Weave fairy spells o’er boulder-hindered Gale.

Where purple afterglow and shadows grey

Paint beauteous pictures for this sylvan fay.

                                                                        W.B.D.

Drop a winged song into my heart,

A simple song – no deep elaborate art,

So I may sing it when I try in vain

To stay the rush of thoughts in my hot brain.

A song all sweet and pure and feather-light,

All fresh and fragrant as a dreamless night,

Loosening the ties that harass me by day

Helping with morn to see a clearer way.

A song that’s full of Thee, Spirit-divine

Free of all heaviness that heart’s refine

Through loss and suffering until it brings

The Truth and Beauty of quite simple things.

