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Excerpts from A PILGRIM IN MICHIGAN
The Life-Story of William C. S. Pellowe

(On Sunday afternoon, August 21, 1910, the youthful William Pellowe, aged 19,
arrived at the railroad station in Port Huron, and anxiously looked around for his
friend Rev., William Richards. will Richards had often preached in Treluswell Chapel
back in Cornwall, where Pellowe was a member, and now had been in America four years.
Pellowe waited for an hour; he checked to be certain that this was the only station
in Port Huron, and he reread his letter of instructions "some half dozen times." The
heat was oppre:ssive; he was wearing a heavy English woolen suit which added to his
discomfort.)

"About 2:30 p.m. willi*Richards arrived. He explained that he had preached at
three services that morning, then had driven inte Port Huron, a distance of about ten
miles, and the heat was such that he had not rushed his horse. In order to spare the
horse some driving in the heat, he had left the horse and buggy at a livery stable
at the north end of the city and had taken the streetcar to the station.. Itwas over-
joyed to see him after the long ride in a strange country..and the long solitary wait
in the depot. We soon boarded a streetcar and rode the couple of miles into the cen-
ter of Port Huron, then northward another three miles through the streets of the city
which lies sprawled out along the banks of the St. Clair River.

We arrived at the Ruby parsonage around 4:30 p.m.where Yrs. Richards and one of
her sisters greeted me. The parsonage was a large brick house with some nine rooms,
and stood in a two acre plot. About three hundred yards away was the white framed
Ruby Church, standing in a cluster of tall pine trees...

After supper, as the day closed and the twilight deepened, I heard a shrill
metallic sound coming from outside the house. It sounded like the cry of lost souls
and added much to bhe feeling of strangeness. I was told it was the katydids of whom
there seemed to be thousands. Later as I walked in the parsonage garden the full moon
came out., I waved at the "man in the m on" and told him I sure was glad to see him,
the only familiar item around me..."

(Will Pellowe stayed with his friend Richards until Annual Confe ence. At Con=
ference he was appointed to the Peck Circuit by Bishop William F. McDowell. Dr. Wil-
liam J. Balmer was then in his second year as District Superintendent of the Port
Huron District. Young Pellowe then bought a horse and buggy, and prepared to set
forth as a pastor in America.)

"I had bought the old mare, harness, buggy, and a lap robe for sixty dollars
from a farmer by the name of Burch, a member of one ofthe five churches on the Ruby
Circuit. As I had only twenty-five dollars left after paying my fare across the
ocean and on the train, I paid him twefity dollars as a down payment and ggreed to pay
the balance as 1 receiwed my salary, which was to be six hundred dollars, on the Peck
Circuit., will Richards accompanicd me on my journey to Peck, riding in his buggy
drawn by a sturdy, fast-stepping horse by the name of Brenda. We strapped my English
metal trunk onto the top of my buggy. That orange enamelled trunk contained most of
my worldly goods. We left the Ruby parsonage on Friday, October 7, 1910, after break-
fast to make the thirty mile drive to Peck.

Nancy, my chestnut flare, wasn't too bad as a walker; but she had forgotten how
to trot, and Will Richards every now and again had to draw up by the side of the road
and wait for me to come alongside of him. After a couple of hours at this gait, we
changed places as he thought that being more experienced with horses he might coax
or urge Nancy to go a bit faster, and he succeeded now and again in getting her to
break into a trot. But the creaking of her bones was rather painful to listen to.

We arrived at Peck around the middle of the afterncon, having made the thirty miles

in a little under seven hours.
(Continued on page 6)
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"Mrs. Cochran, wife of the village doctor, had arranged for us to have the
evening meal at her home, after which some of Lhe people of the village, mostly
young women, came to meet the young minister and to "look him over."” The Ladies
Aid had arranged that I was to room and board at thehome of Mrs., Solomon Bradley.
William Richards stayed over for the night and left the next day to return to Ruby.
My debt to him for opening the door of opportunity can never be repaid.

Roseburg, the farthest out-appointment was eight miles from the village. I was
due there at 10:00a.m. on Sundays, so left Peck at eight o'clock. With more ocats fed
to Nancy--she had been turned out to grass before I bought her--she became a bit more
lively and eventually I could make the trip in one hour and a half. But when winter
Came with its heavy snow drifts to block the roads--there were no motorized snow
plows in those days--my arrival at Roseburg was not always on time. One =aturday
night 1t had snowed heavily with the wind from the north, causing drifts on the east-
west roads., For the first four miles on the southward lap of the trip the cutter
rode nicely along on the snow. But we had not gone far on the eastward section be-
fore we ran into some deep drifts, and since it was Sunday morning with its light
traffic no one had previously gone through to break a trail.

Soon the old mare was up to her body in deep drifts and puffing and snorting.
In the kindness of my heart, I thought it would make it easier for her if I got out
of the cutter and walked. I had on a heavy fur-lined overcoat, huge bearskin mittens,
high buckled overshoes, and after going a few steps in the deep snow was completely
exhausted. I called to Nancy to stop so that I could get into the cutter; but she
had become excited and did not heed me. I tried to jump up into the cutter but
failed; so as the end of the cutter went by me I grabbed the iron strap that went
from the underbody of the cutter to the end of the shoe and flung myself down on the
drifted snow.

The old mare kept struggling through the drift with me sprawled my full length
on the snow, hanging on to the iron strap for dear life. We went this way for some
fifteen minutes; then the drift eased off and when we came to a clump of trees which
had protected the road from the north wind there was no drift at all. Nancy had
sense enough now to stop even without my command; so I got up into the cutter and we
proceeded towards the church.

when we arrived there the entire congregation of some thirty to thirty-five per-
sons were on the front steps to greet us. The fall of snow around Roseburg had been
light. The irony of the situation was that on the preceding Sunday I had scolded the
people a bit for so many coming tardy to church and urged that next Sunday everybody
come on time., Well, they were; but the preacher was late. So did I get jumped on!
All in a good-natured manner.. after I explained .hat had happened, it only served
to increase their amusement at my discomfort.

In the fifteen months..(that followed).. I learned much about the working prac-
tises of the ministry. Will Richards in the weeks I stayed at the Ruby parsonage had
taken me with him on some of his pastoral calls and initiated me into the practice of
reading a few verses of Scripture and offering prayer in the home. He had given me
hints on what to do in various calling experiences, and I now tried to practice them
on my circuit. I discovered that a call at a farm home tock more time than at a home
in the village. The village call might run from twenty to thirty minutes, but the
farmer wanted you to see his cattle and took you for a walk around the barn; moreover,
he and his family were eager to talk with someone outside their circle, and they did
not think the visit was complete unless you stayed for a meal. 5o a farm call often
meant three to four hours. It had one interesting feature--the farmer nearly always
gave you some oats for your horse, and early I learned that the more empty gunny sacks
you carried in your buggy, the more oats you got. The farmer would not give you gunny
sacks--they took cash--but he was most wiliing to fill them up with grain."

(tditor's Note. The foregoing excerptwe feel, illustrates how different American life
was in the pre-world-war-I period, and the work and life of the rural ministers )
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