




[1896-08-08, Saturday, Yarmouth Register ; an article about Caleb Chase:] 
DENNISPORT AND WEST HARWICH. 

MR. CHASE’S WELCOME HOME. 
  The home coming of Mr. Caleb Chase on last Saturday afternoon, after 
his tour with the Ancient and Honorables, might well be called a red letter 
day, for never before in the town’s history has a resident been given a 
reception of this kind.  The several committees, who arranged the manner of 
reception, were Erastus Chase, Esq., Mr. F. H. Washburn, Capts. Uriel 
Doane, Osmyn Berry, E. K. Crowell, Nehemiah Wixon, M. L. Chase and H. 
C. Berry.  A deputation of this committee with a number of friends met Mr. 
and Mrs. Chase at the depot, Mrs. Chase having met her husband in Boston 
on his arrival there.  When taking his own carriage at the station Mr. Chase 
found it literally covered with flowers and evergreen and red, white and blue 
being conspicuous everywhere, even the harnesses on the horses being 
decorated with these colors.  When passing the church, the door of which 
was hung with bunting, the bell rang out a glad welcome.  A short distance 
more and the horses were unhitched, while half a dozen young men quickly 
drew him up to a beautiful archway, with the word “Welcome” erected over 
the front entrance, through which he passed into the house.  He found the 
house and grounds hung everywhere with bunting, and stars and stripes in 
profusion, while the English flag and coat of arms of the Ancient and Honor-
ables were conspicuously shown, and hundreds of people gathered to 
express their sincere greeting on his safe return.  For what would the 
summer be without Mr. and Mrs. Chase at their beautiful home, which is 
one of the most attractive on the Cape, the spot being doubly dear to Mr. 
Chase, since it is the home of his boyhood, and where his parents lived and 
died. 
  Mr. Chase was soon escorted to a platform, which had been made for the 
speakers, when in a few chosen words, his brother, Erastus Chase, Esq., 
gave him the first welcome, to which Mr. Chase briefly responded, thanking 
his friends for this unexpected manifestation of their regard.  Rev. C. A. 
Snow was then introduced, and in his remarks spoke of the almost 
unbounded generosity which Mr. Chase had for many years past shown 
toward the Baptist church, and especially within the past few months.  Then 
Miss Grace Hentz, in her always charming manner, read a poem written by 
Mr. George A. Baker of West Dennis for the occasion, which we give below.  
Other speakers were D. M. Nickerson, Jr., Esq., selectman of Harwich, who 
struck the keynote of 
    “Why should not kind words be said 
    Of a friend till he’s dead?” 
in a very happy manner.  George A. Baker, one of the board of selectmen in 
Dennis, followed Mr. Nickerson.  Mr. Baker, who is a young man, is rapidly 
gaining popularity as a public speaker, and proved himself again in the right 
place.  Ex-Gov. Wm. Sprague of Rhode Island gave a short address, which 
was full of kind thoughts and a worthy tribute to the hour.  He was followed 



by Dr. Geo. N. Munsell, who is always an attraction, whenever his name is 
on the program.  Dr. Munsell was equal to the occasion as he always is.  
Luther Fisk, Esq. of West Dennis made an interesting speech, wherein he 
said: “You people of Harwich know of Mr. Chase’s charities and generosity, 
but we know it in Dennis, and it is known all over Cape Cod.  He was also 
one of the greatest helpers in securing the normal school at Hyannis.”  On 
suggestion of Augustus M. Nickerson of Harwichport three cheers were given 
for Mr. Chase. 
  From the time of Mr. Chase’s arrival until the close of the exercises the 
West Dennis band, Mr. J. H. Jenks leader, rendered appropriate selections 
and national airs. 
  The summer residence of Mr. Anthony Kelley of Winchester, which 
adjoins Mr. Chase’s, was artistically decorated by a Boston decorator.  Mr. 
J. H. Stetson’s residence made a pretty showing of colors, as did also other 
neighbors in the vicinity.  The floral archway was a tribute from Mr. F. H. 
Washburn’s conservatory, and the work done by Mr. McIntire, a professional 
gardener employed by Mr. Washburn, would do credit to any city florist. 
  Verily, it must seem that “the best of a journey is coming home,” and as 
one of the speakers said, “We hope it may not be many years when possibly 
Mr. Chase may retire from active business, and, with his genial wife, come 
here, not only for a little time in the summer, but for all the year round. 
  Poem: 

   TO CALEB CHASE, WEST HARWICH, AUGUST 1896. 
The gallant Servia plowed her way 
  Through the Atlantic’s seething foam, 
To where Victoria, England’s Queen, 
  Reigns on the British throne. 
The flower of Chivalry from the old Bay State, 
  Columbia’s foremost band, 
Trod her snow-white decks in martial pride, 
  As they left their native land. 
 
An olive branch – America’s token –  
  Was carried across the sea 
To the sturdy Briton, in his island home, 
  From the Goddess of Liberty Tree. 
 The Stars and Stripes and Union Jack 
  Have together waved on high, 
And fold kissed fold in the freshening breeze, 
  When huzzas rent the British sky. 
 
The Ancients and Honorables have cemented the bond 
  Between the offspring and old parent realm 
That years will not weaken nor centuries wreck, 
  While Reason’s enthroned at the helm. 
The Bay State honors the noble men 



  Of that Ancient, Honorable band, 
From the towering slopes of Berkshire 
  To Cape Cod’s Puritan sands. 
 
They upheld the dignity and honor 
  Of the land they left behind, 
And all the wine in old England 
  Failed to provoke a word unkind. 
And now that the gallant captain 
  And his tried and trusty crew 
Have returned safely back again, 
  We’ll welcome them with you. 
 
For we’ve a Prince as well as Wales, 
  With a title but Time can erase; 
As a Prince of Hosts and Merchant Prince, 
  We honor Caleb Chase. 
At his cottage here by the winding tide, 
  On the soil that gave him birth, 
We welcome the King of Coffee Kings –  
  A man of sterling worth. 
 
And we pray the day far distant, 
  When the blinds shall close for aye, 
And the cheery, hearty welcome 
  Fails to greet the passerby. 
But deeds of charity have won a crown, 
  And brighter shines Poverty’s face, 
For the good he has done in this world of ours, 
  Generous, big-hearted “Cale” Chase. 
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