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It's only a pond by the side of the road, but there are those who love it. Perhaps you've noticed it while traveling along Rt 117 in Lincoln, just east of Lee's bridge across the Sudbury River. It's near Nine Acre Corner and the junction of Lincoln, Concord, Sudbury and Wayland. It touches Rt 117 twice with a small hill topped by a single house between the touchings. 

Townsfolk skate on the frozen pond in the winter, and in the summer an occasional fisherman will ignore the signs and try for the bluegills, hornpouts, perch, pickerel and legendary big bass rumored to inhabit what looks like a typical deep New England kettlehole pond. Well it isn't!  It's actually a swampy meadow flooded into a man-made pond a hundred years ago, but I'm getting ahead of my story.

Farrar Pond is a jewel beside the Sudbury river.  Surrounded by conservation land and well-kept homes it provides a small natural sanctuary away from the noise and crush of encroaching cities. Migrating waterfowl make good use of its protection, and osprey and hawk, and the occasional horned owl, make a pretty good living in its environs. Deer and foxes have been seen on the south side and a playful river otter makes annual visits. Fern and fungus pop up around the shore along with bluettes, starflower, blueberry and partridgeberry, and lady’s slippers appear in profusion below the upland oaks in May.  A narrow walking trail runs all along the south shore from the dam at the west end to Rt. 126 on the east end.  It winds in and out among honeysuckle, viburnum, laurels and sweet pepperbush, around coves and points, and up and down beside kettle holes.  A brisk walk out and back can provide an hour of aerobics and work wonders for the troubled psyche.  This year the Pond is 100 years old. 


One hundred years, who would believe it!  Just imagine Ed Farrar, as a 37-year-old farmer, at the start of the 20’th century working with handsaws and horse and sledge to construct the pond of his dreams.  How did he do it, and even more puzzling, why?  We don’t know for certain, but this amalgam of folklore and conjecture may shed some light on the fading history.

Background




Ed Farrar was the sixth owner of the Farrar Farm and the old homestead on Concord Road in Lincoln, MA., on part of the 1500 acres acquired by his great-great-great grandfather George.  George’s father had been killed in King Philip’s war of 1675 in Lancaster and George had been apprenticed at age six to Thomas Gobel of Lincoln, who managed his own as well as the Bulkeley (now Codman) Farm in the southwest corner of Lincoln.  At the age of twenty, George acquired his own land “south of South Great Road”.  In 1692 at age twenty two, he married Mary Howe of Concord, who also worked for the Gobels, and built the original homestead just off Concord Road.  The family grew and prospered through the years with many famous descendants.  While many of the young men went off to college and distinguished careers, a family tradition kept at least one son at home to run the farm and keep the homestead.  This tradition lasted through the middle of the twentieth century and died with Ed Farrar in 1949.  The homestead itself crumbled a few years later.

History


The field which was to become Farrar Pond was called Broad Meadow. 

It was an extension of a flat flood plain abutting the Sudbury River.  The river itself was called Musketaquid by the early Indians to describe the tall grasses which grew along its shore.  The meadow was covered with hay grass which was harvested by the Farrar farmers to provide feed and bedding for their animals.

Two streams watered the meadow.  One, Beaver Brook, begins near Flint’s Pond and flows under Baker Bridge Road and the railroad tracks, through the series of ponds south of Mount Misery to cross under South Great Road and enter the meadow.

In the center of the meadow it was joined by another stream which originates in the wetlands opposite Codman Farm and flows south to cross South Great Road and run beside Meadowbrook Road.  It turns right to cross under Concord Road and then tumble down the hill into the meadow.  This stream was called Pole Brook because the early farmers would gather the grass harvested in the meadow beside it on crossed poles dragged behind horses. The combined stream then recrossed South Great Road to join the Sudbury River just below Fairhaven Bay.  Local legend has it that this combined stream was christened “Halfway Brook” on April 19, 1775 by the minutemen from Sudbury who encountered it halfway between their muster at East Sudbury Center and the Battle in Concord and Lincoln. Another theory has the name predating the Revolution since the crossing of the brook on Concord Road is halfway between east Sudbury (now Wayland) and Concord.

After a river dam was constructed in Billerica around 1800, to provide water for the Middlesex Canal, the meadow would flood periodically in the high waters of spring , and by 1900 had become a swampy flat land with a growth of swamp maples and large chestnut trees.

America was feeling its oats in 1900.  Edison’s power plants and light bulbs were brightening the Lincoln farmhouses and Bell’s telephone was connecting the party lines. Scott Joplin’s “Maple Leaf Rag” was tinkling out of player pianos everywhere. Two years before, in the 100-day war, the United States had destroyed the Spanish fleet outside Santiago Harbor in Cuba, seized Manila in the Philippines, and occupied Puerto Rico.  In 1900 incumbent William McKinley, and his running mate Teddy Roosevelt, easily defeated William Jennings Bryan.  The first Olds automobile would be produced in 1901 and Henry Ford wouldn’t develop the Model T until 1908. In Lincoln you took a horse-drawn carriage to the train station.

This then was the situation faced by Ed Farrar in 1900, when, with help from Charlie Foreman, a neighboring handyman of American Indian extraction, he started to build his pond.

Peg Martin, Lincoln Town Historian writes:  “His Uncle, John W. Farrar described it this way:  Edward was placing a dam across the gut from the Northwest corner of the great Wood Lot, so called, to the southwest corner of the Great Island, so called, to maintain the depth of water upon Pole Brook meadow, so called, four feet above the top of a split flat-top bound stone on the southerly side of South Great Road, being the corner bound of Edward R. Farrar and Frank Wheeler, for the purpose of an artificial lake for boating, fishing, and skating.”

The Farrars owned only the land in the meadow south of the brooks, so Ed needed permission from the other owners, Frank Wheeler and G.W. Baker, to flood their pieces.  They readily agreed.  Even the Town of Lincoln agreed to raise the level of South Great Road to assuage the frequent flooding and support the new course of the streams into the river through Ed’s proposed spillway. (Editors note:  Try that today!)

First Ed had to clear the meadow of all the trees.  Imagine the work, felling the trees with axe and hand saws, dragging them out behind horses, and then cutting them up!  Today when we periodically drain the pond you can still see the hundreds of stumps, including several large chestnuts and many smaller trees. Then he had to construct the dam itself.

Guilbert Winchell tells how "old-man Farrar" built the damn. "He dug the fill out of the side of a hill up from the dam and dragged it down with horses. You can still see the big hole where he got it out of.  Foxes used to have a den in there some years ago.  Somehow he convinced the town to raise the level of Great Road where the stream used to go across to the river and he built the sluiceway in the end of the dam to flow the water into the river through the gut."

Rich Winchell says, "I remember the old spillway. He built it out of 2-by-8 or 2-by-10 timbers on the sides, with a wall across of more timbers. He could vary the level of the pond by taking out or putting in boards. It lasted until it blew out one day and my Dad had it replaced."

With the spillway in place, Ed put in the boards and waited for the meadow to fill.  Today the water runs into and out of the pond at a rate of about 1 inch a day, so to fill the pond to a depth of 6 feet would take 3 to 4 months.  I can imagine Ed walking out behind his house after a hard days work to check the new level in his emerging lake.  And think of his feelings when he took his first swim, and caught his first fish!

Mary (Giles) Peterson, a Farrar cousin says, “I remember Ed and his brother Sam and the old house and the pond very well; I played there often as a kid.  “Uncle” Ed would catch frogs for me in the pond.  Ed built the pond with help from Charlie Foreman, who lived in the house he built a couple of houses from mine toward Concord Road.  Charlie was a Cherokee Indian from Wyoming who was said to be the model for the “Appeal ToThe Great Spirit” statue outside the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston.”

I wonder if Ed Farrar could have foreseen the pleasure his creation would bring over the next hundred years, or dream of the property values it would create!  I doubt it.  At any rate we all owe a debt of gratitude to this imaginative and resourceful man.  As his brother Sam wrote in a 1932 poem:




“Beyond the House is Farrar’s Pond




 Sometimes called Edward’s Lake


 




 Because he made a beauty place,




 Where once grew brush and brake.”
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(Editors Note:  Ed Farrar sold his portion of the pond to the Winchell family in 1926, 


who later placed it into conservation along with strips of frontage as part of the Farrar Village


and Lincoln Ridge Condominium developments of the 70’s and the Winchelsea development 


of the 90’s. The pond is managed by the Farrar Pond Conservation Trust and the Farrar Pond 


Association of abutting homeowners.)
