
Higgins Hollow Road, winding 
along the base of high, wooded 
hills, is one of those artless, little 
roads in which Truro abounds. 
Old, arching trees; an old house, 
here and there, set back from the  
road-a relative absence of winds 
-mark the spot where some long- 
dead mariner or farmer built his 
home, choosing this shelter be- 
tween the hills for his rooftree, 
and garden. 

Almost nothing about Higgins 
Hollow Road suggests that near- 
ness of the Atlantic, && over 
towering bluffs to the East In- 
deed, when you drive up the 
winding, private road leadlng 
from here to the home of Miss 
Mary Ball, perched like an eyrie 
on a headland above the sea, yon 
marvel how so much contrast can 
happen in less than half a mile of 
‘travel! 

If the sight of limitless ocean- 
of hill upon ancient hill-works 
some kind of witchery on you, 
anyway-a glimpse of the world, 
perhaps, when it was young!- 
you will marvel the more when 
you gain the final rise to the Ban 
home. From this eminence, the 
little valley roads seem no more 
‘than tiny folds in the hills-al- 
most untenanted, they look, until 
your eye begins to  pick out hab- 
itations to the south: a house here 
and there on the sides of the bluffs 
above the Pamet Valley. 

To the West, from the northern 
corner of Miss Ball’s property, 
you can look across the Cape, and 
’through a break in the hills, catch 

afternoon sun was funneling into 
this notch between the hills A when l a t e  

a gIimpse of the .bay. 

Miss Ball and this reporter watch- 
ed it-each bundled up in a warm : 
jacket but unmindful, anyway, of 
December winds. 

The sun, bottled up there be 
tween the Western hills, gave 
them a dark  craggy outline 
touched with gold-but here, 
where we stood, sea and sky were 
pooling their light to bathe the 
whole back shoreline in bright, 
crisp colors. It could have been 
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Road, and was just abreast of the 
present Snow Cemetary when the 
blast shook the quiet night- and 
Horace, also. 

From the look on his face as 
Horace recalls the event, it could 
have been Walpurgis night with- 
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his face, feelingly, “I never s t o p  
‘ped running until I was safe in- 
side the house- and the door 
bolted!” The explosion heaved 
UP quantities of fish from the 
ocean depths and strewed them 
along Ballston Beach. 

Often, before a storm, friends 
of Miss Ball are invited to witness 
from the windows of her living room the show put on by a 
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upon everlasting mile of it! 
miles of water ‘in one direction 
before YOU touched another shore 
the coast of Spain and France 
Those lines of Byron’s about man- 
and-the-sea went running through 
your head . . . (But man, whose 
control stops with the shore,” had 
got his come-uppance here, all 
right! Never would he sink the 
pylons of one of his grubby little 
factories into the edge of this 
not-to-be-trifled-with sea!) 

It was a wonderful afternoon. 
Miss Ball had invited us up to 
look around this remarkable ter- 
rain, but we stayed to hear about 
the 71 years of history since the 
late Sheldon W. Ball had built 
the original Ball Summer home 
here in 1890-which had to be ex- 

panded in 1904 when five Ball 
youngsters (S. Osborn among 
them!) needed more living space. 

We heard about the end of the 
poor old excursion steamer 
Longfellow which sank off 
Ballston Beach in 1904 A proud 
and snappy little side-wheeler by 
her picture, and accounts of her 
from our own forebears she had 
brought those early tou r i s t s  
from the city to ProVincetown in 
the d a y s  of leg- of- mutton 
sleeves ana drooping, sophsticat- 
ed- looking mustaches. (Mr. and 
Mrs. Sheldon Ball had made their 
honeymoon trip on her!) 

terrific Explosion 
But now, ignominiously, reduc- 

ed to a tramp of the seas and 
loaded with 300 ’tons of nitro- 
glycerine, she had given up the 
ghost here-oddly enough, with- 
in a few miles from the scenes of 
her heyday. But the gay old 
steamer, now turned Into a truck- 
horse, had had the final word. 
Water pressure detonated her 
cargo of dynamite some month 
after she sank-and she blew up 
with a bang that could be felt in 
Boston. (We hope it rattled the 
windows of her owners- so lack. 
ing in. sent ien t  about the 
steamer!) 

Horace Snow, Sr., who-bec 

ss, Miss Ball had only 
for the National Park 

n to plan for the most car 


