
It’s safe to say that the authors of this book had only a preliminary notion of the journey on which they 

were about to embark on the day they agreed to take on the task of writing a book about a big, old house

in Massachusetts and its owners and caretakers through the decades. Now, one year later and with hun-

dreds of hours of research and interviewing, a dozen new relationships made, weeks worth of writing and

revising, and boxes full of artwork, photos, maps, blueprints, diaries, scrapbooks and artifacts behind us,

it’s equally safe to say that we have been more touched by the life and personality of MIT Endicott House

as by any project we’ve worked on in the collected 50-odd years of our careers.
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Introduction
✤
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Even within the MIT curatorship of the property, Endicott House has changed to accommodate the

Institute’s needs and the shifting academic, business and social environment in which it exists, but as

always it seems with a strong familial intent. As we enter the 21st century, it is a sure bet that MIT 

Endicott House will further evolve to host new groups and programs and meet new needs in a dynamic

environment. 

We draw a certain sense of continuum from the property. Perhaps that is best explained by the current

staff of professionals who are charged with caring for the home, the grounds and its various guests. Their

personal commitment to ensuring a quality experience for every guest and for preserving the legacy and

maintaining the atmosphere and expectation of quality and richness that is evident at the House is 

palpable in every discussion with them. However, they never seem like the caretakers of an elegant, if

dusty, museum piece. MIT Endicott House is as alive and as vital today as it has been at any point in the last

120 years, simply because, as we have found in our time with the home and its families, the pulse of MIT

Endicott House is driven by the people who pass through its long corridors on a daily basis. The 

property and those people have changed, sometimes dramatically, over the years but the sense of life 

and energy is hardly diminished. The authors of the book are happy to have played our own small role

advancing the life of MIT Endicott House, truly a fine and noble “Home on Haven Street.”  ✾

There are very few times in one’s working life when the word “appreciation” can be used without

reserve, and we appreciate the opportunity that has been offered by allowing us to experience this unique

property and its families –the Welds, the Endicotts, and the MIT family – each of whom has left their imprint

on the property, the landscape and the town of Dedham, Mass. To say that we were unaware of the house

before this project is an understatement. Today, we see reflections and echoes of MIT Endicott House and

its people in so many aspects of historical and current-day Massachusetts.

Despite the magnificent country French manor that crowns the hill on which it is built, the MIT Endicott

House is far from monolithic. To be sure, since General Stephen Weld’s acquisition of the original proper-

ty in 1883 (CHECK), the “Home on Haven Street” has evolved with the times and been shaped to meet the

needs of its various curators. Though the Olmstead-designed and ecologically inspired grounds have not

changed all that much—except as dictated by Mother Nature—the role and impact of the home has defi-

nitely changed through the years. Beginning life as the family seat for a storied Bostonian family, the grand

Victorian home of General Stephen Minot Weld, decorated and four-times captured Union Army hero, came

together over a period of years of property collection and served as the virtual laboratory for the General’s

horticultural passions. As happens, various family and business reversals saw the property change hands

in the early part of the 20th century and land, this time, with the Wendell Endicott family, part of the 

family that built and elevated to prominence the Endicott Johnson Shoe Company. Wendell and his wife 

XXXX Maxwell, redeveloped the property in the midst of the Great Depression, resulting in the current

grand manor house that overlooks the Boston skyline and the hills of Dedham and surrounding 

towns today.



the Dedham place
Rockweld and the Weld Family’s Country Life

✤
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IIn his own writing, this is how Philip Weld describes his connection to “Rockweld,” the first home to grace the side of

Wilson’s Mountain in Dedham where MIT Endicott House now stands. Rockweld was the country estate of Brigadier

General Stephen Minot Weld, a Civil War hero, prosperous businessman and pioneering naturalist, landscape architect

and horticulturalist. It was through years of accumulating, trading and developing various parcels of land that stretched

from Westwood, Massachusetts to the Charles River that “The General”, as he was known to his family, put together the

acreage—the terrain canvas—on which he would create the profound expression of his interest in naturalistic 

landscaping, rock gardens and, perhaps, a cradle for the genteel country life he sought for his family.

After a desultory academic career as an undergraduate at Harvard, Weld volunteered for the Union Army at the

height of the Civil War’s violence. During this time, he kept a diary of impressions, thoughts and sights of the 

South as he fought his way through historical battles such as Gettysburg, Second Bull Run and Antietam. During his

service with the Union Army, he was twice captured by Confederate forces and both times exchanged back to the 

“A boy’s Eden….my paradise, my Northwest Frontier, 
my Crusoe’s Island, the source of new enchantments daily.”
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Union side (a common practice in those days). In War Diary and Letters of Stephen M. Weld, scenes of hellish 

warfare and death on the battlefield are juxtaposed, perhaps consciously perhaps not, with lucid meditations on 

plant life, native vegetation, weather shifts, the change of the seasons and the horticultural differences between 

the American South and Weld’s home in New England. Whether the contrast in the diaries is intentional or not, it

seems easy to infer that he was at least relentlessly observing, mentally cataloging and processing the natural 

landscape and plant life around him as he rode through many of the most significant events in Civil War history.

Throughout the war, he occasionally sent certain bulbs or plant specimens home for replanting—“to try,” he’d tell 

his family in letters—and noted with pride the gardens that he and his men dug outside of his headquarters as a 

bit of relief from the oppression of Army life and the pain of war.

At the end of the war, Weld received his commission as a Brigadier and returned to Massachusetts where he

undertook his business career. After several unfortunate reversals at the hands of Mother Nature (biblical floods

destroyed a key factory) and unscrupulous partners (embezzlement by a formerly trusted friend), Weld went on to

build massive success with his company Stephen Weld and Company, which grew into an international cotton 

brokerage house. With this latest achievement under his belt, he had the resources and time necessary to create 

and maintain an edifice and environment such as Rockweld. 

Weld’s eye for place is evident in the use of what some considered scrubby and unattractive hillside land. The

original home—and, in fact, Endicott House today—was situated such that one had an unobstructed view to the

Charles River valley towards Boston, some ten miles away. The original, magnificent Victorian manor with its 

turrets, cupolas and heavy stone foundation, was largely tucked away from view until a visitor was all but at the end

of a long, curving driveway. Perhaps it was a reflection of Weld’s Yankee modesty that such a brilliant structure was

all but invisible from the street entry. The stone walls, too, that protect the estate then and now are relatively 

modest and fully compatible with the forest growth and meadow-land that surround the property. It is apparent 
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“Jeffersonian ideal,” said Burck, “that lead many Americans of great wealth to create their own vast, self-contained

agricultural manors. The [original] property, with the banks of greenhouses, vegetable production gardens and evi-

dence of wheat production is a great example of this.” As the property was designed to be largely self-sufficient, it

also housed cows, chickens, ducks and other livestock to feed the family and staff that lived there. And because any

self-sufficient agricultural estate needs vast amounts of water, Weld also undertook the elaborate construction of sev-

eral large ponds, water works and water transport and storage systems (waterfalls, aqueducts, a water tower that still

stands in refurbished form today) to

provide that liquid in quantity. These

not only served the practical purpose of

hydrating the property completely, they

were also built with care to integrate

fully into the landscape. However, the

beauty and drama of the larger ponds is

a monument to the lengths that Weld

would go to create an environment that

could serve practical, as well as aesthet-

ic purposes. Again in Philip S. Weld’s

words: “The master plan of the place

was audacious, yet practical, as one can

observe today because it has survived. It

involved damming up a five-acre pond

two miles north of High street…; piping
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from the time one first enters the property that Weld succeeded brilliantly in his goal to incorporate his vision into

the existing landscape, rather than imposing his design will onto the natural structure and flow of the land.

Richard Burck, of Richard Burck Associates Inc., a landscape historian and preservationist landscape architect,

has said that “To me, one of the most significant things about the property is that, at its birth it is a demonstration of

the intersection of two strong elements: The American Agricultural Estate movement of the 19th century and the will

and obsessive talents of Stephen Weld himself,” The American Agricultural Estate Movement was a byproduct of a
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the water to a half-mile-long deep fissure in the granite dome at the center of his walled-in 52 acres; then with suc-

cessive small dams creating a chain of six smaller ponds linked by shrub-lined walks.” (manuscript prepared for arti-

cle that appeared in SLOAN Magazine, Winter, 1985).

✤

At the edge of one of the ponds closest to the house, Weld built one of America’s earliest and most historically significant

rock gardens. Rock gardening was a relatively unknown endeavor in the United States in the late nineteenth and early

20th centuries when Weld installed his example. And the lengths to which he went to introduce non-native species into

the rock garden are staggering. He would have various friends, particularly “Old Man Sargeant”, Charles Sprague

Sargeant, the curator of Harvard’s Arnold Arboretum and a dear friend of Weld’s, send him samples from around the

world to see if Weld could give them a chance to thrive at Rockweld. Additionally, Weld would fund horticultural

research expeditions to various parts of the world that would a) advance the study of plants, generally and b) provide

samples for test planting at Rockweld. This practice of private financing of field research was apparently fairly common

among wealth land owners in Greater Boston at the turn of the century. As researchers would return home from their

travels, seeds and plant matter would be doled out to the trip’s benefactors fro planting on their estates. This served not

only as a form of “thank you” but also helped many of theses estates become mini-arboretums in their own right, accord-

ing to Burck. The variety of species, from violets found on Mt. Rainier to Asian blossoms to Scandinavian bulbs that were

found at Rockweld bore out its place as a magnificent private horticultural laboratory and museum.

At the same time Weld and fellow wealthy plant enthusiasts paid to have railcar loads of non-native rhododen-

drons and azaleas shipped up from the South. While today many of these plant species are common and available at

your local garden center, they were considered exotic curiosities with an unknown chance of survival in the

Northeast. The tremendous descendents of many of these plants are readily visible today in estates and gardens
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boulder foundations growing up out of an irregular stony landscape crowned by an irregular, romantic house that

starts with stone [at the foundation] and ends with wood” lends the house a “Roman-esque” feeling.

Ultimately, the combination of the land and home, the development orchestrated by Weld himself, resulted in an

idyllic estate on which to raise his family. And, he did just that over the next several decades, initially with his first

wife, Elouise Rodman and ultimately with his second wife, S. Edith Waterbury (“Aunt Edie” as she was known to

Weld’s grandchildren). 

General Stephen M. Weld died in 1920 in Boca Grande, Florida. His funeral services where held from Rockweld

and he was buried in Forest Hill Cemetery, final resting-place of many eminent New Englanders, including poets e.e.

cummings and Anne Sexton, composer Amy Beach, and playwright Eugene O’Neill. At that time, The General’s son

Philip Balch Weld moved to Dedham from New York, where he had been working in the family business, to take over

Rockweld. Though his grandchildren may have few intimate recollections of the General himself – he was apparently

an imposing figure to the youngest grandchildren – the memories that they convey today, in the early 21st century,

about the property and their lives therein are powerful, vivid and lasting. 

Phil Weld’s quote at the beginning of this chapter is only the first reflection of that. 

“It was an endless children’s paradise,” said Kay Weld Bacon, granddaughter of Stephen M. Weld and one of five

children (Mary, Phillip, Rose, and Adelaide and Katherine, the twins) of Philip Balch Weld and Katherine Saltonstall

Weld. “The only thing that could bother you were the mosquitoes.”

Philip B. Weld lived at Rockweld for six years and during that time his children have reminisced in print and in per-

sonal interviews about their idyllic upbringing. Though some recollections may be shaded slightly depending on the

individual’s perception, all recall fondly Quinn the Groom, who was in charge of the stables and the horses for driving

and recreational riding. Quinn was apparently an ever-cheerful presence in the stables and his wife would make tea

and fudge that the Weld children would often cadge, along with lumps of moist brown sugar, for a special treat.

18

across New England, though few who see them under-

stand their provenance. 

Ultimately, Burck’s sense of this property leads him to

believe that its historical significance is further enhanced

by the prominent landscape architects, horticulturists,

and building architects of the day who have left their 

distinctive imprints on the grounds and the buildings.

✤

R. Clipston Sturgis of Sturgis and Brigham architects

designed the original Weld house. His plans called for a

Victorian shingle style home of rather massive scope and

scale, as would befit the lifestyle expectations and means

of a family such as General Weld’s. Still, however, the

home itself was well-integrated into the landscape,

rather than imposed upon it, again reflecting Weld’s nat-

uralistic sensibilities. Elizabeth Hope Cushing, who has

written a thoughtful and compelling report of the his-

toric landscape of Rockweld and its descendant, MIT

Endicott House, said “The whole psychology and aes-

thetic of this house was to just erupt from the ground and

be part of the whole glacial, landscape. “[Rockweld’s]
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Philip Saltonstall Weld noted that his father had taken on many of the same habits of General Weld when it came

to life at Rockweld. Notably, General Weld was fond of taking twice-daily walks around the entirely of the property,

surveying the state of horticultural affairs and drinking in the natural surrounding of shi estate. Philip Balch Weld

continued the tradition when he took over Rockweld after The General’s passing. Philip Saltonstall Weld would often

accompany his father, as his father had done before him.

The wealth of surprises that greeted one on this half-hour hike made it enormous fun for a small

boy. There was the balcony atop the water tower (rehabilitated, it’s there today) to which we’d

climb in the dry months to check for forest fires. Stretching west of the walled-in part of the place

lay 800 acres of family-owned woodland, tinder-dry in a drought. Beyond the rose garden and

greenhouses at the tower’s base, the Pinetum. It boasted a collection of conifers from all over the

world. White wooden tags inscribed with a Latin name hung from a lower branch of each spec-

imen. My father could recite them al. He was equally good at bird identification. ‘Rockweld’

seemed a warbler’s heaven.*

Of course, there was time for children to eaves drop on the gossip of the day as the adults spent Sunday afternoon

over cocktails with friends on the veranda or during the course of “monstrous” lunches. Among the hot topics of the

day surely would have been the labyrinthine progress of the trial of Sacco and Vanzetti, whose trial in the Dedham

courthouse not far from Rockweld was closely observed and hotly debated across the United States. 

In winter, there was time for skating on the frozen ponds with double blades and, in particular, the Christmas sea-

son celebrated with family and friends.

“Our Christmas tree was simple and huge, with candles on every limb. The tree had to be surrounded with buck-

ets of sand in water, just in case. It couldn’t have been more dangerous, actually,” said Rose Weld Baldwin with a
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As with everyone connected with Rockwell and, to an extent, Endicott House, the vision of the grounds and gardens

come immediately to the fore when one is asked for personal memories of the place. In the preparation of this book,

the author’s were fortunate to meet with two of Gen. Weld’s granddaughters, Kay Weld Bacon and Rose Weld Baldwin.

Together they recall the dogwood and laurel trees in bloom in the spring, as well as the flowers around each of the

ponds. They would walk the paths between the ponds, along the waterways crowded with flox, daffodils, crocuses,

ladyslippers, trillium and wildflowers. 
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laugh at the memory. “In winter we’d all have to place our clothes across the warm grates of the fireplace to warm

them up before heading off to school. The house must have been hard to heat, with its high ceilings and big rooms.

The coals bins were monstrous and the furnace required constant stoking. It was a full time job to heat that home 

in winter.”

Though the house had fallen to Philip B. Weld after his father’s death, it was his wife, Katherine Saltonstall, who

appeared to truly take to the estate’s landscaping and horticultural abundance. She loved the gardens and, according

to her children, did a wonderful job maintaining them. However, in 1926, S.M Weld & Company was beset by finan-

cial troubles brought about by a combination of factors. Ned Weld, Philip’s oldest brother and senior partner in the

firm, developed cash flow problems thanks to his extracurricular interest in race horses and fox hunting. Ned’s per-

sonal problems coincided with a cotton market slump that essentially forced the company out of business. Philip and

his brother Rudolph took enormous pride in paying off the firm’s debts at 100 cents on the dollar, even though it left

Philip with no way to support the expensive upkeep of Rockweld. Sadly, he was forced to go back to work in New York

to provide for his family, and the future of The Dedham Place was thrown into jeopardy.

Fortunately, Philip’s mother-in-law, Francis Saltonstall, stepped into the financila vacuum and bought the prop-

erty from him in 1928, even though she had no real interest in it. Weld’s hope may have been that he could have

bought the house back from her at some future date. In 1931, however, it became evident that the Weld’s would not

be returning anytime soon and the decision was made to sell Rockweld. Once again fortune smiled on the family. Mrs.

Saltonstall had a great friend and admirer of Rockweld in H. Wendell Endicott, a native son of Dedham and a man of

means that could purchase Rockweld and give the honorable assurance that the estate would not be subdivided for

rude profit. And, thus, one family left and another family came!  ✾
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