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THE COUNTRY CLUB OF ROCHESTER ~ 1895—2020 
 
 

 A TASTE OF HISTORY - The Great Fire of 1902 
 

 By Mr. Joseph Lee, author of our book, The Country Club of Rochester—The First Hundred Years. (1995). 

Originally published in the October 1997 Thistle 

 
Some stories about the Country Club bear retelling, not only because they're good stories—wonderful in 

  reminiscence—but because they represent a significant milestone in the club's early history. This is such a story— 

  a catastrophe that had a happy ending.  
 

In April 1895, two months after the Country Club's founding, Colonel E. Bloss Parsons was happy to rent his big 

brick house in Brighton, and its surrounding 50-acre property to the fledgling club. The house stood on the Brighton 

Road (now East Avenue), midway between the present 18th tee and the front driveway. Colonel Parsons didn't use 

it—he spent his winters at the Waldorf-Astoria, and his summers at the lake in Sodus, and he was glad to have the 

place used. 
 

It was an auspicious start for the young club—a spacious clubhouse and enough property for golf, tennis and 

riding trails, all rented for just $900 a year. The Country Club was on its way, and then, suddenly, catastrophe!  
 
 
                                                                              

In April 1895, Colonel E. Bloss Parsons rented his big brick house and its surrounding 50-acre property to the 
fledgling club. The house stood on the Brighton Road (now East Avenue), midway between the present 18th 
tee and the front driveway.  



                                                                                                                                                                                        9 

125TH ANNIVERSARY  
CELEBRATIONS 

R.S.V.P. ONLINE: 
CCROCHESTER.ORG  

OR CALL  
585-381-1800 

FOUNDER’S DAY 
HAPPY HOUR 

& WINE TASTING 
 

Friday, February 21 
5 to 8 pm 

 
CCR HISTORY  

DINNER 
 

Thursday, April 16 

 
GOLF TOURNAMENT, 
ANNUAL MEETING  

& DINNER 
 

Friday, May 29 

 
THE BIG 125 

ROCK CLASSIC 
 

Friday, July 17 

 
125TH ANNIVERSARY 

GALA 
 

Saturday, October 17 

Early in the morning of October 17, 1902, fire broke out in the rear of the   

Parsons clubhouse, believed to have started in the laundry stove. No water  

was available except from the well and Allens Creek, a quarter mile away, 

 and the combined efforts of the Brighton and Rochester fire departments 

could not save the building, which was completely destroyed. 
 

Frank Caley, a volunteer fireman, gives this account of the blaze in H. H.  

Kingston Jr.'s Folklore of Brighton. Caley wrote:  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
The day after the fire, a group of saddened members poked through the ashes, 

finding only little piles of golf club heads where their lockers had been. But the 

Club's Stewards acted quickly. Meeting a few days later at the Genesee Valley 

Club, the membership voted to renew the Parsons lease (Colonel Parsons 

must, indeed, have been a fine fellow!), with an option to buy the property  

later on, and they proceeded to draw up plans for a new clubhouse.  
 

Seven years later, like a Phoenix from the ashes, the Club did indeed buy the  

Parsons property, borrowing $30,000 at 5% interest to buy the ninety acres.  

The land today is worth many millions! It was a happy ending.    

 

~ Joe Lee                                                                                                           

"I heard the city fire engine with its three horses going east. I 

dressed and followed it out East Avenue on my bike. It was the 

Country Club. There were no hydrants in those days, and the 

pumper quickly emptied the well next to the house and hadn't 

enough hose to reach from the creek. They sent the Club’s horse 

drawn carriage all the way back to the University Avenue fire 

house for more hose. When the carriage got back, the old house 

was gone."  
 

Herman Gerber, the Club bartender, and a waiter named Smythe 

were carrying out the bottled goods by the cellar door, stacking 

the bottles and cases on the lawn out of harm's way. That's what 

they thought. The trouble was that the bottles wouldn't stay put. 

They began to walk off as fast as they came up."  
 

Mrs. Horace Stowger, a staunch prohibitionist, appointed herself 

guardian of the bottles. She would chase one bottle going west, 

and during the chase, three other bottles would head north, 

south and east. The good lady did her best, but she lacked sup-

port, both moral and numerical."  
 

Before long the audience was getting quite mellow. Walter 

Smythe was much the worse for wear. He was probably overtired 

from carrying out the bottles. Anyhow, he lay down among the 

ruins and to sleep it off." 


