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Marshfield 1940 

From Pitkin’s History of Marshfield 
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Vaughn Gilman & Harold “Hap” Hayward at the mill, 1953 
 
 

 
Dedication 

 
 
 

This book is dedicated with much appreciation to Hap Hayward, whose support and enthusiasm for 
the project exceeded even that of the author.  Hap’s faithful stewardship of the Marshfield 

Historical Society, his knowledge of and affection for his home town, and his tireless efforts to 
obtain ever more material have made this book possible. 
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Introduction and Acknowledgements 
 
 
 This volume is not intended to be a town history.  Not that it doesn’t contain some history,  but the material has not been 
presented within any particular framework, either chronological or thematic.  In selecting material for inclusion, I was influenced not 
by the relative importance of people, places, and events, but by what material was available to use.  The individuals and families 
mentioned in these pages may have been no more nor less influential than any others, but they left behind something to be 
remembered by.  In that respect, this book is much more of a scrap book than a history.   Our purpose has not been to record or 
comment upon the events of the past, but merely to make an album of images.   Little new research was done in preparing this book.  
Most of the information contained herein was taken from existing works of history and genealogy.  As a result, many previous errors 
and misconceptions may have been perpetuated.   

There is a considerable amount of recent historical material  “out there”  among the people of the community.  New material 
keeps turning up all the time.  This book, which is a selection of the earliest photographs currently available, could be only the first of 
a series.  I am hopeful that the publication of this album will inspire contributions of photos and other material to the Marshfield 
Historical Society for inclusion in future volumes. 

 This volume is similar to the photographic history which was published in 1993 by the Plainfield Historical Society, and 
occasionally covers the same ground.  The Plainfield History took the liberty of including some parts of Marshfield which have 
always been economically tied to Plainfield Village; Hollister Hill, Maple Hill, and the River Road (now Route 2) in particular.  I have 
tried not to duplicate their work in those areas unless new pictures or other interesting material was available. 

 Most of the material in this book was found in the collections of the Marshfield Historical Society, now located in the Old 
Schoolhouse Common in Marshfield Village.  Much is also taken from collections of the Pitkin family, and I apologize for any 
immodesty of which I may be guilty in presenting this material.  The various quoted recollections which appear throughout the 
volume were taken from transcripts of taped interviews conducted during the past twenty-five years, and in some cases, from letters 
and manuscripts.  Complete versions of these materials are available at the MHS.  Most of the newspaper articles which have been 
reprinted here were copied from 43 scrapbooks of newspaper clippings about Marshfield and Cabot.  Many of these clippings are 
undated and from unidentified newspapers. 

Most of the dates and descriptions which accompany the photos were found in Fred and Ozias Pitkin’s History of Marshfield 
(1941), which includes several earlier histories, as well as a wealth of genealogical data.  Those not already familiar with the town’s 
history would find the Pitkin book to be a great companion to this volume.  The Marshfield Historical Society is considering reprinting 
the History of Marshfield, perhaps with some additional photos and updated family sketches.   

Some of the buildings in the village were described in great historical detail by Gemma Yamamoto in her catalog of the 
Architectural Heritage Paintings done by her father, Tom Yamamoto.  These paintings and Gemma’s catalog can be seen at the 
Jaquith Public Library. 

 Most of the photos, transcripts, and other ephemera which appear in these pages relate to the period between 1885 and 1915, but 
may range anywhere from 1860 to 1930 or so.  Many of the photos which bear white handwritten identification were taken by Lonnie 
Adams, a Marshfield merchant and photographer who was active for the first fifteen years of the century.  Very few of the photos are 
dated.  A few pictures, the originals of which have been lost or destroyed, were copied from the Pitkin History, and may be marked 
ATD (for Alvi T. Davis, who owned the originals). 

 

Those who have contributed or loaned photographs and other material and assistance include: 

Bessie Bean 
Barbara (Lyndes) Bickford 
Bill Blachly 
Barbara (Blachly) Carpenter 
Mary Carpenter 
Susan Carpenter 
Alison (Pitkin) Ceplikas 
Irene (Pitkin) Cochran 
Chet Cole 
Ross Connelly 
Betty (Brown) Davis 

Elizabeth (Porter) Davis 
Connie (Dudley) Durkee 
Phyllis (Newton) Gagnon 
Arthur Gilman 
Ken Goslant 
Betty (Pike) Hatch 
Hap Hayward 
Jeri & Jean Healey 
Dolores (White) Honn 
Audrey (George) Huntington 
Donald Johnson 

Noyle Johnson Family 
Beatrice (Goodridge) King 
Hazel (Croteau) Lunge 
Casper Lyford 
Margaret (Hooker) Merriam 
Cecil Morse 
Dale Newton 
Richard Petit 
Belmont Pitkin 
Ronald Pitkin 
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Mrs. Sayers 
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Roger Tibbetts 
Helen (Prouty) Tracy 
Cabot Historical Society 
Marshfield Historical Society 
Vermont Historical Society 
Directors of The Old 

Schoolhouse Common 
Marshfield Selectboard 

  



 x

Photographs in the MHS and the Pitkin collections have not been credited.  Credits for other photos will be found on page 171.  It 
was often the case that people loaned photos which were duplicated in other collections.  I apologize for any credits which may have 
been omitted as a result of this duplication.  All of the images which appear in this volume, along with many others, have been stored 
digitally on compact disks (available for use at the MHS and the Jaquith Library), and are sorted by contributor, for those interested in 
tracking down the originals.  Photos were identified by relying on the “blind faith” method (trusting in whoever wrote on the back).  
Wherever I have some doubt about an identity I have indicated so with a question mark (?). 

 Three maps of the town and three of the village are included for reference.  These are the 1858 Wallings maps, the 1870 maps 
which appeared the Beers Atlas, and the 1940-41 maps which were drawn by Fred Pitkin for his History.  Wherever possible, I have 
referenced the pictures to these maps (usually the 1870 or 1940).  

 On names:  It will be noticed that spellings of various names are not consistent throughout the book.  This is in part because of a 
desire to be faithful to source material, but more likely because of typographical errors and sloppy proof reading.  The spelling of 
Knob (Nob) Hill is particularly variable, but is usually spelled Nob on the oldest maps.  Marshfield Pond and Marshfield Mountain 
were unfortunately called Niggerhead Pond and Mountain for many years, and those names have been used only in direct quotations.  
Ken Goslant informs us that the pond was always called Edgewater by Lanesboro residents. 

 I hope that readers will take the time to inform the author or the Marshfield Historical Society of any errors which are found in 
this volume.  It’s never too late to set the record straight. 

 

Caleb Pitkin 

Marshfield, Vermont,  June, 1998 

 

 

 

Copyright © 1998 by Caleb Pitkin 

All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced in any 
form or by any electronic or mechanical means without written 
permission from the author, except for brief passages which are 
appropriately credited. 

 

Printed by L. Brown & Sons Printing, Inc., Barre, Vermont 
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A traveling photographer in Marshfield before 1900. 

 
 

Marshfield in Black and White 
 
 

Here in Marshfield, as in any other community, most of us are caught up in our day-to-day lives, doing the important things that 
we do and taking for granted the world we live in.  Change occurs slowly, and births and deaths are infrequent enough to foster an 
illusion of stability in our lives.  True, there is continuity in the community; traditions are perpetuated, stories are handed down from 
generation to generation, and old buildings and heirlooms hint at the character of those who left them to us.  But as we look back at the 
last hundred years or so, we can’t help but feel a sense of awe at the magnitude of change which has occurred.   

 
When we read or discuss local history our impressions are formed in the context of our own time.  We are interpreting the 

impressions of others who were similarly influenced by the context of their time.  Photographs are not subject to the distortions of 
repeated interpretation.  True, each photograph bears the perspective of the photographer, but every image captures a moment in time, 
and has the power to transport us to a former reality.   

 
When we have an old photo to look at, we don’t have to wonder about the good old days.  We can see them.  We can see the 

streets, buildings, schools and farms as they used to be, but we can also see much more.  We can see in the faces of our forebears the 
same cares and joys that we feel in our own lives today.  We learn by looking at these pictures that the world of 100 years ago was 
very different from our own, but just as important to those who owned it. 

 
By taking a few minutes to look at these pictures and to acknowledge the successes and failures of a world now gone, we confirm 

the importance of our own time, and of our own efforts.  Just look where we came from, and consider where we may be going . . . . 
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North Views 

 
 
 

These two northerly views were taken from slightly different perspectives on Depot Hill. 
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East Views 

 
 

In the picture above, taken after 1905, steam can be seen coming out of the Marshfield Creamery at left.  The picture below was taken 
in 1890.  Alvi T. Davis is the man seated on the rock. 
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South Views 

 
 

The view above looks over the village and directly up Depot Hill.  Below is a more south-westerly view down the river valley. 
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West Views 

 
 

The view above is a northwesterly one taken from Folsom hill looking over the village toward the Brook Road. 
Below we are looking down the Danville Road into Marshfield Village.  The cemetery can be seen near the center of the photo. 
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Main Street 

 
Looking up Main Street sometime after the village fire of 1905.  First on the right side of the road is a blacksmith and carriage 

repair shop owned by Mr. Whitehill (Oliver Sicely on the 1941 map).  Next to that is the residence that went with the shop.  The third 
building on the right is a part of the George Bliss livery and feed store which can be seen in more detail below.  Beyond that can be 
seen the roofs of the Barton hardware store and the Adams store.  Way up the hill is the A. F. Putnam house (1870), and beyond that 
the spire of the Universalist Church. 
 First on the left side of the street is the “Old Lum Woodward Shop” (Cooper Shop, 1858) which was originally built with one end 
over the brook.  Later it was turned 90 degrees and moved slightly back to its present location (shown here).  The second building 
visible on the left, just beyond Creamery Street, was owned until 1902 by Daniel and Janette Bemis.  Janette was a dressmaker and 
had a shop in the house, usually employing one or two women.  Later owners included Mayo Wyman, Elmer and Cora Benjamin, 
Horace and Florence Burnham (who owned it in 1941), and Frederick and Joyce Wheeler. 
 

 
The George Bliss feed store and livery stable circa 1905 (Moody Bemis, 1870) George Bliss 
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 Above:  Looking up the street from the George 
Bliss livery and feed store after the fire of 1905.  
The McCrillis store is visible at the left of the 
photograph (H. D. McCrillis Store, 1941).  Beyond 
the store are the barn and house of Homer 
Carpenter (Ziba Allen on the 1858 village map).   
 

Left:  The Bancroft block was built in 1868 just 
below the Carpenter barn pictured above.  The 
building housed Daniel and Daphne Bancroft as 
well as their Medical Laboratory, where they made 
liniment, lung syrup, Hancock plaster, worm elixir, 
essences, and other remedies.  Alvi T. Davis kept 
the post office here when he was postmaster and 
lived upstairs.  The building burned in 1905. 
 
 

Lower left:  Looking down Main Street from in 
front of the Bancroft block, the first Beckley 
building is visible at the extreme right.  This 
building had a clock mounted on the front, and 
housed the Barton hardware store, and a jewelry 
store when it burned in 1905 (more about Merton 
Beckley and his buildings elsewhere in this 
volume).  Beyond the Beckley Block is the front of 
the McCrillis store.  Across the street are the front 
of the Meader Hotel and the home of Eldred and 
Nellie Pitkin. 
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Above:  Looking down Main Street from the 
Universalist Church about 1905.  First on the right 
side of the street is the corner of the first Knights of 
Pythias hall, which burned in 1909.  Next is the 
store belonging to Lee and Clara Shortt, which was 
formerly a barn belonging to George Davis (whose 
house barely shows at the extreme left of the 
photo).  The store burned in 1937 when owned by 
Dora Ennis.  Beyond Shortt’s store is the Mears 
store, later owned by Frank E. Brown (1941 village 
map), which is still standing. 
 
 Upper right: The George O. Davis Kip and 
Thick Boot Mfr., which stood on the site later 
occupied by the K.P. hall and the second of Merton 
Beckley’s buildings (G. O. Davis Boot Shop on the 
1858 village map). This building was taken down 
about 1900. 
 
 Lower right:  Although of very poor quality, 
this photo is included here because it shows the 
Congregational Church in its original location on 
the hill (1870 map) before it was moved to a site 
just east of the Adams store on Main Street.  This 
photo was taken before 1890 and shows the George 
Davis barn before conversion to a store.  The hay 
scales are visible at the right of the barn.  The Davis 
boot shop was just to the right of the hay scales. 
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Barton’s Hardware Store 

 
Silas Packer’s horse and buggy waiting in front of the Barton hardware store.  Adam’s Store is visible at left. 

 
 
 The fire of 1905, which destroyed Horace Meader’s hotel on 
the corner of Main Street and Depot Road, also destroyed R. T. 
Barton’s hardware store which was located in the Beckley building 
across the street.  Barton built a new building on the site of the hotel 
and continued his hardware business there for a number of years (A. 
English on the 1858 Village map).   

In 1914, the business was purchased by Clinton Thwing and his 
brother-in-law, Mr. Richardson, who gave up his share when Mrs. 
Thwing died.  Clinton was later married to Edith Smith, daughter of 
W.H.H. and Martha (Davidson) Smith of Marshfield.  They lived in 
an apartment above the store.  Mr. Thwing spent much of his time 
as a repairman while his wife tended the counter.  When Clinton 
died in 1922 after a long illness, Edith decided to continue in 
business alone.   

In 1933 she married William Burnham, and the business 
became the Burnham Hardware Store.  By 1946 when Burnham 
died, Edith had injured her hip and found the store too much of a 
burden to operate alone.  She sold it to Stanley Orr who transformed 
the business from hardware to plumbing and heating supply.  

After Orr moved his business to Waitsfield, the space was often 
vacant.  A kindergarten was operated there for a short time, and 
Mervin Spooner kept a barbershop from 1961 to 1973.  In 1976, 
Rainbow Sweets, a pastry shop owned by Bill Tecosky and Patricia 
Halloran, opened here. 
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Adams Store 
 

Charles Adams built a two-
story general store (left) in 1893 
(Warren Partridge, 1941).  In the 
front was a marble top counter 
where ice cream and soda were 
served.  In the rear of the store, 
Adams ran an undertaking 
service. 
 Also in 1893, Adams bought 
the adjacent lot on which the old 
hotel had stood (Eagle Hotel on 
the 1870 map) and soon expanded 
his building to house a furniture 
store for his adopted son, 
Lawrence (Lonnie). 
 Lonnie was also a photo-
grapher, and operated that 
business in the store.  He often 
went over his fire drill, and 
thought he was prepared for fire, 

but as chance had it, he and his mother Celia were in Barre attending a wedding when the catastrophic fire of 1905 broke out in the 
neighboring Meader Hotel.  Charles Adams had died by this time, and Celia and Lonnie had serious doubts about rebuilding.  They 
did, however, although the new structure was smaller than the old one.  The Adams lived over the store, and in the third floor was a 
large hall for functions of various kinds. 

 
George McCrillis in front of his father’s store in 1904.  Across the street is the enlarged Adams store, the old Congregational church, 

and the John and Jane Severance house.  The church and store burned in 1905. 
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 Celia and Lonnie Adams were very much a part of village society when they lived here.  Lonnie was involved in most of the 
sports activities of his time, and both he and his mother participated in the occasional theatrical performances in the village.  We have 
Lonnie to thank for taking many of the photographs which survive from the early years of this century. 
 The Adams sold their store to Frank and Lyla Blondin in 1926.  The Blondins ran a grocery store which was sold to Warren 
Partridge in 1932.  He added a meat market and often worked at carpentry jobs while his wife tended the store.  When he sold out to 
Lillian and Clifton Rogers in 1944, the store was closed, and the space converted to an apartment. 
 The building was badly damaged by fire in 1946, and subsequently acquired by George and Edna Shirley.  They remodeled it 
without the previous decorative trim and installed two apartments on the first floor.  The building was known for a time as the Shirley 
block, even after it was conveyed to Norman Frank in 1966. 
 

 

                   Celia Adams                               Frank Brown and Lonnie Adams in front of the new store.  Notice the scale at left. 

Lonnie Adams poses with a  
bicycle for a studio photograph. 

At left is the interior of Adams 
store, date unknown. 
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The Grist Mill 
 

The first gristmill in Marshfield 
Village was built in 1818 by 
Stephen Pitkin, Sr.  In 1831, his son 
Truman, together with Truman’s 
father-in-law Parley Davis, built a 
stone and brick structure (right), 
probably on the same site.  This 
mill was later owned by Harrison 
Ketchum, Frank Page, A. G. 
Wheeler, Nathan Loveland, Simeon 
Swerdfeger, Arthur Clark, Bert 
Lamberton (1941 map) and others. 
  
 
Dwight Clark, a son of Arthur 
Clark, remembered:  
 

 “My father bought the grist mill in Marshfield from Orin [sic] Swerdfeger.  I was about a year and a half old when my father came there. My 
father’s name was Arthur W. Clark.  And he had the grist mill in Marshfield a good number of years.  People up here could buy grain cheaper in 
Marshfield than they could in Cabot.   My father used to go to Cabot with a load of grain. 

“Everything came on a train then.  Well you see the corn came in bulk in a car.  And oats came in bulk.  Then we had bran that came in bags, 
that was pretty bulky.  Bran, cotton seed and soy bean oil meal.  Gluten.  That went into dairy ration.  It still does today.  Farmers used to bring grain 
in.  Farmers would bring corn in on the cob and they’d bring oats and barley and stuff .  They’d come in and maybe they’d want some bran put in 
with it and some middlings. And maybe some gluten too.  A hundred pounds of gluten mixed in with it.  Different farmers had different ideas of what 
they wanted for a dairy ration.  Most of this stuff come from E. W. Bailey and Company in Montpelier.  My grandfather was manager for E. W. 
Bailey and Company for over forty years.   

“My father got [a farm] for the grain bill. Huntington lived up there last I think.  Elmer Huntington, Frank Huntington, lived there last.  That one 
that was on there when my father got the farm was Oscar Bemis, was on that place.  He come down and turned it in.  And Harlow Fulsom did the 
same thing. My father owned that farm.  

“One time my father took hay from one guy [for payment of the grain bill].  He shipped it out of here.  And my father shipped quite a few car 
loads of apples out of here.  My father traded grain for apples. Then one time hay was scarce and my father had hay come in from Canada.  I 
remember three or four car loads come in at one time.  Marshfield Depot.  And that was all square bales, and some of them bales weighed over two 
hundred pounds.  That was before, people didn’t have hay balers.  Nobody had a tractor around here those days. Wasn’t hardly anybody had a car.  
The bales was, big bales you know.  And it was pressed harder than hang.  My father’d call them when the car load of hay was in.  And they’d come 
to get it out of the car.  And there was times that we got dairy ration the farmers liked pretty good.  And my father’d call them when the car was in 

and he’d let them have 
that a lot cheaper right out 
of the car.” 

 
The grist mill barn was 
destroyed by fire 
October 27, 1929 when 
owned by Bert 
Lamberton (left).  
 
For a time, there was 
also a grist mill in what 
is now called the 
Starch Factory (Burt 
W. Davis, 1941 map), 
operated last by 
Simeon Swerdfeger 
and Burt Davis. 
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The Marshfield House 

 
 

 
 

 

In the picture above, Wallace and Alice (Peck) 
Lamberton pose in front of their hotel about 1905 
(Ted Clark Garage, 1941).  The building was built 
about 1864 after a fire on the site which destroyed 
the house of George Nownes and his family.  
Lambertons purchased the building in 1896 and 
converted it to accommodate the many “drummers” 
or traveling salesmen who arrived in town by train 
or horse.  The Lambertons sold the business in 
1911 and for a while it was used as a tenement.   
 

The photo at left was taken about 1933.  The 
dog team in the street probably belonged to Gib 
Perry.  He was the son of Dr. Perry who owned the 
former Levi Benton farm.  Gib was remembered by 
Hap Hayward as something of a sportsman.   

 
In 1934 one end of the building was converted 

to a garage where Walter Barnett worked on 
automobiles.  In 1936 the Marshfield House was 
destroyed by fire, and a new garage was built on the 
site (lower left).  Ted Clark purchased the new 
garage in 1941 and operated it until he sold out to 
Robert Carlson in 1968.  The building was 
converted to a residence by the Mundinger family 
about 1976. 

 
The Universalist church which appears to the 

right of the garage was dismantled in 1969. 
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Emeroy Benton - Seamstress 

 

 Above:  Uncle Charles Newton, Emeroy Benton, “Aunt Pru” (Prudence Smith) Newton, Lydia (Smith) Benton, and Cecil Town 
in front of Emeroy’s house about 1905.  Emeroy operated a sewing business in the house for many years.  She never married, but 
helped raise the two daughters of her sister Flora Shepard, who died young.  When her father died in 1898, Emeroy’s mother Lydia 
came to live with her.  The house is identified as P. Lee on the 1870 village map.  For many years the water needed by the village 
school across the street was carried from Emeroy’s house in a pail.   

Below:  Emeroy (right) in her front yard with her nephew Cecil Town and Agnes Turbull  about 1910. 
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Ned Thomas’ Harness Shop 

 
Edwin and Susan (Severance) Thomas, (right) in front of their home and shop at the top of the hill on Main St. before 1900. 

 
 This building (Post Office on the 1941 village map) was a barn until converted to a tin shop by James Hickie.  In 1889, Ned and 
Susan Thomas, newly married, purchased it and altered it to suit their needs.  They installed a harness shop and barber shop with bay 
windows downstairs and living quarters upstairs. The building burned in 1893, but Ned and Susan reconstructed it as before.  It is said 
that the neighboring house, owned by Emeroy Benton, was protected from the flames by wet carpets hung between the two structures. 
Although Thomas was a barber and harness maker, he became town clerk and treasurer in 1910 and remained so until the time of his 
death in 1916.  He converted a storage area in the rear of the building to an office space where the town records were kept.  Thomas 

also represented the town in the state legislature.  
When Ned died, his shops closed, and the space 
remained unused other than for occasional 
meetings of the Wa-Yu-Waste Women’s Club, of 
which Susan was an active member.  She was 
popular as a “watcher,” who would stay overnight 
with sick people at no charge. 
 In 1935 the post office moved into the 
building, though Susan continued to live upstairs 
until her death in 1939.  The building was acquired 
shortly thereafter by the postmaster, Arch Bullard. 
Although Chipp and Shirley Ennis acquired the 
building in 1947, the post office remained there 
until 1966 when the space was converted to an 
apartment.  (From Gemma Yamamoto’s Catalog) 
 

Edwin A. and Susan (Severance) Thomas 
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Frank E. Brown 
 

Frank E. Brown was the oldest 
son of Frank H. and Abbie (Palmer) 
Brown.  He married Beryl Gilman, 
daughter of Elbridge and Minnie 
(Rowe) Gilman.  They resided not too 
far from his brother Henry on the 
place labeled as Delmar Stone on the 
1940 town map.  For a number of 
years Frank was a rural mail carrier, 
using the rig shown here.  Pictured at 
right are Raymond (Steve) Gilman, 
Frank Brown, and Albert Gilman in 
front of Gilman’s store.  Below, 
Frank heads out on his route. 

Frank also owned a store in the 
village (F. E. Brown, 1941 map).  
Following are some selections from 
an interview with him recorded about 
1976: 
 

“Mr. Wheeler built it in 1843 as a 
store.  He was the one that built it.  And 
then the next was Frank Putnam.  He had 
the store a number of years. Yeah, was 
back when Putnam owned it there was a 
meat market in the basement.  I bet if you 
went into that basement today, you’d see 
those iron hooks hanging there.  And then 
Mark Mears bought it and he was there a 
long time and then after he went out I 
bought it.  And I bought it in 1925.  And I 
sold out in 1945 or 46. Smith had it and 
then he sold it to somebody else. 

“I sold everything. Groceries.  I 
handled everything.  Of course, when I 
got it, the other side was all hardware.  I 
sold hardware and clothing, boots and 
shoes,  groceries, everything that anybody 
wanted.  I used to buy Montpelier 
crackers for $1.98 a barrel.  Full cider 
barrel.  They packed in, set up on edge 
you know.  $1.98 I paid for them.  I didn't deliver.  Some of them next to me did but I didn’t. 

“I didn’t use the cellar.  No.  I used to store potatoes down there.  I'd buy a lot of potatoes.  They didn't sell meat before I come so I put in a meat 
counter and I put in a walk-in cooler.  Now I bought the meat in quarters from Swift when the farmers couldn't move and we couldn’t. 

“Oh, I used to handle cords of wood.  I'd hire people to go into the woods and cut it 4 foot long and we had to have the pile 4 foot high to make a 
solid cord and I'd go down to the village and hire somebody to saw it, pile it up over in the space right beside the red store, between us.  I cut a lot of 
wood  and sold a lot.   $2.25 a run.  If you cut your wood a foot long, you had to have a pile 8 feet long and 4 foot high and 1 foot wide and you got 
two dollars and a quarter.  It took four of those to make a solid cord, you see.  If you cut it 16 inches, it took three piles to make a solid cord.  And if 
you cut it 2 foot, it took 2 to make a cord. It had to be the same height and the same length.  I used to sell 75 cord a year.  People used to come from 
all around, sometimes twice a day. 

“When I got the store it was made of birch boards that wide.  Gosh!  And I tore those counters all out and tore the shelving all out and I had to 
go along with the Grand Union and those stores, you know.  That was about the time they was coming in.  You had to either go along and do 
somewhere near what they did or you weren’t going to have any business.  The old stores were going out.  So that was your way of keeping up.  
When I bought it I tore the sides all out and made it so people could walk right up to the walls.  Just the same as you can in any store.  Before then, 
the counters had been there since the store was made.  And it kept you away from the walls.  Your merchandise was in back of the counter. So I fixed 
it and opened it up so they could walk right up and pick their own.  I had a good business as long as I stayed.  After I tore those counters out and 
made it all open more people came in and walked right up and picked out whatever they wanted and of course, I had a counter there for them to put it 
onto.  Where the cash register was. 

 “It was kind of a friendly place.  Everybody come in and everybody was friendly. When the old timers was in there they'd stay around that old 
big stove and play checkers, you know.  And played cards.  Different than today.  You meet your neighbor on the sidewalk and he won't even look at 
you.  But back in those days, it didn't matter who came in, they always spoke to you.  We always visited, you know. 
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“[I opened] about half past six. Half past 
six, and go to half past ten.  My wife  [came in] 
when she got her work done.  Of course the 
kids was going to school.  They used to help 
when they got out of school.  Then they 
growed up and got out of high school and they 
took off.  
 “Saturday night was the big night at the 
store.  On Saturday nights, they'd set there until 
11 o'clock at night just to tell stories.  
Sometimes when it got to be half past ten, I'd 
say, ‘Well, I'm going to close up.’  Some of 
‘em weren’t so good.  Bernie Cameron was 
probably the best one in the group.  

“Now he was the one who had the house 
that John Lamberton lives in now.  John 
Lamberton tells some pretty funny stories 
about him.  He’d come around.  He’d bring his 
wife up.  She'd go to the library and stay there 
during the evening then she’d sit out in the car.  
Out front you know, until Bernie would come 
out.  It was getting along about half past ten 
and Bernie says, "Well, I guess I better go out 
and get some ice cream for Mabel".  So I'd get 
him some ice cream.  He wouldn’t invite her 
in.  She'd set out in the car and eat the ice 
cream.  And he’d go back in and set there and 
tell stories. 

“Jim Rolfe was half Indian.  He came 
from Canada.  There was a lot of people afraid of Jim.  Jim was a good natured fellow.  He wouldn't hurt anybody.  A good worker but he didn't care 
whether he worked or not.  He used to live up in the woods toward Niggerhead Pond.  He had a little cabin up there.  He was cutting wood over 
toward Calais and he had a double bitted axe, sharpened on both sides and cut his toes and Merrill Johnson was in the woods with him and he 
brought him down to my store.  Now I helped him into the store and got his boots off.  His boots were solid full of blood.  We got them off and set 
him down beside the stove and I called Dr. Corson down to Plainfield and he said he'd be right up and he came right up and took a look at it and he 
said, ‘Jim, we'll have to sew that up.’  Now he says, ‘We'll need to use a little chloroform or something so I can sew that up.’  And Jim says, ‘That's 
alright.  You just get me a bottle of cold milk.’ The meat man stood there and he took out a quart bottle of milk and we set him in a chair right there 
beside the big barrel stove with his foot in another chair.  Handed him that bottle of milk and that's all it took to sew him up. 

“We had to open that up and take the pliers and the doctor would pull those cords together and I'd hold them and he'd sew them together. When 
we got all the toes sewed up so they would stay up.  Then he had to sew him from here clear up to here.   Pulled all his big muscles together and then 
sewed them you know.  After it was all done, he did it all up and he told Jim to keep off from it.  And, I don't think it was more than 10 days, when 
Jim was coming up the street.  He had a board sawed off and had it right under his leg here and he took hold of that board and lifted it along. 

“I think he's the one that John said 
used to leave a little venison on the 
doorsteps.  Yeah, Jim would come in and 
he would have a package in his hand.  
Wouldn't say a word.  He used to come up 
to the store every little while.  I'd see him 
go in the backroom where there was a 
refrigerator.” 

 
 
 
 
Right:  The store as it appeared 

after the fire in 1938 which destroyed 
the original ell.  This smaller addition 
was built by Frank Brown. 

The store when it was owned by Warren C. Mears in 1906.  Standing in road are 
Mark Mears, Sr., Richard Mears (4 year old son of W.C. Mears), and George Bliss. 
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Knights of Pythias Hall 
 
 
 
 Though the Knights of Pythias themselves left little 
trace of their activities in Marshfield, their two meeting 
halls figured prominently in the social life of the town. 
 The first Knights of Pythias block was a three story 
structure built on part of the site of the George Davis 
Boot shop.  The top floor was a hall which was used for 
dancing and other functions.  The second story was the 
meeting room of the Knights of Pythias, and the bottom 
floor housed the post office.  This original building is 
shown at right.   
 The original building burned in 1909, and was 
replaced by a larger structure with a similar façade and 
a similar interior layout.  The post office was eventually 
replaced by a barbershop and pool room owned 
successively by a Mr. Dow, Ivan Carpenter, and Jack 
Williams.   
 Many other activities were held in the hall, 
including band practices and performances, weekly 
movies, concerts, theatrical performances, town 
meetings, and social events of all kinds. 
 In 1963, the Knights gave the hall to the United 
Church and it was used for a time as a community 
youth center.  It was also used by Goddard College one 
year as a learning center and cafeteria for some college 
students living with Marshfield families. 
 In 1969 the roof of the “new” KP hall collapsed 
under the weight of snow and the building was torn 
down.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Above:  Post Office in the KP block 
1907.  Alvi T. Davis (in door), Mr. Pickles 
(with Cabot Stage), Rural carriers, Eri 
Spencer, Verne Hudson, and Arthur Blake. 
 
 
 
 Left:  The new KP Hall shortly after 
construction.  To the right of the KP hall is 
the residence built by George Ormsbee to 
replace the second “Beckley Block” which 
he had purchased only a few months before 
it burned in 1909.  The telephone 
switchboard was located in Ormsbee’s new 
building and was tended by Everett 
Carpenter after he bought the property in 
1911. 
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 Left:  Interior of the KP Hall about 1942.  Celebrating 
the 150th anniversary of the settling of Marshfield.  
Standing, foreground:  Alvi T. Davis, Lillian Davis, Ella 
Lilley, Lou Carpenter, Maude Davis. 
 
 
 
 

Below:  The end of the KP Hall, February, 1969. 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 Below:  The Marshfield Knights of Pythias at Camp Ewins in 
Barre, August 1909.  Standing; Gene Merrill, unknown, Fred 
Lamberton, unknown, George Gee, William Southwick, Milton 
Northrup, George Davis, Charles Bouldry, Will Tibbetts, James 
White, Ernest Douse, Verne Hudson, Nathan Plumley, Grant 
Brown, Horace Brown.  Seated: Eldred Pitkin, Arch Cole.  
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More of  
Main Street 

 
 
 

 
Homer Carpenter place on 

Main street (Dr. A. Phelps on the 
1870 village map).  Homer was 
born in 1860, the son of James and 
Octavia (Sanders) Carpenter.  He 
married Mrs. Ward, and they lived 
in this house thirty-six years 
beginning in 1899.  He constructed 
the large barn sometime prior to 
1904.  The barn and ell were taken 
down later by Carroll Mears. 

Ziba Allen owned the house in 
1858.  It became known as the Dr. 
Phelps house while the doctor was 
living there.  Children played in the 
loft of his brown barn trying to 
catch the pigeons he kept there.  In 
1935 Mr. and Mrs. Clifton Ward 
(son of Mrs. Homer Carpenter) 
bought the property and made it 
their home until they sold it to 
Carroll Mears in 1943.  (From 
Gemma Yamamoto’s Catalog) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

George O. Davis and his house 
about 1880 (G. O. Davis, 1870 
village map).  George was born in 
1827, the son of Jonathan and Betsy 
(Benton) Davis.  He married first 
Hannah Goodwin of Chelsea, and 
second Sybil Grant.  George and 
Sybil were the parents of Mark 
Davis and Alvi T. Davis.  
 George operated a shoe and 
boot shop across the road from his 
house, and also owned the large 
barn that later became Shortt’s store 
(shown next to the shoe store on the 
1870 map). 

Alvi kept a post office in the 
house for a number of years when 
he lived there. 

The place burned in 1961 and 
Brien (Bill) Ducharme built a one-
story house on the site. 
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 In this picture taken about 
1920 the Davis house appears 
with a porch and dormer. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The house at left in this 
photo was just below the Davis 
house.  It is identified as the E. 
A. Day house on the 1870 map.  
At one time it was the home of 
A. G. Wheeler, who owned the 
grist mill.  William Laird lived 
there later, as did Mrs. Wyman 
Lamberton, John French, and 
others.  The house is gone now, 
and a small garage built by Brien 
(Bill) Ducharme stands on the 
site. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The large white house at left 
(A. F. Putnam, 1870) was built 
by Lewis Cunningham. For a 
time it was occupied by Jeremiah 
Carleton, who operated a 
blacksmith shop in an adjoining 
building to the rear.  Alonzo F. 
Putnam lived in the house when 
he operated his store across the 
street.  (Putnam and Day Store, 
1870).  W. H. H. Mears also 
lived here when working for his 
brother Mark, who owned the 
store at the time.  Mrs. Asa 
Preston was a later occupant. 
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 Jane (Scales) Severance in her 
yard on Main Street circa 1905 (Rev. 
Victor Wach on the 1941 village 
map). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 This small house above the 
common is identified as M. Bullock 
on the 1870 village map.  Some 
occupants of this house have been 
Lewis Swan, Alvah Shepard, Abel 
Beckley, and Mr. A. Bowen (a 
tenant of Mrs. Ava George).  The 
house is now owned by the 
Dufresnes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 This picture was taken in 1931 
of a steam shovel at work widening 
the street in front of the old 
schoolhouse. 
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 The George Ormsbee Block  
in patriotic attire, circa 1918.  
This building was built in 1909 
to replace the second “Beckley 
Block” which burned that year. 
According to Gemma 
Yamamoto, “The new building 
erected by Ormsbee was divided 
into three apartments.  Everett 
(Brim) Carpenter bought the 
building from Ormsbee in 1911.  
He found employment tending 
the switchboard there.”  More 
recent owners have been 
Frederick Carpenter, Barbara 
Carpenter, Francis Shaw, and 
Raymond and Doris Houghton, 
Harry Thompson, and Al Soule. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Although not a very clear 
photograph, this is one of the 
best pictures available of the 
Meader Hotel (second building 
from right, built on the site of the 
1870 D. P. Spencer house).  The 
barn attached to the hotel was the 
starting point of the catastrophic 
fire of 1905 which destroyed this 
section of town. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 This photo, though of very 
poor quality, is of interest 
because it shows a company of 
U. S. Cavalry passing through 
town.  This view is westerly 
across the common, looking up 
main street.   A farmer waits in 
the foreground for the road to 
clear. 
 Also visible at center in this 
photo is the barn which was 
attached to the M. Bullock house 
(see preceding page). 
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Gilman Street 
 Arch Cole was the first child of Frank Willard Cole and Mary “Bella” 
Cameron.  The family came to Marshfield when Arch was a boy, living where 
Sam Norris later lived. 

Arch’s niece, Helen Tracy recalled:  “When Arch was a little boy, a 
vagrant took him fishing, gave him a jackknife to tell him who the richest man 
in town was.  Arch said ‘George Gilman.’  The man asked, ‘Not George O. 
Davis?’  Anyway, he broke into Davis' and took his billfold from his pants 
pocket.  He was caught next day in the gravel pit and tied to a buckboard (the 
tail) to be transported to Montpelier.  Arch was called to identify him and the 
man said, ‘Well boy, we won't be going fishing for a while again I guess.’” 

Arch was a woodworker and had a shop across the river from the village 
sawmill on Gilman Street (Back Street).  The shop (right) was built by Eli 
Edson after 1895 and operated by Eli and his son Ira as a butterbox shop until 
1901 when it was acquired by Arch and his mother (Arch Cole shop, 1941). 

Arch manufactured chair stock, repaired sleds and wagons, and did other 
custom work.  The shop was equipped with a planer, band saw, circular saw, 
and forge, as well as numerous other tools.  Later, he moved some of his 
equipment upstairs and converted the lower story into a garage. 

Arch had no family, but enjoyed berry picking with local children.  He 
had a tenor voice, sang in the Congregational Church choir, and played in the 
Marshfield Cornet Band.  For many years from 1911 through 1941 he kept a 
journal of local events, which he called his “log.”  He also recorded certain 
dates on the walls of his shop.  Many of these dates were published in Pitkin’s 
History of Marshfield.  Arch died in 1948, and the shop was later torn down. 

The interior view of the shop below was taken in June, 1941, if the calendar on the wall was current. 
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Horse Runs Home, Driver Walks Far Behind. 

People on the back street were somewhat alarmed Tuesday forenoon to see Silas Packers’s horse coming home with the driver nowhere in 
sight.  Mr. Packer had gone to the station with a case of eggs and while the horse was left alone for a short time the train pulled in and the 
pony decided there was too much noise for him, so before Mr. Packer could reach the reins he started for home.  The horse did not appear 
to be frightened when he was out of the way of the train and came home leisurely with no damage done excepting that Mr. Packer, who is 
well above 70, took a sweat walking home in his fur coat. 

 

 

 
Silas and Flora Packer’s house and outbuildings on Back Street in the village (Mrs. S.H. Packer on the 1941 village map). 
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The Butterbox Shop 

 
 
 

Above:  George Bliss, Eldred C. (String) Pitkin, and Frank Merrill appear standing 3rd, 4th, and 5th  from left in this photo taken in the 
late 1890’s.   Note the butterboxes on display at left.  Below; a slightly different perspective of the shop.  Standing are L to R; Eldred 

Pitkin, Frank Merrill, George Bliss, and Fred Woodbury. 
 

 
 

The Box Shop was originally 
constructed by Eli Edson as a 
cooper shop, where he made 
butterboxes, among other things.  
In 1895 he sold the shop to 
Eldred Pitkin and Mark Mears.  
Mears sold his share to James 
Bouldry in 1914, and in 1922 
Pitkin became the sole owner.  
He later formed a partnership 
with his son Clarence which 
ended when Clarence died in 
1935.  The business is indicated 
as E. C. Pitkin’s Butterbox Shop 
on the 1941 village map. 
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Interior of the butterbox shop.  L to R;  Frank Merrill, Eldred Pitkin, George Bliss, and Fred Woodbury. 
 

 
In 1940, according to Pitkin’s History of Marshfield, 

“The shop is equipped with a ten horse power water wheel 
that is eight feet below the dam.  It also has a ten horse 
power electric motor.”  The business was closed about 1946 
when Pitkin sold it to George Spear. 
 
 Eldred and Nellie Pitkin (left) were very active in the 
affairs of the town during the early years of this century.  
They resided in the house now owned by Casper Lyford 
(Eldred Pitkin on the 1941 village map), which was built in 
1870 by Eldred’s father, Daniel Bemis Pitkin.   

Eldred, also called “String,” was for several years a 
pitcher and first-baseman for the town baseball team, and 
was for many years the leader of the Marshfield Cornet 
Band.  When Marshfield Village was incorporated in 1911, 
Eldred was elected its first president. 

Nellie was the daughter of George Martin of Peacham, 
who was the brother of Eldred’s mother, Sylvia (Martin) 
Pitkin.  She was active in local theatrical productions and 
many other town and village functions. 

They had one child, Clarence, who married Amy 
Cameron.  Clarence was associated with his father in the 
butterbox business.  Clarence died in 1935, leaving his 
widow and two children, Francis and Irene. 
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Depot Hill & Beyond 

 

This view up Depot Hill looks across the meadow where the Old Schoolhouse Common now stands.  The lumber piled next to the 
road awaits transport to the train station.  In the foreground is the house identified as John Weir on the 1941 village map. 

 

The Depot Hill School stood across the road from the depot at the top of the hill (identified on the 1870 town map).  This photo 
was made by S. W. Corse, Photographer, in the 1883-84 school year.  Back Row, right, Claudia Robinson;  Front Row 4th from left, 
Bessie Spencer, 6th from left, Nellie Robinson. 
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The farm pictured above on the road from the depot to Marshfield Pond is gone now.  Identified as J. A. Woodward on the 1870 
map, it was owned by J. Henry Johnson when this photo was taken sometime after 1900.  This view is looking north, toward Folsom 
Hill.  Farming in this part of town was always difficult because of the number of rocks in the soil.  Notice the unusually large stone 
walls on the roadside.  Henry Johnson later moved to Knob Hill, and farmed where his son Donald later lived (Henry Johnson on 1940 
map). 

The picture below was taken at the next place up the road, toward Kinney’s mills, looking in the same direction toward Folsom 
Hill.  This house (now gone) is identified as L. T. Kinney on the 1870 map, and was occupied by Henry Johnson’s parents, Joseph and 
Mary (Clough) Johnson, when the photo was made. Joseph Johnson was born in Denmark, came to Marbleton, Quebec in 1876, and to 
Marshfield in 1895.  He was a peddler who sold his merchandise afoot. 
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Liberty T. Kinney’s Mills 

 
 

“L. T. Kinney of Barre has mills on the outlet of Nigger Head* pond, on the Montpelier and Wells River railroad.  These mills were 
built in 1850 by Jonathan and Myron Graves.  Mr. Kinney purchased the property in 1863.  His timber is run through Nigger Head 
pond, and thence through a sluiceway forty rods to his mill pond.  His mills form a series.  Mill No. 1 has a board saw, edger, shingle 
and cloth-board saw.  No. 3 has a clapboard machine, planer, lath saws, and machinery for manufacturing wooden bowls.  Mr. Kinney 
owns 1700 acres of timberland, employs an average of 18 men, and cuts 750,000 feet of lumber per annum.” 

 
- From Child’s Gazetteer of Washington County, Vt., 1889 

 *Now called Marshfield Pond. 
 

 
The buildings shown in these undated photographs were located on what is now known as Bailey’s Pond. 
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The photograph above was taken when the pond was known as Ferrin’s pond, evidently between the ownerships of the 
Kinneys and the Baileys.  The railroad is clearly visible as it skirts the south shore of the pond.   Below, some boys cool off in 
the mill pond about 1908 (photo by G. A. Morris).  The Bailey family owned the pond and surrounding land until the mid 
1980’s. 
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The Railroad  1873 - 1956 

 

 

“In 1869 the town raised $17,500 by bonding and $12,500 more by private subscription toward the construction of the Montpelier 
and Wells River Railroad.  According to the original survey the railroad would have run directly from about where Patty’s Crossing is 
north of Lord’s Hill directly to Niggerhead Pond.  In this plan the station would be about 2 miles from the village.  Strenuous 
objection from the town however induced the builders to swing the track around through rocky Loveland’s Ledge (a hard place to 

build a railroad) and bring the station to 
within a mile of the village. 

 “The first train ran through on Nov. 
29, 1873.  About 2 years later a telegraph 
line was laid along the route of the 
railroad.  For many years, before the 
advent of the telephone in town, there 
was a private telegraph from the railroad 
station to the store now owned by Frank 
E. Brown. 
 “In 1867 the town voted to give a 
right of way for, and to pay land damages 
in behalf of, a proposed Montpelier – St. 
Johnsbury Railroad, but it was never 
constructed.  In 1873 a railroad was 
proposed and the route surveyed that 
would connect Hardwick and Cabot with 
the Montpelier – Wells River Railroad at 
Marshfield, but this was never built.”   
 

-- Pitkin’s History of Marshfield 
 

This easterly view of the Marshfield depot shows engine #5 headed for Montpelier sometime around the turn of the century.  The 
photo below was taken in 1913.  This building was much less substantial than the one which preceded it (following page). 
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 “The railroad of course changed the life of the town.  There were four passenger (mixed) trains a day.  You could send to 
Montpelier by a friend, or go yourself to buy from more select merchandise.  There were 4 mails a day.  I rode the train home from 
Goddard (trolley car to Montpelier) every day one fall.  My father hired different people to drive me to Barre in a car but two 
mornings Alva Shaw took me with his spirited horse and buggy. 
 “When my mother was small, the women and children raspberried at the gravel pit, along the track and got back to the station to 
sell their berries to the train man at 3 cents a pound for shipment to Boston. 
 “Butter of course was shipped to Boston in 5# boxes as well as the 1# blocks.”  --Mrs. Helen (Prouty) Tracy, 1976 
 

 
This view of the depot was an early one, showing the first building on the site which was nearly identical to the station in Plainfield 
Village.  On the flatcar on the lefthand track is a steam boiler, perhaps destined for a nearby mill.  The buildings at left are barns 

belonging to William Pitkin or Marvin Dwinell or both.  These two men married sisters, Elvira and Maria Bemis, daughters of Abijah 
and Harriet (Pitkin) Bemis who settled nearby. 

 
 “The railroad has a sharp grade as it goes around Lord’s Hill.  In the 75’s the engines burned wood, and instead of being 
numbered they were lettered in big gilt letters W. A. Stowell or D. R. Sawtell.  These and some other people were the ones that ran the 
railroad.  We always remember the way the sparks would fly out of the big flaring smokestacks at night when they were pulling 
freight cars loaded with cattle, hogs and lumber.  Once a week they had a butter car to take the butter to Boston. 
 “In the 75’s and 85’s the ‘gravel pit’  that was a part of District No. 11 was a busy place.  Much of the gravel that was used for 
ballast on the Montpelier and Wells River railroad came from there.  A woodshed a hundred feet long was where the engines wooded 
up.  Farmers could draw all the four-foot wood they could cut.  The railroad would pay them for all they could deliver.  It was a year 
around job for someone with a saw rig to cut this four-foot wood into sixteen inches.  The engines would burn it about as fast as the 
fireman could throw it into the fire box. 
 “It was in 1873 that the first train went over this road that added so much to District No. 11.  Long side tracks at the gravel pit 
where twenty or thirty flat bottom cars would draw gravel all summer to make the fills in the railroad which at that time had a lot of 
temporary trestles.  The cars were loaded by hand.  The shovelers were as thick as they could stand and work, the whole length of the 
train.  There were not signs ‘Men Working,’ but there was a boss walking the length of the train that saw to it that the shovels were 
kept busy until the cars were loaded.  Then he would yell, ‘Clear off the rails and get aboard.’ . . . . Then they would all get aboard and 
ride to the place where the work was being done.  The workmen lived in the box cars on the job and were called ‘Contract Labor.’ 
 “Several saw mills shipped hundreds of cars of lumber from the gravel pit, surplus rails and ties were stored there.  Farmers 
would have carloads of sawdust come to the gravel pit from some of the steam lumber mills located on this railroad. 
 “There was never any station house there, but trains would stop to take or leave passengers.  All the business was handled at the 
Plainfield Station.  This gravel pit that is so plainly seen from King’s Hill was a busy place at the time of this story.” 

         -- Bert Herman Townsend, writing on the history of District 11 in Marshfield in 1943 
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Lanesboro 

 
Lanesboro station,  looking east 

 

Lanesboro was once a very busy little village on the Montpelier & Wells River 
Railroad, very near the Peacham line.  The community was named for Dennis and Edwin 
Lane, who built the mill there in the winter of 1882-83.  They were also owners of the 
Lane Manufacturing Company in Montpelier, which manufactured saw mills.  After 
Dennis died in 1888, Edwin assumed the management of the mill at Lanesboro, and 
General P. P. Pitkin became president of the Lane Manufacturing Co.  The Lanes owned a 
tract of 2600 acres of timberland around the mill, employed a workforce of 25 to 50 men, 
and turned out annually about two million board feet of lumber and one thousand cords of 
wood.  Dennis Lane served the town of Marshfield as selectman at one time.   

 About 1892 or 1893, the mill was acquired by Mitchell Goslant (pictured left), who 
continued to expand the timberland holdings into Peacham.  Eventually, Goslant acquired 
2615 acres of land in Marshfield and 2845 acres in Peacham, all of which he sold in 1919 
to the State of Vermont for $2.75 per acre, and which is now a part of Groton State Forest.  
He had also acquired an additional 10,000 acres, some in Groton, which he later sold to a 
Groton lumbering company.  In all, Goslant’s holdings were reported to be nearly 18,000 
acres. 

Mitchell Goslant was the father of 16 children from two marriages.  He died in 1926 
after being hit by a falling poplar tree at the age of 87.  Casper Lyford reports that the mill 
building at Lanesboro fell down while Mitchell lay in his casket in his house nearby. 

Lanesboro was large enough to support its own depot and post office, as well as a 
store, school, and church.  Goslant held Catholic services in his home for 25 years.  Priests 
from Lyndonville and St. Johnsbury arrived on the train on Saturdays and held Mass on 
Sundays.  After  the lumber business closed in 1917 the Catholics began meeting in 
Marshfield Village in a rented hall.  

 

After 5 days return to  

M. GOSLANT, 
----DEALER IN---- 

LUMBER OF ALL KINDS, 
Groceries, Clothing, Dry Goods, Etc., 

LANESBORO, - VT. 
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 Above is the view looking west over the mill probably from one of the houses pictured below.  Below, the Mitchell Goslant 
house appears in the foreground (shown as a vacant building next to the railroad tracks on the 1940 map, very near the homes of 
Milton Julian and Joe Legendre).  The large ell on the left housed the store.  The house at left was a boarding house for mill 
workers and later a home for Mitchell’s son Perley. The first house to the right of Mitchell’s was later owned by his daughter, 
Mrs. M. Julian.  Mitchell  reserved over 200 acres around the buildings from his sale to the state, and that land is still in the 
family. 
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 Left:  These two perspectives of the 
mill building were probably taken while 
Goslant owned it.  It has been said that the 
pile of sawdust once caught fire and 
smouldered for over two years. 

 

Above: The Lanesboro schoolhouse about 1916.  The mill and other buildings are 
visible in the distance.  Right:  Interior of the Lanesboro schoolhouse, also taken about 

1916. 
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 Two interior views of the mill at Lanesboro.  Notice in the picture above 
there appear to be two saw blades, one above the other.  This would facilitate 
the sawing through of very large logs. 
 
 At left is the steam engine, crankshaft, governor, flywheel and belts 
which probably powered the saw blade.  The boiler which powered the steam 
engine was fueled with sawdust and other waste from the mill. 

 

 

FIVE ARRESTS MADE        June 30, 1919 
 

As Result of Lanesboro Celebration That Ended In A Fight. 
 

Deputy Sheriff H. C. Lawson returned this noon from Lanesboro with 
five persons who with Deputy Sheriff George Bliss of Marshfield, he arrested 
at the Jewett house in Lanesboro this morning on the charge of breach of 
peace.  They were brought into court this afternoon upon States Attorney F. 
E. Gleason’s Warrant.  They answered to the names of Ira Pearson, Izzy 
Jewett, Mrs. Izzy Jewett, Dora Spinks Cheney and Harold Farnsworth whose 
residence in the several warrants were set up as of Marshfield although it is 
understood that one, at least, lives in Montpelier. 

During the night Officer Bliss received a telephone call about a general 
celebration that was taking place in Lanesboro.  He called Deputy Lawson 
who obtained warrants from States Attorney Gleason and proceeded to 
Lanesboro this morning.  It appears, according to the report received here 
today, that a jamboree took place.  The warrants charged the men with 
fighting and charged each woman with striking and beating each other. 

When the quintet appeared in city court this afternoon, each pleaded 
guilty to the charge of breach of peace.  The cases against Mr. and Mrs. 
Jewett were continued until Monday for sentence while the other three were 
sentenced to 30 days each in the county jail.  They did not treat the matter as 
though it was very serious but 30 days will give them ample chance to think 
it over. 
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Lumber King Victim of Forest Giant   

MITCHELL H. GOSLANT, 86,  
SUCCESS IN SEVERAL LINES 

Lanesboro, Vt., Dec 5 - A rugged pioneer, one of the 
best-known men in Central Vermont, was laid at rest 
Friday at Newport.  One who, although he should have 
been bowed by the weight of years, could not give up the 
work which had brought him much in worldly goods and 
only himself knew how much in the satisfaction of a task 
well done. 
 Mitchell H. Goslant, aged 86, known for 50 years as 
the Lumber King of this section, died, the victim of one of 
the giants of the forest and in a wooded glen, the like of 
which he had cleared many times that Vermont and other 
sections of New England might have lumber with which to 
build and build.  He was found dead beneath a fallen tree 
and evidence showed that he had been just a trifle too slow 
in his jump when the warning creak of the falling timber 
came to his failing hearing. 
 He was born in Derby, May 11, 1840, and early 
started to hoe his own row.  He took up the lumber 
business and after working around Walden for 16 years 
came to this town where he became associated with the 
late A. B. Lane, the originator of the town.  With the 
growth of the village Mr. Goslant's business kept pace, but 
even an industry that once looked forward to clearing 
18,000 acres of timbered land could not keep Mitchell 
Goslant busy.  He opened a grocery store and although 
unable to write, he was a real Yankee trader and made a 
success of the venture.  In addition to the cares of the store 
and the lumber business he was for many years 
postmaster. 

When timber land in this vicinity became cleared he 
turned his hand to the granite industry and owned property 
on which the quarrying has been given up some years 
since. 
 
Father of 16 Children 

 
He was twice married and was the father of 16 

children, 13 of whom are living.  Five of these were from 
his first union.  The survivors are:  John of St. Johnsbury, 
Moses of Plainfield and George of Newport.  Ten of the 
11 children born of the second marriage survive.  These 
are Fred of Peacham, Frank of Barre, Perley of Dover, 
N.H., Mrs. Mabel Baker of Hollywood, Calif, Mrs. J. H. 
Legendre of St. Johnsbury, Harold of St. Johnsbury, 
Albert of St. Johnsbury, Mrs. R. M. Cutting of Plainfield, 
Rupert, living at home, and Mrs. Milton Julian of St. 
Johnsbury. 

Always a lover of the forests, his advanced age and 
the counsel of his family and friends could not keep him 
from taking frequent walks through the woods in this 
vicinity.  Only last summer he was missing all of one night 
showing up in the morning to explain that night and a 
rainstorm had overtaken him and that he had built a fire 
and rested.  He suffered no ill effects from that experience. 

Some years ago he built a little church in the village 
and twice a month a priest came and celebrated mass.  
Those of the Catholic faith employed by him must have 
need of a better than ordinary excuse to remain away from 
mass.  Unless that excuse was forthcoming on Monday the 
man who had failed to attend was paid off and went his 
way. 

He was generous, but in a quiet, helpful way which 
made it difficult for any but those whom he had assisted to 
discover his good deeds. 

 

Mitchell’s son Fred at the Lanesboro Depot (above), and driving a team (center). 
Bottom:  An early skidder in use at Lanesboro with Bert Goodridge driving. 
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Village Water and Sewer Works 

 
 

 
 The Folsom Water Works were constructed in 1896 by Merrill Batchelder and Son of Plainfield.  In 1920 this system was 
purchased by the Village.  In 1933 it was expanded by the addition of more springs on Folsom Hill.  The original construction crew 
poses here;  Ozias Pitkin (standing, second from right), Howard Tanner (center front, squatting), Everett Carpenter (hat between legs), 
and Fred Tanner (bearded man at left edge of center window). 
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The Village Common 

 
 

Above:  Looking up the Danville Road.  Below: The Ira Bemis house before the construction of the Jaquith Public Library. 
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 A view of the library from in 
front of the Starch Factory, probably 
taken in the early 1920’s. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left:  Independence Day, 1922.   
 
 
 
 
 Below:  Marshfield’s first 
automobile, proudly displayed on the 
common, was George Ormsbee’s 
Rambler, purchased in 1901.  
George’s daughter Dorothy is seated 
in the vehicle. 
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Jaquith Public Library 

 
 
From Zula Mears’ history of the library: 
 

“According to Pitkin’s History of Marshfield, there had been a circulating library since before the Civil War.  Books with 
Circulating Library labels in them have been found in the attic of the present library.  One book has ‘Marshfield Library February 11, 
1850’ inscribed on the fly leaf which verifies the statement.  Most of these books were printed between 1831-1838. 

“Records are very scarce, the first being dated March 19, 1895, when the trustees who had been elected at the annual town 
meeting held their first meeting and elected their officers: Chairman, J. Berton Pike; Secretary, E. W. Pitkin.  The other two trustees 
were Ira H. Edson and Eldred Pitkin. 

a meeting of the trustees it was voted that Alvi T. Davis should draw pay for keeping the books from the time they were put in his 
hands. At the December 20 meeting it was voted to pay him ten dollars for that year.  In April 1896 the pay was increased to $20.  On 
March 17, 1897 is the first mention of money being spent to purchase books although no stated amount “Records show there were 117 
books in this first collection and that Alvi T. Davis was made librarian.  On December 17, 1895 at was specified. 

“The second Biennial Report of the Library Commission for the years 1897-1898 gives this brief history of the Marshfield library: 

The Marshfield Public library was opened in November 1895, after receiving the $100 gift of books from the State. It 
now numbers 152 volumes which had a circulation of 1,000 last year. The town has recently been willed $6,000 for a free 
public library by A. J. H. Jaquith, and $2,000 is to be used as soon as received, to purchase books and $1,000 is to be placed 
in trust, the income to be used for the same purpose. By a vote of the town last March as soon as the above named funds 
come into possession of the town the books now composing the Public Library will be placed with those purchased with the 
Jaquith money, and the whole will be known as the A. J. H. Jaquith Free Public Library. Librarian, Alvi T. Davis, Trustees, 
O. H. Smith, E. C. Pitkin, J. B. Pike, I. H. Edson and E. A. Thomas. 

“The first local mention of the Jaquith Fund is in the minutes of the trustees meeting March 5, 1898, at which time the chairman 
was directed to secure a librarian and to see E. W. Gilman, town treasurer at the time, in regard to getting the money from the A. H. 
Jaquith Estate. 

“Andrew Jaquith, born in Peacham, Vermont, started life a poor boy and was 'bound out' until he was fifteen years of age. His 
business career began with peddling with a cart in Massachusetts, he giving a note to George Wooster of Marshfield, Vermont, for a 
horse he used. He followed this for seven years when he married Mr. Wooster's only sister and located in Templeton, Massachusetts.  
There, with their united property, he entered into partnership with two others. Later he bought out his partners and very successfully 
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carried on the business himself. Still later he and Mrs. Jaquith moved to Gardner, Massachusetts, where they lived until they died, only 
four days apart.  They are buried in the Marshfield Village Cemetery.  As they had no children, by will they left $1,000 to the town of 
Marshfield for care of cemeteries and $6,000 for the founding and maintaining of a free public library at Marshfield village on 
condition that the town should provide a suitable place, pay all running expenses, and purchase no immoral books.  If these provisions 
were not observed, the sum was to revert to the Wooster heirs. The will was contested by his family. 

“Needless to say, there followed the argument as to whether the town should accept the gift. Some people objected on the grounds 
that ‘it would increase taxes, etc.’  After several town meetings the town accepted the gift and in 1899, four years after the Jaquiths' 
deaths, the present building was erected. 

“The question of where it should be located was another matter of vital importance and caused a rift between ‘down town’ and 
‘up on the common’ advocates.  That was settled by the gift to the town by Ira Bemis of the plot where the library now stands. 

“At the April 11, 1899, meeting of the library trustees (O. H. Smith, Chairman, Secretary and Treasurer E. C. Pitkin and the other 
trustees J. B. Pike, E. A. Thomas and S. H. Packer) plans were made to procure the deed of the lot. At a meeting the following week 
specifications were drawn up for the building and bids were sought.  S. H. Packer had charge of grading the land ready for the 
foundation.  The job of building the library was given to C. J. Wood for $900, the building to be completed ready for use on or before 
September 1, 1899.  Sixty dollars was paid to O. C. Pitkin for work of laying the foundation.  Bill for painting the building was $35 to 
F. C. Merrill and building of a wood shed was $30 more.  The amount spent for furniture was $96.28.  Bids for a librarian were called 
for and the position was awarded to Mrs. A. E. Thomas for $90 per year.  She served 
until 1902.  The dedication of the library took place in the building on November 16, 
1899. 

“In the years preceding radio and television the library was a busy place and 
circulation was much greater than it is now.  An average taken from available reports 
of circulation from 1909-1942 shows an average annual circulation of 5646 volumes. 
The average circulation from 1948-1960 is 3414 volumes.” 

 

Ira Bemis was born in Marshfield in 1832, the son of Phineas and Lydia (Austin) 
Bemis.  He lived in the house recently owned by the Wilsons (Pliny Hamilton on the 
1941 village map), and donated some adjacent land on which the Jaquith Library was 
built.  In about 1887, Ira was married to Lucy Benton (born in 1838), the sister of Levi 
Benton and daughter of Willard and Mehitabel (Tubbs) Benton.  They too married in 
middle age and had no children.  Ira died in 1912, and “Aunt Lucy” died in 1937 at 
the age of 99 years. 

 
Mary Ann (Wooster) Jaquith 

(1833 – 1895) 
 

Mary Ann was the 
daughter of Daniel and 
Hannah (Blaisdell) Wooster.  
She lived at home and cared 
for them until the death of her 
father in 1864.  She was a 
teacher in the village school 
about 1859. 

Andrew and Mary Ann 
married in middle age, and 
had no children.  They were 
buried in the Wooster annex 
of the Marshfield village 
cemetery. 

 
 

Andrew J. H. Jaquith 
(1840 – 1895) 
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The Village Store 

 
 

 There have been many stores in Marshfield Village 
over the years, but the most persistent has been the one 
pictured here which is now known as The Village Store, 
and is owned by John and Jean Bernek (G.& F. Wooster, 
1870).  The store has been in business since it was 
constructed in 1864 by George and Frank Wooster, “The 
Wooster Boys,”  who were business partners for 63 
consecutive years.  Prior to the construction of the new 
store, the site was a sand and gravel bank and also served 
as a ball field for the village, there being no bandstand and 
few other buildings in the area at the time. 

To the west of the new store building were some horse 
sheds with a Masonic hall above (visible in the picture at 
left). 

George and Francis Wooster were born in Walden, the 
sons of Daniel and Hannah (Blaisdell) Wooster.  They had 
a brother Steven who settled the farm where Belmont 
Pitkin now lives (J. S. Wooster on the 1870 map), and a 
sister Mary Ann, who married Andrew Jaquith and was a 
benefactress of the Jaquith Public Library. 

For six years before 1864, the Woosters conducted 
their business in the building visible to the left of the store 
(built in 1853 by Stephen Pitkin, Jr. as a starch factory).  
There they had a store, grist mill,  cider mill, and clover 
mill (for making shoe pegs), and, in a separate building, a 
starch factory.  After moving to the new building they 
operated a cheese factory in the old building from 1778 to 
1881.   The Wooster boys also conducted farming 
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enterprises during their long partnership, 
sometimes owning as many as 100 head 
of cattle and horses.  George served as 
postmaster for a few years, and was town 
representative in 1879-80. 

In 1891 they sold the new building to 
Elbridge Gilman and moved back into 
their old quarters.   

 
Elbridge Gilman was the son of 

George Avara and Miriam (Wheeler) 
Gilman.  He graduated from Norwich in 
1889, one of the first college graduates 
from this town.  He returned to Marshfield 
and in 1891 purchased the Wooster Store, 
which he operated until his death in 1938.  
During the latter part of that time he 
served the town as town clerk and 
treasurer.  He was one of Marshfield’s 
rare Democrats, but ran as a Republican 

for the office of Town Representative which he held for a term of one year.  Elbridge took a correspondence course in pharmaceuticals 
and served the town of Marshfield as a druggist.  He was married first to Minnie Rowe, and they had four children;  Beryl, who 
married Frank E. Brown, Albert, Arthur, and Raymond.  Elbridge married second Mrs. Martha Carpenter, widow of Oliver Carpenter 
and daughter of Henry D. and Josephine (Ainsworth) Dwinell. 
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The Danville Road 

 
Eli Pitkin (above, left) stands in front of his house on the Danville Road about 1890 (E. Pitkin on the 1870 village map). 

 
Eli Pitkin was born in Marshfield in 1828, the 

son of Edwin and Olive (Dwinell) Pitkin.  He 
married Lydia Bemis, the daughter of Dan, Jr. and 
Mary (Morse) Bemis.  He built this house in 1861.  
It was the first house beyond the village cemetery on 
the Danville road.  He also built the house at the 
village sawmill, which he owned and operated with 
his twin brother, Levi,  and then built the house on 
the Cabot road now owned by Gemma Yamamoto 
(Mrs. A. Eddy, 1870).  

Eli served as a Corporal and Sergeant in 
Company C, 13th regiment of Vermont Volunteers 
from October, 1862  until July, 1863.  This company 
was engaged at the battle of Gettysburg.  He was a 
Republican until his disgust with the corruption in 
the Grant administration caused him to become a 
Democrat.  He was an ardent supporter of the 
Universalist church, and for a time he served on the 
board of trustees of Goddard Seminary, a four-year 
Universalist preparatory school.  He worked as a 
lumberman, surveyor, and farmer.  Lydia and Eli 
had four children; Carrie, Mary, Lizzie, and Ozias.  
Eli died in 1894, and Lydia in 1909. 

Eli S. Pitkin Lydia Austin (Bemis) Pitkin 
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The house was purchased after Lydia Pitkin’s death by Albert E. and Kate (West) Lamberton.  Albert was the son of Obediah and 
Irene (Bullock) Lamberton.  Kate was the daughter of Albert and Elizabeth (Gove) West.  She is pictured below, standing on the porch 
which they added along with the second story dormers.  Albert and Kate lived formerly on the river road where the Roberts family 
now lives, and also at the Town farm on Creamery Street.  Albert played clarinet in the Marshfield Band for many years. 

Subsequent owners have included Fred and Mary Houghton, Guy Boyce, William Mullaney, Sherwood and Rose Sanville, Gerald 
and Christine Burkhark, and Ansel (“Whitey”) and Mamie Quintin. The house was burned by the Marshfield Fire Department 
sometime after 1980 as a training exercise.  The lot is now vacant. 

 

 
A. E. Lamberton house at left, Harvey Sulham’s at right.  Picture taken about 1920. 
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“I didn’t go to St. Johnsbury until 
nineteen hundred and two. The road 
was altogether different than the road 
between here and Montpelier.  It 
wasn’t as well traveled and as well 
kept either.  Very few people went.  It 
was very seldom that anyone went to 
St. Johnsbury from here.  That was in 
nineteen hundred and two.”  

-- Edith Burnham, 1974 
 
 

The Ash Mears place (below) burned October 28, 1936 when owned by Al Tibbetts.  The loss was estimated at $3000.  The barn 
and house (which stood across the road) are identified as A. G. Mears on the 1870 map.  The snow roller and sleigh are headed up the 
hill toward Danville.  The photo was taken February 12, 1921. 

The house shown at right was 
owned in 1858 by Andrew English.  
Later owners included James Newton, 
Charles Bullock, B. Twiss, one of the 
Bemis families, and Earl Curtis.  
David Rogers now lives on the site (B. 
Twiss on the 1870 village map). 
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The farmhouse shown in this Lonnie Adams photo burned shortly before 1900 and was replaced with the house shown below.  

For many years this was the home of Samuel and Jane (Lamberton) Cole (H. Cole on the 1870 town map).  The second house burned 
April 15, 1927 as described in the accompanying article.  It is now known as Water Tower Farm. 

 

Jane Lamberton Cole 
 

 

MARSHFIELD 
A. H. Bartlett’s House, on Cole Farm, So-Called, Burned 

The two-and-one-half-story house on the farm of A. H. Bartlett, known as the Cole farm, 
at the head of Molly’s falls, burned to the ground Friday afternoon in a heavy west wind.  The 
fire started from a chimney, which burned out, sparks dropping into the shingles.  As soon as 
Mr. Bartlett discovered the fire, he gave the alarm over the telephone.  In a very short time an 
army of townspeople were on the spot, together with the Marshfield fire pump, which began 
pumping water from the brook nearby.  The large barns were soon wet down to keep them from 
catching from the sparks.  The Cabot fire company was also soon at the fire and with the 
combined efforts of the two fire companies the fire was confined to the house, which was a 
large, modern structure, but owing to the heavy wind which fanned the flames, it was 
impossible to save the house.  Nearly all the furniture was removed.  The building was insured.  
Mr. Bartlett, although not fully decided on his future plans, thinks he will rebuild. 
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Looking back down the Danville 
road from near the top of Molly’s falls 
toward the village.  The Al Tibbetts farm 
is visible at the center of the photo. 

Lower Left:  The Kellogg dam, it is 
supposed, was located on Molly’s Brook 
near the Marshfield-Cabot town line. 

 Below:  The old Joseph Smith farm, 
more recently occupied by Earl Porter, is 
actually in the town of Cabot, below the 
Marshfield Reservoir and across the brook 
from the road to Danville.  The buildings are 
all gone now, except for the house, which has 
been incorporated into a larger new home 
recently built by Grant McClellan and 
Gemma Yamamoto. 
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The Cabot Road 
 
 
 For many years after the settlement of 
Marshfield, there were no houses in the 
village on the Cabot road.  The Ira Bemis 
house, (visible to the right of the library in 
the photo at left) was the last dwelling 
shown on that road on the 1858 village 
map.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
At left in this photo (circa 1905) is 

the Burnham home (Ernest Lamberton, 
1940).  At right is the Frank Cole house 
(Sam Norris, 1940).  The two young 
ladies in the road are Leola Taft and 
Zenith Bemis. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Below:  Looking up the valley toward 
Lower Cabot from near the top of Molly’s 
Falls.  The barn near the left of the photo 
was part of the Lucius Nute farm  (C. 
Sawyer, 1870). 
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 Right:  Anna Burnham and her mother at their 
home on the Cabot Road (Mrs. J. W. Mears on the 
1941 village map).  The house is now occupied by 
Marion Ennis and George Hebert.  Anna was 
superintendant of schools in Marshfield 1908-1913. 

 

 

 

 Center:  Ozias and Olive Pitkin in front of the 
house built after 1860 by his father Eli (Mrs. A. Eddy 
on the 1870 village map).  The house was owned at 
various times by Loren Shepard, Josiah Mears, Warren 
and Clara Fifield, the Pitkins, and most recently by the 
Yamamoto family.  This photo was taken after 1935. 

 

 

 Below:  Lucius and Nettie Nute in their yard (C. 
Sawyer on the 1870 map).  Lucius Nute was a civil 
war veteran.  He operated a livery for many years, and 
was also the Marshfield station agent for the 
Montpelier and Wells River Railroad.  Nettie (Darling) 
Miller, his third wife, was the mother, by a previous 
marriage, of Lou (Mrs. Ivan) Carpenter.  The place is 
now owned by Bill Livendale. 

 

 



 53 

Frank Cole House 

 
 

Frank Willard Cole married Mary “Bella” Cameron of Marshfield, daughter of Arch and Mary (Pike) Cameron. They lived in this 
house on the Cabot road, where Frank had a blacksmith shop (Sam Norris, 1941 village map).  Bella is shown above with her 
daughter, Harriet Cole Prouty.  Harriet was married to Fred Prouty, a hardware salesman in Marshfield.  They lived in the house next 
to the church at the top of the hill, now owned by Vaughn and Bess Powers.  Their daughter Mrs. Helen Tracy was an avid collector of 
Marshfield photos and memorabilia.  In 1976 she wrote of Frank and Bella:  “After the Civil War, my grandmother dragged my 
grandfather to Vermont.  He always hated it and used to ‘commiserate with’ Mrs. George Wooster who was also from the Boston area.  
His father, a side judge with a long white beard and a tall silk hat, owned a foundry in Newton, Mass.  They made the grates for 
Charlestown prison, the fence around Wellesley and Lasell campuses, etc.  In Marshfield, he opened a blacksmith shop.  I hardly 
remember him or the shop but I remember the smell of the horses hoofs.” 

 
 At left are Harriet and her brother Arch, driving a goat in front 
of the house identified as M. Woodcock on the 1870 map.  
 

 Below is Bella’s mother, Mary Pike Cameron, daughter of 
John Pike and Lydia Smith.  She was born in Marshfield in 1831, 
died in 1914.  She was married to Arch Cameron.  Her sister, 
Kate, had married Arch’s brother, John, in 1841. 
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Molly’s Falls 
 

As a power producing natural resource, Molly’s Falls is unequalled anywhere in Marshfield.  Though it has a modest watershed 
of only about 26 square miles, Molly’s Brook drops 180 feet in a distance of 165 yards just before joining the Winooski River.  This 
vertical drop was long recognized as a source of great power, but for the first 100 years of the town’s settlement, it appears not to have 
been harnessed for any commercial use.  Some early histories of the town refer to a Clover mill, built by Stephen Pitkin, which may 
have been located on these falls, but the first known business to locate there was when Byron Pitkin (a great-grandson of Stephen) 
built a cider mill at the top of the falls about 1892.  In the last century, the roar of Molly’s Falls could always be heard in the village, a 
mile downstream. 

 
By's Runner 

 
Yes, that mass of rusty iron standing by the station gate 
Brings a message and a lesson from some long forgotten date. 
Some old man perhaps will tell you of a mill among the trees 
Where today a mossy stone heap is the only thing he sees. 
There the big and burly Byron with his beard of flaming red 
Stood beside his hopper, that the bending orchards fed. 
From his press the golden cider in a tide untrammeled flowed 
Down the necks of thirsty neighbors far along the Danville 
 road. 
But his pitcher has been busted now full many a thirsty day 
And his barrel staves have mingled with the dust of long decay.  
Now the Molly Falls that roared is a dry and silent ledge 
With the softly rustling alders leaning over at its edge; 
For a new and different master labors now the mountain stream  
In a living realization of Young Beckley's wildest dream. 
So the young forget the ancient as they almost always do 
And to cheer a thirsty neighbor there is only three point two.* 
      F. M. Eastman 
* three point two percent alcohol in the beer of prohibition days 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NEW INDUSTRY 
 
Now In Operation at Marshfield, A 
$10,000 Company Organized 
 
MARSHFIELD, Vt., Oct 16, 1901 – For 
some time a movement has been on foot 
looking to the organization of a company 
with the purpose in view of harnessing 
Molly’s Falls and by the power to be 
thereby obtained, furnish electric light 
and power for this place, Cabot and 
Plainfield. 
 In mid-summer it became apparent 
to M. E. Beckley, who now owns a plant 
furnishing electric lights for this place, 
the he must seek more extensive power in 

order to satisfy the increasing demand for 
light.  He at once opened negotiations 
looking to the purchase of Molly’s falls.  
In this he so far succeeded as to be sure 
of 200 to 300 horse power and he then 
decided to invite four of the leading men 
of the place to join with him in putting in 
a plant upon a large scale, purchase the 
remainder of the falls and supply the 
demand for light and power for this and 
the other places above mentioned.  
Matters were in a progressive state and a 
charger had been applied for when the 
withdrawal of some of the interested 
parties quashed the movement.  Nothing 
daunted by these reverses, Mr. Beckley 
kept quietly at work and soon interested a 
party in Hanover, N. H. in the enterprise 

and who believed in the success of it 
sufficiently to be willing to furnish 
considerable of the necessary machinery 
and take pay for same in stock if a 
company could be organized.  Mr. 
Beckley at once commenced a canvass 
for the sale of stock in shares of $100.00 
each and in less than a week had pledges 
for the full amount required.  The first 
meeting of the stockholders was held at 
Mr. Beckley’s store, Monday afternoon, 
October 7, at which the following 
directors were chosen:  M. E. Beckley, J. 
W. Mears, O. D. Cole, M. D. Warren of 
Cabot and Fred Perrin of Plainfield.  
Immediately after adjournment of the 
stockholder’s meeting the directors held a 
meeting and elected the following 

Byron Pitkin’s Mill at the top of Molly’s Falls 
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officers:  J. W. Mears, president; O. D. 
Cole, vice president; M. E. Beckley, 
secretary; M. D. Warren, treasurer; M. E. 
Beckley, business manager, and I. M. 
Frost of Montpelier, consulting engineer.  
Mr. Beckley was directed to go to 
Lowell, Mass., and purchase B. P. 
Pitkin’s interest in the falls which he did 
the latter part of last week, which now 
gives the company possession of the 
entire fall of 200 feet or more from the 
Danville road to Winooski river, with the 
exception of a small fall just below the 
Danville road which is of no great 

material use to the enterprise and 
continues to be held at a very high figure. 
 Under the direction of Mr. Beckley, 
who wielded an ax striking the first 
preparatory blow, the work of clearing 
the land preparatory to laying of the pen 
stock and erection of the power house 
was commenced Tuesday morning and 
the work will from now on be pushed as 
rapidly as possible to completion.  It is 
hoped to have at least a part of the plant 
in operation before the close of the 
present year. 
 It is impossible to calculate how far 
reaching this enterprise, started by the 

tireless, energetic hustling of Mr. 
Beckley may be, but the outlook now is 
very flattering.  It is claimed by men 
utilizing the rushing waters to generate 
electricity, that the future of 
manufacturing is destined to be largely 
controlled by electric power, because it 
can be supplied at a lower rate than any 
other and is more convenient.  If this is 
so, the shores of the rivers where waters 
go tumbling over the rocks will be the 
places to build the factories of the future.  
With this power within her borders, 
Marshfield certainly should reap her 
share of the prosperity of the future. 

 

Birdseye view of Merton Beckley’s generating plant at Molly’s Falls 

 
 By 1902, Beckley’s company had expanded its lines and become the Molly’s Falls Electric Light Company which served many 
homes in the area.  Marjorie Townsend recalled her mother calling the company in the evening from her home (now Goddard College 
in Plainfield)  and complaining “Our lights are getting dim.  Could you please let some more water through the dam?”  Within a half 
hour the lights would brighten.  Mrs. Townsend said that her father went to visit the plant shortly after it opened.  He apparently 
thought it was amusing, and reported to his family that it looked as though Beckley had whittled it out of wood. 
 In 1915, Beckley’s company went out of business and Beckley himself moved to Groton, where he was active in the formation of 
the Molly’s Falls Telephone Company.  Green Mountain Power Corporation eventually acquired Molly’s Falls, and constructed 
reservoirs at South Cabot and Peacham Pond.  From these impoundments, the water is channeled through a penstock to a generating 
plant at the base of the falls.  No more power was produced at the site until 1927, when the new generating plant was complete.   From 
that time, Molly’s Falls has been silent. 
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Creamery Street 

 
Creamery (Brook) Street, looking south.   Hiram Wilson’s house (1941) is at right.  Across the brook is the house now owned by Tom 

Maclay which was built as a tannery for Henry and Hiram Goodwin’s shoe shop. 
 
 

Below:  Looking up Creamery Street after the hurricane of September 22, 1938. 
 

 
Creamery Street, so named for 

the creamery which operated there 
for many years, was formerly known 
as Brook Street, and prior to that, as 
Johnny Cake Street.  Ira Edson wrote 
in 1935:  “Henry Goodwin 
[proprietor of Goodwin’s shoe shop 
on the corner of Main Street] lived in 
a long rambling one-story set of 
buildings where the creamery now 
stands.  In the middle of the 
forenoon Henry would go to his 
house and return to the shop eating a 
piece of Johnny cake and a pickle.  
Hence, the name.  And if I happened 
to be in the shop, he would throw the 
end of the pickle at my bare feet.” 
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Kate Lamberton, wife of Albert 

Lamberton, stands in front of her house 
on Creamery Street, now the Christ 
Covenant Ministries school.  This farm 
was previously the home of Dr. Town, 
and later of Burt Lewis (1941 village 
map). 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

The predecessor to the house shown at right 
was the home of Henry Goodwin, which Ira Edson 
recalled as “a long rambling one-story set of 
buildings.”  

 

This house was known as the Bancroft house 
(D. Bancroft on the 1870 village map), after Daniel 
and Daphne Bancroft, who later lived in a building 
on Main St., where they operated a medical 
laboratory.    

 
Charles and Cora Preston were living in the 

house when it burned about 1887.  This was the 
first of four fires of which Cora was a survivor.  
This is the site later occupied by the Marshfield 
Creamery. 

 Left:  The Marshfield Cornet Band 
assembles in a wagon at the intersection of 
Creamery and Main streets, perhaps in 
preparation for a parade.  Notice the four-
horse hitch.  The house shown here is now 
owned by Ed and Cheryl LeTourneau (site 
of the Cooper Shop in 1858).  This building 
served for a few years as the Creamery 
before the construction of the larger facility 
next door. 
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Marshfield Co-operative Creamery 

 
 
The Marshfield Creamery (Buttrick’s Milk Sta., 1941 village map), operated as 

a farmers’ co-operative, was for many years at the hub of Marshfield’s economy.  
Every day farmers came to the village with their cream (and later milk).  This not 
only created an opportunity for farmers to socialize with each other, it brought them 
in daily proximity to the stores and mills which were located in the village. 

The creamery was owned for a number of years by Charles Lilley, and later by 
the David Buttrick Company. 
 

Following are the recollections of Dwight Clark, who worked for a time with 
Charles Lilley:   
 

“Charlie Lilley owned that creamery when he sold it to Buttrick.  I tell you how 
he owned it.  During the depression the farmers were hard up for money and they’d 
go down and ‘Charlie, can I, need to borrow a little money.’  And Charlie’d say, 
‘You’ve got a little stock here haven’t you? You want to sell it?’  Usually they’d sell 
it.  He bought the stock and actually he got it all.  He got all the stock where he 
owned that Marshfield creamery and he sold it to Buttrick. 

“I’ll  tell you about Charlie Lilley.  The boys liked to get done work early and 
Charlie told them, he says, ‘You boys hurry up and get the work done.’ Well they’d 
hurry up and get it done and they could go home.  And Charlie told me, he says, 
‘You know, I was buying salt by the car load in barrels. During World War One they 
weren’t watching us too close.  When you can sell salt and moisture for a dollar a 
pound,’ he says, ‘You can make a little money.’ You see they didn’t work the butter 
[enough], he hurried them up to get done.  He didn’t want them to work, he wanted 
to leave the moisture in it see.  He says when you can sell salt and moisture for a 
dollar a pound you can make money.  Charlie made some money there, you see, that 
way.” 
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The River Road 

 
 

 
 

 

 The first house on the left looking down 
the river road (above, now Route 2) was 
owned in 1941 by Etta (Bemis) Powers.  It 
originally stood on the other side of Creamery 
Brook, next to the cooper shop which appears 
on the 1858 village map.  The second house 
was built by Ellis Preston, and was occupied 
in 1941 by Mrs. Rossie Darling.  Barely 
visible beyond that is the house occupied in 
1941 by Henry Hartson.  All of these 
buildings are now gone.  On the right side of 
the road are the 1941 homes of Mrs. Abbie 
Brown, and John Weir, with a barn standing 
between.  This photo was taken about 1905. 
 
 Upper right:  The same section of street 
looking from the other direction.  The three 
buildings on the river side of the road were all 
removed for the purpose of widening the 
highway. 
 
 
 Right:  Looking toward the village along 
the old river road, before it was moved away 
from the river.  The Earl Smith farmhouse 
(1941 village map) can be seen to the left of 
the road.  The highway was not paved until 
1932. 
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 Above is Riverside Farm (D. B. Wooster, 
1870).  The house burned about 1960, and was 
replaced with the smaller structure recently owned 
by George and Gail Twine.  Dan and Hannah 
Wooster were the parents of George, Frank, J. 
Stephen, and Dan Wooster, and Mary Ann 
(Wooster) Jaquith.   After the Woosters left the 
farm, it was owned by Clarence Glidden, Sidney 
Lowry, and later by Milton Northrup.  
 
 Below:  Betty and Ted Brown enjoy a view of 
the river valley from near the Frank E. Brown 
farmhouse (Delmar Stone on the 1940 map).  

 The building shown above 
was built by Jacob Putnam in 
1837 on the site of the “Halfway 
House,” a tavern opened by 
Captain James English in 1811.  
It was later owned by A. G. 
Mears, and still later by Obediah 
Lamberton and his sons, Moses 
and Albert.  Ernest Rosebrook 
was the owner when the building 
burned in the 1920’s.   The site is 
identified as A. F. Putnam on the 
1858 town map.  The Roberts 
family currently lives on the site. 
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Henry Dwinell Place 

The Dwinell family, from left:  Mary, Aurelia, Stella, Josephine, Henry D. B., Bess (with baby Maurice Mears), and Henry A. Dwinell 
(place identified as Mrs. Henry Dwinell on the 1940 map). 

 
Henry D. B. Dwinell was born in 1856, the son of Henry D. and Josephine Betsy (Ainsworth) Dwinell.  He married Aurelia V. 

Luce, the daughter of Stafford and Vespercia (Nutting) Luce.  Henry and Aurelia were the third generation on this farm, and they built 
the house and barn shown here.  The round barn burned about 1947, and the house is now occupied by Gary and Shirley Carter. 
 Henry D. B. and Aurelia had five children who survived to adulthood.  Henry A., the oldest, married Clara Tetrault and lived on 
the family farm.  Bess (or Betsy) 
married Clyde Mears.  They lived in 
Marshfield for a while.  Mary died at 
the age of 23.  Stella married Delmar 
Stone and stayed in Marshfield.  
Josephine married Edwin Salls (or 
Saals) of Walden.  A son Edward 
died at three years of age. 
 A sister of Henry D. B., Sarah, 
married Frank Walker.  One of their 
three sons, Lawrence, was adopted by 
Charles and Celia Adams.  He was a 
merchant and photographer in town at 
the turn of the century. 
 

This may have been the only round 
barn in the town of Marshfield.  The 
top of the cupola may be seen above 

the roof of the house (above). 
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Lyndes Farm 

 

 Alp Adams Lyndes was born in 
1872, the son of James Lyndes and 
Sarah Jane (Jennie) Legg.  James was a 
lawyer, and at one time was the mayor 
of LaCrosse, Wisconsin.  He died at 
the age of forty-seven, when Alp was 
only five years old. 

Alp operated a livery stable in 
Plainfield for a few years, and then 
farmed for forty years in Calais, Cabot, 
and Marshfield.  He married Flora 
Evelyn Hill (“Folie”), the daughter of 
Horace and Augusta (Glidden) Hill.  
They had four sons, Stanley, Elery, 
Merton, and Arthur.  There was also a 
daughter Doris, who died at the age of 
ten in 1917. 

Before purchasing Echo Dale 

Farm, the Lyndes family lived for a short time 
where the Jurkiewicz family now resides (T. 
Blaisdell, 1940), and before that they owned the 
Ide farm in Cabot just across the road from 
where Roger and Polly Lawrence now live (G. 
S. Spencer, 1870).  

Stanley, who had something of an artistic 
bent, married Evelyn Martin of Plainfield and 
later worked as an industrial arts instructor in 
Massachusetts.  He drew a small booklet of 
pictures from the memories of his childhood on 
the Ide farm in Cabot.  Some of the booklet was 
published in the Proceedings of the Vermont 
Historical Society.  Stanley died in 1975. 

Elery, called “Pussie” by his brothers, was 
the oldest of the boys.  He married Eunice 
Stevens of Glover, and became editor of the 
Rochester, New Hampshire Courier.  He died in 
1967.  

Above:  Echo Dale Farm circa 1930.  Shown as Arthur Lyndes on the 1940 map, and J. D. Lance in 1870.  Below:  Arthur, 
Merton, Stanley, Elery, and Alp Lyndes with Stanley’s son Milton.   Bottom of page:  Alp with a bull 
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 Merton married Pauline Burbank of Cabot, and they purchased the farm which had formerly belonged to Folie’s parents, Horace 
and Augusta Hill.  Merton died in 1946 at the age of 46.   Pauline remained on the farm and married John Welch.  
 Arthur, or Bill, as he was better known, was the youngest child, and the one who stayed on the farm.  He married Alda Mears, 
daughter of Merrill and Abbie (Foster) Mears of 
Marshfield.   They farmed at Echo Dale for over 20 
years and then turned the operation of the farm over to 
their daughter Barbara and her husband, Charles 
Bickford, who built a house on the site of the old 
townhouse.  Bill worked as director of maintenance at 
Goddard College for many years.  He died in 1972. 

 Above:  The old town house on the Lyndes 
farm.  Town meetings were held here for many 
years.  Right:  Agriculture students from Cabot 

and Marshfield visit Echo Dale.  Below left:  
Folie Lyndes with Stanley’s daughter Jean.  

Below right:  Sugarhouse on the Lyndes farm. 
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King School 

 
The King School, 1887-88, Susan Atkins, Teacher (identified in Plainfield history as 1892). 

 
 “There it stood about thirty feet back from the river road, about one hundred rods from Perkins sawmill facing Jerusalem, Lord’s Hill and Onion 
River (Winooski River, the real name in Indian language meant wild onions, so it was called Onion River locally for a long time) on the east, and 
Kings Hill on the west, the traditional ‘red schoolhouse,’ District No. 11 in Marshfield, Vermont.  The schoolhouse was about thirty by thirty-six feet 
with a ‘lean-to’ shed for wood.  The schoolhouse was really red once, and had two windows on three sides high up, so you could not look out to see 
the teams go by without stretching your neck and that was not allowed.  The school yard had no grading, even the rocks were just where God had put 
them, and in the pasture back of the schoolhouse there were a plenty - even now there is a large rock at the top of King’s Hill all ready to roll down.  
Only woodchucks have for years had a hole under this rock, and the dirt they have pawed out makes a sort of bank that still keeps the old rock where 
it belongs. 
 “Oh yes, this schoolhouse has one of ‘Chic Sales four holers’ only it didn’t sit under the apple tree, but was located at the back of the 
schoolhouse.  The four ‘holer’ was partitioned off in the middle so there were really two ’two-holers;’ not a very large affair, and quite often some of 
the big boys would tip it over and roll it to a new location.  The door on ‘Chic Sales House’ squeaked when it was opened or closed, and a question 
that was always asked by the school teacher when a boy or girl asked to go out was, ‘Is it necessary?’  So the children got the habit of saying ‘Please 
may I go out? - It is very necessary.’  I am told that now the children communicate to the teacher their desire to leave the room by holding up one or 
two fingers; one finger indicates not urgent, two fingers P.D.Q. 
 “Well, that’s that.  Now about District No. 11. It was composed of the Kings, Perkins, Spencers, Martins, Fitzgeralds, Dows, Maxfields, 
Rushlows, Townsends (lots of them), Hills, and some others I don’t remember.  Altogether there were about twelve to eighteen families.  Their 
children made up the school.  The girls all wore calfskin shoes and the boys leather boots in the winter, and all went bare foot in the summer.  All 
brought their dinner or lunch; all drank from the same water pail and used the same tin cup.  Germs and vitamins were not born at that time, though 
we did have to look out for polliwogs and wigglers in drinking water.  Things that we couldn’t see didn’t bother any of us.  The water was brought 
from ‘King’s well,’ and the privilege of passing water was a reward given to the scholar who behaved the best. 
 “Herman Townsend was usually elected for school committee, and at the proper time would set out with the old buckskin mare and buckboard 
to interview the prospects.  For days and days he would scour the country for a teacher.  Sometimes the pay was as much as four dollars per week and 
board.  Probably why ‘Herm,’ as he was called, was school committee so long was because he usually got a surprisingly good teacher. 
 “The qualifications were not much; anyone who could do the Vermont rule in arithmetic, and name the states could get a teacher’s certificate, 
but the committee looked more to general principles, - more like they were adopting someone into their family, because the teachers those days were 
the whole push, and the boys and girls who went to school long enough to go through the Greenleaf’s Arithmetic, the Geography, Munroe Reader 
and Grammar, got quite an education. 
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 “There were no grades; the student could go in any class, that is, first class in arithmetic, second class, third class, etc.  Also the same 
arrangement in spelling and geography.  If you could not keep up, you simply dropped back in a class where you could - about like a horse race. No 
one was held back and the pride of the scholar and the help of the teacher usually kept the boy or girl in the class where he or she belonged. 
 “Here are some of the things I remember and are really true.  Ernest Spicer - one of our school characters - came in late one morning (nothing 
unusual for a walk of two miles or more) put his dinner pail on the long side seat, (no moveable furniture except teacher’s chair) started across the 
floor to his seat in the back of the room, when halfway across he stubbed his toe on a knot in the floor, stopped short, picked up his foot and seeing 
the blood ooze out under his toe nail, he let a yell you could hear for miles.  Teacher said, ‘What is the matter, Ernest?’  ‘Stubbed my toe on the G-- 
D—knot,’ he replied.  You see Ernest couldn’t learn much in books, yet he had a way of bawling and swearing that I never forgot.  With tears 
standing on his fat cheeks his first blast would be like steam escaping from a locomotive whistle, and then followed by a bellowing sound that I can’t 
describe.  Perhaps a river steamboat whistle comes as near to it as anything that I have ever heard, only there would be an echo that would come back 
from the hills. 
 “The desks were made of wide birch boards; just one wide board for the top of the desk, the seats and backs were wide boards also, thirty inches 
or more in width - made quite like the modern desks now in use.  You may find a few of these in use for summer seats in the homes of some of the 
people that live in this district.  The scholars had carved deep in the desks, railroads, pictures, and hearts with arrows that had a meaning, and some 
letters - all cut deep.  Remember? 
 “A toad lived under this schoolhouse.  He used to come out between the underpinning stones and wink his eyes.  He had warts on his back, not 
unlike the knots in the floor.  We thought he was what caused the warts to grow on our fingers.  Maybe ‘twas so, I don’t know - but we also thought 
if we rubbed a piece of salt pork on a wart and buried the pork where no one knew, the warts would go away.  We also were sure that if we had a side 
ache after running too hard, it could be cured by spitting on a small smooth stone and putting it back, spit side down, where we found it, the pain 
would go away. 
 “We had good teachers, all of them, Laura Gale, Clara Pike, Alice Martin, Susie Hollister, Anna Spencer, and Clara Davis, who put me under 
her desk because I couldn’t remember the letter H.   Laura Gale, who taught several terms of school in District No. 11, was one of the very best 
teachers we had. I wish I could describe her to you so you could see her as I remember.  She could look at a boy or girl in such a way with her big 
brown, watery eyes, and give a smile that you could remember long after you had got through going to school.  Perhaps you can remember someone 
like that, I hope so.  Not especially handsome, but a face that keeps coming back; just like the look that the woodchuck gave us when we helped 
Zack, the dog, get him out of the stone wall.  He seemed to say, ‘Why don’t you boys play the game fair?,’ and he did it all with his eyes, remember? 

“The first thing the teacher taught a beginner was the ABCs.  After we got so we could say the alphabet the teacher would say, ‘now find G’ or 
‘point out L.’  Most of the beginners could learn the letters and read some by the end of the first term.  We all learned to read by saying the letters 
that composed the word out loud at first, then after a little we would whisper the letters.  Perhaps this method helped to make good spellers but 
certainly slow readers for a long time.  Also I am wondering if it was one reason for so many stuttering grown-ups.  We had a lot of them in District 
No. 11. 
 “ In the year 1892 the old red school house was torn down and a new one built on the same spot only a little farther back from the road.  This 
same Herm Townsend built this new school house, but none of the boys I am writing about ever went to the new school.  In recent years the families 
in this same district, through their own efforts, have put in a basement containing a dining room, a good heating plant, electric lights and a nice hard 
wood floor.  All paid for by the splendid team work of the people of this same neighborhood.  Such cooperation and hard work makes this one of the 
best one room school houses in the valley of the Winooski River. 
 “Perhaps I am thinking of those kind old people with a mind that is partial, there are probably lots of neighborhoods just like the King district.  
They are all gone now, the Kings, Perkins, Spencers, Townsends, Martins, Fitzgeralds, Dows, Maxfields and Rushlows, all gone and somehow I am 
not sorry. 
 “Whenever you happen to go St. Johnsbury way on U.S. Route No. 2, just park for a few minutes in the first school yard you come to after 
leaving Plainfield.  This is our old District No. 11, now known as King's School.  There you will see ‘King's Hill’ with the big rock at the top and 
over to the east the Onion River, Lord's Hill and Jerusalem.  You won't see King's peddle cart moving along the sandy road, or ‘Chic Sales’ house 
with its squeaky door, or Jim McMayon with his six horse team load of lumber.  Neither will you hear Dow’s Sawmill, nor the steam whistle of 
Laird's Mill at 6 P.M. telling the bunch of 
‘Canucks’ (Canada Frenchmen) that they 
are through work until six the next 
morning.” 
 

  --Bert H. Townsend, 1943 
 
 
 
 
 
 Right:  The new King School as it 
appeared about 1940.  It is currently 
used as the office of the Washington 
Northeast Supervisory Union (District 
#11 school on the 1870 map). 
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Howard Martin Farm 

 
 
 

Howard Martin was born in Marshfield in 1847, the son of Joshua and Betsy (Shepard) Martin, from 
whom he acquired the farm.  In 1869, he married Lucetta Wooster, the daughter of Stephen and Dorcas 
(Pitkin) Wooster.  They had two sons; Curtis, who later married Mabel Emery, and Stephen who died in 
infancy.  After Lucetta’s death Howard married her aunt Anna (Orcutt) Pitkin,  widow of Daniel Pitkin.  
Howard and Anna had a son Walter in 1879.  The following (edited) recollections of the Martin family 
were written by Bert Herman Townsend in 1943: 
 

 “When father had to go to the village for something, he could never get past Howard Martin’s house without 
stopping to talk.  Howard was brought up on the Vermont Watchman, a Republican weekly and Dad’s paper was 
Hiram Atkins' Argus and Patriot, a decidedly democratic weekly.  Well, one time Dad was seated in the buckboard 
and Howard had one foot on the hub of the wheel.  They were having it out on Hayes and Tilden, the candidates for 
President.  Suddenly the old mare heard something like the whip being taken out of the socket.  She jumped.  
Howard tumbled down, and before Dad could gather up the lines he was well on the way to Plainfield.  He didn’t 
seem to be mad at the buckskin, but when he got home he told us kids if we couldn’t drive the horse without using 
the whip he would try it out on us.  We didn’t talk back, in fact we learned never to do that, but Howard told us all 
about it.  He said it was real funny to see Dad and the old buckskin take off down the road so suddenly. 

 
 Top of page:  The Howard Martin barn on 
the River Road (H. Martin on the 1870 town 

map), now owned by the Burroughs family.  The 
house is shown at right.  The highway which 

appears in both pictures is scarcely recognizable 
as the Route 2 we know today. 

 
 Above left: Lucetta Wooster Martin as a 

young woman, sometime between 1865 and 1869. 
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 “Father couldn’t always say just what he thought at the time, he had to spit first.  
It’s quite an accomplishment to spit tobacco juice gracefully and is fast becoming one 
of the lost arts.  
 “Howard didn’t use tobacco, yet he was a good neighbor.  He seemed to 
understand boys, even when his boy Curt and I put a dead woodchuck in a 

hole and fixed it up so it looked like a live one.  Howard was working in the 
field and when he saw the woodchuck he came around on the back side of the 
hole, thinking the chuck would not see him, crept carefully up, and rammed 

the tines of his pitchfork clear through the already dead and helpless 
woodchuck.  Then we laughed.  Howard wasn’t mad when we played tricks 
on him.  He seemed to remember that he was a boy once, and he stayed that 

way as long as he lived. 
 “I remember one time a few years later when Curt and some of us boys were 
playing in Howard Martin’s new barn, someone found a bottle of rum that Howard had 
hidden in a grain bin.  Most farmers used to have some spirits for haying, also when 
they washed sheep.  Some of the people who thought it wrong to drink rum used to put 
Snakeroot and Thoroughwort brew in it and called it ‘bitters’ that would help 
rheumatism, also a preventative for colds.  Anyhow we took Howard’s rum and mixed 
it with corn meal and gave it all to the turkeys and hens.  They put on a good show for 
us kids, trying to fly and light on the barnyard fence.  Their judgement of distance was 
bad. 
 “Sometime later Howard missed his rum and we saw him hunting for something 
in the hog house.  Curt said, ‘Whatchy looking for, Dad?’ His father replied that he had 
some medicine in the grain box and it was gone.  'Perhaps that damn Frenchman that 
was working in the sugar place stole it’  Curt said, ‘Probably.’ 
 “When the Superintendent visited school one day he talked on ‘Physiology and 
Hygiene.’  That was a book the Women's Christian Temperance Union furnished and 

all schools had to study it.  Well, the Superintendent gave a nice interesting talk on the effect of alcohol on the stomach (He pronounced it stomic).  
Curt Martin said, ‘Stomic – Christ!’  He was a little boy then and he was just thinking out loud, but everyone laughed, except the superintendent and 
the teacher.  She said,  ‘I’m very much ashamed of you, Curtis.’  We had never heard it pronounced that way before.  One time Curt was telling of 
the bad effect of tobacco.  He said,  ‘There is enough nicotine in one cigar if placed on a dog’s tongue to kill a man.’  He was always getting things 
twisted, did it on purpose to make the boys laugh. He didn’t get punished for he was always ‘so sorry and didn’t mean to.’ 
 “To mention some of the girls:  Mabel Emery and Flora Hill were something like the ‘Two Little Girls in Blue.’  I really believe that at 
sometime every boy in school was in love with them.  Don’t think it had much effect on the girls, but the boys were hard hit.  My brother Fred 
seemed to fare better with the girls than the other boys.  He really did manage to walk part way home from school with Mabel, tho’ he didn’t live on 
that road.  He sometimes went home with her from paring bees and parties.  Fred and Mabel seemed to think a lot of each other.  They grew more 
bold and Fred actually went to see Mabel in her own home.  That was his first 
and I suspect his last call.  Their juvenile love suddenly went cold when Harris 
[Eaton], the stern foster parent of Mabel, suddenly appeared. 
 “Harris was a character.  He wore chin whiskers that had a peculiar way of 
turning upwards toward his face, sometimes like a fish hook, and of reddish 
brown color.  Harris had only one eye that made him different from anyone else 
in the neighborhood.  That one eye would open and shut like a corn planter in 
action when he was excited.  Harris said, ‘Yee see, you know, by God, this sorter 
thing has got to stop, it has.  Fred may be all right but there is a damn 
disagreeable element in that Townsend tribe and Mabel ain’t going to get mixed 
up with them, she ain’t.’ 
 “Harris had a peculiar way of repeating the last few words of his statements 
to make them carry more power.  Harris married rather late in life.  He and his 
bride made a dooryard call at our house and while his wife was visiting with 
mother, Harris told father in a low voice not intended for us kids, ‘You see, you 
know, Herman, she kinder took my eye, she did.’ 
 “That way of expressing his feelings made a by-word for us kids for a long 
time.  I always supposed that the reason Harris had for not liking the ‘Townsend 
tribe’ was because father was a Democrat and Harris was a Republican, but my 
brother Fred believed the real reason why Harris objected to Mabel seeing him 
was when Harris was building his new house and father was working for him, 
father was slacking lime for the plasterer; they always used a big wooden box 
and a long handled hoe to mix the correct portion of lime, sand and hair - a very 
particular job to get it just right.  When lime and water are mixed it is hot; in fact 
it boils just like thick molasses.  Harris was standing by the mixing box and 
father was working the hoe when a big gob of hot lime and sand landed right in 
the top of Harris’ boot.  Harris yelled, ‘What in hell and damnation you trying to 
do?’ and pulled his boot off as quickly as possible.  It didn’t help the situation 
any for all the help laughed.” 

Curtis Martin, who married Mabel Emery, ward 
of Harris Eaton, and sister of Herb Emery.  

Curtis and Mabel resided on the old Eaton farm 
(S. Eaton on the 1870 map). 

Harris Eaton, foster parent of Mabel Emery. 
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The Fifield Farm 
 
Left: Warren and Clara 
(Severance) Fifield in 
front of their farm near 
Plainfield Village about 
1910.  Warren had 
previously operated the 
hotel in Cabot village.  
After leaving the farm, 
they made their home in 
Marshfield village, on 
the Cabot road.  Warren 
died in 1929 and Clara 
in 1932. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
The buildings pictured here were built by William 

Martin (1870 map) prior to 1870 at a cost of about 
$8000. 

The house and barns were all destroyed  by fire on 
September 23, 1922, shortly after having been 
purchased by Ernest Hutchinson and his family.  All of 
the season’s hay crop was lost, along with several hogs.  
Fortunately, the cows were all out to pasture, and none 
were lost.  Although the fire was discovered while still 
confined to the barn, it soon spread through the 
connected buildings.  The losses were estimated at 
about $20,000. 
 The foundations of some of these buildings are still 
clearly visible in 1998, seventy-six years after the fire. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 Left:  A westerly view of the barns at the Fifield 
farm.  The Plainfield village cemetery is visible at 
the left of the photo. 

 
 Above:  Friends, relatives, and employees 
take a break in this pre-1898 photograph.  
Back; Charles Parker, Gordon Robinson (hired 
hands), Warren Fifield, Flora (Coburn) 
Hollister.  Front;  Clara (Severance) Fifield, 
Tirzah Scales, Jane (Scales) Severance (sister 
of Tirzah and mother of Clara), Unknown. 
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Village Schoolhouse,  1890 - 1929 

 
 

 
The schoolhouse pictured above was built about 1890.  It replaced the “Old Brown Schoolhouse” which had stood on this same 

site since 1852 (indicated as “New School” on the 1858 village map).  This schoolhouse was built originally as a one-story building to 
which an ell was added.  In about 1898 the roof was raised to accommodate a full second story, and still later the roof of the ell was 
raised as shown in the picture below.  The building had four classrooms which were heated with box stoves. In 1929, a  new school 
was built and this building fell into disuse, except for some short service as a residence.  The small building to the left of the school in 
the picture above was used during this century as a fire department, and for a time was used as a garage for a horse drawn hearse. 
 Royce Pitkin wrote in 1976:  “Usually my brothers and sister and I walked to school, about a mile and a half, but occasionally in 
the winter we went with horse and sleigh or pung.  Classes were mainly of the recitation type during which the teacher asked questions 
of the pupils about the readings that had been assigned in the textbooks.  We usually sang as a group for short periods during the day.  
The seats were fastened to the desks and to the floor 
and were arranged in rows.  The rooms were heated 
by wood burning box stoves.  The privy was in a 
building which also housed the wood and one had to 
go outdoors to use it.  One privy was for girls, the 
other for boys.  There was no running water in the 
building.  We went to the house of a neighbor, 
usually Miss Emeroy Benton's, with a pail for 
water.  It was then poured into a small tank from 
which we drew it by a faucet into a drinking cup 
which nearly every pupil used. 
 “We had a recess in the morning from about 
10:30 till 10:45 and one in the afternoon from about 
2:30 till 2:45.  The school day began at 9 and ended 
at 4.  On good weather days we played outdoors 
during recess and noon periods (12 to 1). 



 70 

 
Interior of a classroom in the village school circa 1907.  Royce Pitkin is third from left.  His sister Muriel is at far right in the back.  

The teacher at the back of the room looks like Della Saxby. 
 
 “My first teacher in the 3-room school (later a 4th room was added for the 2 year high school) in Marshfield Village was a Miss 
Grace Blake who later married and moved to Barnet.  I think I went only one term to her.  My next teacher was a Scotch girl, Miss 
Louise Watt, of whom I was very fond.  I believe Mrs. Della Saxby was my next teacher and later in the first year of our one room 
high school she was the principal and teacher and an excellent one.  The Della Saxby Room at the Jaquith Public Library was named 
in her honor.” 

 Helen Tracy recalled:  “It was no different than a day in any school except for new open classrooms. You studied - were called to 
the front of the room to recite - and studied again.  There were three grades in primary, three in intermediate and three in the upper.  
These changed with needs. 
 “We got chilblains sitting with our feet on the stove.  One day, Amy Cameron, 5th grade teacher, made salmon wiggle on top of 
the old box stove.  We always started the day with the Pledge of Allegiance, the Lord's Prayer, and a chapter from a children's story.  
Amy introduced a course in 
beginner's French for those who 
wanted it.” 
 

The first school taught in 
Marshfield Village was held in 1820 
in the barn pictured at right.  In 
1820, the barn was part of the 
property of Captain Martin Pitkin, 
who lived in a house where the brick 
house on the common now stands 
(M. M. Edson on the 1858 village 
map).  Miss Comfort Gage was the 
teacher.   

Before 1826, a school was built 
next to the fulling mill at the west 
end of Main St, on the site identified 
as Moody Bemis in 1870.  This 
school was succeeded by the “old 
brown schoolhouse” in 1852. 

Photo taken in 1939 of the home of Mr. & Mrs. Pliny Hamilton (Z. H. Allen in 1870). 
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Marshfield Village School 1886.  Left to right: Dean Edson, Arch Cole, Ed Preston, George Davis, Jesse Wilson, Theresa Farr, May 
Edson, Lottie Phelps, Frank Blaisdell (sitting in front), Gertie Farnsworth, Harriet Cole, Ellen Shepard, Inez English, Lena Shepard, 

Minnie Davis (checkered dress in back), Kate Meader (directly below Minnie Davis), Maud Mears, Mira Hudson, Blanche Lucas, 
Allen Hickie, Alvi Davis. 

 
The following comments were taken from a talk given by Anna Burnham to the Alumni & Class Banquet in 1941: 

 “At the March meeting of 1908 I was elected Supt. of Schools for the town of Marshfield and held that office 4 years.  By way of 
comparison I will say that the remuneration at that time was $2.00 a day for time actually spent in visiting schools.  I was not 
supposed to visit any school more than twice in a term and was to furnish my own transportation.  This of course was back in the 
horse and buggy days.  If it had not been for my many good friends who either accompanied me on my trips or furnished me a horse 
that I could drive, my livery bills might have exceeded my salary. 
 “The school year at that time began April 1st.  I visited the schools, as per schedule, during the spring term.  Ten teachers were 
employed, two in the village and one each in the other eight schools.  The majority of these schools had not more than ten or twelve 
pupils and some even less.  There was absolutely no system of grading or unification of work in any of the schools, each one was a 
law unto itself without regard to any other.  Each teacher followed her own initiative and to further complicate matters it had been the 
custom in most of the schools to change teachers nearly every term.  In the light of present day methods it is obvious that results were 
anything but gratifying. 
 “I had the hearty approval and cooperation of the board of school directors who ably abetted my efforts in every way possible.  
This board consisted of Henry C. Hall, B. W. Davis, chairman, and S. H. Unwin, clerk.  As an aside I might say that Bert was a pupil 
of mine the first term I ever taught which was in the Pike school.   For the benefit of our present day teachers who sometimes feel that 
they are underpaid, I might add that I received a salary of $2.00 a week and boarded around.  But to resume. . . 
 “As I said before, this was in 1908, long before female suffrage was even discussed.  I could not attend the town meetings to read 
my own reports, much less to present any arguments for changes which I suggested.  This was where the work of the school board 
came in.  They did this for me and we were in close collaboration in all the work. 
 “After consulting Mason S. Stone, State Supt. of Education at that time, our first move was to call a public meeting which was 
held June 25, 1908 in what was then Fulsom’s hall.  At this time an entertainment was given by pupils from all the different schools 
which of course brought out the parents from the various districts.  Following this, Supt. Stone addressed the citizens and voters 
present on some of the educational problems of our state at that time and explained the advantages to be gained by centralization.  This 
was 33 years ago when centralization and transportation were in their infancy, especially in Vermont.  Nevertheless this meeting was 
well attended and considerable enthusiasm was manifested in the carrying out of this plan. 
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Marshfield Village School about 1889-90.  This picture was taken on the steps of the Universalist church across the street from the 
school, perhaps because the “old brown schoolhouse” was being replaced by a larger structure that year.  Front row:  Arch Cole, 

Carl Shepard, Bernis Phelps, James English, J. Ward Carver, Ernest Lamberton, Mark Davis, Leonard Averill, Lillian Shepard, Ellen 
Shepard.  Middle Row:  Ellis Preston, Ernest Folsom, Leah Mears, Lizzie Preston, Lillian Sanborn.  Back Row:  Lon Adams, Ed 

Preston, Bertha Sprague (teacher), Mary Clark, Warren Mears. 
 

“As a result it was decided to establish a central school in the village which should include nine grades and the first year of high 
school work and to transport the pupils in District #1 or Ennis school and #8 or Depot school to this central school. 
 “The schoolhouse hall was equipped for the higher grades thus giving the necessary room for the additional pupils.  We were 
fortunate in securing Edward H. Saxby as Principal and teacher of 1st year high and grammar grades, Mrs. Saxby for intermediate 
grades while Miss Louise Watt was retained for the primary grades. 
 “During the summer I spent considerable time in arranging a course of study outlining the work of the different grades.  Having 
had 10 years experience in the Burlington City schools and being familiar with their system of grading, school management, etc., this 
outline was based as nearly as possible on that system, necessary changes being made to fit local conditions and textbooks available 
here.  This outline was printed in pamphlet form. 
 “At the beginning of the fall term the schools were all graded according to this outline thus laying the foundation for uniform 
work throughout the town.  The fact that all the pupils in the same grades were doing the same work in all the schools and that the 
work was being inspected and compared, resulted in a healthy spirit of good-natured rivalry among teachers and pupils and parents as 
well.  This interest on the part of the teachers was greatly stimulated by the plan of holding teacher’s meetings as often as practicable.  
These were introduced early in the spring term and were greeted with a great deal of enthusiasm by the teachers and resulted in a spirit 
of fellowship among teachers and officials and increased efficiency in all the work.  Ten of these meeting were held during the first 
year and they were continued during the three following years of my regime, a special one being held near the close of each term to 
prepare uniform examination questions for the same grades in the various schools.  At the close of the winter term the pupils of the 
Central school gave two very creditable entertainments from which $35.80 were realized.  This was deposited in the bank to be used 
later for the benefit of the school.  One interesting feature of these entertainments was an exhibition of work from all the schools in 
town.  These entertainments and exhibitions of work became an annual event and the improvement manifested from year to year, not 
only in quality of work, but in the range of subjects covered was very gratifying.  Special attention was given to reading and number 
work. 
 “An effort was make to interest the pupils in the study of our common birds and wild flowers as well as the grasses and trees of 
Vermont.  Each school was equipped with a set of the bird and flower guides published by Chas. H. Reed.  Some schools made a 
collection of mounted specimens of flowers, grasses, and woods found in Vermont. 
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The Marshfield Village Primary school about 1911-12.  Above right, top to bottom:  Ralph Sicely, Victor Pitkin, Iona Lamberton.  

Bottom row, 2nd from left is Arthur Lyndes, 4th is Ralph Brown.  Middle row, 2nd from left is Clarence George. 
 

 “In the Central school, elementary agriculture received considerable attention.  Many of the children raised flowers and 
vegetables for an exhibit each fall.  The boys’ agricultural club under Mr. Saxby discussed various subjects relating to farm industries 
while the girls’ domestic science club were learning food values and the principles of cooking from Mrs. Saxby.  They placed on 
exhibition at various times very creditable specimens of their work, not only in cooking but in serving and fancy work as well.  In the 
fourth and last year the study of vocal music was introduced into the grades of the Central school and most of the high school students 
took it up before the year closed.  
 “The third year beginning April 1, 1910 was extended to July 1, 1911, making four terms, to bring the school year into line with 
that in other towns of the state.  From the start it was my aim to secure better trained teachers and then retain them in the same position 
and we made steady improvement in this line.  I think the same maxim applies to teachers as to friends.  ‘When you find one good and 
true, change not the old one for the new.’  The first year only two teachers held their position the whole year.  The fourth year there 
were seven.  Four teachers were employed who were normal graduates and the others were graduates of high schools or academies.  
Of course normal training was not compulsory at that time. 
 “During the third year it was noted that half of the 223 pupils registered in town were attending the Central school.  This was 
thought a sufficient reason for doing all in our power to make the most and best of this school.  It was open to all the children in town 
and many in the upper grades were availing themselves of the opportunity to attend it.   
 “Our 9th grade graduation exercises were becoming quite interesting events and the class this year was not only the largest but the 
best prepared class that we had sent out thus far.  This would make a fine first year class for high school.  Besides this there was last 
year’s class which had done some high school work.  These two classes would make a nice high school if left by themselves. 
 “In order to provide the extra room for these classes it was necessary to raise the roof over the primary room.  We felt that the 
time was ripe for these changes and in order to present the plan and gain the approval of parents and tax payers, a second public 
meeting was held in February, 1911 at which time State Supt. Mason S. Stone was again present and brought with him Walter H. 
Crockett of Montpelier, then editor of the Montpelier Morning Journal and G. R. Wright of Westminster, a member of the previous 
state legislature.  Each of these men delivered interesting and profitable addresses on various phases of educational work which were 
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being stressed in the state at that 
time and explained the 
advantages to be gained and 
ways and means of carrying out 
our plan for advancement and the 
organizing of an approved high 
school.   
When it was time for the opening 
of schools for the fall term the 
fourth room was equipped and 
everything in readiness.  This 
marked the principal milestone in 
the advancement of our 
educational system for that year.  
We now had three grades each in 
the Primary, Intermediate, and 
Grammar depts.  And 2 classes in 
approved high school with the 
following corps of teachers:  
Principal and teacher of high 
school, Edward H. Saxby, 
Intermediate, Miss Edith Smith, 
and Primary, Miss Hazel 
Billings.  The advantages of this 
arrangement were very apparent 
in the quality of work done and 
the results achieved during the 
year. 
 “Our Central school was 
now well organized, the grades 
were clearly defined and the 
work done thoroughly and 
systematically.  We had made 

some advancement each year until at this time we were able to adopt the standards set by the state board for entrance to secondary 
schools.   With the addition of the two year high school our children and young people were able to enjoy equal advantages with the 
majority of towns of this size.   
 “This closes the record of my personal supervision.  Jesse M. Tebbetts was my successor and marked the advent of District 
Superintendents in this town and of course the line has been unbroken.  He entered the work at the beginning of the fall term 1912 and 
remained 3 years.  The first high school class to graduate was in 1913 and were the fine first year class mentioned before in the fall of 
1911 when the high school started.  There were 10 pupils in this class and this 
number has been exceeded only 3 times in the history of the school.  The class of 
1916 had 11 members, 1932 had 12 members and 1934 had 14 members.   
Including the present class of 1941, 22 classes, totaling 151 pupils have graduated 
from the Marshfield High School. 
 “Following the graduation of 1916 it was considered that the number of high 
school pupils was insufficient to warrant the continuance of the high school and 
there was an interim of five years before the work was resumed in 1921 with Mrs. 
Saxby as principal.  She remained two years and the first class graduated in 1923.  
The P.T.A. was organized during the school year 1924-25. The new school building 
was dedicated December 5, 1929 and was the most momentous event happening in 
this whole history of the school work.   In 1935 it was voted to have a four year 
high school and there was no graduation that year. 
 “When I consider how through the faithful and efficient work of this long line 
of superintendents, principals and teachers, our very feeble pioneer beginnings have 
expanded and developed until we have our present splendidly equipped school with 
its corps of trained teachers, an institution unexcelled by towns of this size, I feel 
that something worthwhile was started and perhaps we have all builded better than 
we knew!” 

The class of 1913  was the first to graduate from Marshfield’s 2-year high school.  Della 
Saxby was the teacher (center).  Back Row, left to right:  Ralph Mears, Clarence Pitkin, Elery 
Lyndes, George McCrillis, and Raymond Gilman.  The young ladies are (left to right) Marion 

Sharpe, Amy Cameron, Gladys Sulham, Ruby Davis, and Clara Bliss. 
 

Anna Burnham stands behind Emma 
Packer and Lyla Folsom in this 

enlargement from a 1907 school photo. 
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Village Schoolhouse, 1929 – 1983 

 
 

This view of the “new” village school was taken in 1929, well before the construction of the first annex in 1935.  The building ceased 
to be used as a school in 1983, but currently houses the Marshfield town offices, Historical Society, the Jaquith Public Library, and 

other groups and activities.  Below:  The schoolhouse as it appeared about 1960, after two additions. 
 

 
MARSHFIELD 
December 1929 
 
The formal dedication of the new 
$28,000 school building occurred 
Thursday afternoon, December 5.  The 
exercises were held in the recreation 
room which was well filled.  Supt. Max 
Barrows presided.  The program opened 
with prayer by the Rev. O. F. Davis.  The 
school orchestra played, “The Starry 
Emblem” followed by a song by the 
primary pupils and “America the 
Beautiful” by the whole audience. 
 The first address was by Deputy 
Commissioner of Education Carl 

Batchelder of St. Johnsbury.  Mr. 
Batchelder began his education career as 
superintendent of this district, several 
years ago, so needed no introduction.  A 
song by the intermediate pupils and one 
by the Girls’ Glee Club followed. 
 Clarence H. Dempsey, commissioner 
of education, of Montpelier, gave a fine 
address in which he explained some of 
the requirements and complimented 
Marshfield for having met these so well 
in erecting a modern up-to-date building, 
nicely equipped. 
 After two songs, “Soldiers’ Chorus” 
and “Over the Summer Sea,” by the 
school chorus, the Rev. A. W. Hewitt of 

Plainfield gave the closing address, in his 
inimitable manner, full of wit and pathos.  
As chairman of the State Board of 
Education, he presented the superior 
plate, to be placed upon the building 
which possesses all the points required 
for the superior class of schools. 
 B. L. Cameron, chairman  of the 
local school board, in a few well chosen 
words, made the acceptance response.  
“A Perfect Day,” played by the school 
orchestra closed the afternoon program. 
 Supper was served by the ladies at 
the church from 5 to 7 p.m. 
 At 8 p.m., “An Oldtime Country 
School,” was presented in Knights of 
Pythias hall, under the auspices of the 
Parent-Teachers’ Association.  The parts 
were admirably sustained and thus drew a 
record breaking house, the receipts 
amounting to about $125. 
 Dunbar’s orchestra of St. Johnsbury 
furnished music for dancing after the 
entertainment.  Refreshments were served 
by the ladies of the association. 

There was no school Friday as the 
teachers attended an educational meeting 
in Montpelier.  
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More 
Schoolhouses 
 
 
 
 
 
Ennis School  (District 3, 1870 map). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Old Pike School (right, District 4, 
1870 map). 
 
 
 
 
 
New Discovery School (below, 
District 9, 1870 map) 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The first school house in Marshfield was 
dismantled and sold in 1801.  It was described by 
Hannah Pitkin as “a little square, log building 
covered with bark, a big stone chimney for the 
smoke to go out and the rain to come in.”  At about 
that time, a school district was established along the 
river valley, and about 1812, a school building was 
built “on the river near Joshua Pitkin’s” (Wm. 
Haskins on the 1870 map).  This school might have 
been the old Pike School (above) which is identified 
as the school in District 4 on the 1870 map. 
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Hollister Hill School (District 1, 
1870). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dwinell (Bond) School (District 2, 
1870), about 1901.  Back:  Earl 
Dwinell, Hubert Croteau, Fred 
Page, Viola (Buxton) Martin 
(teacher), Clyde Mears, Herman 
Pike, James Dwinell, Clarence Pike.  
Middle:  Carroll Pike, Lee Dwinell, 
Alice Bond, Lettie Pike, Alice 
Bullock (holding Ella Bullock), 
Lydia Pike, Lydia Croteau, Jennie 
Bullock.  Front:  Rose Croteau, 
Raymond Pike, Olive Lamberton. 
 
 

“[I] think the old District No 2 
the best spot on Earth and housed the 
best people on Earth.  The fact that 
they differed in opinions and quick 
to champion each his own, detracts 
not a whit, but adds to the respect in 
which I hold them, every one.  The 
view, or the many different views 
one gets on the road from Plainfield 
to Lower Cabot are the most 
beautiful and friendly of any on 
Earth.  I am sure of this.” 

  --Hi Ola Dwinell, 1941 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Unidentified School in 
Marshfield, probably in District 6 or 
District 7, which covered Maple Hill 
and the upper Nasmith Brook area. 
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The Fires of 1905 and 1909 
 

 
This photograph was taken the morning after the fire at the corner of the Depot Road and Main Street 

 

 
MARSHFIELD  

FIRE-SWEPT 
 

Heavy Losses In The Small Town 
 
INSURANCE WILL 

COVER ABOUT HALF 
 

Blaze Started in Hotel and Spread 
Rapidly Until Help Had Arrived 

 
Marshfield, Vt., June 30, 1905 – The 

largest fire in the history of the town 
occurred last night after nine o’clock, 
destroyed upwards of $45,000 worth of 
property and rendered homeless a score of 
people of all ages.  Where dwelling 
houses and barns, stores and hotels stood 
yesterday 40,000 square feet of ground 
today is covered with blackened ruins, 
smoldering embers and remains of 
household goods, merchandise, etc.  
Several who had property destroyed were 
in Barre attending the wedding of Miss 
Madine Nichols, formerly of this place, 
and whose mother was a loser by $1500. 

The fire originated in the Meader 
Hotel in the ell part and over the kitchen.  
Adjoining the ell is a horse barn with a 
loft which was full of hay.   The rumor is 
that someone went to the loft to either 
feed a horse or get some liquor which it is 
alleged was stored there and that ashes 
from his pipe or cigar started the blaze.  
The fire was discovered by George 
Meader.  He had but a few minutes before 
been to the room to put a small child to 
bed and at the time there was no sign of a 
fire.  After rescuing the child he 
immediately gave the alarm.   

A play entitled “Brother to Brother” 
was in progress in the opera house and 
when the alarm was given small boys in 
the audience shouted “Fire” and a general 
panic ensued in the house, the crowd 
thinking the fire in that building.  A large 
force of volunteer fire fighters from the 
village was soon at hand and began taking 
the furniture from the hotel and house in 
the rear occupied by Mr. E. L. Burnham.  
In the meantime a general alarm was sent 
to adjoining towns and response was made 
in an unusually short space of time.  Cabot 
responded with a hand pump and a fire 
department of 43 men and they did very 
effective work staying the progress of the 
flames from the Beckley block to the 

house owned by H. G. Carpenter.  The 
Montpelier delegation consisted of nearly 
200 men and made the run of 17 miles 
with F. H. Smith at the throttle in 24 
minutes.  This company turned on a 
stream of water at exactly midnight and 
worked on the residence of Mrs. Louisa 
M. Stimson which was fated.  They 
however saved the buildings on the 
adjoining lot of Mayo Wyman and those 
across the street of Eldred Pitkin and 
stayed the further destruction of the 
residential property. 

A west wind was blowing during the 
night and the flames spread rapidly.  From 
the hotel they spread to the house in the 
rear and thence to the L. B. Adams block, 
to the Congregational church, across the 
street to the Carpenter block, thence to 
Beckley block to the McCrillis block and 
finishing up their work of destruction on 
the house of Mrs. Stimson. 

Household goods and store 
furnishings, furniture, dress goods and in 
fact every thing used in the furnishing of a 
house and store were piled high all about 
the village.  Horses from the burning 
barns were tied to trees and hogs and other 
domestic animals were allowed to loiter 
about, the fire fighters being too busy to 
take care of them.  Much of the property 
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saved from the flames was scorched by 
being so near the blaze and sparks blown 
by the wind burned other goods scattered 
about.  Main street was a terrible sight this 
morning as the women and men wandered 
about trying to find some vestige of 
clothing that might have been saved or 
some article of furniture from their homes.  
Perhaps the owners of the hotel suffered 
the most.  George Meader lost everything, 
even the coat he had worn early in the 
evening, and Mrs. Meader had nothing 
saved to get breakfast with this morning.  
Two fine pianos were burned in the 
Beckley block. 

That more buildings were not 
destroyed is due to the fact that the two 
streams of water played by the two hand 
pumps kept the nearby buildings well wet 
down and saved them from igniting from 
the heat.  The roofs of the houses were 
covered with bucket brigades who 
continually kept the roofs well soaked 
with water. 

L. B. Adams and mother and Mr. and 
Mrs. McCrillis were in Barre to attend a 
wedding and did not see their buildings 
standing after they left home at six 
o’clock.  When Mr. Adams returned about 
midnight she was nearly prostrated with 
grief and was carried to a nearby house for 
the night.  Four pieces of furniture were 
saved from the store of Mr. Adams while 

in the store of Mr. McCrillis the safe was 
recovered. 

Mrs. Daphne Bancroft, who has been 
ill in bed for a year and a half was taken 
out and this morning was in a serious 
condition.  She and Mrs. Preston, her 
daughter, lived in the Beckley block.  
Among others who are left homeless are 
Mr. and Mrs. Addison Wood, Mr. and 
Mrs. Thomas Barton and daughter, H. H. 
Meader and wife and son George and 
several borders in the hotel, Mr. E. L. 
Burnham and daughter, Mrs. C. S. Adams 
and son L. B. Adams, Mrs. George 
Nichols, Mr. and Mrs. Harry McCrillis 
and two children. 

The buildings that were burned are a 
store and barn of L. B. Adams, Meader 
house and barn and also a tenement and 
barn in the rear, two story buildings of 
Harry McCrillis used as store, Carpenter’s 
block and the Bancroft block, making a 
total of eight buildings. 

The losses on the property are here 
roughly stated and give but the 
approximate figures.  It is possible that the 
amount of damage will be more when a 
final account of affairs is taken.  The 
principal losers and their loss with 
insurance follows.   

 
Insured in the Vermont Mutual. 

      Loss    Insurance 

Mrs. L. M. Stevenson            $2000     $1000 

L. B. Adams    11,000 1000 
H. H. Meader (Approximate) 10,000 1500 
Mrs. D. S. Bancroft      2000 1400 
Congregational Church     1500   800 

 
Union Mutual 

L. B. Adams      4400 
Mrs. L. E. Burnham     450    350 
Mrs. Emily Nichols   2000  1500 
H. G. Carpenter    1200    750 
Thomas Barton    5000  1300 
H. B. McCrillis    7000  5500 

 
Total         $42,510     $16,350 
 

The  houses near those burned were 
damaged by the heat in a general way.  
Frank Northrop was somewhat bruised 
about the hand while taking goods out of 
the store of Mr. McCrillis but nothing 
serious is apprehended.  Walton Ide, a 
border at the hotel, was mourning the loss 
of a lower set of artificial teeth this 
morning and said they were not covered 
by any insurance.  None of those whose 
buildings were burned will build at 
present and to an Argus reporter several of 
them said that they would never build in 
this place again.  Mr. Adams has been 
burned out twice and he said that he 
would probably locate somewhere else to 
conduct his business.   The insurance 
companies had agents in town today 
looking over their losses and will adjust 
the damages as soon as possible.  Fully 
one thousand people from nearby towns 
were in the place during the night to lend 
assistance to the unfortunate and not until 
four o’clock did any of the men at work 
on the pumps give up to go to their homes.  
The loss means a good deal to this town as 
the principal stores and places of business 
are wiped out and unless buildings are 
erected on the sites now bare business will 
diminish to a large extent.  The town is 
without fire apparatus and a move was on 
foot this afternoon to buy proper 
equipment for a department. 

 
 

 The old Congregational church was one of 
the buildings destroyed by the fire.  The house 
above, then owned by John and Jane (Scales) 
Severance, was saved by pouring pails of water 
over the shingles on the roof. 
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BRAVE WORK SAVED CHURCH 
 
James Rolfe Scaled Steeple at Marshfield Today 
 
AND EXTINGUISHED FIRE 
 

 
Marshfield, Nov. 6, 1909 – This village 
was narrowly spared a fire catastrophe 
early this morning, when two buildings, 
the Knights of Pythias and Beckley 
blocks, were burned and the Universalist 
church was damaged.  The occupants of 
the Beckley building fled in their night 
clothes when awakened from their 
slumber by Mrs. Cora Preston, who 
occupied the lower floor of the building 
and who was awakened by the crackling 
of the fire. 

 Mrs. Preston was awakened at about 
half past three o’clock and discovered 
that the building was on fire.  She rushed 
up stairs to call George D. Ormsbee, the 
owner of the building, and his family 
who occupied the tenement there.  By 
great effort she managed to awaken them, 
so that they got out alive, clad only in 
their night clothing.  The Molly’s Falls 
Telephone company office was also in 
this building, and Miss Glenn Little, the 
central girl, lost all her clothing, with no 

insurance. 
 Mrs. Cora Preston conducted a 
millinery and fancy goods store in the 
Beckley building and all the goods 
together with her household furnishings, 
were burned.  She was insured for a few 
hundred dollars in the Vermont Mutual 
and the Union Mutual companies.  Mr. 
Ormsbee carried an insurance of $1000 
on the building and his furniture, the 
Vermont Mutual carrying the policy. 
 The Knights of Pythias block stood 
only a few feet from the Beckley 
building, and it soon caught fire, being 
then burned in spite of the efforts of the 
firefighters.  The post office was located 
in this building, and Postmaster A. T. 
Davis saved all the government 
belongings, stamps, all the mail, and the 
official books.  The office furniture, 
belonging to Postmaster Davis, was 
nearly all saved, although slightly 
damaged.  Everything there was well 
insured to the Union Mutual company. 
 The K. of P. building was the 
property of the Marshfield Building 
association, controlled by the Knights of 
Pythias.  The insurance on it was $2000, 
carried in the Union Mutual.  The 
Knights saved a few of their chairs; also 
the heavy lodge chairs, records and 
charter, together with the third degree 
robes.  All the other paraphernalia and 
officers robes were burned.  The lodge 
carried $500 insurance on the furnishings 
of the hall.  The Uniform Rank, K. of P., 

Two Buildings Burned and Occupants of One of Them Barely Got 
Out Alive.  Their Loss Nearly Total – Hard Work Saved Bigger Loss 

James A. Rolfe 
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saved their uniforms, but the lockers 
could not be taken out.  The insurance 
there was $580 in the Union Mutual. 
 By hard work the little barn back of 
the Beckley building was saved, thus 
protecting the school building.  The spire 
of the Universalist church caught fire, 
and as the flames crept steadily 
downward anxious eyes watched their 
advance and anxious hearts asked, “Will 
it go?”  Presently, James Rolfe, who 
proved to be another “hero of St. 
Michael’s,” volunteered to save the 
building, and he bravely scaled the spire 
with the aid of a ladder and by cutting 
through the roof of the steeple he got to 

the fire and after an hour of faithful work 
he extinguished the fire there. 
 Cheer after cheer greeted the young 

man, and when a little later Dr. H. S. 
Carver presented him a purse of $22.23, 

collected in the watching crowd, he 
refused to accept the gift.  He expressed 
his thanks brokenly and said:  “Give it to 

those who have lost their homes.” 
 Mrs. Cora Preston, one of the losers, 
is in a state of nervous exhaustion, which 
is not to be wondered inasmuch as she 
has been through four fires in this village.   
The first was when the Bancroft house, 
on the site where the Marshfield 
Creamery now stands, was burned 22 

years ago; the second when the old hotel 
on the site of L. B. Adams’ building went 
down 13 years ago; and the third when 
Marshfield lost so much village property 
and Mrs. Preston and her invalid mother 
came near perishing and lost everything 
on April 10, last. 
 Mr. Ormsbee had purchased his 
property of M. E. Beckley July 1, last, 
and he had in the house $30 which he 
was about to apply on the mortgage.  
This money was lost.  Much sympathy is 
expressed for all these people in their 
loss.  This forenoon the streets are full of 
people watching the ruins. 

 

This view of the Universalist Church was taken about 1905 from near the village Schoolhouse. The man painting the steeple is 
probably not Jim Rolfe, but such was Jim’s position at the time of the fire in 1909. 

 
 In addition to the spectacular fires of 1905 and 1909, Marshfield Village had many other losses worth mentioning here.  The first 
Methodist church burned in 1878, and the harness shop across the street from the church burned in 1893.  The house next to the 
harness shop, owned by Emeroy Benton, was kept from burning by hanging wet carpets between the buildings.  That same year, there 
was a fire which burned the Wheeler Hotel on the corner of Main St. and Depot St. as well as the hotel livery on the other side of Main 
Street.  The Lamberton grist mill barn burned in the 1920’s.  In 1938, the Marshfield House burned, and also that year, a store owned 
by Dora Ennis, a barn with two horses, and part of Frank Brown’s store burned.    After 1940, the George Davis house next to the 
Universalist (Catholic) church burned, and also about that time, the Methodist parsonage (Bouldry Memorial) burned.   
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Societies 

 
 
Good Templars 

A lodge of Good Templars, a temperance society, was established in Marshfield in 1866 and persisted for quite a number of 
years. The photo above was taken in front of the K. P. Hall which probably served as their meeting place. 
 
Masons 

For a time the Masons met in a hall over the Wooster’s store on the Common, and previous to that in 
a room over a horse shed just northwest of the store. 

 
Odd Fellows 
 At one time, the Odd Fellows sought to reserve the upper room in the village school as their regular 
meeting place, but were discouraged by some residents who disapproved of secret societies. 
 
The Grange 
 The Grange flourished for a time in Marshfield, but disappeared after Ozias Pitkin was elected Master 
in 1918. 

 
The Ku Klux Klan 

From Fiery Crosses in the Green Mountains by Maudean Neill: 
 
While bathing in the Winooski River near Lightning Ridge, on the road between East Montpelier and Plainfield, in June, 

1925, Glen and Ruth Powers and their eight-year-old nephew, Ellsworth Sulham, were drowned.  The three, unable to swim, 
were swept into deep water.  They were members of the Ku Klux Klan, as were other members of their family, and were given a 
klan funeral at the Congregational Church in Marshfield. 
 A klan official came from Detroit, Michigan, to speak at the funeral, which was conducted by Rev. F. E. Currier of 
Marshfield, and Dr. Corson of Hardwick.  The funeral was held on June 8, and Glenn's sister, the mother of the boy who 
drowned, didn't know until the day of the funeral that her brother was a klansman.  He was apparently a much respected member, 
as klansmen from all over Vermont descended on the little village of Marshfield on the day of the rites. 
 It was a sad occasion for all the klan brothers and sisters, and impressive eulogies were given by klan officials.  Mr. and 
Mrs. Powers were dressed for burial in their klan robes, but their hoods were not over their faces.  After the service at the church 
a procession went to the cemetery and klansmen in full regalia marched around the graves dropping in single flowers. 
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Pythian Sisters 
 Unlike the secretive Knights of Pythias, the 
Myrtle Temple of the Pythian Sisters reported their 
activities to the newspapers on a regular basis.  Their 
primary activity seems to have been raising money for 
various community needs. 
 
Wa-Yu-Waste Women’s Club 
From an anonymously authored history of the club: 

“To meet the need for a local women’s 
organization which should serve a social purpose and 
also undertake desirable civic improvements, a group 
of ten ladies met at the home of Mrs. Ella Lilley on the 
afternoon of October 17, 1923.  Officers were elected 
and in subsequent meetings a constitution was adopted 
and the name Wa-Yu-Waste, from an Indian 
expression meaning ‘to improve,’ was chosen.  The 
membership soon increased.  Bi-weekly meetings were 
held at the members’ homes in turn and the programs during the first year were devoted to a study of Vermont’s history and 
government.  Weekly food sales through the summer months provided funds for the club treasury and a donation of fifty dollars to the 
Children’s Aid Society.  During the second year it was decided that alternate meetings should emphasize topics of current news 
interest.  A special project for this year was the planting of trees along the village streets. 

 “At the beginning of its third year, the Wa-Yu-Waste Club 
became affiliated with the Vermont Federation of Women’s Clubs.  
The local club also provided itself with a home by renting the first 
floor of a building owned by Mrs. Susan Thomas.  Donations of 
furnishings by the members and friends augmented by careful 
expenditures of funds from the treasury resulted in comfortable and 
attractive club rooms.  
 “Several musical and dramatic entertainments during the period 
of 1925-1927 raised money for the club which continued to sponsor 
drives for funds for the Children’s Aid Society.  The custom of an 
annual exchange of visits with the Judith Lyford Club of Cabot was 
begun and delegations attended district meetings of the federation. 
 “On September 14, 1932 it was voted to buy the Congregational 
Church for a club house and on the twenty-first the club was 
incorporated to hold property.  A new furnace was bought and 
installed, the roof repaired and water was piped in.   In April 1949 it 
was voted to sell the club house to the Men’s Club.” 
 
 

 
Community and Welfare Society 
 “The meeting of the Community and Welfare society, called by the president, Carroll Goodridge, at the home of Lee Shortt 
Saturday evening, was attended by about 25 people and the following officers were elected:  President, A. T. Davis; secretary, Anna 
Burnham; treasurer, B. W. Davis; auditors, Ruth Hudson, Lou 
Carpenter.  It was voted to give $100 of the fund in trust to the 
Wa-Yu-Waste club to be used in paying for repairs on the 
building which the club recently purchased.  The ladies gave a 
rising vote of thanks to the society for the very generous gift.  A 
vote of thanks was also given to Mr. Goodridge for calling the 
meeting at this time.”  -- Undated news clipping. 
 
Ladies Aid Society 

At right, the Ladies Aid quilters in 1934.  From left: Mamie 
Lamberton, Susan Thomas, Charles Adams, Mildred Tibbetts, 
Ava George, Martha Gilman, Esther Lamberton, Mira Davis, 
Laura Wilson. 
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Churches 
 

The first church edifice constructed in Marshfield was the 
Union Meeting House (left), built in 1827.  The building was 
shared by all of the religious denominations in Marshfield; the 
Methodists, Universalists, and Congregationalists. About 1834, a 
Sabbath School was started and supported by all the 
denominations until 1871, when the Universalists took over the 
building.  In 1857, the building was repaired and modernized, 
but the Methodists built their own church in 1859.  In 1871,  
after the Congregationalists also built a church, the Union 
Meeting house was acquired by the Universalist Society, which 
continued holding services there for over fifty years.  The spire 
was damaged and partially removed in the village fire of 1909, 
but the building was otherwise undamaged.   In 1926, after 
several years of disuse, the building was sold to the Catholic 
Church. The spire was completely removed the following year.  
The building was again damaged in 1938, when the adjacent 
“Marshfield House” was destroyed by fire.  After completion of 
a new church in the late 1960’s, the Catholics donated this 
building to the town of Marshfield, which used it for one year as 
a town hall.  In 1969, it was sold by the town and dismantled. 

The second church in town was built by the Methodists in 
1859 and 1860. No pictures are known to exist of this building, 
and it burned in 1878, shortly after the installation of new 
carpeting, a new organ, and new lamps.  The congregation voted 

to rebuild immediately, and in 1879 the new church was dedicated (pictured below and identified as the M. E. Church on the 1870 
village map). The first Methodist parsonage was purchased from Bemis Pike in 1870 for $1800 (M.E. Parsonage on 1870 map).  A 
later parsonage was donated to the church by James and Lillian Bouldry, and was called the “Bouldry Memorial” (see photo on 
following page).  
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The new Congregational Church and the John & Jane Severance house (later the Bouldry Memorial). 

In 1871, the Congregationalists built a church on the hill up behind the Putnam & Day Store (Cong. Ch. on the 1870 village map).  
About 1899, this church was moved down onto Main Street to the site of the Perry Lee house (P.G. Haskins on the 1870 village map).  
Frank E. Brown recalled,  “When they moved the church, they took three yokes of oxen, they built a track of square timbers and then 
had big rolls and jacked that up, put the rolls under there. Then they put a big heavy rope, inch rope or inch and a half, right around the 
whole church and hitched up these three hitch of cattle to it. And they let it down on those rolls.  Took them two weeks or so getting it 
down there.”  The church burned in the fire of 1905, and a picture of the original building can be seen in the article on that 
catastrophe.  The congregation decided to rebuild and the result is shown in the picture above.   After 1932 it was used as a clubhouse 
for the Women’s Club and later Men’s Club.  In 1957 it was purchased by the Church of God of Prophesy. 

The following history of the Congregational Church was prepared by Mrs. Mary Palmer Eddy, and was read by her at the 
dedication of the new church building on March 16, 1906: 

“This church was organized Dec. 25th, 1800, in the south part of this town, at the home of one Capt. Stephen Rich.  This, the north part 
of the town, was probably at that time an unbroken forest, which was not settled until some years later.  Rev. James Hobart of Berlin 
officiated at the organization and drew up the articles of faith and covenant. 

“There were thirteen original members, all bearing good old Bible names.  They were Ebenezer Dodge, Selah Wells, Gideon Spencer, 
Joseph Wells, Ebenezer Wells, Mrs. Rebekah Dodge, Mehitabel Wells, Anna Wells, Anna Waugh, Jerusha Symonds, and Hannah Pitkin.  
Among the names of some who united with the church later we notice ‘Ichabod’ and ‘Abdial,’ and an infant was baptized ‘Vashti.’  This 
church had ‘an engagement of the church’s part,’ church covenant, confession of faith, articles of discipline, all documents of considerable 
length, and there was also a short article embodying their belief in and purpose to practice infant baptism.  Each of these articles were signed 
by those uniting with the church. 

“This church for twenty-five years after its formation met and worshipped in the private houses and sometimes, in warm weather, in the 
barns of the neighborhood.  All this time they had no pastor of their own, but were supplied at irregular intervals by ministers from other 
towns.  Father Hobart, as he was called, was the one most in evidence for the first few years.  The Lord’s Supper was usually administered at 
these meetings, a preparatory lecture having been previously held, if the minister came in season for that; if not, the members of the church 
met and, as the clerk recorded many times, the ‘state of their minds was inquired into.’  If there was any trouble in the church, it was made up 
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or the sacrament was postponed.  It is recorded that on 
August 1st, 1802, the meeting being held in the house 
of Ebenezer Dodge, the Rev. Mr. Hobart preached and 
administered the sacrament, of which Deacon Coburn 
of Cabot, Capt. Bliss of Calais, David Bancroft and 
Jophar Sturtevant of Plainfield partook. 

“Strict discipline was maintained by this early 
church and any member found departing from the 
paths of rectitude was summarily dealt with; and if 
penitent for his sin he must make a public confession 
before the church. 

“In 1825 this church united with the 
Congregational church in Plainfield, which took the 
name of ‘The United Church of Christ, of Marshfield 
and Plainfield.’  The next year fifteen members of this 
church were dismissed to unite with the church 
contemplated to be embodied in the north part of 
Marshfield.  In May, 1826, three members were duly 
enrolled as a church and the Rev. Mr. Hurd chosen to 
‘stand moderator to govern our meetings,’ and Dudley 
Pitkin was made clerk.  For some time after this 
meetings were held in the ‘school house by the mill.’  

We are told that this was a fulling mill, where the home made cloth was fulled and dressed, and that it stood where Whitehill’s blacksmith 
shop now stands, and the school  house stood on the site of Samuel Bemis’ house. 

“On July 23, Alexander Boyles, Walter Benton, Sophia, Melinda, Ruth and Rebekah Pitkin, Mrs. Corliss and Huldah Woodard united 
with the church, increasing the membership to twenty-three.  The following September, Jeremiah Carleton came into the church.  His son, 
Silas, in later years also confessed Christ and is still a member of this church, though living in Montague, Mich.  On February 7th, 1828, it is 
recorded, that a meeting was held in the new meeting house.  This was a union church, which still stands only a few blocks away.  For years, 
three or four denominations worshipped in this building.  In 1859 the Methodists built themselves a church, and January 20, 1871, the 
Congregationalists voted to build a church upon land given by the late George O. Davis, ‘on the hill.’  Mr. Cobleigh was then their pastor.  
The money was raised and a modest little house was erected and dedicated in June of that year.  This building stood on the hill twenty-three 
years, and it was affirmed that if the church was moved down onto the main street the congregation would be doubled. 

“Accordingly, in 1896, the house was carefully moved down and placed on the site where this structure now stands.  About one year 
ago, the inside of that church was painted and papered and put in very satisfactory shape.  Then came the destructive fire of June 29th, when 
so many buildings in this village were burned.  It was with mingled feelings of grief and despair that some of us saw the little church 
enveloped in flames and heard the old bell ringing out, as we supposed, its own death knell.  But, strange to relate, the bell came through the 
fire all unharmed, save a few scars, and now hangs in the new belfry, sending forth the same clear tones as of yore.” 

 

 

 

Above: Interior of the old 
Congregational Church.  An exterior 
view of that building appears on page 79.  
A rather poor quality photo of the old 
church on its original site appears on 
page 8. 

 

Right:  The Congregational 
parsonage was built by the Vermont 
Domestic Missionary Society.  At the 
time the photo was taken, the house was 
owned by Simeon and Adella Swerdfeger.  
The building is identified as Rev. N. F. 
Cobleigh on the 1870 village map. 
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Marshfield Cornet Band 

 
This photo of the band was taken at the Plainfield Village Cemetery.  In the background are the buildings of the Warren Fifield farm.  

Standing:  Hiram Wilson, Si Sulham, Will Clark, Chas. Bullock, Harold Pike, Gilbert Dwinell, Arthur Clark, Edmond Pike, Arch Cole, 
Verne Hudson.  Seated:  Frank Bemis, Bert Tebbetts, Albert Lamberton, Eldred Pitkin, Arthur Blake, Clarence Pitkin. 

 
A BAND WITH A RECORD 
 
Montpelier, Vt., July 6, 1915 
 
Eight Members Played with Same 
Organization 33 Years Ago 
 
 Editor, Times:  I crave a little space 
in your paper to state a fact that cannot be 
duplicated in this county and possibly not 
in the state.  The Marshfield cornet band 
was organized in the spring of 1882.  It 
consisted of 19 members.  That 
organization has been very much alive all 
these years.  Last Monday they furnished 
music for a celebration at Joe’s pond in 
Danville and right here is the fact that I 
wish you to notice:  In the band of 20 
members, who played Monday, were 
eight of the original 19, who played in 
the same band 33 years ago.  A third of a 
century!  The oldest one of the eight is C. 
E. Shepard, 78 years young, and a “band 
boy” yet.  The next in line is the writer 
hereof, “Shep’s” junior by 13 years, and 
all mighty proud of this record.  Who will 

beat these eight Marshfield boys in a 
bunch? 
 
    Yours Truly, 
     Ira H. Edson 
 
MARSHFIELD CORNET BAND 
50 YEARS OLD 
 
Marshfield, Oct. 10, 1931 
 
Many pleasant social events have taken 
place this season but the climax was 
reached on Saturday evening, Oct. 10, 
when the 50th wedding anniversary of the 
organization of the Marshfield Cornet 
band was celebrated at the K. of P. hall 
with more than a hundred invited guests 
present, most of whom were members or 
former members of the band, and their 
families.  The first band in town was 
organized 75 years ago and two of its 
members, Charles Shepard and William 
Goodwin were also members of the 
present organization.  Of the 15 who 
were charter members, nine are living 

and eight were present at the celebration.  
They were Ira Edson, who was the first 
leader, Gilbert Dwinell, Hiram Wilson, 
Albert Lamberton, Arthur Blake, 
Clarence Wilson, Burt Shepard, Galusha 
Bemis.  The first five named are still 
members and played with the band 
Saturday evening when it gave several 
selections, some of them being pieces 
played by the band when it was first 
organized.  Other numbers on the 
program included a history of the band 
and reminiscences by Ira Edson, an 
original poem in a humorous vein written 
by G. A. Bemis and read by V. R. 
Hudson, also an original poem by Mrs. 
Mira Davis.  A. E. Lamberton read a 
paper which he had written telling 
amusing incidents in regard to rehearsals 
which he and some of the other boys held 
at the beginning of their musical careers.  
E. C. Pitkin read a letter from Mr. And 
Mrs. C. A. Clark, both of whom were 
members but are now in California.  Mr. 
and Mrs.  Lawson sang a duet and 
responded to an encore.  Mrs. Lawson’s 
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son Franklyn Hudon also gave two vocal 
numbers, all of these being pleasing 
additions to the program. 
 A sumptuous banquet consisting of 
oysters, salads, rolls, pickles, doughnuts, 
assorted cakes, apple pie, ice cream and 
coffee was served by the ladies’ aid, the 
banquet being given free by the band.  
Mrs. Clara Darling, in behalf of the 
ladies’ aid, presented A. H. Lamberton a 
large cake, very prettily decorated, which 
he cut, giving a piece to each guest. 
 Few places of this size can boast of a 
band that has played continuously for 50 
years, not only in town, but in many 
surrounding towns and on many different 
occasions such as fairs, Memorial day 
exercises and at the Dewey celebration at 
Montpelier several years ago.   Clarence 
Pitkin is the present leader.  Among those 
from out of town to attend the 
anniversary were Mr. and Mrs. Forrest 
Duke and daughter of Pepperell, Mass., 
Clarence Wilson of Cambridge, Mass., 
Mr. and Mrs. Fred Pitkin and daughter of 

Andover, Mass., Burt Shepard and son 
Carl of Montpelier, Mr. and Mrs. D. E. 
Pike, Jessie Wilson, Harry Parks, Fred 
Townsend, G. A. Bemis of Barre, Mrs. L. 
A. Evans and son of Essex Junction, Mr. 
and Mrs. E. C. Preston, Mr. and Mrs. W. 
K. Warner of Burlington, also people 

from Northfield, Cabot and Calais.  
Altogether it was a very pleasant 
occasion where old acquaintances were 
renewed and the memory of it will linger 
for many years.  Much credit is due some 
of the older members who worked 
untiringly to make it a success. 

           Bandstand on the common 
 

 
This photo was taken in 1888.  It appeared in the 1993 pictorial history of Plainfield and was erroneously identified as the Plainfield 

band circa 1910.  In the front row are 1) Ira Edson, 2) Albert Lamberton.  In the middle row are 2) Eldred Pitkin, 3) Charles Shepard.  
In the back are 1) Cy Sulham. 
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Music 

 
 

 Above:  Marshfield Orchestra 1898-99 – From left:  Arthur Blake, Albert Lamberton, Ellis Preston, Ira Edson, Alvi Davis.    
 Below:  The Shepard Family gave concerts in Marshfield, but may not have been part of the local Shepard clan. 

 
In 1943, Bert Townsend wrote 

of his boyhood days in the King 
district: 
 
 “In 1880 we went to a circus in 
Montpelier, my brothers and I, and 
my father.  What I  remember now 
was the circus band, probably 15 or 
20 marching at the head of the 
parade.  How they could make those 
horns crack and rip off the snappy 
marches.  Right then and there was 
born the Townsend band.  The band 
that later on was Marshfield’s 
Juvenile Band; and still later 
Jackson’s band, in honor of Frank 
Jackson, who taught us how to play. 

“Yes sir, when we boys got 
home from that circus we began to 
look for things to make a band.  We 
found some coils of lead pipe up 
over the wood shed, some was inch 
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pipe, put the coil over one shoulder and under the other arm, 
then we would march around the house, one playing on the beat 
and one ‘after beat.’  We discovered that by cutting the pipe we 
could bring the tone in harmony.  We also found that by making 
holes and using our fingers we could get a variety of tones.  But 
the lead pipe band was short lived when Father discovered his 
lead pipe was being cut up. 

 “Now that band was the most worthwhile accomplishment 
that took place in 1875 – 1885.  We were handicapped by the 
lack of money to buy instruments.   We got a few picalos and 
fifes as premiums for magazine subscriptions.  Some were in 
the key of C, some B flat, some in A; no two alike.  We used to 
meet for practice in the homes of some of the boys that went to 
make up the band, but the mothers and fathers soon got tired of 
the discords, and out we went.  Then for a while we had 
meetings in Howard Martin’s cupola on his barn.  We had a few 
meetings in Uncle George’s covered bridge.  After a while we 
got some instruments that were somewhat better.  I borrowed an 
old army drum from Fred Slaton.  Curt Martin got money 
enough from the pig business to buy a second hand Alto horn.  
Leo Hill had an E flat clarinet given him by an uncle.  Frank 
Townsend got a B flat clarinet and Fred Townsend got a B flat 
cornet, given him by Jim Hooker.  Fred Dow went around the 
neighborhood and got donations enough to buy a bass drum.  

Henry Laird, the steam mill owner, gave three dollars.  He and his 
three dollars were the topic with us kids for a long time.   

“We gave a show at the schoolhouse, a farce comedy, ‘Dun 
Duckety’s Picnic.’  Fred Dow sang ‘Three Men Went a Hunting’ and 
played his own accompaniment on the banjo.  Fred could play a 
mouth organ quite well and sing.  We didn’t ask any admission, but 
passed the hat and believe me there was a house full of people and 
lots of them gave a dollar.  Good kind people them folks were that 
lived in District No. 11. 

“After a while brother Fred got money enough to buy a C. G. 
Conn B flat cornet, all silver and a gold plated bell.  When he played 
one eye followed the music, but the left eye looked up and off to the 
left; that would make people laugh – they thought he did it on 
purpose, but he couldn’t help it.  It was caused by blowing that 
cornet so long and so hard when he was little.  Brother George, the 
youngest, was the mascot.  He played the B  flat Tuba.  The 
mouthpiece was larger than his mouth so when he played he sucked 
in wind around the mouthpiece and it made a funny noise, and his 
cheeks would bulge out like a chipmunk full of corn. 

“Soon after the show we managed to get better instruments, and 
Frank Jackson, an old singing schoolmaster and a good band man, 
became interested in our band.  He gave us instructions that were 
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badly needed.  For a few years we were in much 
demand to furnish music for serenades, Democrat and 
Republican rallies, roller skating rinks and promenades.  
We had some snappy blue uniforms, and they were 
trimmed with yellow, like the circus band, but we never 
got a job with a circus.  There were about eight of us, 
ages from twelve to eighteen.  I really think those old 
hard-working fathers were proud of us. 

“We went up to Marshfield to help celebrate the 
Fourth of July.  We got quite a few extra boys to help 
out on that day.  Frank Hoyt was the drum major and 
could handle the baton like a professional.  We formed 
in line four abreast and started up through the main 
street.  When we got to the top of the hill, Frank gave 
the signal to play.  It went all right until we reached the 
common.  We got a big hand there, so Frank decided to 
make a grand turn about.  He tossed the baton high into 
the air and caught it as it came down, clicked his heels 
together, and gave the signal.  We were still playing the 
march and somehow Frank Jack dropped his music and 
bumped into someone else, and in no time at all were 
were in a bad scramble.  The drum major turned around and saw the mess we were in, yelled ‘What in Hell do you think you are 
trying to do?’  We didn’t do any more marching that day – we played in the band stand. 

“About the last time the band played together was to give the boys a serenade when they got married.  When Frank, the clarinet 
player, got married we decided to do a real job.  Dressed in our blue uniforms with brass buttons and yellow trimmings, we crossed 
over the covered bridge where we previously had so many meetings.  Some one thought of the brilliant idea that we should have lights 
on our caps so we could see the music.  So we got some cat tails, soaked them in kerosene, stuck them in our caps, lighted them and 
started toward the house playing, ‘There’ll be a Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight.’  All went well until we got to the house, then the 
oil began to run down on our caps and to prevent being burned alive, we began throwing the cat tails in all directions.  Well, after the 
excitement had died down we were invited in and met the bride and groom, and had some apples and cider. 

“Soon after, Fred Dow got married and we gave him a serenade.  This proved to be the last serenade, but the band boys all gave 
each member a Seth Thomas clock for a wedding present when they got married.  After a few years the band drifted apart.  Some went 
away to work; others to school.  For a long time some played in the Marshfield band and quite a few helped to organize the Plainfield 
Military Band.” 
 

 
 

The Kitcheners Band, March 23, 1915 
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Theater 
“Plays were presented from time to time in Marshall's Hall (later Shortt's 

Hall) by local groups; some were dramatic societies and some were 
associated with church societies and lodges.  Myrle Buxton's mother, Nellie, 
and his aunt Mrs. Claudia Morrill were very active in dramatics.  The latter 
had the lead in The Octoroon, a drama. 

“The play Uncle Tom's Cabin was presented in the village during the late 
1890's.  [The class of 1916] presented a play called Mr. Bob, directed by 
Lawrence Adams.”   -- Royce Pitkin 
 
Left:  Lawrence Adams, unknown, Celia Adams, and Forrest Walker 
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 The Octoroon was performed again in Marshfield after the turn 
of the century.   
 Down the Black Canyon was probably produced about 1900 or 
1901. 
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Basketball 
 
 Marshfield All Star Basketball team (right) 
Forrest Walker, Charles Cole, Eldred Pitkin, 
Lawrence Adams, unknown, Frank Brown. 
 
 Marshfield Athletic Association 1906-07 
(below). Back row: Edgar Hawes, Howard Long, 
Carroll Goodridge.  Front Row:  Frank Brown, 
Lawrence Adams, Grant Brown. 
 

 
 

 
 
Right:  Girls high school basketball team 1904.  Front 
left is Harriet Cole Prouty, mother of Helen Prouty 
Tracy 
 
 
 

The first gymnasium was constructed in 
Marshfield in 1929, when the new school was built in 
the village.  Prior to that time games were played in 
Marshall’s Hall or in other towns (like Barre or 
Montpelier) which had better indoor basketball 
facilities. 
 
 
 
 

The picture at right was taken about 1905 in front 
of Homer Carpenter’s home on Main Street in 
Marshfield just before the team traveled to Goddard 
Seminary in Barre to play a Barre team.  From left are 
Ivan Carpenter, unknown, Forrest Duke, Frank 
Brown, Edgar Hawes, Robert Edson, Brooks Hudson, 
and Fred Pitkin. 
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Baseball 

 
Marshfield Allstars Oct. 20, 1894 -  Back:  Ed Preston (short stop), Jess Wilson (2nd base), A. T. Davis, Mason Chester, Lonnie 

Adams (pitcher).  Front: Bernis Cameron (3rd base), Ellis Preston, Eldred Pitkin (1st base), Harry Cole (catcher), Bert Davis (left-
handed pitcher).  Other team members included Warner Smith, Howard Carpenter, Leon Rathburn, Frank Brown, Herbert Emery, 

Fred Pitkin, and Wavie Sulham.  The team was at its best about 1898. 
 

One year a baseball game was played in a meadow of the Henry Smith farm, south of the village.  Herbert Emery for Marshfield 
and Harry Walbridge for Cabot were the pitchers.  After eleven innings, the game was halted for a conference.  Both pitchers were 
very tired and neither team had another good man to do the pitching.  The score was tied 2 to 2 so it was decided to call the game a 
draw. 
 

 
The school team circa 1912.  Left to right:  Leon Wilson, Ralph Mears, John Hawes, Percy Pitkin, Raymond Gilman,  

James Phelps, Bernard Ellis, Maynard Ellis, Clarence Pitkin. 
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Good Times 

 
This picture of a picnic at Sabin (Woodbury) Pond, was taken in 1906, probably by Lonnie Adams. 

Back Row, Standing – left to right:   Mrs. Clarence Wilson, Alice Walker, Ira Ormsbee, Milton Northrup, Josiah W. Mears, 
Gertrude Mears, Paul Pitkin, unknown woman, Eliza Dwinell, Gilbert Dwinell, Vilas Smith, Frank Northrup, Fred Pitkin, 
Ivan Carpenter, Earl Dwinell, Muriel Pitkin, Olive Pitkin, Myrtie Bemis, Ozias Pitkin, Phineas Bemis. 

Second Row, Standing, left:  Ralph Mears (boy), Earl Mears (smaller boy behind Ralph), unknown girl. 
Second Row, Seated:  Martha Carpenter, Frederick Carpenter (in Martha’s lap), Everett Carpenter. 

Second Row, Standing,  right:  Royce Pitkin (small boy partly obscured holding his father’s hand), Zenith Bemis. 
Front Row, Seated:  James Dwinell, Lee Dwinell, Mabel Cameron, Florence Wilson, Amy Cameron, Ralph Cameron (little boy 

with hat), Bernis Cameron, Marilla Wilson, Ethel Lamberton, Percy Pitkin, Forrest Walker, unknown girl. 
 
 “In the years from 1900 to the 20's my parents went to card parties, church socials, dances (round and square), parties at homes of 
friends and relatives.  For a few years they went to grange meetings but they did not belong to such orders as the Knights of Pythias 
and Pythian Sisters as several families did. 
 “My mother sang in the congregational church choir as did my brothers Fred and Paul.  They also took part in musical 
productions, I remember particularly their participation in the ‘Cantata of Joseph’ which was directed by Mark Davis, brother of Alvi 
T. Davis, the Marshfield postmaster for many years.   
 “We played toss and catch, peggy, and wrestled.  During the noon hour we slid down Main Street, Depot Hill and Hudson's Hill 
(Now Dwight Baker's), usually we had at least two traverses (also called double runners).  My family had a very good one that my 
brother Fred had made and Charles Brown had one that belonged to his family.  The sliding was, of course, possible only in the winter 
months.  When the highway department began to plow the roads in the winter, sliding was no longer possible.  For two or three 
winters we maintained for a few weeks a skating rink on the meadow in front of Frank Cole's blacksmith shop near the river.  I think it 
was arranged by high school boys and girls operating as the Windago Club. 
 “In the spring and fall the boys went swimming in the nude in the river at a place called the Notch just above the village.  The 
water was deepest there at a point where there was a pyramid shaped hole in the ledge.  We also roamed through Homer  
Carpenter's sugar place approximately north of the school house and sailed little ships on a very little pond in the pasture back of the 
school house.”  

                  -- Royce Pitkin, 1976 
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 “I feel country life was more formal then.  
My mother never called anyone to ‘chat’ on 
the phone.  Unless two people were peers in 
school they were not on a first name basis.  
There certainly were no ‘koffee klatches.’  
However, there was group activity in the 
church, in lodges (Knights of Pythias), and 
school programs. 
  “In the winter there were 
promenades in the K.P. hall.  Obed Folsom 
called the square dances and the Sicely 
orchestra played.  The ladies’ aid held a fair 
around Christmas and some very lovely 
things were sold.  I liked the Post Office grab 
bag.  Arch (Cole) built the boxes for it.  Once 
it was a fish pond. 
 “About 1920 Glendon Orne showed 
movies at the K.P. Hall.  Dot Cameron Orne 
played the piano.  Pearl White serials, Mary 
Pickford features, Hank Gibson westerns, 
Charlie Chaplin and Fatty Arbuckle comics. 
 “In the summer there were band concerts once a week with cars parked around the village green and we had popcorn.  There were 
still a few baseball games held in Homer Carpenter's pasture field but they ended about 1915.  There were fourth of July celebrations 
with parades.  Charlie Shepard led them on horseback and Lucius Nute took over after his day.  In 1922 Johnny Green and his flying 
machine came to the celebration and landed on the Joe Mears meadow (Cabot Road).  He took up passengers ($5.00 or $7.50).   Trudy 
Blake had a lemonade stand and earned enough to go up.  Jessie Carson and I also went over.  Johnnie Green was there in 1922 also 
[sic].  He landed that time on Ed Gould's meadow.  That was my first plane ride, the last of the day because I had cold feet.  I sat 
between Ed Merritt of Cabot and Raymond Houghton. 
 “Memorial Days were always celebrated, too.  The children marched by grades from the school to the cemetery to decorate the 
soldier's graves.  Herb Folsom (1900) always fired off a canon at sunrise.  My family always had relatives and friends for watermelon 
and fireworks in the evening.  Charlie Cole used to fire them from the ledge in Ed Spencer's Pasture.  There were always programs 
with recitations and songs.  Columbia the Gem of the Ocean was one you seldom hear now.  Marching Through Georgia - Civil War 
songs in general.  The poetry always included ‘Under the sod and the dew, Waiting the judgment day, Under the one the blue, Under 
the one the gray.’  But the other verses escape me. 
 “One day each summer was circus day in Montpelier and everyone went.  There were pond dances at Joe's, Woodbury, and 
Harvey's with big name bands appearing occasionally.  The Nellie Gill Players, of course.  A few medicine shows.  Camping at 
Groton and Harvey's. There was a pony show that traveled through Marshfield for a number of summers and gave exhibitions and 
rides. 

 “I particularly remember the young women - Leola 
Taft, Carrie Spencer, etc. -  playing tennis on the village 
green, dressed in their white shirtwaists and full skirts, long 
of course.  They seemed very elegant and sophisticated to 
me.  They were the epitome of haute couture and like my 
paper doll ladies. 
 “A 4-H club was led by Mrs. Lee Short and Mrs. 
Simeon Swerdfeger around 1920.  A Campfire Girls was 
started by Mrs. Brotherston, the Congo church minister's 
wife.  Some of us went to Montpelier to take Red Cross 
swimming lessons 1928-29.”    
   -- Helen Prouty Tracy, 1976 
 
 
� Milton “ Tom” Ide and a friend (don’t know who is who) 
horsing around on the Fairbanks hay scales located just 
below the George Davis boot shop (G.O. Davis on the 1858 
village map). Tom lost an arm in a planer in 1898. 

Johnny Green’s Flying Machine on Joe Mears’ meadow, July 4, 1922 
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Hubert Croteau’s covered wagon, 
July 4, 1934. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Warren Partridge puts the cart before the horse, 
July 4, 1934. 
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Goings On About Town 
 

July 3, 1926 
 
Says He and Brother Went to House Sunday Afternoon 
to Return Lantern and While There got Into a 
Discussion Which Led to Fight 
 
BURNHAM WAS PUT TO BED AFTER 
FIGHT, LAPAN SAYS 
 
Argument in House Started Over a Proposed Sale of the 
Stuffed Owl, Later Found in Front Yard, and the Pork 
Trade of Previous Visit 
 
 A full confession as to his part in the murder of Ivan 
Burnham at his home in East Calais on Sunday night has 
been obtained by state officials from one of the two Lapan 
brothers, who are held at the Washington county jail in 
Montpelier.  The confession was dictated to a stenographer 
in the jail office this morning in the presence of Attorney 
General J. Ward Carver, State’s Attorney Charles B. Adams, 
State Detective E. C. Brown, Sheriff H. J. Slayton and 
Deputy Sheriff H. W. McAllister. 
 The officials decline to make public at this time the 
name of the man who has confessed, confining themselves 
to the simple statement that one of them has made a full 
confession.  The officers are spending the afternoon at East 
Calais, checking up on the details of the story told them this 
morning.  It is expected that a full cleanup of the whole 
affair will be made. 
 The men under arrest are Fred Lapan and his brother, 
Silas Lapan, of North Calais, farmers and horse traders. 
 According to the confession made by the one brother to-
day, the murder was committed by them Sunday afternoon.  
They went to Burnham’s to return the lantern and while 
there each had a glass of beer.  One of them engaged in a 
checker game with Burnham, and while the game was in 
progress one of the brothers began to talk trade and 
proposed to buy the stuffed owl.  This started a discussion 
and the pork trade of the previous Wednesday entered into 
the talk, and the talk grew more animated and verged into 
anger.  The brother making the confession went out to the 
shed on an errand and on his return found Burnham and his 
brother in a fight and rolling on the floor.  He states he 
parted them and helped Burnham to the bedroom.  He tried 
to get his brother away.  Going into the yard he turned his 
Ford car around and called to his brother to come on.  He 
did not come, so he went into the house and found the two 
men fighting again.  After further efforts to separate them 
Burnham was put to bed with his clothes on, where they left 
him. 
 It will be remembered The Times related in Tuesday’s 
paper the finding of the stuffed owl in the front yard with the 
head torn off.  This the Lapan who had done the fighting 
threw there just before they started for home. 
 

July 12, 1933 
 

 
Library of Congress Photo, taken July 20, 1933  

 
Mrs. F. D. Roosevelt Gets Gas in Town 
 

An incident occurred in this village Monday 
which is without a precedent.  The wife of the nation’s 
chief executive motored through the town on her way 
to the White mountains and on her return stopped at the 
Blake T Room and bought a chocolate bar and Mr. 
Blake assisted her in putting up the top of her car as it 
was raining.  She was accompanied by her secretary.  
Mrs. Blake was inside and did not see the lady but her 
little son, “Sammy,” recognized her and ran in to tell 
his mother that Mrs. Roosevelt had stopped there.  He 
knew because she looked just like her pictures.  She 
also was waited upon by Raymond Houghton, so 
several people got a sight of the first lady of the land 
but all declared her to be just an ordinary woman, very 
pleasant to meet.  She went from here to Mt. 
Mansfield, where she remained over night. 

G. L. Dwinell of Marshfield has in his possession a cane 
with an interesting history, which he brought with him to-day 
on a visit to the county court house.  It came to him from 
Samuel W. Clifford, who received it in 1856 from its maker, 
Robert Guard, a silversmith in the employ of the Gorham firm.  
Guard was the descendant of a barber who was sometimes 
called on to cut George Washington’s hair and who saved some 
of the cuttings from the head of the Father of his country.  A 
few of the hairs are mounted under glass in the head of the 
cane.  The silver knob on the head is ornamented with a tiny 
reproduction of the Liberty bell, made from a bit of metal from 
the bell itself.  The wood of the cane is from a spindle of the 
old stairway in Independence hall in Philadelphia.  The cane is 
a much prized souvenir in the Dwinell family. 
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Probably taken prior to 1920. 

MARSHFIELD 
 

J. Burton Pike has a hen which is deserving of special 
mention and, in a way, merits as much celebrity as one of 
historic renown known as Old Grimes’ hen.  A few weeks 
ago, the hen in question stole a nest under the barn, where she 
was secluded from all the other fowls.  Here she laid 24 eggs 
and in due time came off with a brood of 22 fine chickens.  
Here is a good example of what one hen can do in the way of 
increased endeavor or in the speeding up policy of which we 
hear so much in these times of gigantic achievement.  Who 
can say that even a hen may not respond to her country’s call 
and be stirred to heroic effort by the spirit of patriotism? 

 
Alvi T. Davis, 

Marshfield, Candidate 
For Senate 

 

 
Announces He Has No Axes To 
Grind And No Hobbies To Ride 
If He Should Be Elected To the 

Senate 
 
 Alvi T. Davis of Marshfield, life-
long resident of that town, today 
announced that he would be a candidate 
for the Republican nomination for 
county senator.  Mr. Davis stated that 
he has no axes to grind and no hobbies 
to ride, and if the voters should see fit 
to nominate and elect him he would go 
the legislature prepared to give his best 
service to the county and state, as he 
did while representing his town in 
1937. 

 Mr. Davis is 60 years of age and 
is one of the prominent business men of 
his town.  His present business is with 
the Molly’s Falls Telephone Co., with 
which he is secretary-treasurer, and 
with insurance. 
 He was postmaster in Marshfield 
for 38 years, from 1897 to 1935; and 
that long service was recognized among 
his fellow postmasters by election as 
president of the Vermont state branch 
of the National League of District 
Postmasters for the period from 1934 to 
1935.  He also had the satisfaction of 
the National League who visited 
President Taft in 1913, as the result of 
which visit the first executive order 
placing the district postmasters under 
classified civil service was issued. 
 While attending some of the 
national conventions of the District 
Postmasters Mr. Davis became known 
as the “maple sugar man” because he 
procured a large consignment of 
Vermont maple sugar hearts and 
distributed them to each and every 
delegate and visitor to the convention, 
even though, on one occasion, he had to 
set up an improvised sugar camp in his 
hotel room and remold a quantity of the 
candies which had run together under 
the heat of a southern climate.  The 
result of Mr. Davis foresight was that 
many demands were made for orders of 
Vermont maple sugar. 
 Among town offices he has held, 
Mr. Davis has been town moderator for 
21 years and still is.  As already stated, 
he served in the 1937 legislature, being 
a member and clerk of the banking and 
insurance committee and also a member 
of the corporations and franchises 
committee.  In civic and social affairs 
of his town he interests himself to a 
marked extent. 
 In asking for the nomination, Mr. 
Davis states he believes it may be 
breaking precedent over a long period 
inasmuch as he could not recall when 
his end of the county had ever had a 
senator. 
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Civil War Soldiers 
 
 It was reported after the Civil War that Marshfield 
supplied 98 men for the Union effort and that 28 of 
those never returned from the war.  Doubtless most of 
these 98 men are still remembered by their descendants 
and it is certain that many more photographs could be 
found if an investigation were made.  Presented here are 
those pictures which have so far come to light.  A 
complete list of Marshfield’s Civil War soldiers, 
furnished by General P.P. Pitkin, was published in 
Hemenway’s Gazetteer of Washington County, Vt.   
 
 One of the soldiers of whom we do not have a 
photo was Norman William Johnson, Co. F. 2nd Vt. 
Volunteers.  Johnson owned the village sawmill and 
was living at the mill house (now owned by Hap 
Hayward) when he went off to war in January of 1864.  
He kept a diary of his service during that entire year, 
and makes mention of at least a dozen other Marshfield 
boys who were serving in his company, or were 
stationed nearby.  In May, Johnson’s regiment was 
involved in some of the most gruesome fighting of the 
war; the Battle of the Wilderness, Spotsylvania 
Courthouse, and the Battle of the Bloody Angle.  
Johnson was shot through the wrist and body, but 
survived and finished his year of service without seeing 
further action.  His diary entries of those battles, 
complete with his misspellings, follow:  
 
“(May 4th) Broke camp at four.  Crossed the Rapadan at two.  
Bunked down for the night three miles beyond Rapadan.  (5th) 
Roll call at four.  Started on the plank Road to Fredericksburg.  
Skirmishing commenced with Cavalry about eleven.  Infantry 
went in.  Our loss was very great.  (6th) Started us out at 
daylight in a line of battle with nothing to eat.  Went in, 
skirmished finely.  Had a terrible fight and was driven back.  
Had heavy loss.  Fell back and formed a line where we started 
in the morning.  Throwed up Brest Works.  (7th) Lodged in 
rifle pits.  Ordered to be ready at daybreak.  Left at six, fell 
back for a reserve, lay until the sixth corps came.  Marched 
until nearly sundown.  Got some coffee. Went about a mile, 
camped for one hour then started for Fredericksburg.  (8th) 
Marched all night to get five miles.  Nothing to eat until 
afternoon.  Started then as train guard until about six, then 
marched on until dark.  Formed in line of Battle then kept 

changing positions until morning.  (9th) Commenced to fortify early this morning.  Regiment for picket in afternoon.  
About four fell back and took higher ground.  Brisk firing at the same time.  Pickets firing all night and a few volleys on 
the right.  (10th) Heavy cannonading this morning and some skirmishing has kept up all day.  At four we was called 
upon to make another charge.  We took 200 prisoners.  Our loss was very heavy.  Got back at eight and lay in the pits.  
(11th) Rained a little.  Lay in rifle pits all day.  At night went out and camped in the mud.  Stayed all night with no 
supper.  (12th) Started for another battlefield about nine in the morning.  Was hit in the right side and wrist.  Got to the 
hospital about four in afternoon.  (13th) Wound dressed this morning, unable to move.  Lay here all day.  Fighting 
farther off.  Wounded are being cared for as fast as they can but still are coming in.  (14th) Started for Fredericksburg at 
daylight, had a very rough time, arrived there at four in the afternoon.  Had my wound dressed about ten in the evening.  
(15th) Rained, find myself quite comfortable.  There are about sixty in the room where I am.  Had coffee and hardtack 
for breakfast and supper. (18th) Have had a comfortable day.  A large number of wounded came in this evening, 
Wounds mostly caused by shells.  (19th) One of the boys took me to his ward and I found some of Co. F.  Had some 
flour paste for supper.  (20th) Rested very well.  Bought a pint of milk for breakfast, paid 25 cents.  I am very weak 
today.” 

 Above:  George N. Carpenter Co. I, 9th Vt. 
Regiment.  He was promoted to 2nd Lt., taken 
prisoner at Harper’s Ferry and imprisoned at 
Chicago.  His brother, James, served in Co. H, 
11th Vt. 
 
 Right:  Some other Civil War veterans.  
From top:  Sgt. Eli S. Pitkin, Charles Shepard, 
Lucius Nute, and Orson Woodcock who all four 
belonged to  Co. C, 13th Vt. Regiment which  
fought at Gettysburg and was instrumental in the 
repulse of Pickett’s Charge, Charles Newton, 
Co. G, 4th Vt. Regiment (wounded by a shell), 
David Lucas, 3rd  Vt. Battery, and Homer 
Hollister, Co. F, 6th Vt. Regiment. 
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World War I 
 

Thirty-six  men and boys from Marshfield served in the Army 
and Navy during World War I.  Their names can be seen on a 
memorial tablet at the Town Clerk’s Office in Marshfield.  World 
War I did not seem to generate the same level of sacrifice and 
involvement on the part of those who remained at home as did the 
Civil War and World War II.  Edith Burnham recalled of the war 
years: 

“I don’t remember that [life] was any different.  Of course, we were all 
greatly concerned about it.  But I don’t  remember that my life was any 
different.  Of course everybody’d knit, who could knit, for stockings and 
sweaters and so forth for the soldiers.  I remember of a Carroll Goodridge 
leaving on a bus.  He left quite early in the morning.  Others who lived right 
around him [went] to the place where he was to be picked up, to see him off.  
Really I don’t remember about too many others going. “  

Helen Prouty Tracy: 

“I remember a big benefit for World War I held in the K.P. hall.  Items were 
sold at auction.  I have an afghan Mrs. Lee Shortt made.  She sat on the steps 
of the store and knitted strips all summer.  When the boys left for war the 
whole town turned out to wave goodbye to the cavalcade.” 
 

  

 Marshfield residents gathered in front of Shortt’s store 
(above) as they await the departure of a group of soldiers in 1918.  
Right:  Clara Shortt doing some wartime knitting.  Below left:  
Lee Shortt drives the boys to the station.  Below right:  Brothers 
Raymond (Steve) and Avara (George) Gilman pose in uniform. 
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Getting Around 

 

 Above:  Charles and Clarina Shepard in a sleigh outside their home on the Danville Road (H. Woodward on the 1870 village 
map).  Charles was a Civil War veteran, and a longtime member of the Marshfield band.  He operated a shoe shop with his brother 
Alvah, which was across the road from his house.  Clarina was a daughter of Andrew and Patty (Dwinell) English.   

 Below:  Simeon Swerdfeger, Jim English, Adella Swerdfeger, and Nellie (Swerdfeger) English either coming or going.   Simeon 
worked at the gristmill, and Adella worked at Shortt’s store.  Their daughter, Nellie, married James English, son of George and Ella 
(Severance) English.  James and Nellie operated a clothing store in Cabot. 
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 “E. A. Merritt had the garage in Cabot, he sold 
Fords, Model T.  Model T Fords then.  All these 
Fords come in to Marshfield Depot.  We kids used to 
go up and watch when they unloaded them up there.  
They came in, the fenders weren’t on and tops 
weren’t on and everything was folded up inside.  
They were most all touring cars you know.  They 
didn’t have any closed cars hardly in those days.  
They put side curtains on you know.  Folded the top 
up and put side curtains on. Then they’d take them on 
the back street.  Up around to go to Cabot up here 
with them.  They put the gasoline in them there. We 
used to either put gasoline or oil in them.  We’d watch 
them get them ready to drive them to Cabot.  Then 
Marshfield, you see Charley Houghton sold 
Chevrolets back then. There was a four-ninety 
Chevrolet.  A lot of people had cars then.  A lot of 
people had cars.  You take back then, summer time, 
Fourth of July, everybody’s running cars then.  You 
could go to Montpelier or anywhere with a car.  The 
roads weren’t very good,  but you could go.  My 
father had an Oakland.  My grandfather had an 
Oakland.  But my grandfather’s was a big one.  It had 
seats that folded up in the back.  Seven passenger.  
And I remember we kids always wanted [to] set in 
them seats you know.  We’d fold them seats up and 
ride in the back. 

“Arthur Blake was a mail carrier.  He used to go 
off up over through, up in Hookerville, way around 
up in there.  I remember when he got a Model T Ford 
and he went up around through there in the winter 
with it.  He had fixed it up like a snowmobile you 
know.   They took the hind wheels, they took the front 
wheels and they used them, they put runners on the 
front and they had like a caterpillar you know.  And 
he used to go out, he’d tell about going up over snow 
drifts up through there.  I remember him telling my 
father he went right up through there when they 
couldn’t even go with horses.” 

      -- Dwight Clark, 1996 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Orrilla (St. Clair) Smith in a sidecar, 
1921.  She was married to Joseph V. 
Smith and they resided in South Cabot 
(see page 153). 

 
 

Charley Houghton gives his cousin Florence a ride in South Cabot, 
1911.  Charley sold Chevrolets in Marshfield. 
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Fish & Game 
 
 
 

Smilie S. Smith, a Marshfield shoemaker, at Groton Pond, circa 1900.  He was the 
father of Mrs. Laura Wilson, Mrs. Mabel Thompson, and Lucy Agnes Smith. 

Found dead on the shore of Pigeon Pond.  Weighed 15 pounds.  The folding rule in 
the photo is two feet long. 

Frank Tibbetts, Sr. after a successful expedition, sometime in the 1920’s.   Frank was 
the son of Dan and Jennie Tibbetts.  He married Mildred Emery, daughter of Herbert 

and Nellie (Lucas) Emery. 

18 ½ INCHES OF TROUT 
 
And Harold Wilson Had the Goods to 
Prove His Story 
 

The big one that got away has been landed at 
last – believe it or not, Mr. Ripley.  The aged 
piscatorial mammoth, the larupin’ old sockdolager, 
the trout about which every prevaricating descendant 
of Ike Walton has told when romancing to his 
friends, has graced a local angler’s creel at last and a 
new alibi must be found to take his place. 
 Yesterday, Harold Wilson, local sportsman, 
who was out on insurance business, cast his weather 
eye about and discerned in the offing the approach of 
a nice little shower calculated to make trout anxious 
for a meal of nice juicy earthworms.  Twenty-year 
endowments and the financial standing of bereaved 
families were forgotten, and his mind was filled with 
visions of fast water and fighting squaretails.  The 
transition from the garb of a placid business man to 
that of a fisherman ready to go through anything for 
fishing, was almost instant, and a few minutes later 
he was on his way to a previously decided 
rendezvous in Brookfield. 
 For an hour or so fisherman Wilson waded his 
way along the stream, here and there picking up a 
speckled scrapper six or seven inches in length.  It 
began to look like just another fair fishing day for 
him.  The bottom of his creel easily accommodated 
the trout he had caught.  Then came the great 
moment – bigger even than the True Story big 
moments.  A good pool loomed ahead and a fresh 
worm was threaded onto a tiny barbed piece of steel.  
A snap of the wrist and his lively bamboo rod 
projected the baited hook into the pool and – 
Smack!!! – Goliath had come up from his sleep of a 
dozen years at the bottom of that pool for the worm 
he had waited for had arrived.  The fight was on. 
 There was Wilson without a landing net on the 
rocky bank and there in the pool was the granddaddy 
of all the trout anxious to remain at home.   Harold 
pulled and the trout pulled.   The light rod bent close 
to the breaking point and the line was as taut as a 
violin string.  For seconds the fight lasted and then 
the trout gave ground.  A little more battle and he 
was lifted out of the water.  The fisherman gasped at 
the sight of the fish’s great mouth.  He brought him 
toward the bank, the battle almost over.  No, wait – 
the big fish caught on a limb overhanging the water.  
A mad scramble and the fisherman was on him.  No 
danger, the hook had gone deep and the old-timer 
was finished. 

When the excitement had worn off and sanity 
partially returned to the fisherman, the ruler came 
out.  The measuring process started in 12, 14, 16, 18, 
18 ½ inches he measured off before he stopped.  His 
eyes popped out an inch.  It could hardly be true.  
Why, the trout was the longest one taken in these 
parts in years.  No question about it – the rule was 
right and the crown as the conqueror of the biggest 
brook trout for the 1931 season was his.  Was he 
proud as he displayed that fish to a host of admiring 
friends last evening?  Well, wouldn’t you be? 
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From the 1993 History of Plainfield: 
“George Townsend was born in Plainfield on October 22, 

1832, the son of Nathaniel and Sarah (Nye) Townsend. . . . . He 
made two trips west in his youth and worked for a time in 
Chicago.  He married Olive Pitkin and went to live on her farm 
in Marshfield, [G. Townsend on the 1870 map] later moving to 
Plainfield.  Mr. Townsend was a successful farmer, a gifted 
violinist, and a member of the band.  He died at the age of 
eighty-six on January 11, 1919. 

“Dwight Hollister was born June 6, 1870, the son of 
[Homer and Myra (Carpenter) Hollister].  He married Inez 
Dodge on July 3, 1888.  They operated a farm on Hollister Hill 
until 1902, when he began to work as a carpenter in the 
Marshfield-Plainfield area.  He was a member of the Modern 
Woodmen of America, being affiliated with the Granite City 
Court of Barre.  He was town constable and tax collector at the 
time of his death on June 11, 1940. 

“The two men shared a love of the outdoors and often 
bought and sold furs.” 

 
 

 Right: George Townsend and Dwight Hollister 
display some of the furs which they sometimes bought and 
sold (circa 1890).   

 

Above: Charles Brown (son of Frank H.  and Abbie 
Brown) gets a bird circa 1915. 

 

Right:  Allen Martin, George Bean, and Alp Lyndes 
with an unlucky eight-point buck at the Lyndes farm 

on the River Road. 
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Some of John Lamberton’s hunting stories:  

“Bernie Cameron is the man that lived here.  Bernie farmed here 
for over fifty years [D. R. Loveland, 1870].  Bernie was a pretty good 
old fellow.  Kind of a character.  Liked to have a little fun.  Real nice 
man, Bernie was.  An old fox hunter.  This Will Greeley down to 
Plainfield, a great big man Greeley was.  Greeley didn’t like 
automobiles very well.  Bernie had a car.  They’d go up on the hills, 
here, fox hunting, and Greeley would ride but he didn’t fancy it.  He’d 
rather been behind the horse a whole lot.  But this day they were up 
back [of] Hollister Hill somewhere fox hunting and they got started 
home and they stopped at some farm along there and the old fella had 
some cider.  Those days I guess about everybody had cider anyway 
but this was some that had been made a quite a while.  And he asked 
Bernie and Will if they didn’t want some and they said yes.  So they 
had some cider and Bernie drank a glass or two and then he begun to 
talk and joke and laugh and Greeley got a little nervous.  He figured 
Bernie’d had about enough so he said he guessed they’d better go 
home.  So they started along down the hill and they come to this little 
bridge across the brook and Bernie stopped.  Greeley talked kinda 
squealy and he was a little nervous anyway and he said, ‘What are 
you stopping here for, Bernie?’ and Bernie says, ‘You know, Will, I 
can see three bridges right there.  What do you think we’d better do?’  
‘What’d we better do?  We’d better sit right here till you can’t see but one!’ he said.  That’s Will Greeley.  

“Another time they went fox hunting up on the railroad track.  Bernie had chased this old fox and she’d get on the rail and run right up the rail 
and the dog couldn’t follow no scent on the iron rail.  So he said to Greeley, ‘You set right behind that pile of ties and I’ll go down here and start the 
old fox and she’ll come right up by there.’  So Greeley got behind the pile of ties and Bernie took the dog and went down the track and sure enough it 
weren’t too long before they started the fox and up she went and right up by the pile of ties.  Not a sound.  Bernie come along up through and he said, 
‘Why didn’t you shoot that fox?’  Greeley said, ‘She didn’t come up through here.’  Bernie said, ‘Oh yes she did.’  Well come to find out Greeley’d 
forgot to put any shells in his gun and pulled up and clicked both barrels.  But it didn’t register.  But Bernie said,  ‘You know, he’ll never do that 
again,’ he said.” 

 
Bert Townsend related the following stories in his recollections of life in District #11: 

“When we went into the trapping business to get money to buy powder and shot for the three dollar shot gun, we caught a skunk, but before we 
got him killed he ‘peed on us.’  Father said, ‘You boys tend to your work and let the trapping go.’  Then we learned that by using a box trap we could 
catch a skunk, and take the box and skunk to Marshall’s mill dam and hold it under the water for a while and the skunk wouldn’t stink. One time we 
opened the box trap after it had been submerged and there was King’s black and white cat, drowned.  That day at school we leaned on the yard fence 
and heard Mr. King calling, ‘Mixie, Mixie, Mixie,’ - but Mixie didn’t ever come back.  My brother pulled his cap down over his eyes and said to me, 
‘We ain’t ever going to trap no more,’ and then he blowed his nose hard. 

 
“Fred Laird had established himself in a lucrative law practice in Montpelier, [and] he became the owner of Laird’s Mill Pond where his father 

had for years operated the sawmill that did so much to help the growth and prosperity of District No. 11.  Fred had this pond stocked with trout and 
posted it ‘No Fishing or Trespassing.’  To see that this warning was obeyed he arranged with one Chester Wood to occupy the camp that Fred had 
built.  Chet, as he was called, was a big man not much over twenty years and could lick his weight in wild cats.  During the fishing season a couple of 
Fred’s lawyer friends, I believe their names were Dillingham and Howland, asked Fred if they couldn’t go up to this pond and try their luck at 
fishing.  Fred saw his chance to get even with them for some jokes they had played on him so he told them to go ahead and fish as long as you want 
to.  Soon after, one morning Chet saw a couple of well dressed men out on the pond smoking and enjoying themselves. He watched them pull in a 
couple of trout.  He made up his mind that they were strangers and decided to go into action at once.  He went down to the shore and called out 
‘What you fellers think you are doing, fishing on this private pond?’  They replied, ‘We are Mr. Laird’s friends and he told us we could fish here as 
long as we cared to.’  ‘I don’t give a damn who you are or where you come from, you better heave anchor and come in PDQ.’ 

“They said they came 15 miles to fish and they were going to fish as long as they cared to.  Chet replied, ‘Better be coming in if you don’t want 
to get wet.’  Chet tossed a ten pound sledge hammer into a boat and started for the somewhat frightened fishermen.  He pulled up along side, heaved 
the sledge straight down through the bottom of the fishermen’s boat and without saying anything started back for the shore.  The boat with the gaping 
hole soon began to sink and soon the occupants were in the water hanging to the gun wale.  The shore looked too far for them to swim.  They decided 
they had fished as long as they cared to and asked Chet to take them ashore.  Chet swung his boat around and they started to climb in the boat. 

“Chet said no.  ‘If you fellers have decided you have fished long enough you can catch hold of the back end of this boat and I’ll tow you 
ashore.’  They started to climb in again, but Chet took his oar and told them, ‘I said I’d tow you in, better stay outside.’ 

“The well soaked fishermen were soon on shore and saying something about having the law on the big country sledge heaver.  Starting for 
Montpelier they came into Fred’s office somewhat dryer than when they left the pond, but still looking rather damp.  When Fred saw the condition of 
his brother lawyers he burst out laughing and said, ‘Thought you fellows went a fishing.’  Then it occurred to them that Fred knew all the time how 
their fishing trip would turn out.  They all laughed together as only lawyers can and decided that Fred had a very reliable caretaker of his fish pond.” 

Charles Stockwell, Les Ames, Bernie Cameron, and 
Richard Gokey.  Bernie was born 1875, married Mabel 
Loveland, and lived where John Lamberton later did (D. 

R. Loveland, 1870 map). 
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Medicine 
 
Dr. Frank Corson speaking on December 5, 1969: 

“Dr. Beecher, Chief of Medicine, at U.V.M. told me 
about the need of a Country Doctor in the little village of 
Marshfield, Vermont.  [He] gave me a letter of 
recommendation to be given to Lance Shepard, of the 
National Life Ins. Co., who met me in Montpelier, around the 
1st of August, 1915, and we both rode the train to Marshfield 
where I was introduced to Mr. and Mrs. Simeon Swerdfeger 
and Bert Davis, owners of a large general store and Elbridge 
Gilman, Druggist.  I had but a short time to look over this 
village.  

“I arrived in Marshfield to set up the practice of 
medicine with less than $10.00 in my pocket.  My father-in-
law had advanced me the money for railroad fare and board 
and room.  I rode from Marshfield Depot by Stage into town 
wondering when and IF I’d have a patient from this rural area.  
I was skinny, lonely and wearing a shabby blue suit which I 
had worn for the past four years and I carried a dilapidated 
medicine bag which I had somehow paid $5.00 for.   

“I secured a room at the hotel run by ‘Al’ Billings where I set up practice without any equipment except a thermometer, a stethoscope, a few 
sample drugs and a pair of obstetrical forceps.  I paid $6.00 for room and board for a week and Mr. Billings didn’t charge me anything for my office.  
The hotel was empty when I arrived, however, toward evening so many traveling men came to ‘put up’ at the hotel, that we had to double up on 
rooms.  The next morning I discovered someone had taken my necktie and night shirt.  Sometime later I saw a man wearing my tie, but never did find 
my nightshirt!!   

“The first week I was in Marshfield, there was an automobile accident near the Joe Mears farm.  I was called and having no method of 
transportation, a Mrs. Frank Newton told me to get into her wagon and she’d drive me up there.  I found the man had a badly injured chest which I 
strapped at my office and sent him home to his own doctor.  I had several house visits to make after this and a few office patients.  Within two weeks 
I was becoming established in the practice of medicine and I sent for my family to join me at the hotel.  

“I had to rent a horse and carriage, by the trip, from the George Bliss Livery Stable, for my house calls.  After paying the livery stable keeper, 
there wasn’t much left as house calls were 75 cents between the upper and lower bridges in Marshfield Village; $1.50 to the Herb Wells place; $2.50 
to Lanesboro, etc. 

 
“I was soon to meet Dr. M. D. Warren and Dr. L. W. Burbank of Cabot;  Dr. 

Frank Wheeler, Dr. Hodgeman and Dr. Freeman of Plainfield and also my predecessor, 
Dr. Carver, who was then living in Barre.  Dr. Carver said there was not much left to 
Marshfield and to keep away from Dr. Warren who would steal my patients!  To make 
a long story short, I got along very well with Dr. Warren.  We often went to different 
homes and performed operations on the kitchen table.  Dr. Warren had a patient who 
was recovering from pneumonia but had developed Empyema.  The doctor asked me to 
give the anesthesia for an operation to relieve this condition.  The next day I went to 
the patient’s home and found the kitchen table  prepared for the operation.  There was 
a copper boiler on the good old black, wood-burning stove with Dr. Warren’s 
instruments being sterilized.  The patient was brought from his bed and placed on the 
kitchen table.  I started the anesthesia and when the patient was ‘well under,’ Dr. 
Warren and his assisting nurse proceeded with the operation.  All was quiet – no one 
saying a word – when suddenly Dr. Warren blurted out, gruffly  - ‘Have you ever 
heard anything I’ve said about you, Doctor?’ – I, being very young and astonished, 
said very meekly:  ‘Why, no, Doctor.’  Dr. Warren gave me a staring look and said:  ‘If 
you ever do, kick my backside.’  The operation was a success. 

“While I lived at the hotel I took care of many patients with colds, bronchitis, 
arteriosclerosis (better known as hardening of the arteries back in those days).  One 
man came to my office and wanted a prescription for a pint of alcohol and a pint of 
gin.  I inquired what he wanted this liquor for and he informed me that the alcohol was 
for ‘rubs’ and the gin for his kidneys!!  I charged him $1.00 for the prescriptions and 
he was very disgruntled, so I told him to give me back my prescriptions, which he 
didn’t and paid me the $1.00.  I never saw this man again.  I delivered nine babies,  the 
ninth one being the daughter of Mr. & Mrs. Frank Brown.  In the Spring I moved from 

the hotel to the Preston House.  I lived there until the fall of 1916 when I moved into the Mat Carpenter residence which was over the old telephone 
office.  I purchased my first horse at an auction in Cabot from a minister who was leaving town, for $50.00.  This horse was the salt of the earth.  I 
pastured her out during the summer on Depot Hill and one day found her dead.  She had very mysteriously become entangled in telephone wires.  
She had been checked every week, but I found her legs practically bound up in the wire.  I felt very sad to loose such a good horse.  Then I had to 
purchase another driving horse and the good people of Marshfield gave me horses to drive for their Winter’s keep.  In 1919 I purchased the Prouty 

Dr. and Mrs. Carver at their home (A. English on the 1870 village 
map).  He was Dr. Corson’s predecessor in Marshfield, and later 

practiced in Barre.  The Carvers were the parents of J. Ward 
Carver, who served as Vermont’s Attorney General. 

Dr. M. D. Warren of Cabot with his daughter 
Agnes posing with some piglets.  Dr. Warren 

served many patients in Marshfield. 
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bungalow – opposite the Swerdfeger’s (I 
still have the genuine Tiffany lamp shade 
which was in the dining room of this 
house).  At this period there was the 
regular routine of office patients and 
house calls.  I purchased my first car, a 
Studebaker coupe ‘on time.’  This car 
could only be used in the summertime as 
in the winter, during my early years of 
practice, all the roads were rolled – snow 
plowing being unheard of.   

“In 1918 I was called, during the 
summer, to treat several cases of 
diphtheria and a few cases of Typhoid.  
In the fall I had several cases of typhoid.    
By the middle of October, the flu was 
raging and I came down with it.  No one 
has to tell you – it hits like lightning.  
The day I was stricken, I was supposed 
to extract several teeth from a lady.  She 
was at my office on time and told me she 
didn’t give a damn how I felt, that she 
was there and that I would have to 
proceed with the extractions.  So, I put 
her under ether, extracted the teeth, then, 
I had just rolled into bed when a man came for a prescription – I hardly knew what I was writing, however, he wasn’t poisoned.   When I had gotten 
over my aching, my wife came down with the flu.  I was very weak and spitting blood – but god was with me and saw me through. 

“In 1920 we had another epidemic of the flu which was more severe in this area than in 1918.  The patients would run a low grade temperature, 
would become extremely weak and turn black.  I found out that advising patients what to do after getting out of bed didn’t amount to a row of pine – 
so many would have a relapse and die within a few days.  During the great epidemic, I worked day and night using my two horses and also using 
every available horse in Marshfield.  Herb Wells, Frank Newton, Dr. Warren and others loaned me horses for driving during this siege of illness.  
Fred Grace, Carroll Mears, Ernest Lamberton, Pete Lapan and others drove the horses for me, which reminds me of the fact that one night we’d used 
all the available driving horses and I still had a call to make.  Pete Lapan was driving for me that night and I asked him if he knew where we could 
find another horse.  Pete said ‘Don’t worry, I know where we’ll get one.’  After my having a very late supper, Pete came for me with a fresh horse – a 
black colt – which he’d stolen from his grandfather’s stable – we made that house visit in record time!!  When we returned, that black colt was white 
with frost.  Pete stabled the colt and rubbed him down, so his grandfather never knew the difference.  

“I didn’t contract the flu until March 1st, when I was hit during the night.  My wife called Dr. Burbank to come to see me.  He said he would if 
someone could meet him with a sleigh at the Gould farm.  There was over two feet of newly fallen snow and the sledding was bad.  Thanks to my 

good friends – Carroll and Ralph Mears and others hitched up four large work horses to a bob sled, to 
which was attached bales of hay on the sides of the sled to plow the road.  They finally reached the 
Gould farm, brought Dr. Burbank to see me and then had to drive the good doctor back.  I’ll never 
forget this act of kindness.  Dr. Burbank was an excellent physician who had his heart and soul in his 
work;  he was a believer in an everlasting god; was an upright citizen, loyal to his country, state, town 
and profession.  His ethics were beyond comprehension.  He was a very understanding and loyal 
family man.  He and I became very fast friends and he was of great help to me, a young physician, 
without home practice experience. 

“I had my first obstetrical case [while living at the hotel] a delivery of a bouncing baby girl at her 
home on New Discovery on the night before Christmas.  My charge for a night’s work was $10.00.  
While living in the Prouty bungalow, my wife and I ran an Obstetrical Home, where I delivered a 
good many babies.  I had an OB case where the baby was born with club feet.  It seems that the snow 
was so deep – up to the horse’s belly – that I didn’t arrive in time to make the delivery – so the mother 
claimed her baby was club footed because I was late.    

“One dark night I was driving in the woods near Knob Hill Pond when a fellow jumped out of 
the bushes into the road in front of my car, brandishing a revolver.  I stopped and the man said to me 
‘Oh, it’s you Doc – you’re not the man I’m looking for !!’  Again, I was nearly frightened out of my 
wits when I was making a house visit on the East Shore of Peacham Pond.  I had a most terrifying ride 
with horse and cutter across Peacham Pond, with the ice cracking every time the horse took a step. 

“I have taken care of 5 generations of the Pitkin and Houghton families; 4 generations of the 
Ennis, Gill, Gilman, and Newton families, and among others, 3 generations of the Orton, Davis, 
Mears, Wells, Goslant, St. Cyr, Holt, W. Smith, Gokey, Roberts, Lamberton, Loso, Buxton, Dwinell, 
Hudson, Croteau, Emery, and Lafiria families. I’ll never forget all the wonderful people of 
Marshfield.” 

Dr. Lester Burbank of Cabot served 
many Marshfield patients.  He was 
the father of Pauline Burbank who 
married Merton Lyndes and later 

John Welch. 

Dr. Guertin (or Gillette, perhaps) at his home in Marshfield about 1895 (Rev. N. F. 
Cobleigh, 1870).  The house was built as the Congregational parsonage.  It was later 

remodeled and a porch had been added by 1907 when the Swerdfegers bought it.   
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Excerpts from The Marshfield I. O. G. T. Cookbook 
“Especially adapted to young housekeepers and busy women – Containing choice gleanings from many households” 

Printed (without photos) sometime between 1905 and 1910 by the Capital City Press, Montpelier. 
 

 
Cream Puffs – Mrs. H. H. Carpenter 
One cup hot water and one-half cup butter boiled together, stir in 1 cup flour, one-half teaspoonful cream tartar, 
one-fourth teaspoonful soda in the water and butter while boiling.  When cool add 3 well beaten eggs, bake in 
muffin rings 20 minutes in a hot oven. Filling for puffs – 1 cup boiling milk, stir in 1 heaping tablespoonful flour, 
one-half cup sugar, 1 egg beaten together and boil till thick. 
 
Ice Cream Cake – Mrs. H. H. Carpenter 
Whites of 5 eggs, 1 tumbler of flour, 1 tumbler of sugar, sift flour, sugar and one-half teaspoon cream tartar three 
times, then mix eggs with the flour and beat, bake in moderate oven. 
 

Pickled Pears – Mrs. E. A. Thomas 
Steam until tender, while cooking make a syrup of 3 pounds of sugar, 1 and one-half 

pints of vinegar, one-half spoonful of allspice and 1 spoonful of cloves.  When the 
pears are soft, drop into the syrup and cook until a wine color. 

 
Apple Ketchup – Mrs. Flora Bliss 
Twelve tart apples stewed and put through the ricer, to 1 quart sifted apple add 1 cup 
sugar, 2 teaspoonfuls cinnamon, 1 teaspoonful cloves, 1 teaspoonful mustard, 1 
teaspoonful pepper, 12 tablespoonful salt, 2 medium sized onions finely chopped, 1 
quart vinegar, stir all together and boil 1 hour, bottle or put in small fruit cans. 
 

Tomato Soup – Mrs. Henry Lamberton 
1 pint canned tomatoes, bring to a boil, add a pinch of soda, strain, then add 1 quart of 

milk, add salt, pepper and butter to suit the taste, let it come to a boil and serve hot. 
 
Steamed Suet Pudding – Mrs. B. W. Davis 
One cup chopped suet, one-half cup molasses, 1 cup raisins, one half teaspoonful salt, 
1 teaspoonful soda, 2 and one-half cups flour.  Steam 3 hours.  Sauce for above – One-
half cup butter, 1 cup sugar beaten to a cream, 1 egg beaten very light, juice of 1 
lemon, small one-half cup soiling water, add slowly.  Heat over a kettle of water but do 
not boil.  This sauce is very nice for graham pudding. 
 

Potato Chowder – Mrs. C. H. George 
Peel and slice a number of medium sized potatoes, put a large teaspoonful sugar and a 

quart of hot water in a stew pan, add salt and when boiling hot add the potatoes and 
cook slowly for half an hour.  Add a pint of milk, let it come just to a boil add more 

seasoning if necessary, thicken slightly and serve immediately. 
 
Cabbage Salad – Mrs. C. E. Shepard 
Two teaspoonfuls salt, 2 teaspoonfuls mustard, 2 tablespoonfuls sugar, 2 tablespoonfuls 
melted butter, 2 tablespoonfuls sweet cream, yolks 3 eggs, 2/3 cup vinegar.  Cook to 
cream, poor over chopped cabbage.  This dressing will keep a long time if kept in cool 
place. 

 
Beet Salad – Mrs. J. L. Severance 

Take four or five medium sized beets, boiled soft, chop as fine as you like, pack down 
into a bowl, throw in a pinch each of mustard and pepper, a teaspoonful of salt, a 

tablespoonful of sugar, cover with cold vinegar, let them stand till next day. 
 



 111

 
 
 

 
Doughnuts – Mrs. Mary Johnson 
One cup sugar, 2 eggs, 1 cup sour milk, 1 teaspoonful soda, pinch salt, 3 tablespoonfuls 
melted butter, flour to make a soft dough, fry in hot lard. 
 
 

Morning Glory Rolls – Mrs. A. T. Davis 
One egg, 2 cups flour, 1 cup milk, 2 teaspoonfuls baking powder, 2 teaspoonfuls butter. 

 
 
Johnny Cake – Mrs. B. W. Davis 
One cup Indian meal, one-half cup flour, one-half cup sugar, 1 cup sour milk, 2 tablespoonfuls cream, 1 teaspoonful soda, 1 
teaspoonful salt. 
 
 

Gems – Mrs. C. S. Adams 
One egg, 1 cup of milk, 1 and one-half cups of flour, 1 teaspoonful of baking powder, 2 
tablespoonfuls sugar, 2 tablespoons butter. 
 

Buns – Mrs. E. C. Pitkin 
Mix at night 3 cups milk, 1 cup sugar, 1 yeast cake or 1 cup yeast, flour for sponge.  In 

morning stir in 1 cup butter, I cup sugar, currants.  Rise again. 
 
 
 
Plain Omelet – Mrs. A. W. Case 
Beat the yolks of 3 eggs to a cream and add 3 tablespoonfuls of milk or cream, and one tablespoonful of fine 
bread or cracker crumbs.  Stir this mixture carefully into the stiffly beaten whites, salt to taste and pour carefully 
into a hot buttered omelet pan, iron spider or griddle.  Do not stir.  Cook on top of the range for about five 
minutes, then put into a hot oven to dry the top.  Loosen by running a knife under it.  Fold and serve on a hot 
platter. 
 

Grandma’s Indian Pudding – Mrs. H. S. Carver 
Stir 3 mixing spoonfuls corn meal and 1 mixing-spoonful flour into 1 quart of scalded 

milk, add 1 egg, 1 cup molasses, small piece butter, a little salt and nutmeg and a cup of 
sweet apple or a few raisins.  Steam 3 hours.  To be eaten with sweetened cream. 

 
 

Tapioca Cream – Mrs. Herbert Emery 
Place one-third cup tapioca in 2 cups cold water in double boiler and cook until nearly 
transparent, add 1 and one-half pints milk and heat, then add 2 eggs, one-half cup sugar, 2 tablespoons flour 
thoroughly beaten, cook then flavor.  Serve cold with sweet cream. 
 

Devil’s Cake – Nettie L. Nute 
One cup sugar, one-half cup sweet milk, 1 tablespoon melted butter, 1 teaspoon vanilla, 

1 and three-fourths cups flour.  Cook over the fire 2 squares of grated chocolate and one-
half cup of milk and yolk of 1 egg until thick, mix with other and add one level teaspoon 

of soda dissolved in a tablespoonful of hot water. 
 
Molasses Puffs – Mrs. Frank Newton 
One and one-half cups brown sugar, 1 egg, piece of butter size of an egg, 1 cup 
molasses, one-half cup sweet milk, one half teaspoon soda, 2 teaspoons ginger, pinch of salt, 2 cups flour. 
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The Marshfield Review 
Vol. 1st      (Circa 1881)      No. 1 

 
Motto,  “To try is better than not to try.” 

“View us not with a critic’s eye, But pass our imperfections by.” 
 

Terms:  $1.50 per annum in advance, Six months 80¢.  Single copies 5¢.  Discount of 2% to 
Lawyers, Doctors, Clergymen, Bachelors, and Old Maids. 

 
Editresses, Misses Anna Burnham and Jessie Dow 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Familiar Things 
 
 It would be hard to give up any of these 
everyday objects we hold so lightly and prize so 
cheaply because they have always been ours – 
ours to behold and to enjoy, given so freely for 
our use and pleasure, to make life more lovely, 
and to brighten and gladden what would 
otherwise be dark and lonely but we do not fully 
appreciate these blessings, nor know their value 
until deprived of them.  “The sun to shine by day 
and the moon by night,” are regarded as objects 
we have a right to expect, for were they not 
almost the earliest that met our childhood’s gaze?  
But imagine that blindness, which has stricken so 
many, were to be our lot, and that forevermore on 
earth we had to grope our way in darkness, would 
we not then realize what had been our loss?  And 
how many pass unregarded the sweet and lovely 
scenes in Nature’s vast treasury, as things too 
trivial for even a passing thought?  They might 
utter exclamations the first time Niagara, with its 
wild tumult, stirred their apathetic emotions, or 
fall into ecstasies could their eyes meet the 
boundless view from the summit of Mont Blanc; 
but happier are those who can discover a 
loveliness and charm in a quiet country ramble – 
who can see and feel –  
“There’s beauty all around our paths, if but our 

watchful eyes,  
Can trace it ‘midst familiar things, and through 

their lovely guise,   
We may find it where a hedgerow showers its 

blossoms on our way,   
Or a cottage window sparkles forth in the last red 

light of day,   
We may find it where a spring shines clear 

beneath an aged tree,  
With the foxglove o’er the water’s gloss, borne 

downward by the bee;   
Or where a swift and sunny gleam on the birchen 

stems is thrown,   
As a soft wind, playing, parts the leaves in copses 

green and lone.” 
 

The Watermill 
 
Listen to the watermill all the livelong day, 
How the creaking of the wheel wears the hours 

away; 
Languidly the water glides useless on and still, 
Never coming back again to the watermill; 
And a proverb haunts my mind as the spell is 

cast, 

“The mill will never grind with the water that has 
passed.” 

Take the lesson to yourself, loving heart and true; 
Golden years are passing by – youth is passing 

too. 
Try to make the most of life, lose no honest way. 
All that you can call your own lies in this – today; 
Power, intellect, and strength, may not, cannot 

last, 
The mill will never grind with the water that has 

passed. 
Oh! the wasted hours of life that have flitted by! 
Oh! the good we might have done, lost without a 

sigh! 
Love, that we might once have saved with but a 

single word; 
Thought conceived, but never penned, perishing 

unheard! 
Take the lesson to your heart, take, Oh! hold it 

fast –  
The mill will never grind with the water that has 

passed. 
 
Notices, etc. 
 
Wanted: by Johny Jonathan’s mother, an edition 
of the latest work on etiquette for young 
gentlemen. 
 
A young Spanish gentleman wants to know how 
long American Girls should be courted.  Our 
opinion may be worthless, but we think a long 
American girl should be courted in the same 
manner as short girls are – with sleigh rides, 
candy, sitting up nights, etc.  If he can’t court a 
long girl without carrying a stepladder when he 
goes to see her, he should resign in favor of 
someone who can.  
 
We regret exceedingly to give notice to the public 
that on next Saturday morning, at half past eight, 
there will be a duel fought on the common, 
between young Icaza and Mr. Merrill.  For further 
particulars you may inquire of Fred Burnham. 
 
Query:  What fruit does Ozias Pitkin prefer?      
Olives, of course. 
 

Great and Small 
 

Great.  We are a great people – we who live 
upon this earth – great in body, great in mind, 
great in enterprise.  We live among great objects, 
we see great sights, and our thoughts, our works, 
our belief, and our conceptions, are many of them 

upon a very large scale.  What immense edifices 
we construct, what long lines of railroad we lay, 
what mammoth ships we sail!  The mountains 
loom up to our view, and their tops seem lost in 
the clouds; but by the great efforts of our 
intellects, we reduce them to mole hills.  The 
waves of the ocean leap, and dash, and pile 
themselves upon one another; but they are 
summer ripples, to the triumph of our invention!  
Upon this immense planet, twenty-five thousand 
miles around, we, the human race, the 
“monarchs,” as it were, “of all we survey,” are 
truly a gigantic collection of beings. 

Small.  We are a small people – we who 
live upon this earth; small in body, small in mind, 
small in enterprise.  This is a very diminutive 
lump of clay, to which we cling with all the 
gravity of the few pounds of flesh which hold our 
souls.  It is 8000 miles through;  Neptune is 
35,000.  It is 25,000 miles in circumference; 
Jupiter is 270,000!  Then there is the sun, so large 
that it could envelope the Earth, Moon, and 
another moon nearly twice as far away, and yet 
not change their relative position!  Talk about a 
pebble on the seashore!  The earth is not even a 
pebble.  It is so little that it counts not even a 
gem, aye, not even seen, except by borrowed 
light, - in the beautiful robe which Jehovah every 
night flings over His shoulders!   
 So, let us toil on; and when we feel as if we 
were not worth the price of labor we pay for 
ourselves, let us look to the ground, and see how 
infinitely greater we are than many a living being 
that god holds in his care; and when we feel too 
much the dignity of being, and think we have 
developed enough, let us look upward, and see 
how insignificant we are, in body and soul.  Thus 
shall our lives preserve their equilibrium, and so 
march on the great path of progress. 
 

The Marshfield Review, No. 2 
 
Editorial 
 
 The Marshfield Review again has the honor 
of saluting the Marshfield public.  We are happy 
to inform all that the health of this Journal 
continues good, yes excellent, though age is 
advancing and we are twice as old as we were 
some six weeks ago.  True, we have had attacks 
of gout, and fever, and diphtheria, and 
numberless other strains upon our physical 
constitution, which so far prostrated us that we 
were compelled to rest a while; but strength 
revived and vigor soon returned.  Never was our 

Jessie Dow Anna Burnham 
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subscription list larger in spite of the heavy 
reduction which we make to doctors, lawyers, 
clergymen, old maids and bachelors.  Multitudes 
of the two latter classes are doubtless beginning 
to see the advantages of this Journal as an 
advertising medium, and indispensable 
introduction to fame and ultimately to the full 
realms of earthly bliss.  Hence the increasing 
number of readers and the curiosity which hails 
our appearance.  The very boys and girls catch up 
the spirit.  But our subscribers will permit us to 
remind them that this periodical exists only as a 
part, though an exceedingly important part, of 
that modern institution known as the Marshfield 
Lyceum.  We live and die together.  If they wish 
us to succeed, they must also wish it to flourish.  
They should do more.  They should enter the 
ranks of the tried, true and brave, for we can 
recommend it as an institution which will lift all 
who adopt its motto, out of nothingness into 
somethingness, out of airy wishes and empty 
carpings, into positive deeds and a healthful life.   
 Since penning our last editorial, great events 
which demand a word from our review, have 
glided by, passing from the visionary region of 
the future into the stern and irrevocable realm of 
history.  The Czar of Russia has been assassinated 
and the empire thrown into a fever of excitement.  
A new President of the U.S. has been inaugurated 
and the national Capital deluged by an army of 
office seekers. 
 The Marshfield Lyceum has passed beyond 
recall to the record of the census of 1880 and 
1890 – the census which records the events of this 
vast and mighty Republic –  
 The various schools of our town and 
vicinity have closed their winter terms.  The sugar 
season is upon us and our farmers are at work.  
 The dreaded messenger of disease has 
rapped at some of our doors, and the shadowy 
world has made its demand on our community.  
 Ah busy world!  What mysterious forces 
pass in service before our gaze!  How rapidly we 
hurry from pleasure to pain and from pain to 
pleasure!  Everything changes.  ‘Tis the universal 
law.  The night succeeds to day and day to night.  
Every man, woman, and child, plays some part in 
these interesting movements.  Such, at least, is the 
candid reflection of “The Marshfield Review.” 
 

Everybody’s Business 
 
Is it anybody’s business 
If a gentleman should choose 
To wait upon a lady 
If the lady don’t refuse? 
Or to speak a little plainer,  
That the meaning all may know, 
Is it anybody’s business 
If a lady has a beau? 
 

Is it anybody’s business 
When that gentleman doth call, 
Or when he leaves the lady, 
Or if he leaves at all? 
Or is it necessary 
That the curtains should be drawn 
To save from further trouble 
The outside lookers-on? 
 

Is it anybody’s business 

But the lady’s if her beau 
Rideth out with other ladies 
And doesn’t let her know? 
Is in anybody’s business 
But the gentleman’s if she 
Should accept another escort – 
Where he didn’t chance to be? 
 

If a person’s on the sidewalk, 
Whether great or whether small 
Is it anybody’s business 
Where that person means to call? 
If you see a person 
While he’s calling anywhere, 
Is it any of your business 
What his business may be there? 
 

The substance of my query 
Simply stated would be this: 
Is it anybody’s business 
What another’s business is? 
Whether ‘tis or whether ‘tisn’t 
I should really like to know 
For I’m certain if it isn’t 
There are some who make it so. 
 
Lost, Strayed, or Stolen. 
 
A pink eyed pig with a red ribbon round its neck.  
For further particulars inquire of Albert 
Lamberton. 
 
Lost – A reward of Merit, by Harry MacCrillis. 
 
George Meader advertises for three cigars and an 
ounce of peppermints, which he lost between the 
village and E. B. Dwinell’s, last Sunday 
afternoon. 
 
Two shilling’s reward to the person who will 
restore to Gene Merrill a nice razor which was 
lost about a fortnight ago.  Guess Miss Anna is 
about to come home by that. 
 
Items of interest. 
 
 At a meeting of the members of the 
Lyceum, the constitution was so amended that no 
five cent fine is now required for non-attendance.  
We expect the announcement of this fact will add 
many to our list of members. 
 The duel mentioned in our last Review 
doubtless took place at the appointed time; and 
Mr. Icaza is supposed to have gained the victory, 
as Mr. Merrill was invisible for some time.  
However, he has since been seen several times, so 
we conclude he was not killed, only severely 
wounded. 
 Carrie Packer has now been in town about 
two weeks; and evidently her winter resort agreed 
with her.  However at present she is feeling rather 
anxious about a considerable amount of Cash, 
whom she left at interest in Brattleboro. 
 

In Search of a Wife. 
 
Should I continue in my farming, 
Suppose I could get a wife? 
Or, if I should speak about it, 
Would it make a big strife? 
  Albert Lamberton 

 
Well, Albert, as you want a wife 
I’ll try to you assist; 
There’s many smiling maidens, yet 
Upon the single list. 
 
There are some with eyes as black as night 
And raven tresses, too; 
And some have eyes of azure cast,  
Light hair of sunny hue. 
 
There’s Ella she has hazel orbs, 
But she’s engaged all ready. 
She is the cream of all the rest 
Because she is so steady. 
 
There’s Alice, she is very fine 
And very pretty, too. 
Now Albert, if you wish to shine, 
Just cut out Harry, do! 
 
There’s Carrie, I almost forgot; 
She always is the belle; 
The way the beaux look up to her 
Is marvelous to tell. 
 
So Albert, don’t give up the chase 
Be steady and persevere; 
Pursue the game with courage brave, 
Keep bold, and never fear. 
 
How to be a Man ! 
 
 Get a long pipe.  Smoke every day.  Smoke 
every morning, smoke every evening; smoke after 
every meal.  Smoke, Smoke, Smoke.  Spit right 
and left – keep it up.  Don’t  throw away that 
good old pipe under ten years.  Keep mouth and 
clothes always fresh with the precious perfumery.  
Walk up the street with the dear old pipe pointing 
straight from your face away into the air.  Don’t 
be ashamed.  Be brave.  Of course every body 
will admire you.  You are one of the most 
wonderful sights on earth.  You are a man. . . No 
– not yet!  Don’t halt here.  One isn’t a man till he 
knows the art of chewing.  You must learn to 
chew.  Don’t be stingy.  Chew like a hero.  Scent 
your clothes thoroughly.  When not smoking be 
sure to have your mouth full of the precious 
weed.  How pleasant you are becoming.  Chew, 
my boy.  Chew, Chew, Chew.  You are almost a 
man.  But do you know how to use the fancy 
words?  If not, hurry up.  Learn every one.  
“Them words make them hairs stand on end.”  
People will not be astonished unless you know 
how to shock with a good round oath.  Spit them 
out.  Be generous.  Every other word, at least, 
should tell what a delightfully agreeable creature 
you are.  Who can deny you the right to call 
yourself a man? 
 
 
Business Cards 
 
Clarence Wilson, Photographer.  His likenesses 
of the human face are really remarkable.  You 
cannot do better than to patronize him. 

Harry Morse, M.D.  Office at Dr. Packer’s. 

Burt Shepard, mender of soles and broken hearts. 

The Marshfield Review 
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The Flood of 1927 
 
The flood of November, 1927 took its 

toll on Marshfield, as it did on scores of other 
Vermont towns.  Many roads were washed 
out, bridges destroyed, rail service, telephone, 
and power were interrupted, and travel of any 
distance was out of the question for weeks 
after the flood. 
 The people of Marshfield were fortunate, 
however, living in a community so near the 
headwaters of the Winooski.  So far as we 
know, no homes were destroyed or lives lost 
here as they were in some of the towns 
further down the valley where the water rose 
to historic levels. 
 Flora Carpenter, a Cabot girl whose 
family was well grounded in the town of 
Marshfield, was teaching school in 
Waterbury in the fall of 1927.  Following is 
an edited account of her experience in the 
calamity: 
 
 “All day Thursday Nov. 3 the rain came in torrents.  At noon, on my way home from school, the water was ankle deep on some 
parts of the sidewalk. It was extremely hard to keep the attention of the children in the afternoon as there was a steady downpour of 
rain and it was very dark.  After dismissal Alice Deforge returned to tell me that water was in their kitchen.  As I did not know exactly 
where they lived this caused me no great alarm.  So I worked on at school until about 5:30 PM when I went home again.   
 “About 6 PM the fire alarm sent forth its gruesome high water call and Susie Holmes and I went as far as the church, a short 
distance, to see the rapidly rising water. We saw ladies being carried on men's shoulders, out of the Waterbury Cafe.  We also saw 
many autos trying to get their occupants to their respective homes.  One funny sight at this time was a rooster and some hens on big 
floating oil barrels, trying to keep out of the water as the barrels rolled. 
 “We returned to the Inn and decided the water was pretty high but we were not unduly alarmed.  Soon, however, two men dressed 
in slickers came in and told us that we should go to higher ground as the Inn would surely be flooded. But it meant leaving everything 

I owned and Mrs. Morse, the owner of the 
Inn, felt the same.  If we stayed we 
thought perhaps the water would not flood 
us and we could save some of our 
belongings by taking them to the 2nd 
floor.  If we had known what was to befall 
us that night I should have taken the 
advice given me and gone to a dryer part 
of the town. 
 “In a short time Susie and I went out 
again to view conditions and when the 
noise of the rushing water caught out ears 
we returned immediately.  We told Mrs. 
Morse that we believed conditions worse 
than we could imagine. I suggested that 
we go to the cellar to bring up potatoes 
and other vegetables.  This we did with 
great rapidity and under great nerve strain, 
the latter condition remaining with us all 
night.  The we to which I refer were Mrs. 
Morse, Susie Holmes, her cousin, a 
traveler, Jack, a boarder and myself. 
 “No sooner were the vegetables in the 
kitchen than we could hear the water 
filling the cellar (and) the electric lights 

Above:  Looking down the Winooski from near Lower Main Street in 
Marshfield Village.  The house at right then belonged to Rossie Darling. 

 
Below:  Vera Mears (left) and Edith St. John observe the damage to Lower Depot 

Road following the 1927 flood. 
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were out of commission.  The only illumination we had was given us by two candles and one small oil lamp.  The traveler and I went 
to the shed for wood.  After we had gotten to picking up flammable material I stepped farther for more of it when I was in the mud and 
minute brooks were filling the shed. 
 “On and on we worked carrying furniture to the 2nd floor until the water was over our knees.  Then Jack went in the water in his 
bathing suit after small articles.  This was a most foolish thing to do as the water was very cold and filthy.  I remember of saying to 
him, ‘Jack get my red silk umbrella, if you can find it.’  We found it later in the jumble on the second floor. 
 “About midnight we lighted an oil stove in my upstairs room and four of us sat down around it trying to dry our icy cold feet and 
legs.  Jack went to bed and got warm in that way.  We had been hearing the most weird cries of Help!; Boats!; We must get out!, all 
night.  This too added to our nerve tension which was broken occasionally by laughing about our bedraggled appearance before that 
little oil stove.  Out of the darkness I heard a cry of Help! which seemed to be near. At last I found it was the housekeeper of the 
Coffee Shop next door, who had been alone all night.  I told her that rescue parties were out and that I would direct one to her when 
the next boat came our way.  I had not long to wait before the collapsible leather canoe with its two heroic men and a gigantic 
flashlight came our way.  These men were yelling, "Anyone want to be rescued this trip?"  As they came by the Inn I told them about 
the lady next door and they took her to safety. 
 “As they went by I said, ‘is the water still rising?’  Their reply was in the negative.  We were elated over this fact but our spirits 
were to be dampened soon.  I asked the same question as the next boat went by with its load of refugees.  The answer I received this 
time was in the affirmative. The oarsman said ‘Do you want to come out?’  I looked out at the storm and said ‘No.’ 
 “All this time we were watching the water come up the stairs until it was within two stairs of the second floor.  Terrible noises 
came from the first floor;  that of furniture falling, divans floating through doors breaking their hinges and chairs tumbling about in the 
current. 
 “About 1 AM I packed all of my possessions in boxes and suitcases and carried them to the third story.  We all worked taking the 
things to the third story, which we had already carried from the cellar and first floor.  This was done up narrow crooked stairs with 
only one candle as we were saving the other to get us through the night when the other was gone. 
 “The water lacked about 2 inches of being on the second floor when I heard a most shrill whistling outside.  I put my head out of 

the window to hear the latest flood news.  The men who were coming in the collapsible leather canoe 
said, ‘Anyone want to come out, its our last trip on main street?’  Much to my own surprise and to the 
surprise of the others I said ‘Yes.’  I was told to hurry so I put on my winter coat, took my pocket book 
and stepped out of the 2nd story window onto the piazza roof.  With the help of the men in the canoe I 
entered the fragile craft.  I was told to go to one end and sit in the bottom of the canoe. No sooner was I 
seated than I noticed that my four companions were following me. On we went in the inky darkness and 
pouring rain among telephone wires and tree branches.  Once the current swept us out of our path and the 
men did some fast work to keep us from being upset. 

“I suppose it was a short time when we reached dry land but it seemed hours.  As we left the canoe 
at the foot of Bank Hill we proceeded on foot to the school house to wait for day light.  When nearly to 
the school house I stepped into a gully full of water and would have fallen but for the help of Jack.  When 
I reached the school house I was wet thru and thru and nearly exhausted. 
 “I found about 400 other refugees in that well heated building.  Some were nervously traveling from 
room to room;  some trying to get dry, many holding sleeping children and still others looking out trying 
to catch a glimpse of the dawn.  I sat down and tried to wait calmly, all the time listening for the rain to 
cease.  The room was quiet, hot and stuffy but I rested for about an hour.   Then I too began to travel and 

The Winooski inundates the Earl Smith farm just below Marshfield village (identified as such on the 1940 map). 

Flora Carpenter 
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soon found the other teachers. 
 “About 5 AM we went to the home economics room and began to prepare breakfast for the people who were without homes or 
whose homes were flooded.  This breakfast consisted of coffee, milk and doughnuts.  The milk was brought in from a milk train that 
was marooned in town.  The coffee and doughnuts from stores which were not flooded.  I stood near a door and served coffee and 
milk to the refugees until 8 AM.  At this time Olive Eddy, a teacher, came in, saw my condition, and offered me her bed which was 
not in a flooded section of the town. 

 “I left for a nap expecting to return to help serve dinner.  I went to bed and by afternoon I had a high fever and was quite sick 
with the grippe and sheer nervous exhaustion.  The Dr. came Friday night and promised to see me Saturday morning.  Because he was 
very busy Saturday he did not call on me but late in the evening sent a car for me.  I was taken to the Red Cross hospital which had 
been hastily improvised.  Here I received strychnine, whiskey, nerve calming powders and an alcohol sponge bath.  There were four 
other patients in the room with me, one a dope fiend whose dope was lost during that awful night.  She was partly crazed and not too 
pleasant a companion. 
 “As soon as the roads were permissible (about two weeks) Dad came after me in the Ford.  After arriving home I continued to 
gain and was in good condition when school reopened.” 
 

 
Above: The newly constructed dam at the Marshfield Reservoir circa 1926 or 1927. 

 
 
The Green Mountain Power Reservoir which was constructed on the site of the Southeast Cabot village of Peterville, is credited 

with lessening the flood damage in the upper Winooski valley by withholding much of the runoff from it’s 26 square mile watershed.  
The power plant, located just above Marshfield village where Molly’s Brook joins the Winooski, had been operating for just under 
two years at the time of the flood.  In 1974, John Lamberton recalled: 

 
“The time of the '27 flood was quite a time.  I guess it took out about all the bridges around.  They 

had just built the big Marshfield dam and got the power house to goin'  but the only way you could get 
to it [during the flood] was to go up top of Falls Hill and come down the penstock. Archie Bullard was 
in the power house and he was there, I can't remember, 3 or 4 days and they got something to eat to him 
someway but he kept the power plant operating during this time.  Quite a lot of places they was without 
power but Archie kept that one a'goin'.  It tells about that in this book.  I think Walter Hard wrote it.  
Rivers of America, The Winooski River.  It tells about Archie stayin' in the power plant and gettin' 
food to him someway but there was quite a lot of water for quite a while here. 

“At that time we lived in Cabot, up on the hill.  We remembered we had quite a rainy spell and we 
didn't have any school the next day.  That’s about all I can remember about how it affected me 
personally.” 

John Lamberton 
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Bridges 

 
 

Above:  A scenic view of the bridge to what is 
now called the Circle D Ranch, where Dwight and 
Linda Duke live (C. Shepard on the 1873 map).  
This photo was probably taken shortly after the 
1927 flood. 
 

Left:  Carroll Goodridge driving the Shortt’s 
buggy across the bridge on the Danville Road.  The 
bridge  was taken down on April 1, 1927 by a 
contractor in preparation for the construction of a 
new concrete bridge which was completed in 
August of that year.  This photo was taken from in 
front of the A. E. Lamberton house (1940 map).  At 
right is a part of the cemetery fence. 
 
 

 
Left:   A truck broke through the Danville 

Road bridge about 1920. 
 

A similar disaster occurred when the covered 
bridge near the sawmill (not pictured) collapsed on 
February 18, 1936 under a heavy load of snow and 
under the weight of a big Gulf oil truck.  
Interestingly, although the bridge was replaced by 
the end of May, it was not open to the public until 
early August of 1936. 
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 Left:  The mill pond behind the 
Starch Factory.  The dam here flooded the 
river quite a distance back beyond the 
Danville road.  Young people used to go 
boating and swimming in this pond. 
 
 

Center left is the Depot Street Bridge 
which washed away in the flood of 1927.  
It was replaced by a cement bridge in 
1930, and during the interim, traffic was 
diverted to the bridge by the village 
sawmill.  A temporary footbridge was 
thrown up here, however, for the children 
to cross when the new school opened 
nearby in 1929.  The buildings to the right 
of the bridge were associated with the 
Pitkin butterbox shop.  Beyond and to the 
left of the bridge is the McCrillis store on 
Main St. 
 
 During the great flood of 1927, 11 
bridges were said to have washed out in 
Marshfield, including two on Depot hill, 
one on Depot Street, and one on the 
Beaver Meadow Road where Dan Tibbetts 
lived.  All the bridges south of the village 
on the Winooski River were washed out 
except the Dwinell and Martin bridges.   
 
 
Below is a corner of the Dwinell Bridge 
which led to the 1940 homes of Mrs. 
Henry Dwinell and Joe Benoit. 
 
 

 
 The story has been told that 13 bridges have been built one over the 
other across the Beaver Meadow (where Earl Dwinell lived in 1940).  In 
1941, however, Hi Ola Dwinell wrote to Ozias Pitkin to set the record 
straight, “The old Beaver Meadow bridge was a source of pride to my 
father.  It gave him as much satisfaction to exhibit it to Massachusetts 
cousins as it does to the people of Brookfield now to show their floating 
bridge and he opposed any movement to fill the mud with stone.  He used to 
say that there were five bridges under that one, therefore I think that thirteen 
is too many by seven, which perhaps isn't a bad fault.  My father was born, 
as your records show, in 1823.  The first town meeting in 1800 was not so 
far beyond his birth. . . . I imagine the first bridge was two trees cut and laid 
parallel with the road and in series adequate to cross the meadow, and 
covered sufficiently for a foot path to the new school house.  Before my 
mother left attending that school, this may have been covered by a second, 
third or perhaps a fourth bridge.  The long poles were laid crossways of the 
road, then stringers on those, on which was the road way.  I am not sure 
whether my mother wore shoes to school in summer but at Sunday services 
sometimes held at the school house she carried her shoes and stockings to 
the Beaver Meadow brook where she washed her feet and dressed them.  
This she has told me.” 
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Above:  The Orton farm on the river road 
about a mile above Plainfield Village, circa 1933 
(C. Martin on the 1870 map).  The brick house 
shown here burned in 1947.  The barn was built by 
Harry H. Martin, and was the largest barn in 
Marshfield at the time.  When the photo was taken, 
the farm was owned by Slayton and Clayton Orton. 

 
At the right of the picture above and also 

pictured at left is the so-called Martin Bridge 
which still stands.  This was never a public bridge, 
but a part of the Martin (Orton) Farm.  A replica of 
this bridge was built by Richard Spaulding of 
Cabot which currently spans a small pond in one of 
his fields on Cabot Plains. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  Left and below: The bridge on the John 
Fowler road (1940 map)  near Plainfield Village.  
The car at the center of the remains of this covered 
bridge belonged to the Lamberton family (probably 
Albert and Kate), who were evidently crossing 
when the bridge went down.  The car appears to be 
a mid 1920’s model, so this disaster probably 
occurred some years before the 1927 flood. 
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Family Traits 
 

Vermont Farm Life at the Turn of the Century:  The 
Sketches of Stanley Horace Lyndes 

 
by Dawn K. Andrews 

 
Reprinted with permission  from Vermont History, 
The Proceedings of the Vermont Historical Society  

Volume 48, Number 1 1980 
 

Among his legacy to his family, Stanley 
Horace Lyndes left a small, handmade and worn 
book of his drawings.  The sketches of his family 
and their neighbors wryly depict life on small farms 
in Calais, Cabot, and Marshfield in the years 
between the turn of the century and World War I.* 

 
“Gramp” Lyndes, as the young artist was 

known to his family in later years, was an unusual 
man.  Born in Calais in 1898, he grew up on the 
family farms in Cabot and on the Brook Road in 
Marshfield.  He dutifully trudged to the local 
grammar schools and graduated from Marshfield 
High School in 1916 and Montpelier Seminary in 
1918.  To develop his artistic talent, he left 
Vermont for New York City and enrolled in Pratt 
Institute. 

 
The young Vermonter hated the city.  He had 

to work at a variety of jobs to keep himself at Pratt, 
where he drew these sketches of his Vermont 
boyhood for an assignment.  The art curriculum 
(which apparently did not stress spelling) prepared 
him to teach, and as soon as he secured a job offer 
in 1922, he left New York, without completing his 
last term.  He taught manual arts in Indian Orchard, 
Massachusetts, at Choate School in Wallingford, 
Connecticut, and at summer camps in Maine.  He 
was an exceptionally skilled woodworker creating 
everything from clocks to log cabins.  An avid 
outdoorsman, "Gramp" Lyndes hunted and fished 
when-ever and wherever he managed an 
opportunity.  After a long career teaching young 
people, he retired to Plainfield, Vermont, where he 
lived until his death in 1975.  His grandchildren 
remember his stories, the toys he made for them 
and the food and candy he always had for them. 
 
 
*Stanley Lyndes' sketches are in the possession of Jean 
Lyndes Andrews, Falmouth, Maine.  The introductory 
material is based mostly on the oral tradition of the 

Lyndes family and their friends, the editor's recollection 
of her grandfather's stories, and town records. 
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In "Family Traits" the young art student 
primarily sketched his immediate family.  His 
father ALP Adams Lyndes (1872-1940) lived in 
Massachusetts and Wisconsin before coming to 
Plainfield, where he married Flora "FOLIE" Hill 
(1877-1967) and ran a livery stable before he 
started to farm.  Alp, whose sons nicknamed him 
"Alphonse," did not really like farming, and he 
usually had some scheme percolating on the side, 
such as raising racehorses and breeding hunting 
dogs.  Folie and Alp had five children:  Elery 
(1896-1967) or "PUSSIE" (pronounced like 
"fussy") as the family called him, STANLEY 
(1898-1975), MERTON (1900-1946), DORIS 
(1907-1917), who does not appear in the sketches, 
and Arthur (1909-1972) known better as "BILL."  
Alp's mother, JENNIE, lived with them.  UNCLE 
HENRY Hill, Folie's brother, and her parents, 
Horace ("HOD") and Augusta Hill, lived nearby, as 
did their neighbors, the Spencers. 

 
The Lyndes liked the Spencers and their three 

children, Mary, Ivan and Bertha.  "Gramp" Lyndes 
later referred to them as having "nothing modern 
about their existence in style of clothing, foods, or 
living habits.  Old fashioned is the best way to put 
it plus being odd and independent."  Ivan Spencer, 
born with club feet, developed unusual skill sliding 
down hill on an old single-runner jack jumper.  The 
Lyndes boys, swinging lard buckets full of lunch, 
frequently walked to school with the Spencer 
children. 

 
Uncle Henry Hill, who was eccentric, 

fascinated the young artist.  Hill had studied 
engineering at New Hampshire College, now the 
University of New Hampshire, in Durham, and had 
gone to the western mining frontier.  He returned to 
Vermont with "problems" and lived with the 
haunting spectre of "them who were after him."  He 
would disappear in the middle of the night, be gone 
for extended periods and then just as mysteriously 
reappear at breakfast as though nothing had 
happened.  He stimulated the imaginations of the 
Lyndes boys with tales of the wild west and his 
"supposed" shoot-outs with Pinkerton detectives 
and famous criminals.  He always spiced his 
language with expletives of unknown origin such as 
"caday," "Wheeler swore," and "'Tis round."  

 
While the collection of drawings which makes 

up "Family Traits" portrays the personalities and 
special facets of the Lyndes family, it also 
represents elements common to rural life in 
Vermont and other places in the first two decades 
of the twentieth century. 
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Stanley Lyndes captured with his sketches 
much the same sense of growing up in Vermont 
that Robert L. Duffus skillfully described in his 
affectionate books, Williamstown Branch (New 
York: Norton, 1958) and Waterbury Record (New 
York: Norton, 1959).  Hard work, the monotony 
of chores, and responsibilities shared by 
grandparents, parents, and children alike underlay 
all other activity.  These rural families had little to 
spare and knew how to "make do" as the sketches 
revealed with their stress on the importance of 
pennies, homespun recreation, "Maggie", the 
family horse, or small details as patches on a 
dress or pair of pants, the lunch pails made from 
lard buckets, the uses for skunk oil, and the 
inevitable "hand-me-downs."  An event which 
Stanley Lyndes long remembered was his first 
orange.  Given to him as a Christmas gift in 1912, 
he smelled it every night as he went to bed for 
about two months before he finally ate the 
precious fruit. 

 
Despite the obvious hardships - the cold 

winters, the lack of plumbing, and the constant 
demands of the farm - Lyndes preferred the spare 
life in the country to New York City.  With a 
certain boyish rascality he recalled in his sketches 
the swimming hole, the fascination with racing 
and speed, the lively pranks, and the earthy 
humor.  The family, with, typically, three 
generations living under the same roof, showed 
patience and love; the family also witnessed 
moments of anger, and the practical jokes had a 
faintly cruel twist as they played on individual 
foibles.  Yet the family generally lived happily 
together, working and entertaining themselves in 
the seasonal rhythm of the hill country farm and 
looking forward to the ragman's visit, sugaring-
off, rolling the snow, and a congenial family 
Christmas dinner to relieve the steady round of 
chores. 

 

Hard living was not necessarily bad living, 
and the stern life on a Vermont farm and its "cold 
crude days," as Lyndes called them, brought a 
certain warmth.  

 
Stanley Lyndes 
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Getting Up Wood 
 Left:  Marshall Bullock hauling a 
small load of four foot firewood on his 
farm in Marshfield, probably about 1910.  
Although most wood was burned in 
shorter lengths, the four foot pieces were 
more convenient to pile and transport. 
 
 
 
 

Center:  Kenneth Dwinell with a yoke 
of oxen, probably at the Ora Ennis farm in 
South Cabot (Hookerville) about 1935. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Believe it or not: 
 

John Bolles, born 1812, could cut and pile four cords of wood in a 
day. 

 
On March 31, 1901, Jim Rolfe (mentioned elsewhere in this 

volume) sawed off 200 twelve foot logs averaging nine inches in 
diameter from fallen trees in a single day.   

The following winter there was a race between Rolfe, using a one-
man sawing machine, and the father-son team of Ozias and Fred Pitkin, 
using a crosscut saw which had been sharpened using a technique 
learned from Moses Lamberton, a local blacksmith.  Each party had to 
saw five blocks from a three-foot diameter rock-maple log.  The 
outcome of the race is at present unknown. 

 
 In April of 1841, when the house of Jonathan Goodwin was burned, 
enough men turned out two days later to cut the timber, hew it, frame it, 
transport it over a mile, and raise a house, 28 by 34 feet in a single day. 
 
        -- from Pitkin’s History 

 
 
 Left:  Logs scattered around the mill 
yard at the village saw mill.  Until about 
thirty-five years ago, loads of logs were 
unloaded from Main Street (now Route 2).  
They could then be rolled down the bank 
to the mill building (out of site to the left 
of the photo).  This photograph was 
probably taken about 1910.  The small 
size and poor quality of the logs may have 
been typical for that time, as most of the 
timber growing on the farms surrounding 
the village had been cleared off years 
before. 
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Haying, Etc. 
 
 

Left: This homemade tractor was first used on the 
Pitkin farm in 1935, and was reportedly the first homemade 
tractor in town.  The young ladies are Lois and Alison 
Pitkin.  This farm is shown as Fred, Percy, & Royce Pitkin 
on the 1940 town map. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Below center:  George Porter stacks hay behind Olive 
Pitkin’s 1932 Ford sedan on the O. C. Pitkin farm on the 
Cabot Road (later owned by Arthur Barnett, and now 
owned by Amanda Legare).   
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Right:  Albert Lamberton and 
crew threshing grain at his farm on 
Creamery Street (Bert Lewis, 
1941).  Threshing was a co-
operative job, and usually a single 
thresher and its owner would thresh 
the grain for any number of farms in 
a neighborhood. 
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Fred and Abby Brown on the Frank H. 

Brown farm about 1910 (D. M. Pike on the 
1870 town map). 
 

Before the introduction of the dump 
rake in this area, hay was gathered into 
“tumbles” for some final drying before 
being loaded onto a wagon for transport to 
the barn.  Sometimes the tumbles were 
formed using a four or five foot wide rake  
(bullrake) with foot-long wooden tines, and 
operated by a single person just like a lawn 
rake.  More often, however, the tumbles 
were formed using a two or three tined 
pitchfork like the ones shown here. 
 
 
 

Betty Brown raking hay on the F.E. 
Brown farm circa 1925 (M. Chandler on 
the 1870 map). 
 

Dump rakes like the one shown here 
were state-of-the-art equipment after the 
turn of the century.  Many can still be 
found here and there in old equipment 
graveyards, or on display at roadside 
tourist traps.  When enough hay was 
gathered by the tines to fill up the space 
between the wheels, the driver tripped a 
foot pedal which caused the tines to lift up 
behind the machine, dumping the load. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Orvil Cole hauling corn at his farm on 
Creamery Street in the village (Bert Lewis 
on the 1941 village map). 
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Sugaring 

 
Above:  Ivan Carpenter’s sugarhouse and gathering rig (farm labeled as S. E. Carleton on 1870 map) 

 

 
Sugaring-off at the Frank H. Brown  farm circa 1910 (D. M. Pike on the 1870 town map). L to R; Frank E., Harold (with child on 

shoulder), Frank H., Ted, Henry (perhaps), and Abbie Brown.
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Sugaring-off party at 

Carroll Covey’s April 6, 
1930 (C. Covey on the 1940 
town map).  Front row:  Eva 
Covey, Lois Brown, Rachel 
Bullard, Orphia Covey, 
Alice Brown, Vera Mears, 
Arthur Covey.  Back Row:  
Carroll Covey, Betty Brown, 
Edith Covey, Beryl Brown, 
Evora Tibbetts, Beatrice 
Covey, Arline Carpenter, 
Josiah Mears, Ivan 
Carpenter, Fred Carpenter, 
Frank Brown, Catherine 
Carpenter, Kenneth 
Lamberton, Gladys Sicely.  

 
 
 
 

 

 Hannah Pitkin wrote in 1869:  “For making of maple sugar, the first five-pail kettle owned in town, Caleb Pitkin brought from 
Montpelier on his back, and sap-troughs had to be made, and the sugarhouse was two huge logs with the kettle hung between, the 
smoke and ashes inclined to blow towards you; the sap had to be gathered by hand, and where was it to be stored?  James Pitkin told 
the writer, he could remember how his father provided for this emergency.  In June, he peeled birch bark, soaked it, and sewed it with 
a strong wax-end, and thus made a large box, less the bottom, but he sat this on a smooth piece of bark, with a sap-trough under to 
catch the molasses, and he recollects many times eating biscuit and butter very near that sap trough.” 

Sugaring was once an important factor in Marshfield’s economy. In 1849,  the first year for which figures are available, 59,516 
pounds of sugar were produced here.  By 1880, production had reached 120,261 pounds, or the equivalent of over fifteen thousand 
gallons of syrup.  At today’s prices, this would represent a gross revenue of about half a million dollars to town residents.  By 1930, 
other sources of sugar were readily available in the Northeast, and maple sugar was becoming something of a luxury item.  It was 
estimated that sugar production in Marshfield was only 3700 pounds in that year, along with an unknown quantity of syrup.  By 1980, 
production was estimated at 1140 gallons (9120 pounds of sugar).  There are now probably no more than 8 commercial sugarmakers 
in town. 
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Dan Bemis Farm 
 

Daniel Bemis, a veteran of the Revolutionary War, 
married Martha “Patty” Deland.  They came to Marshfield 
in 1809 with their children, Phineas, Abijah, Obediah, 
Dan, Jr., Lewis, Sally, and Patty.  He is remembered for 
introducing Universalism to Marshfield. 

The descendants of this family were so numerous and 
married into the community to such an extent that for 
many years much of the town’s population was part of the 
Bemis family by blood or by marriage. 

Abijah married Harriet Pitkin and lived near 
Loveland’s ledge. 

Obediah married Abigail Austin, who, as a widow, 
married Obediah’s widowed brother, Abijah. 

Dan, Jr.  married Mary Morse.  They settled near 
Knob Hill Pond where they raised ten children to 

adulthood.   

 

 

 
Phineas also settled near the pond (P. 

Bemis, 1858 map), nearly across the road 
from Dan and Mary.  He married Lucy 
Austin, sister of Abigail Austin who married 
his brothers, Abijah and Obediah. 
 Dan and Martha lived with Dan, Jr.  for 
some years prior to their deaths in 1843,  on 
the farm pictured here. 
 Ownership of the farm passed out of the 
family about 1900.  The farm buildings are 
gone now, the farmland a part of the Donald 
Johnson place, owned recently by David and 
Eunice Woodbury.  The site is identified as 
D. Bemis on the 1870 map, and as Frank 
Harris in 1940.  The view at right is a 
northerly one, looking toward the hills of 
Cabot. 

Abigail (Austin) Bemis 

Daniel Bemis, Jr.  farm on Knob Hill (D. Bemis, 1870). 

Abijah Bemis 
1791-1877 

Mary (Morse) Bemis 
1799-1881 

Daniel Bemis, Jr. 
1797-1876. 

Obediah Bemis 
1793- 
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More Bemises 
 
 Nelson Cole Bemis, a son of Daniel, Jr. and Mary Bemis,  was born in 
Marshfield in 1834.  He lived on the north side of Nob Hill Pond (N. Bemis 
on the 1870 map, where Wilmer Brandt now lives), not far from the home of 
his parents.  Nelson, like his son, Murray, was a lifelong sufferer from asthma.  
In 1872,  he married Viola Alma Page of Plainfield, the daughter of Seth and 
Alma (Ayers) Page. 
 In May, 1886, for some unknown reason, Nelson transferred his interest 
in their farm to Viola, and in return was given a life lease from Viola, the 
particulars of which follow: 
 
“The conditions of this deed are such that if the said Viola A. Bemis shall well and 
truly maintain and support the said Nelson C. Bemis her honored husband on the farm 
above described and shall furnish at all times suitable house room in the house on said 
farm and also furnish for him suitable fire wood, food, clothing, doctoring, nursing, 
and all needful care and attention suiting his age, rank, and condition, and shall at all 
times treat his friends which may call to visit him as he has been in the habit of treating 
them and if he shall wish to go and visit his friends shall furnish him a suitable team or 
wait upon him to make such visits and do all she can to make him comfortable while 
he may live and at his decease give him a decent and respectable burial and erect 
suitable headstones at his grave.  Now if the said Viola shall well and truly comply 
with all the above requirements and conditions according to their intent and meaning 
then this (mortgage) to be void.” 
 
This peculiar arrangement only lasted about two months, until July when the 
couple resumed their joint ownership. 
 After Nelson died in 1892, Viola moved to Plainfield, where she served 
as librarian for nearly thirty years, resigning in 1932.  She died in 1935 at the 
age of 83. 
 

Bemis brothers:  Four of the six sons of Daniel 
and Mary (Morse) Bemis.  Back:  Levi and 

Nelson.  Front:  Horace and George.  Notice the 
grass at their feet. 

Above:  Flora, Murray, and Ethel, the children of 
Nelson and Viola Bemis 

 
Right:  Viola Bemis in Laura Wilson’s garden on 

Creamery street in the village. 
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 Murray Edward Bemis, who 
was only 19 years old when his 
father died, apparently farmed in 
Marshfield until 1901, when he 
held the auction advertised at 
right. 
 The farm described in this 
auction bill was probably his 
parent’s farm.   
 Murray married Maude 
Womec, from Tennessee. They 
lived in Phoenix, Arizona, where 
he found some relief from his 
asthma.  He was assistant 
secretary of the chamber of 
commerce there.  They had a 
daughter Buella who married 
John Spaulding. 
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Levi Benton Farm 
 

 
 

Levi Benton was born in Cabot in 1830, the son of Willard Benton and Mehitabel Tubbs.  He acquired his parents' log cabin after 
the death of his mother in 1850, and two years later married Miss Lydia Smith, daughter of Ira and Hannah Smith of Marshfield.  
They cleared the farm (L. Benton on the 1870 map), improved and drained the land, and built the house and barn shown in these 
photos.  “Levi had a stentorian voice, and when driving his oxen in his field on a quiet day, his talk and commands directed at his team 

could be heard in the village a mile away.  The night that Evans McCrillis' house burned just below Levi's 
farm, Levi was first to see the flames.  He jumped from bed, hastily put on his clothes, including his leather 
boots and started down the road loudly calling "Fire!’  Finding that his boots were on the wrong feet and hurt 
so that he could hardly travel, he attempted to change them but found that he could not remove them without a 
bootjack or help.  Again and again he stopped and tried to remove his boots, but in vain.  Those who had 
arrived at the fire by then could follow his painful progress down the road by hearing him alternately calling 
‘Fire!’ and complaining of his boots.  Many are said to have arrived at the fire before he did.” (Pitkin’s 
History)  

Levi died in 1898, and Lydia moved to the village to live with her daughter Emeroy until her own death 
in 1910. 

  Levi Benton? 
 Lydia (Smith) Benton 

The Benton farm prior to 1898.  Levi and Lydia Benton appear at the center of this group.  Their daughter, Emeroy is to their 
right.  The man and woman at the left of the photo may by Waverly and Anna (Benton) Town. 
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Bliss Farm 

The Bliss farm in Calais, about a half mile from the N.W. corner of Marshfield 

Albert N. Bliss 

 

SUICIDE IN MARSHFIELD  
 

Marshfield, July 27, 1903 – Albert 
Bliss, a wealthy farmer residing two 
and one-half miles from Calais and 
about the same distance from 
Marshfield, committed suicide this 
forenoon by drowning himself in a 
watering tub in the yard connected with 
his stable.  Mr. Bliss had been in a 
melancholy frame of mind for several 
days past on account of supposed 
failure of this crops this season, and the 
cause of his rash deed this morning is 
supposed to be despondency. 
 Early in the forenoon the hired 
man, Lee Ketchum, was sent into the 
field to do some mowing and had cut 
down about two-thirds of an acre of 
grass when he went to the house to 
consult with Mr. Bliss in regard to 
some further work.  Not finding Mr. 
Bliss in or about the house he went to 
the barn and searched that thoroughly 
but without success.  He was about to 
return to the house when he chanced to 
glance into the stable yard and there he 
saw the body of his employer beneath 
the water, already dead. 
 Mr. Bliss was a very prosperous 
farmer, and is thought to be worth 
about $25,000.  He leaves a wife and 
five small children, the youngest being 
but five days old.  The funeral 
arrangements as we go to press have 
not been completed. 
 

SUICIDE NOT PROBABLE 
 

 There is a rapidly growing belief among the neighbors of the late Albert Bliss of Marshfield, that Mr. 
Bliss’ death was due to an accident, and not premeditated – as at first supposed, and as pronounced by the 
physicians at the autopsy.  It will be remembered that on Monday last, the body of Mr. Bliss was found in 
the water tub, situated in the stable yard, by Lee Ketchum, the hired man, and the report at once spread that 
Mr. Bliss had committed suicide, and to this report the physicians making the autopsy agreed.  Until the 
day of the funeral, no other theory was advanced, but at this time, something was discovered which gave 
rise to the idea of an accidental death. 
 It is true that Mr. Bliss was subject to fits of despondency and that these attacks have been more 
frequent this spring than formerly.  It is also true that during these attacks he sought seclusion, and that this 
habit had, to a small extent, caused anxiety to his family and friends, but it is also true that Mr. Bliss had 
never to the knowledge of anyone made any threat, with regard to a suicidal death, nor is it believed by any 
one that he was at any time affected sufficiently enough to cause him to become a felodese.  But on the day 
of the funeral, a large cut was noticed upon his nose, first by C. R. Dwinell, one of his neighbors, and one 
of the bearers at the funeral.  He at once called the attention of other neighbors and friends to this fact, 
which had already been noticed by the family of the deceased – and being acquainted with the yard, tub and 
the arrangement of the tub, and the custom of Mr. Bliss each morning, it was at once concluded by them 
that death was due to an accident on the part of Mr. Bliss. 
 It was the custom of Mr. Bliss to keep his milk cans in the water tub, which is circular in build, about 
five feet in diameter and two feet in depth, and each forenoon previous to going to his work in the field to 
place cans of new milk in the tub.  Across the top of the tub, opposite the side approached by one in going 
to the tub, are placed two or three boards, and on measuring it was found that a person of Mr. Bliss’ height, 
in leaning over the tub, might fall upon the board nearest him, striking the board about upon the nose,  Mr. 
Bliss did not have any gash or cut upon his nose previous to his death, for he was seen by the family just 
before being found in the tub, and nothing of the sort was observed.  It is impossible to conceive of any 
way in which he could have gotten the cut after being in the water.  Consequently it is believed by Mr. 
Dwinell and others that Mr. Bliss was carrying his milk cans to the tub and on reaching up and over to 
place them in the water, lost his balance and fell striking his nose upon the board and thence into the water 
where he was found curled about the bottom of the tub. 
 A few years ago Mr. Bliss fell out of a cart and hurt his head, and since then he has been subject to 
fits and it may be that at this particular time that he was taken with one of these fits just previous to falling, 
or as he struck the board, rendering him unconscious.  Reasoning either way, it is safe to say that he was 
unconscious upon receiving the blow upon the nose, which rendered him unable to do anything for himself, 
afterward, in the way of getting out of the water.  The blow upon the nose was a severe one, for a 
considerable amount of blood flowed from the cut, and the gash was no small one. 
 Mr. Dwinell was seen by a Journal representative on Friday, and he goes so far as to state that he is 
confident that the death of Mr. Bliss was accidental and not at all premeditated or due to any rash act upon 
the part of the deceased.   He further states that he is not alone in his belief, but this opinion he shares with 
many others including the family and friends, who saw the body of Mr. Bliss at some time during the 
interval between taking the body from the tub, and the burial.   Mr. Dwinell further stated that, as a matter 
of fact, it could never be known precisely how Mr. Bliss met his death, as no one saw him approach the tub 
and no one saw how he got within its contents, but that those most interested in the man and best 
acquainted with him and the premises, are now resting assured of the fact that the death of Mr. Bliss last 
Monday forenoon was purely due to an accident on his part and was not a case of suicide.  It is certainly 
more comforting for the family and all interested in the case to accept this cause of his death. 
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In the three photos at left, Vincent 
Bates, a later owner of the Bliss farm, works 
with his team.  He and his wife, Inella were 
the parents of Bernice (Bunny) Gagne, 
Marjorie (Midge) Eastman, and Evalyn 
Bates.  The farmhouse burned and was 
rebuilt by Mr. Bates during his ownership of 
the farm. 

 

The Bliss farm is actually in the town of 
Calais, about a half-mile from the northwest 
corner of Marshfield. Albert Bliss did all of 
his business in Marshfield, however, and the 
Bliss family was closely associated with 
Marshfield for many years.  Albert’s widow 
Flora (his second wife) later married Silas 
Packer and resided in Marshfield village, 
where the Bliss children attended school 
(more elsewhere in this volume).  Flora was 
the mother of Clara (who married Earle 
Mears and Newton Rathburn), Laura Bliss, 
and Edward Bliss.  

For a time the farm was owned by 
Edward Saxby who served for a few years as 
the first principal of the Marshfield High 
School.  The present owner is Bill Blachly, 
who operates the Unadilla Theatre in his 
barn. 

 

Below right:  Minnie (Swasey) Bliss (1862-
1893),  the first wife of Albert Bliss.  She was 

the mother of Gertrude (Mrs. Fred) Pitkin 
and Minnie (Mrs. Charles) Swasey. 
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Frank H. and Abbie Brown 
 
 
 

Frank was the son of Henry and Kathryn Brown.  He came to Vermont 
as a single young man and was for many years a carpenter in Marshfield.  He 
lived in Marshfield Village, and later purchased the Charles Pike farm on 
which Frank’s grandson, Bob Brown now lives.  In 1881 Frank married 
Abbie Palmer, the daughter of Edward and Mary (Shepard) Palmer.  They 
had a daughter, Mary, and six sons; Frank E., Henry S., Grant, Fred, Harold, 
and Charles.   
 Frank E. Brown said of his family: “Grandfather Brown was a Scotsman.  
He came from Scotland to Canada and down into New Hampshire.  And on 
the other side, they came from London to Boston and then into New 
Hampshire.  They had a run-in with the Indians, [who] took [my 
grandmother’s people] up to Canada and sold them for  $8.00 a head. They 
got away up there and the French and Indians caught one of  them somehow 
but the other one worked his way over into Vermont - Over in Peacham, and 
my mother was born there.  Grandmother was too.” 

Royce Pitkin wrote of Frank H. Brown in 1935;  "With the assistance of 
his family of six boys he cleared the fields of their granite boulders and 
surrounded them with rod upon rod of straight and true stone walls.  Only 
those who have actually participated in that type of work can appreciate the 
hours of strain and toil that went into the clearing of those fields.  About a 
dozen years ago, after all the boys had grown up and left home . . .  Frank 
gave up the farm for an easier but very short life in the village.  There his 
wife survives him and supports herself by running a modest tourist home."   

Frank died in 1928. 
 
 

Frank H. Brown on the farm he purchased from Charles Pike 
(D. M. Pike on the 1870 map). 

 
 After Frank and Abbie moved to the village, the farm was 
purchased by their son Henry and his wife Laura.  The farmhouse 
(above) is now occupied by Henry’s son Bob. 
 
 
 
 
 
 Abbie Brown (left) sits in front of her house in the village.  The 
house is identified as hers on the 1941 village map. 

Abbie Brown’s Rhubarb Marmalade 
11 Cups Rhubarb chopped fine 
11 Cups sugar 
2 Oranges & 1 Lemon,  chopped, use all but the seeds 
 
Combine ingredients.  Let stand overnight.  In the 
morning boil 20 minutes or until a little cooled in a 
dish is quite firm. 
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Above:  Frank H. Brown waits for his grandson Ted at Elbridge Gilman’s store in Marshfield Village.   
Below:  Framing the barn on the Mooreland farm on the Max Gray Road in Calais.  Frank H. Brown is at top right. 
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Bullock Family 

 
Bullock home on West Hill (I. Bullock on the 1870 map, Kenneth Bassett in 1940).  This photo was probably taken  about 1900.   

From left:  Simeon, Clara, Lucille, Eileen, and Fred Dwinell.  This farm is now the home of Rev. David Mulligan. 
 

Squier Bullock came from Rehobeth, Massachusetts to Marshfield in 1808 with his brother Rufus and bought the farm where 
George Longnecker now lives (E. Bond on the 1870 map).  They were the sons of Martin, Sr. and Sally (Leonard) Bullock who settled 
not far away on West Hill (A. M. Bullock, 1870 map).  Later, Rufus returned to Rehobeth and Squier moved onto the farm pictured 
above.  

Hi Ola Dwinell wrote in 1941:  “Squier Bullock, who lived where Simeon Dwinell, second, later lived, was a first class 
wheelwright and made both pleasure carriages and the heaviest carts, cut his timber for the entire vehicle and kept a good stock on 
hand, seasoning, turned the hubs and spokes in a lathe driven by foot power.  I was somewhat surprised to learn in looking over his old 
account book, now in the family, that he had another branch of business, as I found one item, Simeon Dwinell creditor, 46 bushel of 
potatoes at five bushels to the gallon, and, on the opposite side of the account, interspersed through the year, were nine charges of one 
gallon each - not to use any subterfuge, it said whiskey.” 

Squier married Tabitha Cole, daughter of Simeon and Margarette (Capron) Cole.  They had seven children; Myra, Cynthia, 
Amanda, Betsy, Irena, Ira (twin of Irena), and Rufus.  Interestingly, Myra, Cynthia and Amanda were each married to John D. 
Woodcock, son of Ebenezer and Hannah Woodcock (a second marriage for Cynthia).  Irena married Obediah Lamberton. 
 Ira remained on the home farm, and in 1839 he married Mary J. Olmstead.  “He was a very fine singer, and accompanied by his 

daughter Ora Ann on the organ or piano, he often sang as part of the entertainment 
that followed the ‘circles’ (women’s afternoon sewing parties) in the evening when 
the men came.”  (Pitkin’s 
History) 
 
Left: Ira and Mary 
Bullock 
 

Right: Ora Ann and 
Hector Austin 

 
 
 

 
 
Ora Ann married in 1861 her cousin, Byron Nelson Bullock, who was killed in the Civil War in 1864.  They had a daughter Clara 

Ella.  Ora Ann married second in 1870, Hector Austin, son of Friend Austin and Clarina Lamberton.  Clara Ella married Simeon 
Dwinell,  the son of C. W. H. and Orpha (Jacobs) Dwinell.  Simeon and Clara resided at the Bullock farm. 
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 Ira Bullock owned a second farm (above,  
I. Bullock, 1870, vacant on the 1940 map), just 
up the road to the north of his home farm.  
This farm was the home of Hector and Ora 
Ann Austin, and more recently of the 
Robertson family (Stubby, Bea, and Lloyd).  
The two farms were evidently operated jointly 
for a time. 
 Simeon and Clara Dwinell had four 
children; Maude Eileen, Lucille, Fred, and 
Dorris Estelle.  Maude married Ernest Bemis 
and Dorris married Clifton White.  Fred is 
shown at right driving an ox cart at the upper 
farm.  He married Ruth Pitkin and farmed at 
the Pitkin farm for a few years, but died in the 
flu epidemic of 1918. 
 Below, right:  Hector and Ora Ann Austin 
water their horse at the C. W. H. Dwinell farm 
(1870 map).  Chester Wright Hayward 
Dwinell and his wife, Orpha (Jacobs) were 
Simeon’s parents, and lived on the original 
Dwinell homestead. 
 

 

Simeon and Clara Dwinell 
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Croteau Family 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 Hubert Croteau (1888-1972), the son of Leon A. and Julia (Trombly) Croteau, married Lena Decoteau (1891-1967) of 
Williamstown, Vt.  They had fourteen children:  Hazel, Wayne, Rachael, Cecile, Leon, Rose, Carl, Shirley, Hubert, Robert, Vera & 
Vena (twins), Joyce, and Lena.  Leon died at eleven years, and Robert was killed at six years of age when struck by a truck in 1933. 
 In 1924, Hubert and Lena moved into the Theodore Wood house on Hollister Hill, where he had a dance hall nearly across the 
road from the house.  Hubert was a farmer, teamster, and lumberman.  Lena, needless to say, was a full-time mother. 
 In 1943 the Croteaus moved to Marshfield village, first to the house now occupied by Roger and Michele Hill (E. McCrillis, 1870 
village map), and later to the Dr. Carver house (A. English, 1870), where Anderson Cole lived previously (1941). 

Lena & Hubert Croteau, 1911 
Wedding photo. 

The Croteau house on Hollister Hill (T. Wood on the 1870 map) was built in 1885 by 
Chester Wood, the son of Theodore Wood.  It was later owned by Vernon and 

Marjorie Newton, and is now owned by Chris & Carlene Bellamy.  This house is 
featured in greater detail in the 1993 Pictorial History of Plainfield.  This photograph 

was probably taken in the 1940’s or 50’s. 

Hubert’s Folks 
Leon & Julia Croteau 

 
Leon A. Croteau (1862-1911) was 

born in Granby, Quebec, the son of 
Samuel Croteau.  He married Julia E. 
Trombly (1870-1955).  They lived in 
Marshfield on the road leading from the 
Pitkin farm to Hollister Hill (shown as W. 
E. Nichols on the 1870 map, and as a 
cellar hole on the 1940 map).  The Croteau 
family always referred to this as the “little 
place.” Leon was a cobbler.  Before 
coming to Marshfield, they lived in Grand 
Isle.  Leon and Julia reportedly had eleven 
boys, including Hubert and Leon, Jr.. 
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Above:  Most of the family with a large load of hay.  From left:  
Wayne, Leon (?), Carl, Hubert, Rachael, Cecile, Hazel, Rose, and 
Shirley.  In front are Joyce (little girl), Vena, and Vera. 
 
Right:  Hubert and his team with the twins, Vena and Vera, and 
baby Joyce (?). 
 
Below:  House where Croteaus lived in Marshfield village (A. 
English, 1870), now owned by the Martells.  Photo circa 1910. 
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Joanna Cole Lamberton Samuel Lamberton 

Lamberton Farm 

 
Roy Lamberton stands with a horse in front of the house built by his grandfather, Samuel (S. & E. Lamberton on the 1870 map). 

 
 In 1805, Nathaniel and Lucy 
Lamberton moved to Marshfield and built a 
log cabin across the road north from the 
current Lamberton farmhouse.  The farm 
has been in the Lamberton family since that 
time, and an eighth generation is currently 
in residence there.  No other property in the 
town of Marshfield has remained in 
continuous ownership by a single family 
for so long a time.  The house shown here 
was built in 1854 by Samuel Lamberton, 
one of Nathaniel and Lucy’s thirteen 
children.  Samuel married Joanna Cole, 
daughter of Simeon and Margaret (Capron) 
Cole.  The farm passed to their son Edgar 
and his wife Mary (Dodge), then to Edgar’s 
and Mary’s son Roy, who married Lila 
Brown.  When Lila died about 1985, the 
farm passed to her son Aimard, who was 
married to Frieda Brown (daughter of 
Henry and Laura Brown).   Their daughter 
Caroline currently lives in the farmhouse, 
and Caroline’s daughter, Karen (who 
married Richard Bagley), also lives on the 
farm with her children. 
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Five of the eight children of  Jonathan Stanley Dodge and 
Sabra (Kelton) Dodge.  From left:  Ira, Olive, Merrill, Mary, and 
Harvey.  They were the great-grandchildren of Ebenezer and 
Rebecca (Stanley) Dodge.  Ebenezer and Rebecca were the fourth 
family to move to Marshfield, settling on Hollister Hill (A. P. 
Dodge on the 1858 map).  Jonathan and Sabra (or Sabrina) lived 
near Nob Hill Pond (J. S. Dodge on the 1858 map). 

Edgar and Mary (Dodge) Lamberton with 
their son Roy.  Edgar was the son of Samuel and 
Joanna (Cole) Lamberton, and lived on his 
parent’s farm.  Roy also lived on the farm after 
his parents with his wife, Lila (Brown). 

Edgar Lamberton’s sister Emily is 
shown at left with her husband 
Edward Snow.  They were married 
in 1862 when Emily was twenty-
two years old.  Ed and Emily 
farmed where Joe Lee now lives 
(E. M. Snow on the 1870 map). 
 
Their daughter Gertrude (right) 
married Gilbert Dwinell, son of 
Erastus Dwinell and Jerusha 
Woods.  Gertie had one child who 
died young, and she herself died 
before 1890, still a very young 
woman. 
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Henry. C. 
Lamberton  
 
 
 Henry Lamberton’s home on 
West Hill about 1890 (shown as 
Herbert Wells on the 1940 map).  
The house was recently moved 
about 100 feet to the east and 
placed on a new concrete 
foundation.  Shown here are 
Arthur Case, Eloise Case (infant), 
Alma (Lamberton) Case, Elsie 
(Bemis) Lamberton, Henry 
Lamberton, Inez Lamberton. 
 Henry Lamberton was a 
Seventh Day Adventist and 
vegetarian. 
 
 
 

UNBALANCED, A SUICIDE 

Henry C. Lamberton, Prominent Citizen 
of Marshfield 
 

HANGED HIMSELF IN BARN 

He Had Brooded Over Selling His 
Farm – The Deed in the 
Transaction Was to Have Been 
Filed Today – Funeral to Be Held 
Tuesday 

Marshfield, Oct. 14 --  This 
community was saddened and greatly 
shocked Sunday evening at about five 
o’clock, when it became known that 
Henry C. Lamberton had committed 
suicide by hanging.  Mr. Lamberton had 
been in failing health for some time, but 
not until six weeks ago had he been 
considered ill, and he had worked up to 
last Saturday. 
 On Sunday his brother, Albert E., 
was at his home and noticed that Henry’s 
mind was not right, that something was 
troubling him.  The fact that he had sold 
his little farm and the writings were to 
have been made today was considered the 
cause of his uneasiness.  Mrs. Lamberton 
had known of his mental trouble, but 
hoped against hope that he would 
recover, and patiently and faithfully bore 
her burden. 

 Mr. Lamberton went to his barn as 
usual to do the night’s chores, and after 
securing his cows threw a rope over an 
overlay, directly behind the cows, and 
leaning forward and downward against 
the loop, strangled in a very few minutes.  

Thus Mrs. Lamberton found him and 
called to a passing team for aid.  They 
summoned help at once, and the proper 
authorities were notified.  Dr. Burbank of 
Cabot was called, and undertaker L. B. 
Adams took charge of the body. 

 
 

 Mr. Lamberton was one of the most 
highly esteemed citizens of this town, a 
most kind neighbor and friend, and the 
best of husbands and fathers.  He had no 
enemies, and everyone who had known 
him considers his act purely from 
insanity, for Mr. Lamberton, in his right 
mind, was a deeply religious man, even 
living up to the last of the precepts of his 
faith, being an Adventist. 
 Henry C. Lamberton was born in this 
town August 19, 1848, son of Obed and 
Irena Lamberton, one of eight children.  
He was married March 6, 1867, to Elsie 
Bemis of this town, and two daughters 
survive him.  With the exception of a 
portion of one year in the west and about 
three years in Massachusetts, Mr. 
Lamberton had been a lifelong resident of 
this town. 
 Beside a host of friends, Mr. 
Lamberton leaves to mourn his loss a 
widow, two daughters, Alma, Mrs. 
Arthur W. Case of Chelsea, and Inez, 
Mrs. E. Ernest Barnes of Sharon; one 
granddaughter, Eloise Case; a sister, Mrs. 
Jane Cole, and two brothers, Moses and 
Albert of this town. 
 Mr. Lamberton will be greatly 

missed from the neighborhood and town.  
The bereaved family has the heartfelt 
sympathy of the entire community in 
their affliction.  

 

Henry C. Lamberton 
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Packers 
Silas Packer was born in 1853 in Peacham, Vermont,  the son of Dr. 

John Quincy Adams Packer and Lovinia Newton.  In 1881 he married 
Carrie Pitkin, the daughter of Eli and Lydia (Bemis) Pitkin.  They resided 
for two years in Winnebago City, Minnesota, and then returned to 
Marshfield to farm on the former Dan Bemis farm.  Later they moved to 
the farm pictured below (Frank Bemis on the 1940 map).   Carrie died in 
1920 and Silas then married in 1921, Flora Belle (Stoner) Bliss, widow of 
Albert N. Bliss.   

He was a man of great physical strength.  On a bet with Ozias Pitkin 
and Burt Batchelder he threw a stone a distance of 415 feet across the 
west field of the Dan Bemis farm.  He is said to have been one of only a 
few men to be able to lift a certain stone (two feet in diameter) which sat 
by the front steps of Frank Brown’s store.  Cyrus Sulham, Jock Folsom, 
and Edwin Pitkin were some others. 
 After retiring from farming, he and Flora moved to the village where 
they raised chickens.  Silas died in 1939, and Flora later married Pliny 
Hamilton.  

 

Above: Silas and Flora in their dooryard where 
Tom Blachly and Susannah Clifford now live (Frank 

Bemis, 1940). 
 

Below:  Carrie Packer about 1897 with her 
daughter Elizabeth.  Silas and Carrie had two other 

children, Emma and Harry. 
 

 
 

Carrie Pitkin about 1875. 
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Perry Farm 
 
 
 
 
 
Charles Perry at the Perry farm on 
Maple Hill (Harold Perry on the 
1940 map). 
 
 
“Charles B. Perry, a native of 
Plainfield, but a resident of 
Marshfield near the town line, was 
born in Plainfield September 20, 
1886, son of John and Juliette 
Perry.  He was active in the social 
life of the town serving as leader of 
the old Plainfield Band as well as 
the choir in the Methodist church.  
He also farmed until his death 
January 14, 1925 at the age of fifty-
eight.” 
  -- 1993 Plainfield History 
 
 
 
 
 
Charles Perry chopping corn at his 
farm on Maple Hill, Marshfield, 
circa 1920. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Florence Perry on a load of hay 
about 1907. 
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Pikes 
“John Pike, born in Croydon, N.H., 

came to Marshfield with his wife, (Beulah 
Bemis), and their children in 1806.  They 
located on a deserted pitch, where there 
was a small clearing and a log cabin.  
Their goods were few, and they traveled 
to their new home on snow-shoes.  To 
provide for the family, Mr. Pike and his 
oldest son, John, were obliged to work for 
others, while Bemis and Daniel, aged 
respectively thirteen and eleven years, 
bravely assailed the forest, felled three 
acres of timber, made leeches of hollow 
trees, and from the ashes of the fallen 
timber, which they managed to burn, they 
made salts, which were boiled over the 
kitchen fire.  Their diet was potato and 
salt.  The children of Mr. and Mrs. Pike 
were John, Jr., Bemis, Daniel, Lydia, 
Nancy, Horace, Sylvester, and Harriet.”  
(Child’s Gazetteer).  This settlement of 
John and Beulah Pike was somewhere in 
Lot 4 of the Fourth Range of Lots, very 
near the Winooski River.  

Prior to this migration to Marshfield, 
one of their daughters, Lydia, had married 
Silas Jacobs.  Lydia and Silas came to 
Marshfield from Croyden, New 

Hampshire about 1810 with their goods in an ox cart and settled near where Bob Brown now lives (D. M. Pike, 1870 map).  “[Their] 
first home was a rude board shanty roofed with hemlock bark.  Later [Silas] carried from near the Winooski River boards on his back.  
With these he built a cabin that had a floor of split logs.  He cleared his farm and lived there until his death [in 1838]” (Pitkin’s 
History). 
 In 1849, Daniel McCrillis Pike, son of the above mentioned Daniel Pike and his wife Hannah McCrillis,  purchased the farm 
settled by his uncle Silas Jacobs.  In 1852, he married Salome Luther, daughter of Lyndes Luther and Nancy Currier, and they moved 
to this farm (D. M. Pike on the 1858 map) where they lived until their deaths in 1897.  Of their four sons, Martin and Sabin settled 

briefly on nearby farms, George went 
west, and Charles ended up staying on 
the home farm until 1902, when he 
moved to Plainfield with his second 
wife, Laura (King) Goodall.  Shortly 
thereafter, the farm was acquired by 
Frank H. and Abbie Brown. 
 
 
 
Daniel and Salome (Luther) Pike were 
born within two weeks of each other in 

1823, and died about two months 
apart in 1897.  They were both 

members of the Methodist Episcopal 
Church in Marshfield. 

 

The Pike farmhouse in 1897 (D. M. Pike on 1870 map, now owned by Bob Brown).  
From left: Raymond Pike, Cora Goodall (Laura’s daughter by a previous marriage), 

Grampa & Gramma King, Laura, Charles, Lettie, Lida, and Herman Pike. 
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Herb Emery Place 
 

In 1881, one of Daniel and 
Salome Pike’s sons, Charles, 
purchased a nearby farm (P. Smith 
on the 1870 map) which had been 
owned (but not occupied) by Orin 
and Mary Smith.  Charles lived there 
until 1885 when he sold to his 
brother, Sabin.  Sabin lived there 
with his first wife, Ella Lewis, and 
their three children.  Ella died in 
1889, and the following year Sabin 
married Eva Glines, a teacher at the 
nearby Dwinell School.  In that year, 
1890, Sabin built the barn shown in 
these photos.  At that time, Sabin 
owned 10 cows and 400 sugar trees.   

In 1904, Sabin, Eva, and their 
family moved to the Currier farm in 
Berlin, selling their Marshfield farm 
to Herbert and Nellie Emery. 

 
Above: Sabin and Eva Pike at 

the farm.  Center: Charles Pike with 
his yoke of oxen, Sabin with a colt. 
 
 Herb Emery was raised in 
Marshfield as a foster child in the 
family of Samuel Eaton.  He had a 
sister, Mabel, who married Curtis 
Martin.  Herb married Nellie Lucas, 
the daughter of David Lucas.  Their 
daughter, Mildred married Frank 
Tibbetts, Sr., and lived at several 
different places in town. 
 After the Emerys sold the farm, 
Francis (Honey) and Rita Codling 
owned it for a number of years. 

Below left:  Mildred Tibbetts and Nellie Emery.  Right: A photograph taken when the Emerys owned the farm. 
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Pitkin Farm 

 
This photo of the Pitkin farmhouse was taken about 1920, during a two year period when the farm was not owned by the Pitkins. 

The place is identified as  L. W. Pitkin on the 1870 map, now owned by Ronald and Ellen Pitkin. 
 

 Except for a period of two years from 1918 to 1920,  the Pitkin farm, like the Lamberton farm, has 
been owned by the same family for nearly 180 years.  Stephen Pitkin was the first of the family to own 
the farm.  He set out a large orchard on part of the land, and built a small cider mill on a neighboring 
parcel.  Stephen’s son Edwin built the farmhouse which stands today, probably during the 1820’s or 
early 30’s (more about Edwin and Olive Pitkin on page 161). 
 After Edwin’s death in 1862, the farm passed to his son Levi and his wife Mary (Burnap).  Prior to 
taking over the farm, Levi was in partnership with his brother Daniel in a store in East Calais, and with 
his twin brother Eli (see page 46) operating the Marshfield village sawmill.  Levi was a progressive 
farmer, being one of the first in the area to own purebred Jersey cattle, one of the first to feed purchased 
ingredients like cottonseed meal to his cows, and one of the first to experiment with feeding silage.  Hi 
Ola Dwinell wrote:  “L. W. Pitkin also had the first silo (I believe first in Washington Co.) antedating 
any other by many years.  Built I feel sure in 1882.  Levi, being a pioneer, thought a silo must be partly 
under ground.  Water came into the pit and made a very dirty place to lay up the wall.  All would come 
out covered with mud except Milford Kiser who handled stone at arms length limiting his efficiency 
quite a bit.  Levi, generally a kind and mild mannered employer, along about the fourth day, his patience 
overtaxed, picked a large flat stone out of the ooze and plastered Milford's overalls fore and aft saying 
‘There, you'll go out of here once with mud on you.’”  Levi had a maple sugar operation of some 900 
taps, and also harvested apples from 500 apple trees.  His orchard was the largest in Marshfield during 
the 1880's.   Levi also sold farm equipment, representing at various times The Richardson 
Manufacturing Company and The Buckeye Mowing Machine Company.  He served a term in the 
Vermont Legislature in 1876 and was selectman in 1871. 
 One of Levi’s brothers, Orsamus, built a house on an adjoining parcel of land (J. S. Wooster, 1870,  
now owned by Belmont and Clo Pitkin), which he later sold to his sister Dorcas and her husband J. 
Steven Wooster (son of Daniel and Hannah Wooster).  
 After Levi’s death in 1898, the farm passed to his son, Edwin (“Ed”), who lived there until his 
daughter Ruth and her husband, Fred Dwinell took over in 1917 (see page 137).  Fred unfortunately died 
in the flu epidemic of 1918, and the farm was sold out of the family until 1920, when it was purchased 
by Ozias Pitkin, a son of Levi’s brother Eli. 

Levi W. Pitkin ? 

Orsamus C. M. Pitkin 
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 Ozias Pitkin (1865-1950) was married to Olive Severance, 
daughter of John and Jane (Scales) Severance. They operated the 
Levi Pitkin farm in conjunction with their home farm in Cabot (on 
the flat, where Amanda Legare now lives known as the O. Morrill 
farm in 1870).  The house was used only occasionally until about 
1960, but the barns were used for milking the cows when the herd 
was moved up to the farm from Cabot for summer pasture. 
 Ozias and Olive had eight children, including two sons who died 
in infancy.  A daughter Muriel died at the age of sixteen.  The oldest 
son, Fred, became a superintendent of schools in Massachusetts, but 
maintained close ties with Marshfield, and in 1940 wrote with his 
father a history of the town.  Another son, Paul, taught school for a 
short time, but later became an insurance salesman in Bennington.  
Percy, the third son, had a career with an oil company, and in 
retirement purchased the Dakin 
Farm in Ferrisburg which he 
made into a mail order 
business.  Royce carried on 
some farming activities in 
Marshfield, and had a career in 
education.  In 1940, he 
established Goddard College in 
Plainfield, and served as its 
president until 1969.  Victor, 
the youngest son, was also a 
professional educator with the 
Connecticut Department of 
Education. 
 
 
 
 
 

Above left:  Fred and Royce getting in some hay on the Pitkin farm, circa 1925.  Right:  Fred in a studio portrait taken for the 
occasion of his graduation from Goddard Seminary in Barre. 

 
 

Ozias and Olive Pitkin.          Victor, Royce, Percy, and Paul Pitkin.  Photo taken about 1910.  
     about 1920. 
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Rich – 
Hollister 
 
 
 The Stephen Rich 
House on Hollister Hill (S. 
D. Hollister on the 1870 
map) circa 1900, now owned 
by Arnold and Colleen 
Tibbitts.  The ell of this 
house is presumed to be the 
oldest framed dwelling in 
Marshfield, built in 1800.  A 
barn was raised on this farm 
June 20, 1797, the second in 
town. 
 
 
 One of the most affluent 
sections of town before the 

turn of the century was Hollister Hill.  The Rich, Hollister, and Martin families who settled in this area conducted most of their 
business in Plainfield and North Montpelier, where they had mercantile and manufacturing interests. These families have since 
dispersed, but their farms continue to be more productive than those in many other areas of town.  More about Hollister Hill may be 
found in the 1993 pictorial history of Plainfield.  
 

“Capt. Stephen Rich, born in Sutton, Mass., at 15 became a soldier in the Revolutionary war, as a substitute for his father.  He was 
at the taking of Burgoyne, and in a number of other battles.  He came to Marshfield in Feb. 1798, and settled where his grandson 
Samuel D. Hollister now resides.  He was the first selectman of Marshfield and first town clerk; held the office 7 years.  His only son 
George, was also town clerk 7 years.  He removed to Montpelier where he died.  Capt. Rich filled various town offices, and was an 
esteemed citizen.  He accumulated a large property, and had, besides the son mentioned, a family of five daughters.  He resided where 
he first settled till his death, at the age of 83.  His wife, a woman of uncommon energy, survived some years after his death.”  
(Hemenway)  Capt. Rich married Rebecca Carriel. 
 

Josiah Hollister was “born in E. Hartford, Ct. (1783), came to Marshfield about the year 1806.  He married Phoebe, daughter of 
Capt. Stephen Rich, in 1809.  He acquired a large property, was respected by his townsmen, and had a fair share of town offices.  He 
represented the town in the legislature of the state 2 years, and was chosen captain of a company of cavalry.  He died at the age of 52.”  
(Hemenway)  His home, where Bob and Lee Light now live, was later occupied by his son, Stephen Rich Hollister (S. R. Hollister on 
the 1870 map).  Josiah and Phoebe had four sons; Stephen, Horace H., Samuel, and George. 
 

  

Samuel Dwight Hollister, known 
as Dwight, was born in Marshfield in 
1817, the son of Josiah Hollister and 

Phoebe Rich.  In 1850 he married 
Flora S. Coburn, the daughter of 

Leonard and Lovisia Coburn of East 
Montpelier.   

 
Dwight and Flora were farmers 

on the Stephen Rich place.  They had 
five children, Susan, Harry, Alice, 
Mary, and Murray. 
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One of Marshfield’s most expensive homes, the Horace Hollister house on Hollister hill, identified as H. H. Hollister on the 1870 map. 

This brick building burned about 1933.  The nearby Josiah Hollister house (S. R. Hollister, 1870) is also of brick. 
 
 A brother of Josiah Hollister, Horace (1791-1867), married Ruth, another daughter of Capt. Rich.  They came to Marshfield 
permanently in 1821 and built a brick house (H. H. Hollister on the 1870 map) about a half mile west of the Stephen Rich place.  He 
was a prosperous citizen who served in many town offices, was assistant judge for two years, and state senator for two years.  He was 
for a time engaged with Stephen Pitkin and others in land speculation in Marshfield.  In 1855, he built a grist mill in the village of 

North Montpelier.  Horace and Ruth had six children, Josiah, Asenath, Andrew, Martin, 
Edward, and H. Homer. 
 Homer (1837-1916) served in the Civil War, and afterward devoted many years to nursing 
the sick, later returning to the farm. He married Almira Carpenter (1840-1887), daughter of 
Abijah and Susan (Dow) Carpenter.  They had five children:  Mattie married William Clapp,  
Emma married her cousin, William Carpenter, Susie married Forrest Duke,  Dwight married 
Inez Dodge, and Minnie married Dr. Ralph Gibson Perry. 
 

 

Horace H. Hollister 
(1791-1867) 

 
 
H. Homer Hollister  

and his wife, Almira L. Carpenter 
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Tanners 

 
The Tanner Farm, later known as the Bert May place (shown as L. Bemis on 1870 map), is now owned by Charles and Barbara Bohn.  

From left: Clara Tanner, cousin Everett Tanner, Mamie Tanner, Lottie Tanner, Ellis (in chair), and Howard Tanner.  Howard’s 
brother, Ernest (Everett’s father), lived near Marshfield Village at the time of the incident reported below. 

 

 
October 21, 1916 
 

YOUTH SLAIN  
OUT HUNTING 

 
Everett Tanner, Aged 14, of 
Marshfield Got Charge in the 
Breast 
 
THRUST GUN INTO A BOAT 
 
Young Companion Sought Aid, but 
Injured Boy soon Died 
 
Marshfield, Oct. 21 – Everett Tanner, 
aged 14, son of Mr. And Mrs. Ernest 
Tanner of this village, was almost 
instantly killed yesterday afternoon by 
the accidental discharge of a shotgun 
while out hunting with Victor Pitkin, 
aged 9, and the son of Ozias Pitkin.  The 

boys, carrying the gun and a trap, went to 
a pond on the Tanner farm, located about 
a mile and a quarter from this village on 
the road to Cabot. 
 On arriving at the pond, they made 
preparations to go out on the pond after 
wild ducks which are accustomed to feed 
there.  The Tanner boy carried the 
shotgun and thrust it, butt first, into the 
boat.  It is probable that the trigger hit the 
seat in being thrown into the boat, as the 
weapon was discharged when the muzzle 
was pointed directly at the Tanner boy.  
The charge entered the right breast, and 
the boy screamed and fell backward.  His 
young companion ran to the house on the 
Tanner farm, occupied by Mr. Bucklin, 
and got him to come. 
 On reaching the pond, Mr. Bucklin 
found the Tanner boy lying near the edge 
of the pond.  The injured youth gasped 
twice and then expired.  Mr. Bucklin 
notified Mr. Tanner in this village and 

Dr. F. E. Corson, the town health officer, 
accompanied the party to the farm.  On 
their arrival, Dr. Corson examined the 
body and stated that death must have 
ensued shortly after the wound was 
received.  The body was then brought to 
this village to await preparations for the 
funeral.  Selectmen E. N. Johnson and 
Coolidge Lamberton having been 
summoned in the meantime. 
 Health Officer Corson notified 
State’s Attorney Gleason at Montpelier, 
and after the circumstances had been 
explained, the latter official gave orders 
to proceed with the burial arrangements.  
Later he told the health officer to wait, 
but finally reverted to his original order 
to go ahead with the arrangements. 
 The Tanner youth attended the 
village schools here.  His parents resided 
for some years in Montpelier, where the 
father was engaged as a painter.  



 152

Wilson Family 
 
 Hiram A. Wilson was born in 1863, the eldest child of William and 
Elsie (Batchelder) Wilson.  He spent most of his life in Cabot and 
Marshfield.  In 1884 he was married to Laura Smith of Cabot, the 
daughter of Smilie and Laura (Bemis) Smith. 
 For many years, the Wilsons had a farm in South Cabot (probably 
the place where Joseph and Orrilla Smith lived previously, recently 
known as the Earl Porter place), which they sold upon moving to 
Marshfield Village.  Hiram then worked at the carpenter’s trade for 
most of the rest of his life. 
 Hiram was a charter member of the Marshfield Cornet Band, and 
was a member of the Knights of Pythias for over 25 years.  He served 
for a short time as collector of taxes and water rents for Marshfield 
Village, and also served as janitor for the K. of P. Hall and the United 
Church. 
 Hiram and Laura had three children; Bernis, Ava, and Leon.  Ava 
married Charles George.  Bernis married Rose Newton, daughter of 
Frank and Ola (Wheeler) Newton.  Leon married Martha Dwinell, 
daughter of Gilbert and Eliza (Wheeler) Dwinell.  They lived in Wells 
River, Vermont. 

 
Above:  Hiram and Laura Wilson with their three 

children, Bernis, Ava, and Leon. 
 

 
Hiram and Laura’s house in Marshfield Village (left) 
was the first house north of the bridge on the Brook 
Road (Creamery Street).  It later burned (Hiram 
Wilson on the 1941 village map). 

 
Below: Hiram Wilson in his Model T Ford, 1918. 

 
 
 
 

Hiram died May 2, 1946 after 
an illness of about 10 days.  His son 
Bernis died unexpectedly 10 days 
later after a visit to his  mother, 
Laura.  Bernis worked for a few 
years as operator of the electrical 
generating plant in Marshfield, but 
was living in Woodsville, New 
Hampshire at the time of his death. 

 
Hiram Wilson had a sister, 

Lena, who married Merton E. 
Beckley. 
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Below: 
Laura Bemis Smith (1843-1865), 
Laura Wilson’s mother, was the 

daughter of Daniel, Jr. and Mary 
(Morse) Bemis.  She died when Laura 

was only a few months old. 
 

 

Charles and Ava (Wilson) George with Clarence, Carroll, and Grace.   
They lived on the Cabot Road, very near the electric generating station (A. Bullard, 

1940 map) and also in Cabot where Joseph and Orrilla Smith lived.  Photo taken 
about 1910. 

Joseph and Orrilla Smith. 
 

Joseph was the brother of Laura’s father, Smilie 
Smith.  After the death of Laura’s mother, she was 
adopted by Joseph and Orrilla.  They lived in Cabot, on 
what is now known as the Earl Porter place, just below 
Marshfield Reservoir across the brook from the road to 
Danville. 

Laura Smith (below right) with her sister 
Mabel (center) and Cora (another sister, 

perhaps).  Daguerreotype made about 1881. 
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Merton E. Beckley 
 
 Merton Beckley figured prominently in the economic development 
of Marshfield at the turn of the century.  He first began generating 
electricity for the village about 1898 with a dynamo in the old Martin 
Pitkin butterbox shop which was attached to the west end of the village 
sawmill.  In 1900 he greatly expanded his service by assembling a 
group of investors to develop Molly’s Falls for the production of 
electricity. 
 He was also instrumental in bringing telephone service to 
Marshfield.  Although there had been a single telephone in Putnam’s 
store since about 1890, it was Beckley who made the telephone a 
household item in town when he assembled the first telephone central 
switchboard about 1900.  Later, when he moved to Groton, he devoted 
much of his time to the organization and operation of the Molly’s Falls 
Telephone Company. 

In 1895 he bought the vacant lot just east of the McCrillis’ store on 
Main Street and built a “block” in which he kept a store.  This block 
burned in the fire of 1905 when owned by Homer Carpenter.  Beckley 
built another similar building up the street, just east of the K. of P. Hall, 
which housed the telephone central office as well as Cora Preston’s 
millinery and fancy goods store.  This second building burned in the fire 
of 1909 which also burned the K. of P. hall and damaged the 
Universalist Church across the street. 

Merton was the son of Abel Beckley and was married to Lena 
Wilson, daughter of William and Elsie (Batchelder) Wilson.  She was a 
sister of Hiram Wilson of Marshfield. 

 
 

Merton Beckley in one of his early automobiles.  His first car was a home-made affair built about 1901 or 1902  using a buggy 
frame to which he added a small gasoline engine. 
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People 
 

Hap Hayward remembered Josie Doty (right) as an eccentric 
woman who lived on the Danville Road (Mrs. Doty on the 1870 village 
map).  She spoke with an accent unfamiliar to Hap, and always wore 
dresses which came down to the ground, no matter what the weather.  
She kept a few hens, and would sometimes walk to the grist mill for 
some grain.  She carried the grain in a large shallow cream separating 
pan.  On the way to the mill,  during the winter, when she got to the top 
of the hill by Emeroy Benton’s she would set the pan down on the road, 
get in it, and slide down to the mill.  Hap also related how Mr. and Mrs. 
Earl Curtis (who lived nearby) brought Josie a large tray full of food 
one Thanksgiving day.  There was turkey, potatoes, gravy, vegetables, 
and the usual trimmings, which Josie promptly scraped into a pot on the 
stove where she mixed them up together for a little reheating. 

From Josie’s obituary: 
“December 27, 1939 - Miss Doty was born in Calais Feb. 6, 1856, 

the daughter of Renaldo C. and Mary Doty.  Her father, a half brother, 
Trueman, and two own brothers, Mortimer and Millard, died in 1864 
during an epidemic of diphtheria. 

“Following their death Josie and her mother came to this town to a 
house at the upper end of Main Street, where they lived together until 
her mother’s death which occurred in 1913 at the age of 93 years.  Since 
her mother’s death Josie has lived alone and until recent years, was 
often employed by the villagers doing house work by the hour.  
Although somewhat eccentric, beneath the rough exterior was a kind 
and sympathetic heart ready to assist those in trouble.” 

 
 
 
 Warner D. Smith was born in Marshfield Dec. 26, 1870, the son of Coridan D. (“Cod”) 
and Sarah (Kinney) Smith.  His father was a tinsmith in the village (Ivan Carpenter on the 1941 
village map).  Warner is remembered as Marshfield’s best baseball player and fastest runner in 
his day.  He was one of the first Marshfield natives to graduate from college,  earning a degree 
from Tufts.  He became an engineer and moved away from Marshfield.  He married May 
Lyford of Cabot. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Lena Maud Shepard was born Oct. 12, 1870, the daughter of Charles and Clarina 

(English) Shepard.  She married first George Bliss of Hardwick, who kept a livery and 
feed store in Marshfield.  They divorced and she married second, in 1939, Chesley 
Hartwell of Essex Jct.  For many years, she was proprietress of the Bliss Inn and lived 
in the house she acquired from her parents (Mrs. Lena Hartwell on the 1941 village 
map). 
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Mr. & Mrs. Whitehill.  He was a blacksmith and 
wheelwright before and after the turn of the century.  His 
shop stood across Main St. from the junction of Creamery 
St. (Oliver Sicely blacksmith shop on the 1941 village map). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Below:  Mabel Henderson posed for this picture for the 
occasion of her graduation from the 2 year Marshfield high 
school in 1914.  She was the daughter of John and Grace 
(Parmenter) Henderson of Marshfield.  She married Earl R. 
Smith, son of W. H. H. and Martha (Davidson) Smith.  Earl 
and Mabel lived on his parent’s farm (Earl Smith on the 
1940 map).  They had a daughter, Marguerite.  

Sam Lewis was a Methodist 
minister in Marshfield for many years. 
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More People 
 

 
Emeroy Benton 

Born 1861 in Marshfield, the daughter of Levi and Lydia (Smith) 
Benton.  See page 14. 

 
 

 
Cora (Carpenter) Woodbury 
Born 1863 in Marshfield, the daughter of James and Octavia (Sanders) 
Carpenter.  She married Fred Woodbury who worked for a time in the 
butterbox shop. 
 
 

 
Delia (Hoyt) Haines 

A school teacher in Marshfield at one time.  She married a Mr. Haines, 
and lived in Cabot. 

 
 
 
Wilbur Shepard 
Born in Marshfield in 1862, the son of George and Chloe (Amidon) 
Shepard.  He married May Thompson in 1889. 
 
 
 
 

Charles O. Shepard 
Born in Marshfield in 1856, the son of George and Chloe (Amidon) 

Shepard. 
 
 
 
May (Thompson) Shepard 
Married Wilbur Shepard. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Emaline (Eaton) Bemis 
A sister of Harris Eaton who lived on the River Road (S. M. Eaton on 

the 1870 map).  She married Levi Bemis, son of Daniel and Mary 
(Morse) Bemis.  They had four sons, Victor, Harry, Frank, and 

William. 
 
 
Samuel Eaton 
Owner of the farm on the river road later owned by Harris Eaton (S. 
M. Eaton on the 1870 map).  He was either the father or brother of 
Harris and Emaline Eaton.  Samuel was the foster father of Herbert 
Emery. 
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Chestina (English) Pitkin 
Born in 1829, the daughter of Andrew J. and Mary (Cree) English.  
Died in 1868.  She married Orsamus Pitkin, the son of Edwin and 
Olive (Dwinell) Pitkin. 
 
 

George Washington English 
Born in 1849, the son of Andrew J. and Patty (Dwinell) English.  He 

married Ella Severance, the daughter of John and Jane (Scales) 
Severance.  For a time he was a shoemaker in Marshfield. 

 
 
 
Abijah Bemis 
Born in 1853, the son of Lewis and Serepta (Dwinell) Bemis. He 
married first, Bertha McCrillis.  He married second, Lydia Dwinell, 
daughter of Henry D. and Josephine (Ainsworth) Dwinell.  He lived 
on the farm where Dwight Duke now lives (C. Shepard on the 1870 
map). 
 

Bertha (McCrilliss) Bemis 
Born in Marshfield in 1861, the daughter of Frederick and Sophia 

(Laird) McCrillis.  She married Abijah Bemis, and they had a 
daughter, Clare. 

 
 
 
 
 
Laura (Pitkin) Payne 
Born in Marshfield in 1816, the daughter of Stephen and Damaris 
(Goodwin) Pitkin.  Died in 1883.  She married in 1850 Capt. Henry 
P. C. Payne, a sea captain in Charlestown Massachusetts. 
 
 

Thirza Scales 
Born in 1826, the daughter of Sidney and Arathusa (Ripley) Scales.  
Died in 1898.  She was a seamstress who lived in Marshfield for a 

time with her sister, Jane Severance.   Thirza never married. 
 
 
 

Ashbel Pitkin 
Born in Marshfield in 1807, the son of Caleb and Hannah (Marsh) 
Pitkin (where J. Pitkin lived in 1858).  Died 1853.  He married in 

1837, Mary A. Washburn, daughter of Asahel and Dolly (Hamilton) 
Washburn.  He was a physician in Burlington. 

 
 

Dudley Pitkin 
Born in 1798, the son of Joshua and Ruth (Case) Pitkin.  Died in 1884.  

In 1824 he married Nancy Batchelder, daughter of Capt. Moulton 
Batchelder of Plainfield.  Dudley was an innkeeper and farmer in 

Marshfield, later moving to Montpelier, Burlington, and Cleveland, 
Ohio. 
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Old Timers 
 

 Andrew Jack English (right) was born in 
1805.  His father James English kept a tavern 
about two miles south of the village,  where the 
Roberts family now lives.  Andrew married 
twice; first to Mary Cree, who died in 1839, and 
second to Patty Dwinell, pictured here.  Patty 
was born in 1804 in Marshfield.  She was the 
daughter of Simeon and Sally (Hayward) 
Dwinell, who first came to Marshfield in 1797. 
 Andrew lived in the village at the corner of 
Main and Depot streets, where the Rainbow 
Sweets building now is.  He was Marshfield’s 
Town Clerk for many years.  He died in 1873, 
and Patty in 1883. 
 
 

 
 

 
David Bliss, Jr. (left) was born in 1807, the son of 

David and Lucy (Blanding) Bliss of Marshfield.  He 
married first Leonora Pitkin, the daughter of Stephen and 
Damaris (Goodwin) Pitkin, one of Marshfield’s pioneer 
families.  Leonora died in 1853 and David then married 
her sister Clarissa Pitkin, shown here.  This family left 
Marshfield and went west, eventually settling in Union 
County, Iowa, where they were among the earliest 
settlers.  David died there in 1872. 
 Clarissa was born in 1820.  Before her marriage, she 
owned and operated a tailor shop.  She died in 1906. 
 
  
 
 

Truman Pitkin  (below, left) was born in Marshfield in 1800, the son of Stephen and 
Damaris (Goodwin) Pitkin.  He married Rebecca Davis, sister of Hannah Davis who 
married his brother, Stephen, Jr..  Truman lived in Marshfield for a number of years.  

In 1831, together with his father-in-law, Gen. 
Parley Davis of East Montpelier, he built a 
stone and brick grist mill (later owned by 
Harrison Ketchum) in Marshfield Village.  This 
mill may have replaced the gristmill built by 
his father in 1818.  Truman later moved to East 
Montpelier.  He was the father of General P. P. 
Pitkin, who was Vermont’s Quartermaster 
General after the Civil War. 
 

Marvin Grow Dwinell  (right) was born in 
Marshfield about 1816.  He was the son of 
Simeon and Sally (Hayward) Dwinell.  Shown 
here with his wife Maria Lucy Bemis, 
daughter of Abijah and Harriet (Pitkin) Bemis, 
and three of their children.  They lived very 
near where the Depot later stood (1870 map). 
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More Old Timers 
 
 Ira Smith  came to Marshfield, Vermont from Woodstock, Connecticut with 
his parents in 1811. Although only 11 years old, Ira drove a double yoke of oxen 
the entire distance.  They settled on a farm on the river road about a mile below the 
village (owned in 1993 by Mervin and Clara Wells).  Ira worked on the farm 
summers, and attended school during the winters until he was 18 years old.  The 
schoolhouse was located about two miles south of the farm, very near the homes of 
Joshua and Stephen Pitkin on the river road.  When the first schoolhouse was 
erected in what later became the village, Ira became the first teacher there.  He was 
paid in grain at a rate of $12.00 per month, and boarded himself.  In 1821 he 
purchased 300 acres of 
unimproved land around what 
later became the Marshfield 
depot.  He cleared and 
cultivated 15 acres, spending 
part of his time there, and the 
balance working out until 
1829 when he married 
Hannah Jacobs.   She was 
born in Marshfield in 1812, 
the daughter of Silas Jacobs 
and Lydia Pike.  Ira and 
Hannah lived on Depot Hill a 
short time but then purchased 

and removed to the home of his parents, where they lived for 11 years.  For 
about 4 years after 1840, when they sold the home farm, Ira and Hannah rented 
various places, but in 1844 they purchased the farm on which the remainder of 
his life was spent (C.H. Newton, 1870, now owned by Chet Cole).  He was a 
farmer and a stone mason. 
 Ira and Hannah had eight children.  At least two died in infancy, and of 
those surviving to adulthood, three lived in Marshfield:  Lydia married Levi 
Benton, a farmer about a mile above the village.  Prudence married Charles 
Newton.  They lived with the Smiths for a time and eventually moved to North 
Dakota.  Orin married Mary Snow and later took over his father’s farm. 

Ira died in 1880, having suffered for two years from cancer on his lower lip. 
 
 

Jane Scales Severance was the daughter of Sidney Algernon Scales and 
Arathusa Ripley.  She was born in 1831, and married in 1850 to John Lance 
Severance of Cabot (right).  They were the parents of Ella, Clara, Henry, Susan, and 
Olive.  Ella married George English, Clara married Warren Fifield, Henry (pictured 
with Jane at left) married Clara Morse, Susan 
married Ned Thomas, and Olive married Ozias 
Pitkin.  The Severance family lived in various 
places in Marshfield village, including the Smith 
farm (Earl Smith, 1941), the Bucklin house (1870 
map), the Simeon Swerdfeger house (Cobleigh in 
1870), and the Bouldry Memorial (Rev. Victor 
Wach, 1941).  John was a farmer and carpenter.  
During his life he lost an eye, and also badly broke 
his leg,  resulting in a permanent limp.  Jane died 
in 1910, and John in 1911. 

The photo at left may very well be the earliest 
in this book.  The original is an ambrotype which 
can be approximately dated in reference to Henry’s 
birthday which was July 3, 1857. 
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Still More  
Old Timers 

 
 

Abijah Howard Carpenter  was 
born in 1803 in Rehobeth, 
Massachusetts, the son of Eliphalet and 
Lucy Carpenter.  He came to Marshfield 
early in his life and married Susan Dow, 
who was born in 1811 in Walden.  
Family tradition has it that she was 
descended from native Americans.   

They had eleven children, three of 
whom remained in Marshfield:  James 
married Octavia Sanders and farmed on 
Folsom Hill;  George married Elvira 
Folsom and later Adelia Perry, and 
farmed on Southwest Hill in Cabot, 
about two miles from Marshfield 

Village;  Almira married Horace Homer Hollister who operated a farm on Hollister Hill. 
According to his grandson Howard Carpenter, Abijah once lived in (and perhaps built) the house (now gone) owned in 1940 by 

Alvi T. Davis, and he owned and operated the village sawmill during the 1850's.  Abijah and Susan moved to Guthrie, Iowa sometime 
before 1860 with eight of their children.  None of them ever returned.  She died in 1872 and he died in 1884. 
 

 
 
 

Edwin Pitkin  was born in 
Marshfield in 1798, the second son of 
Stephen and Damaris (Goodwin) 
Pitkin.  He served as town constable 
for a time as a young man.  In 1822 he 
married Olive Dwinell, born in 1802, 
the daughter of Simeon and Sally 
(Hayward) Dwinell. 

He bought some land from his 
father and built the house now owned 
by Ronald Pitkin (see page 147), and 
farmed there for the rest of his life.  
Mrs. Stephen Pitkin, Jr. wrote for 
Hemenway’s Gazetteer that Edwin 
was “an enterprising citizen (who) 
raised a large and intelligent family, 
was considerably in town business, 
and was for many years the principle 
surveyor in the vicinity.” 

Edwin and Olive were 
Universalists, having joined with Dan 
Bemis, Jonathan Goodwin, Abijah 
Hall, and others as “The Universalist Society of Liberal Christians in Marshfield,” in 1855.  Olive was an original subscriber and 
benefactress of the Green Mountain Central Institute, which later became Goddard Seminary, a Universalist preparatory school for 
Tufts College. 

Of Edwin and Olive's seven children who survived to adulthood, only one (Josiah) left the area.  Orsamus, Daniel, and Jerusha 
lived in Calais, Eli lived in Marshfield Village, Levi took over the farm, and Dorcas and her husband Steven Wooster purchased the 
neighboring farm, previously owned by Orsamus (J. S. Wooster, 1870). The backhouse on the Edwin Pitkin farm was located in the 
horse barn, which was very nearby the ell of the house.  The seat had five holes, three of which were of a normal size, and two smaller 
ones for their twin boys, Levi and Eli.   Edwin died in 1862, and Olive in 1877. 
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Family Photos 
 
 
 
 
 

Israel, Grampy, and George Jewett. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Mr. & Mrs. Israel Jewett with 
Clyde and Fred, December 6, 1915.  

For a while the Jewetts lived in 
Lanesboro, but later moved to Depot 
hill where Jay Jewett now lives (I. A. 

Jewett on the 1940 map). 
 
 
 
 

 Below:  Mrs. Israel Jewett 
(center) with Clyde and Fred (small 
boys) and maybe Vern Jewett with 

horses. 
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 Howard and Lillian Carpenter lived in Marshfield for a short 
time after their marriage.  They lived briefly with Lillian’s father 
Loren Shepard, a shoemaker (Mrs. A. Eddy, 1870 village map). 
When Loren died on his fiftieth birthday in 1901, the Carpenters 
moved to Cabot Village for a time, and later settled permanently on 
his father’s farm in Cabot (where Caleb Pitkin and Mary Carpenter 
now live).  Howard was the son of George and Adelia (Perry) 
Carpenter.  For several years, he peddled butter and eggs in 
Marshfield, and did much of his business here.  Before marriage, 
Howard and Lillian were both teachers in the Marshfield schools. 
 

Loren and Flora (Benton) Shepard  

 
Above:  Howard and Lillian Carpenter with three of their children, 

Clara, Flora, and Ruth.  Photo taken about 1906.  Two sons, George 
and Charles, were born in 1907 and 1911.  

 
 Loren Shepard was born in 1851, the son of George Shepard and 
Chloe Amidon.  Flora Benton was born in 1856 and was the daughter 
of Levi and Lydia (Smith) Benton.  Their first child, Ellen, married 
Frank Marshall.  Flora died giving birth to a third child at the age of 
twenty-four. 
 
 
 

Right:  Alvin and Melissa Cole 
 
 

Alvin Cole was the son of Darius and Amea Anna (Sprague) 
Cole.  They came to Marshfield in 1825 from Rehobeth, 
Massachusetts and settled on the farm where Wilmer Brandt now 
lives (occupied by Nelson Bemis in 1870).   

Alvin married Melissa Young, the daughter of Daniel and Lydia 
(Cutting) Young.  Both Alvin and Melissa were born about 1830.   
After her death, he lived in a small building on Gilman street in the 
village, approximately across the street from the 1870 residence of 
G. A. Gilman. 

Daniel and Lydia Young came to Marshfield from Croyden, 
New Hampshire about 1820.  They brought all their belongings and 
their two oldest children using a yoke of steers (oxen).  Their home 
was on Folsom Hill (identified as D. Young on the 1870 map).  It is 
said that they had no clock, and kept time by following the progress 
of a shadow across a marked window sill. 
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   Inez (Hayes) Gill           Irene and Ruby Gill in 1917 
 
Inez Hayes was married to George Gill.  Their home was on the New Discovery Road (G. Gill on the 1940 map).  Ruby was born 

in 1902.  She married Warren Porter, the son of George and Celia (Boyles) Porter.  Irene was born some years later and married 
Anthony Pine. 

 
Mel Mears       Abbie (Foster) Mears       Nellie Mears 

 
Merrill “Mel” Mears was the son of George and Elizabeth (Merrill) Mears.  He married Abbie R. Foster, daughter of Charles and 

Diana (Thompson) Foster of Barton.  Mel and Abbie lived on the New Discovery road (Merrill Mears on the 1940 map) where they 
raised nine children.  A son, Irl married Ruth Hall and remained in town.  A daughter, Alda married Arthur “Bill” Lyndes, and lived 
on the Lyndes farm.  Another daughter, Jennie married Lorenzo Vincent Dunn, of Marshfield.  The remaining children were Ralph 
Elmer, Eldon, Mina, Anna (who died a young woman), Nellie, and Betty.
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Stones 
 
 
 No exposé on the town of Marshfield 
would be complete without some reference to 
our most abundant resource. 
 

 
 Right:  Tower Rock, which is a testament 

to the futility of clearing farmland on the 
eastern hills of our town, is located very near 

the site of the Marshfield Depot. 
 

 Below:  The Ozias Pitkin family makes 
good use of the stones on their farm on Benton 
Hill (L. Benton on the 1870 map).  The tripod 
in the middle distance is a “one-man stone-

puller.” 
 
 
 
 “When I come here fifty odd years ago  . . . 
this place was nothin’ but fields of stones. . . . 
Stones.  I picked ‘em up and piled ‘em into 
walls.  You can read the years of my life in 
them walls, every day a hefted stone, climbin’ 
over the hills up and down, fencin’ in the fields 
that was mine, where I’d made things grow out 
of nothin’ – like the will of God, like the 
servant of His hand.  It wa’n’t easy.  It was hard 
and He made me hard for it.” 
 

--Ephraim Cabot in Desire Under the Elms  
by Eugene O’Neill 
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118,  top, King 



 172

119,  3rd & 4th, King 
120-122, all, Vermont History Magazine 
123,  center, Sargent 
125,  1st & 2nd, Davis 
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