
   

 

In 1920, Henry Buxton, my Dad, had a big dream, to 

own his own farm. Taking his dad’s advice, he took a 

job in Boston working in a milk plant, saving every 

penny to be able to buy a farm. In 1923, he was able to 

buy the farm on the west side of town along the Poult-

ney River. This was the beginning of Forest Farm. At 

that time, milking was done by hand. He had purchased 

a few cows, two horses, Judy and Lady. But as life 

never goes as we plan, one evening a fire destroyed his 

dream. With his barn and cows gone, he still had that 

dream. Doing odd jobs, farming himself out and re-

ceiving help from his family members, beginning again 

meant much hard work and he wasn’t afraid of hard 

work.   

Building a new barn took time. As time passed, finally 

things began falling in place. He was able to buy more 

cows, a few chickens and two horses. Soon he was then 

able to start shipping milk. The new barn had a long 

row to hold 20 cows with plenty of room for more if 

needed. And more would be added later. 

Dad met and married a local town girl named Esther 

McLaughlin. They had son, Robert, better known as 

Bob. The farmers in those days went to Granville, 

N.Y., to get sawdust as bedding for the cattle. While 

they were getting the sawdust, the pile collapsed on 

them and buried them both. Esther was rushed to then 

the Granville Hospital but she never recovered. 

It was difficult without a wife and raising a young boy 

by himself but working hard helped time pass. He then 

met and married Winona McLaughlin. They had two 

girls, Sally and Jane. They worked well together as 

Mother was the daughter of a farmer and loved all the 

animals. Those few chickens became her project, and 

some chicken houses were seen on the farm. Selling 

eggs to the IGA was a Saturday outing for the whole 

family, a few hours in town, but what fun—treats for 

my sister and me.  

Again, life took another sad turn. The cows one night 

got into the little apple orchard. As a few of you may 

not know, cows can get drunk from eating little green 

apples. The loss was bad. Each morning coming into 

the barn to find yet another cow dead was heart break-

ing. Needless to say, the trees were cut down and 

burned. 

In the early fifties, Dad bought his first Holstein cow 

from the Leon Gilman-Morgan farm in Tinmouth. 

There were good sires, a few I remember—Seig Spray, 

Rag Apple, their daughters. Production was very high 

for butter fat. As years went by, he had all registered 

cattle on the farm. Another goal met. 

Regular monthly testing was done. All records and pa-

perwork was kept by my mother. I took the photos that 

were on the registration. 

Each cow had their own stall and they knew where 

they belonged. If one didn’t get in the right place, Dad 

would touch her with his cane and say “you don’t be-

long there” and then the cow would back out and go to 

her own stall. 

Dad had trouble with arthritis. He was told by doctors 
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that a trip to Burlington for a brace on his leg would 

help him get around. It did help and a brace on his left 

leg didn’t slow him down, still busy with plowing, 

planting, cutting and baling. 

Dad was one of the farmers that got artificial breeders 

started in the county—Birds Eye Breeders Associa-

tion. Dad was an inventor of sorts also. The buck rake 

was one and with Charlie Monroe’s help, he built his 

own barn cleaner. 

Money was tight; if he needed something he would 

usually build it. The old silo was giving way, so he 

dug a trench and built a trench silo. It was used for 

many years. Fall found massive, tall stocks of corn to 

fill the silo. Dad tested different types of corn for 

companies. Men would come from the companies and 

measure and sample the crop. 

Tractors were important on a farm. Dad’s first little 

tractor was a little red A, followed by a Ford, Farmall 

H. and the Minneapolis Moline. The Minnie was al-

ways sure to start even when it was 35 degrees below 

zero. 

Dad and Albert Greene had an agreement on the land 

east of town to use the hilly land for a ski tow. This 

was for his son and friends. He built a rope tow and 

built a snack shop with a stove to warm the skiers up. 

This spot is on the land of Dwight Buxton, Dad’s 

grand nephew. 

Hunting was popular on the hills and wooded proper-

ty. Dad gave out written permission slips to hunt on 

his posted land. Most farmers had their land posted as 

visitors liked to cut the wire fence and shoot up 

things. Relatives from Mass., N.Y., and Conn. would 

come year after year to hunt. Mom would cook each 

of them breakfast in the morning along with home-

made donuts at 3 p.m. Dad usually got a deer each 

year, but as it got harder for him to get around he 

made a special spot on the Ford to hold his rifle. The 

last deer he got was from the seat of the Ford up in 

the Dayton lot. The lot at one time was an apple or-

chard before he bought it. Weeks were spent blasting 

out the trees. This made a beautiful large meadow for 

alfalfa, excellent hay for a higher production. All 

Dad’s work paid off. He received many awards for 

high butterfat. He received a silver pitcher from the 

Governor of Vermont for high production. 

Dad served the town also as school director, select-

man, and trustee of Pleasant View Cemetery. Outside 

the town boards, he also served on Federal Housing. 

Plus he served on Co-op United Farmers and Yankee 

Milk. Dad spent a lot of evening time reading cover to 

cover farm magazines. The only one I remember was 

the Farm Journal, but there were many others. 

Dad had great respect for his cows and took good care 

of them. If a hired man beat a cow, he was given one 

warning and then sent down the road. That went for 

 

  

 
 

Collection Management Goes Forward 
 

The Historical Society was especially fortunate to have the volunteer service for over two years of a talented profes-
sional conservator and educator, Michele Pagan of East Dorset. Michele has been a friend and mentor of MSHS since 
she directed the Collection’s Care Program of the Vermont Museum & Gallery Alliance in the 1990s and early 2000s. 
In that capacity she led several workshops at MSHS for local historical societies on topics ranging from her specialty, 
the identification, care and conservation of historic textiles, to the housing of three-dimensional objects. In 2005 and 
2006 as MSHS prepared to move into their newly created Museum Storage Room, she led two, two-day workshops 
funded by grants from the National Endowment for the Humanities (NEH) on re-housing and relocating museum col-
lections. Since then she has presented at our Museum Open House and Annual Meeting on some of her textile research 
projects and on Care and Preservation of Family Textiles. In 2021 and early 2022, Michele led a series of monthly 
workshops that brought in volunteers from other historical societies to help accession and house a backlog of items do-
nated to the MSHS collection. 
 

Succeeding Michele as Collections Manager is Mary Lou Willits of Middletown Springs, with many years of collec-
tions care experience beginning at the Black River Academy Museum in Ludlow and continuing at MSHS under the 
tutelage of Michele Pagan and other Vermont museum colleagues. Mary Lou was Executive Director of the Slate Val-
ley Museum in Granville, N.Y., for ten years, implementing major changes in the institution including two building 
additions - a program room and museum storage room and an exhibition gallery; installation of climate control equip-
ment, and reconfiguring the entrance and outdoor space. She also designed and implemented several major exhibits on 
the history and technology of the slate industry, and the origins and  contributions of the various immigrant groups that 
participated in the industry. Mary Lou retired from non-profit administration and fundraising in 2021 and is now able to 
return as a volunteer consultant to her favorite avocation, museum work. 

President’s Corner   David Wright 
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the cows, too. If her production failed and didn’t im-

prove, she went down the road. 

I must tell you about Cow Number 7. Yes, that was her 

name. She had the number seven on her forehead. She 

was always getting out. The wire fencing could be tight 

as a banjo string and she managed to get out. We had 

even seen her squeeze through the wire to get the green 

grass on the other side. 

As the herd grew, more room was needed. Dad had 

made the barn a little larger than needed so now was 

the time to add the stalls for the overflow. A row was 

added and the horse stalls taken out making six more 

stalls for cows. The day the horses, Judy and Lady, 

went down the road was sad for all of us. Jane and I 

loved riding on the sled with sap tub collecting the sap. 

There were lots of maples on the hillside in front of the 

house. Sugaring was so sweet. The valley smelled of 

the aroma of maple. It was a sticky business at the 

house. Dad would bring the hot maple syrup to the 

house in two large pails and Mother would put it in 

those beautiful cans. Jane or I would put the little seal 

on the can. The kitchen table was always sticky. 

Sad Jack was one of the bulls born on the farm and was 

selected along with several others to be sent to South 

America to help build up their herds. No one knows 

what happened, but all the cattle died on the box car in 

the train depot. A very sad ending for Sad Jack and the 

others. 

Dad was the first farmer in town to have a bulk milk 

tank. Maybe because brother Norris sold them. Any-

way, it got lots of attention from the farmers in the ar-

ea. The tank was so long Dad had to cut the end of the 

milk house open and build a little extension on the 

milkhouse. The heavy milk cans were sold or given 

away. I still have one. Each farm had a number on their 

can; 73 was the Forest Farm number.  

The barn was a refuge on a very cold winter night. On 

a cold snowy evening, we had come back from Grand-

ma and Grandpa’s house and found the lights on in the 

barn. Dad went out to check things out and found the 

Elmer Parker family all huddled together to keep warm 

in the sawdust bin. Their car had gone off the road and 

the barn was the closest place to bring his family to 

keep warm on a cold winter night. 

To keep the house warmer during the cold winter 

months, Dad would bank the house with snow. Using 

the tractor with shovel, he pushed the snow up to the 

house foundation. We had a wood furnace. Dad got up 

early to put wood in it and the last time, he would fill it 

for the night. Of course there was much time spent get-

ting trees out and cutting and splitting wood. 

Accidents are sure to happen, thankfully the Lord was 

always looking over each hired hand. One young man 

flipped the Farmall H. He had a few scratches and the 

tractor had a broken steering wheel. Another drove a 

heifer onto a cliff and to her death. 

We had large gardens. Mother canned everything. She 

canned chicken and beef as well as vegetables. We 

never went hungry and when freezers came out, Dad 

turned his old milk cooler into a freezer. It was used 

for many years. In fact, Mother never had a modern 

day freezer. 

Winter evenings, you would find us all around the ra-

dio listening to Fibber McGee and Molly. Then came 

Little Loulou with freckles on her chin. Peaceful, hap-

py were our days back then.  

I remember when Dad got his first hay baler. Our job 

(Jane’s and mine) was loading the wagon as the bales 

came flying out of the bailer. All went well until Dad 

baled or chopped up a snake in a hay bale. We would 

scream and climb up the side rakes. Dad knew what 

was going on. He stopped the tractor, came to the wag-

on and pulled the wiggling snake out while telling us 

that he won’t hurt you. Well, we weren’t going to take 

any changes. 

When Mother went to ladies meetings (Fortnightly and 

Art Club) in the evening, Jane and I would clomp 

around in Mother’s high heels all around Dad. He was 

Leon Jones, and Henry and Winona Buxton when Leon 

and Sally bought Forest Farm 



4  

 

so engrossed in the farm magazine that he didn’t hear 

us. Jane and I had fun. Dad never got upset and we al-

ways ended up with cheese and crackers at bedtime. 

As the years passed, Dad was troubled much with arthri-

tis. He also had cancer, but doctors back then didn’t 

catch his cancer soon enough. In May 1974, Dad passed 

away from his farm and the land he loved at 5:30 a.m., 

just milking time. Funeral was on June first, the day he 

would have started his first cut of hay. 

This is hard to understand, but this is what happened on 

the drive from the funeral home to the cemetery. As we 

passed the day pasture, I couldn’t believe what was hap-

pening. All the older cows were splashing through the 

river and were lining up along the fence, their heads 

looking as the hearse passed by. I feel this was a salute 

to Dad from his beloved herd. I’ll never forget this unu-

sual animal behavior. But I do know that animals can 

have an unreal connection to their humans. I can’t tell 

this story without tearing up. 

These are little things about the farm, not in order as 
they happened, but as brought to mind by my sister, 
Jane Buxton Cullen, Dick and Dwight Buxton, Kelly 
Jones Parker, Dana Jones, and Winona Jones Mayhew. 

Sally Jones has been an active member of MSHS in re-
cent years. We wish her well in her move to New Hamp-
shire to be near her daughters. 

 

 

REMEMBERING  

“SCOOTER” BARRETT 

Charles E. "Scooter" Barrett, 65,  died March 10, leaving 

his wife, Nancy; a brother, William Barrett;  and his dog, 

Buddy. Emmett Francois wrote this tribute, previously 

published in the MS Public Library newsletter. 

His small engine repair shop was an answer for many 

mechanical problems that plagued farmers, loggers and 

handymen and was the last resort for those who could 

not repair their broken machines themselves. As the 

years passed. I got to know the Barrett family that in-

cluded his father who was a WWII soldier in the U.S. 

Army. Much of Scooter’s personality was derived from 

the influence of his Dad. In the early days Scooter's 

brother, Bob, and he would frequent the Devil's Bowl 

Speedway to race, and to speak about cars and their 

engines doing battle on the track. 

As he would get involved in working on some lawn 

mowers, tractors, snow blowers and the like in his 

shop, I would offer another pair of hands to place some 

wayward part while he would guide the bolts into an 

almost unreachable place to tighten them. It was at that 

point when he would "God Bless" the engineers who 

designed such a mechanical conundrum as to how to 

install it in such an inaccessible location. In some in-

stances he would stop working and like a surgeon he 

would briefly stop to think about a different approach to 

the problem. It was then that his vast experience would 

bring out his incredible recall of knowing the “why” of 

the problem. Sometimes a smile would cross his face 

remembering a hand-made tool to handle the difficult 

issue he was currently faced with. 
 

There are many people who have parchment diplomas 

hanging on their walls, but I can vouch that Charles E. 

Barrett was blessed with a PhD in Mechanical Engi-

neering that no halls of ivy could have ever taught him. 

When a customer would drop by he could explain in 

detail why the green crud in a carburetor was due to the 

owner using regular gas instead of the ethanol-free,  

more expensive, high test. What frustrated him was 

that, not long after offering his advice, the customer 

would return with same problem all over again. 
 

Scooter and his wife, Nancy, spent a lot of time touring 

on his motorcycle. I was always taken back with his 

knowledge of driving that eight hundred plus pounds of 

machine with such unmatched skill. There will be many 

who drive past the Barrett house on Burdock Avenue in 

Middletown with the knowledge that someone who 

helped them is now gone. The only activity left for 

those memories will be from the barking from Scooter's 

dog Buddy who will give them a tug on his chain as 

they pass on by. Charles E. Barrett will be remembered. 

In Memoriam 
 

Russell Joseph Arnold, 71 years 
old, died on June 16 in Ben Lo-
mond, Calif., with renal cancer. 
He grew up in White Plains, 
N.Y., and received Bachelor’s 
and Master’s (Early Childhood 
Education) degrees at Washington 
University in St Louis. 

 

He and Marcia, his wife of 41 
years, recently retired to Ben Lo-
mond, close to their daughter, Joelle, her husband, 
Ryan Mulligan, and their two children of Santa Cruz. 
Russell celebrated his last mitzvah as Sandek at his 
grandson’s Brit Milah. 
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Russell lived for 30 years in Middletown Springs, where 
he met and married Marcia and where  Joelle was born.  
He taught elementary school and later became a builder, 
doing custom home renovations for the next 40 years. 
Russell and Marcia moved to Earlysville, Va., in 2003 
where they lived for 18 years. During his career creating 
many home additions and renovations, he built three cus-
tom homes for himself and his family. 
    

Survivors besides Marcia and Joelle and her family in-
clude Russell’s brother Clifford and sister-in- law, Kate 
Arnold, Vt. Russell and Marcia were members of Con-
gregation Beth Israel in Charlottesville, Virginia and the 
Rutland Jewish Center in Rutland. Russell was a Life 
Member of the Middletown Springs Historical Society 
and served as a board member from 1994-1997. 
 

Frank Asch, 75, died March 7 
in Kapa'au, Hawaii. He was 
born in Somerville, N.J., the 
son of John Louis and Marga-
ret (Giasullo) Asch. He studied 
at Rutgers U. and graduated 
from Cooper Union in New 
York, N.Y., with a BA in Fine 
Arts. He married Jan Pizzutello 
in 1975 and they moved to Middletown Springs in the 
1980s. A few years ago they relocated to Hawaii. They 
have a son, Devin, who also lives in Hawaii with his 
wife, Gretchen. 

 

In 1968, Frank published his first picture book, George’s 
Store. He taught at a public school in India, as well as at 
a Montessori school in the United States, and conducted 
numerous creative workshops for children. He wrote 
over 60 books, including Turtle Tale, Mooncake, I Can 
Blink, and Happy Birthday Moon. In 1989 he wrote Here 
Comes the Cat! in collaboration with Vladimir Vagin. 
The book was awarded the Russian National Book 
Award and was considered the first Russian-American 
collaboration on a children’s book. 

 

Frederick W. Bradley Jr., 
79, died May 11, 2022, at 
his home in Middletown 
Springs. He was born in 
Hanover, N.H., son of Fred-
erick W. and Barbara 
(Campbell) Bradley. Fred 
graduated from Woodstock 
High School and received a 
degree in Physical Therapy from Ithaca College. He 
worked at Rutland Regional Medical Center, where he 
was instrumental in starting the Physical Therapy De-
partment and getting a Rehabilitation Unit in the hospi-
tal. After retiring from RRMC, he worked for Rutland 
Area Visiting Nurses Association. 
 

Fred was a former chairman of the Select Board in Mid-
dletown Springs and was on the board of Mentor Con-
nector. He was active in the Mill River Union High 
School sports community where he acted as a physical 

therapist to their sports teams. Fred realized his dream 
of building a log home in Middletown Springs where he 
enjoyed working around his property. He enjoyed deer 
hunting in Vermont, Maine, Canada and the Adiron-
dacks in New York State. The Moose Turd Lodge in the 
Northeast Kingdom was his pride and joy. He also en-
joyed traveling to the beaches of Maine. 
 

He was a member of the Middletown Springs Historical 
Society for many years and participated in the annual 
Maple Festival. He was the one boiling the maple syrup 
outside with the big black kettle. 
 

Surviving are his wife, Marilyn Trapeni, of Middletown 
Springs; a son, Eric (Michelle) Bradley, of West Rut-
land; a daughter, Michele Britain, of Rutland; five 
grandchildren, Lyndsey and Robyn Bradley, Alyssa, 
Kayla and Joshua Zsido; his stepsons, Christopher, 
Joshua and Lee Trapeni. 
 

Vannilu Harrison, 92, died Feb. 
14, at home in Middletown Springs, 
after a short illness, with her wife 
and partner of 44 years, Sharen Un-
derwood, at her side. Vannilu was 
born on a cotton farm on April 22, 
1929, in Wrightsville, Georgia, the 
daughter of James Drew Harrison 
and Marie Mills. She graduated 
from Adrian High School in 1946. 
She received the degree of Bachelor of Science from 
Georgia Southern University in 1950 and her master’s 
degree from New York University in 1956. She taught 
health and physical education at Sopchoppy High 
School in Florida for one year, Tifton High School in 
Georgia for two years, Arlington High School in Virgin-
ia for two years and then finished her teaching career at 
Shenendehowa Central School in Clifton Park, New 
York, for the next 29 years. 
 

Vannilu retired from teaching and she and Sherry 
moved into the log home they had built in Middletown 
Springs. There, they farmed the land and built a life 
around sustainability and self-reliance. They enjoyed 
their passion of living off the land and were committed 
to treating their small slice of heaven as kindly as possi-
ble so that it would sustainably produce both food and a 
beautiful environment in which to live. Vannilu was an 
accomplished gardener, having raised her own food be-
ginning as a youngster in Georgia. She was most happy 
when she had her hands in the dirt. She continued gar-
dening all of her life. She tended two very large vegeta-
ble gardens, two herb gardens, several flower gardens 
and a few kinds of fruit trees and bushes. She and Sher-
ry raised chickens and lambs for several years. They 
built a sugarhouse and sugared together from 1984 to 
2020. 
 

Her second love was travel. They made six wonderful 
trips to Hawaii and especially loved the north shore of 
Kauai. They also traveled to the Caribbean, Canada, 
Alaska, Mexico, New Zealand and Fiji and across 



6  

 

Phil Crossman Presents at 

September 2021 Annual Meeting 
 

The 52nd Annual Meeting of the Middletown Springs His-

torical Society was held on Sep. 12, 2021 with 35 members 

and guests in attendance. Historian Phil Crossman gave a 

slide presentation on Breeding Radicals in Early Vermont, a 

topic he wrote about for the September 2021 Newsletter. 

The Business Meeting included a review of the year’s ac-

complishments, plans for the future, and the election of new 

Trustees for the 2021-2023 term. New Trustees Kim Gay-

lord, Chris Hoyt, and Maureen McCormack were elected, 

and Pam Johnson was re-elected. Retiring Trustee Michele 

Pagan was thanked for her board service and her continuing 

expertise as Collection Manager. 

America in the fall of 2009. Vannilu was a stamp and 
coin collector. She was a lifetime member of the New 
York State Teachers’ Association and the NEA. She 
and Sherry were members of the Historical society for 
many years. 
 
Vannilu was predeceased by her brother, James Ostelle 
Harrison, of Macon, Georgia; her brother, Mills Harri-
son, and her sister, Annette Tabb, also of Georgia. Be-
sides her wife, Sherry, she is survived by her niece, 
Julie Boone (Wayne), and nephew, Drew Harrison, of 
Georgia; and her nephew, Tom Harrison (Nancy), of 
Washington State; and Sharen's entire family, includ-
ing three siblings, five nephews, a niece, and their re-
spective families. 
 

 
. 

 

2022 Strawberry Festival  
Attracts 400 Visitors 

New Exhibit Opens 
 

Sunday, June 19, was a beautiful day for a Strawber-

ry Festival. Nearly 400 strawberry lovers of all ages 

were happy to be outdoors with friends enjoying the 

delicious strawberry shortcake, listening to Paul Mor-

gan's music, watching Peter Huntoon paint, and ad-

miring the work of local craftspeople.  
 

Opening at the Festival, and on view for the rest of 

the summer in the Museum, is the new exhibit Fancy 

Goods: Hats and Fashion Accessories 1850-1950, 

featuring 48 items from the Museum collection. 

Around the turn of the 20th Century, Julia Adams 

operated a millinery and fancy goods store in the 

Middletown Springs Historical Society building, 

formerly known as the Adams House. Julia’s 

photo (lower right) with members of her Sunday 

school class sitting on the steps of the shop be-

neath the sign “Mrs. S.C. Adams Millinery & 

Fancy Goods” inspired the exhibit.  
 

Fancy goods were designed to appeal to taste or 

fancy rather than what was essential. The pri-

marily ornamental items exhibited document 

what residents of Middletown Springs consid-

ered fancy goods. Most of the items, which date 

from 1850 to 1950, were donated to the Mid-

dletown Springs Historical Society Collection by 

local family members. The Society’s Collections 

Care Committee works year-round to catalogue and 

properly house textiles and other objects, archival 

material and photographs so they can be enjoyed by 

future generations. 
 

In addition are continuing exhibits on early Mid-

dletown Baptist Pastor Sylvanus Haynes, the 

Montvert Hotel & Mineral Springs, and the Mid-

dletown History Timeline. 
 

The Strawberry Festival would not be possible with-

out the many volunteers who contribute so much eve-

ry year to make it a success. It was a record year fi-

nancially for the Festival and we are grateful for each 

and every one who participated!  
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Shirley & Jim Anderson 
Sika Berger 
Kelley Beckwith & Chip Stevens 
Gene Bertsche 
Phil & May Biondi 
Kimberly Bushnell 
Philip Carling 
Enid & Dennis Clark 
Juanita Burch & Jack Clay 
Kathleen & Patrick Feeley 
Yolanda Hansen 
Cheryl & Richard Hanson 
Pat & Don Hemenway 
Richard & Eileen Hruby 
Linda & Tom Hurcomb 
Tom & Helen Jaeger 
Sally Jones 
Matt & Patty Kenyon 
Joe & Mary King 
Priscilla Hubbard Leonard 
Karl Lofgren 
Mary Lou Mars 
Alice Marsh 
Solange Martineau 
Jon Mathewson 
Maureen McCormack 

Andrew Moyer 
Kat & Gregg Ouderkirk 
Alan & Sharon Parker 
Linda Peavy 
William Powers 
Velma Reed 
Elizabeth Remmel 
James Rtchie 
Adina Roberts 
Helen Rogers 
Jean Rogers 
Diane Rosenmiller 
Paul Sackevich 
Julia Samborsky 
Joyce Scribner 
Anne Pratt Slatin 
Chris Smid & Hilary Solomon 
Dale Spring 
Richard Spitalny 
Debra Squires 
Aileen & Peter Stevenson 
Julie Van Camp 
Stephen Warm 
Kathy Whittet 
Williams Hardware 
Mary Lou Willits & David Wright 

Thank you for Your Donation to the 2021-22 Annual Fund!   
 

Contributions to the 2021-22 Annual Fund totaled $12,150, including one donation of $9,000. These donations were 
earmarked by donors to the following funds: Building Fund $2,240; Heritage Fund $4,840; Mineral Springs Park Fund 
$70; Museum Fund $2,255; and Operating Fund $2,745. 

 

2022 Maple Raffle Sets Record 
 

The lingering Covid pandemic delayed the return of the 
in-person Maple Festival fundraiser for another year. In 
its place the Board of Trustees decided to continue with 
Maple Raffle, developed in 2021. Some offerings were 
combined so that each of the 36 items were valued at 
$100 or more. Fifty-two bidders donated over $4000, 
setting a new record. Thanks to these businesses, arti-
sans and friends who donated items for this year’s 
Maple Raffle. 
 
May & Phil Biondi – Gardening supplies, bird houses and 
supplies 
Birdseye Diner – Gift card for meal for two 
Cabot Cheese – Gift card 
Lois Dansereau – Hand knit mittens 
Carl Durfee’s Store – Gift card 
Beth Carmody & Matt Heering – Gold Trout gift card 
Kevin Eaton – PC computer consulting 
Kathy & Patrick Feeley – Best Moon Catering gift card 
Gilmore Home Center – Ace gift card 
George Gonda – Killington Resort Ski Package 
Lynne & Larry Gorman – Basket of Vermont Products 
Sarah Grimm – Natural horse lessons 
Alfred Haley – 2 Half gallons of maple syrup 
Pat & Don Hemenway – Sissy’s Kitchen gift card 
Hermit Hill Books – Gift card 
Hildene, The Lincoln Family House – Gift passes 
Home Depot – Gift card 

Chris Hoyt – Brookside Pub gift cards 
Peter Huntoon – Tree Scape, an original oil painting 
Johnson Energy – 100 gallons of heating oil 
Bud & Anne Krouse – Walmart Gift card 
Maureen Labate – Basket of honey and beeswax products 
LaValley Building Supply – Gift cards 
Mahar Maple Farm – Gift card 
Mandy’s Spring – Gift card 
Alice Marsh – L L Bean gift cards 
Mary’s Café – Gift card 
Maureen McCormack – Mandy’s Spring gift card 
McNeil & Reedy – Wallet and basket of Vermont Products 
Middletown Springs Historical Society – Gift cards 
Noble’s Ace – Gift card 
Marilyn Parker – Frozen Lace, an original oil painting 
Price Chopper – Gift card 
Quest Frame – Gift card 
Rising Meadow Pottery – Pottery bowl 
Riverside Motors – Gift card 
Jean Rogers – Stained glass 
Bridgett & Michael Rutenberg – LP Grill refill 
Anne Pratt Slatin – Genealogy research 
Staple’s – Gift card 
Stewart’s Shops – Gift card 
Tops Market – Gift card 
Barbara Van Raden – 90 Minutes of dog training 
Vermont Canvas Products – Vermont canvas tote bag 
Vermont Country Store – Gift basket and gift card 
Vermont Sweetwater – Maple soda 
Williams Hardware – Christmas lawn décor 
Yankee Paint – Painting supplies and gift card 
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Middletown Springs Historical Society 

P.O. Box 1121 

Middletown Springs, VT 05757 

 

Address Service Requested 

Items for Sale 

• Copies of Historical Society Newsletters, $1 postpaid. 

• History of Middletown, by Barnes Frisbie, CD.ROM or 

photocopy, $20; original 1975 reprint, $35 postpaid. 

• Historic photo notecards of Middletown Springs, box 

of 8, $12 postpaid. 

• Searching for Ichabod, by Julie Van Camp, $18, ppd. 

• A Gem in the Hills, by Frances Krouse, $25, postpaid. 

• Middletown Springs Historic District, book with pic-

tures, SALE! was $75, now $60, postpaid. 

Membership Information 

Membership dues for 2023 are due in January. 

Check your mailing label for current status. 
 

Dues Schedule: 

 Individual $10.00 Business $50.00 

 Family $15.00  Sustaining $100.00 

 Contributing $25 

Send to: Pat Hemenway, Treasurer 

  Middletown Springs Historical Society 

  P.O. Box 1121 

  Middletown Springs, VT 05757 
 

Donations to MSHS, a 501 ( c ) ( 3 ) non-profit organi-
zation, are tax deductible.  

For more information about MSHS, visit the website at 
www.MiddletownSpringsHistoricalSociety.org. 
 

Business Members 

DellVeneri Bakery 

Gabe Friedman, Web Designer 

Green Mountain Timber Frames, Luke Larson 

Hermit Hill Books, Patricia McWilliams 

Johnson Energy, Tom & Eileen Johnson 

Lillie’s Bunny Burrow, Elizabeth Remmel 

Mahar Family Maple, Ryan & Ann Marie Mahar 

Manson Hall 

Morgan Mountain Organic Gardeners 

David Munyak, Woodturner 

New England Slate Co., Chris Smid 

Sissy’s Kitchen, Sissy Hicks 

Stewarts Shops 

Williams Hardware, Bob Williams 

The MSHS Newsletter is published twice a year for members and 

friends of the Society. Comments and manuscripts on subjects of 

interest are encouraged and should be sent c/o David Wright, editor, 

or emailed to montvert@vermontel.net. 

Coming Events  

Sunday, September 18, 2pm, 53rd Annual Meeting 

Sunday, October 9, 2-4pm, Museum Open House 

Exhibits 

New in 2022: 

Fancy Goods: Hats and Fashion Accessories, 1850-1950 

Ongoing: 

Middletown Springs History Timeline, 1770-1970 

The Montvert Hotel and Mineral Springs 

Middletown Baptist Pastor Sylvanus Haynes 
 

The MSHS Museum is open on Sundays, 2-4pm, June 

through October, or by appointment by calling David 

Wright at 802-235-2376. 


