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	 The following article is reproduced from the June 
1975 issue of Good	Old	Days  magazine. You can view 
the current issue at www.goodolddaysmagazine.com.

	 It	 has	 been	 a	 long	 time	 –	 55	 years	 –	 since	my	
childhood	 in	 Middletown	 Springs,	 Vermont.	 Long	
enough,	I	hope,	that	I	may	now	recall	my	enjoyment	
of	the	time	with	a	degree	of	tolerance	from	some	who	
were	involved	with	me	in	various	incidents	through	
those	years.
	 I	have	always	been	possessed	of	a	sense	of	hu-
mor	provoking	me	to	amusement,	often	at	the	wrong	
time,	and	I	have	been	unjustly	accused	of	manipu-
lating	results	for	my	own	appreciation.	This	I	deny.	
The	 fact	 simply	 is,	 that	 I	 could	 recognize	 persons	
who	would	sooner	or	later	meet	with	misfortune	and	
I	just	happened	usually	to	be	present	at	the	proper	
time.	My	nickname	then	was	“Beany”	and	I	can	still	
hear	 the	almost	 involuntary	outburst	when	a	mis-
hap	occurred.	“Laugh,	Beany,	you	louse!”
	 Normally,	 Middletown	 offered	 a	 tranquil	 exis-
tence.	 Isolated	by	dirt	roads	 from	the	nearest	rail-
road	 in	 Poultney,	 we	 were	 connected	 only	 by	 the	
Poultney	Stage,	and	the	outside	world	was	far	away.	
My	 brother,	 Carl,	 and	 I	would	 sometimes	 embark	
on	the	adventure	of	packing	a	lunch	and	riding	our	
tandem	bicycle	 to	Poultney	 to	watch	with	awe	 the	
arrival	of	 that	 link	with	 the	beyond	–	 the	railroad	
train.
	 Let	it	not	be	assumed	that	we	suffered	from	the	
isolation,	nor	 languished	 for	amusement,	 for	 there	
were	available,	in	my	estimation,	all	the	activities	a	
boy	could	desire.	Push-mobiles	were	popular	in	the	
summer,	sporting	apple-crate	bodies	simulating	the	
Stutz	 Bearcat,	 rolling	 on	 wheels	 confiscated	 from	
lawn	mowers	 and	 baby	 buggies,	 and	 the	 sidewalk	
grades	were	steep	enough	to	move	us	to	speeds	well	
beyond	the	controllable.	My	dad	owned	a	belt-drive	
Excelsior	motorcycle	and	many	of	us	were	treated	to	
rides	on	the	handlebars,	and	it	was	still	an	adven-
ture	to	get	a	ride	in	an	automobile.
	 The	 woods	 stretched	 apparently	 limitless	 for	
gray	squirrel	hunting,	gathering	chestnuts,	butter-
nuts	and	beechnuts,	and	fishing	or	just	wandering.	
For	these	wanderings	a	vaulting	pole	became	as	es-
sential	to	us	as	a	horse	to	a	cowboy.	With	this	pole,	
we	could	easily	clear	brooks,	stone	walls	or	under-
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brush,	 in	 fantasy	 approaching	 the	flight	 of	 a	 bird.	
Taking	off	from	a	high	boulder,	one	could	soar	across	
an	 incredibly	wide	pool	 in	 the	Poultney	 river,	 and	
on	one	such	occasion,	I	witnessed	one	of	those	mis-
judgements	for	which	I	was	usually	blamed.
	 Dunc	Adams	launched	himself	from	a	high	take-
off	over	a	deep	pool,	and	as	his	pole	reached	a	vertical	
position,	it	sank	into	the	soft	sand,	and	halted	right	
there	 –	 through	no	 fault	 of	mine.	Dunc	 sensed	 he	
must	drop	in	the	water,	and	guessing	my	reaction,	
lay	back	his	head	to	yell,	“Laugh,	Beany,	you	cussed	
ape!”	and	in	he	went.	There	was	always	someone	re-
proving	me	for	“picking	on	poor	Duncan.”
	 Peace	there	was	just	to	shuffle	barefooted	down	
the	 dusty	 road	 past	 Cheese	 Factory	 Pond,	 ankle	
deep	 in	 the	warm	dust,	 kicking	geysers	 of	 it	 right	
and	left	with	no	care	for	atmospheric	pollution.	On	
a	hot	summer	day,	a	stroll	down	the	alley	alongside	
Dana	 Carpenter’s	 drugstore	 led	 to	 the	 ice	 house	
where	huge	blocks	of	ice,	cut	from	the	ice	pond	dur-
ing	the	winter,	were	buried	in	sawdust	but	available	
for	chipping	after	a	bit	of	digging	through	the	cool	
sawdust.	A	most	 relaxing	 therapy	would	be	a	 ride	
on	 a	wagon	 load	 of	 hay	where	 one	 could	 lay	 back	
with	the	hay	supporting	the	tired	body	like	floating	
in	water,	listening	drowsily	to	the	clop	of	the	horses	
hooves,	staring	far	up	into	the	blue	sky,	and	fending	
the	sweep	of	low	branches	as	the	wagon	passed	un-
der	the	trees.
	 There	were	trout	in	the	Poultney	River,	but	not	

“Lane from the Gardner house on East St.”  Remains 
of this lane can be seen in front of Jason Cook's place, 
opposite the intersection with Fitzgerald Rd.
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In Memoriamq q provided	 family	 and	 friends	with	 beautiful	 dishes.		
Pearl	 was	 active	 in	 the	 Trinity	 United	 Methodist	
Church	in	Wilton,	N.Y.		She	and	David	were	mem-
bers	 of	 the	Middletown	Springs	Historical	Society.	
David,	who	died	in	1996	was	a	Middletown	Springs	
native,	the	son	of	Will	Thomas,	who	worked	at	the	
Montvert	hotel	and	died	at	the	age	of	106	in	1988.
	 Pearl	is	survived	by	two	daughters:	Mabel	Trav-
er	of	Whitehall,	N.Y.,	and	Susan	Clark.	of	Pawlet;	
and	 two	 sons:	 Stanley	 of	 Gansevoort,	 and	 Harry,	
also	of	Gansevoort;	by	one	brother,	Rev.	Irving	Ball	
of	Oklahoma;	by	three	sisters-in-law;	13	grandchil-
dren;	 24	 great-grandchildren;	 and	 13	 great-great-
grandchildren.

thomas r. house	died	unexpectedly	at	his	home	
on	April	27.	He	was	born	July	20,	1946,	in	Buffalo,	
N.Y.,	 the	 oldest	 son	 of	 Howard	 and	 Cleo	 B.	 "Pat"	
House.	He	 attended	Orchard	Park	High	 School	 in	
Buffalo.	He	lived	and	worked	in	western	New	York	
for	many	years	before	coming	to	Middletown	Springs	
in	the	early	1980s.	He	founded	T.	R.	House	Roofing,	
specializing	in	slate	and	standing	seam	roofing.
	 Tom	is	survived	by	his	wife,	Debra	A.	(Bowk-
er)	 House;	 two	 daughters,	 Heather	 L.	 Makovec-
House	of	Pittsfield	and	Diana	R.	Makovec-House	of	
Cambridge;	a	son,	David	T.	House	of	Boston,	Mass.;	
a	 grandson,	 David;	 his	 parents,	 Howard	 and	 Pat	
House	of	Englewood,	Fla.;	a	brother,	Daniel	House,	
and	sister,	Kathleen	Kuntz,	both	of	Buffalo,	N.Y.;	a	
sister,	Karen	Rocco	of	Ellicottville,	N.Y.
	 Tom	served	a	term	as	a	Trustee	1992-94.	He,	
and	 long-time	 friend	Larry	Roach,	 another	 former	
Trustee,	generously	donated	their	labor	to	install	a	
cedar	shingle	roof	on	the	Leffingwell	Tin	Shop	in	the	
Mineral	Springs	Park,	soon	after	it	was	moved	to	the	
park	in	1991.

Bryan sCriBner,	81,	died	Dec.	4,	2010	in	Benning-
ton.		He	was	born	May	24,	1929,	the	son	of	Bryan	W.	
and	Alice	(Ballard)	Scribner.		The	family	moved	to	
Tinmouth	in	1944.		
	 Bryan	served	two	years	in	the	U.S.	Army	before	
joined	New	England	Telephone	Co.	in	1956,	where	
he	worked	for	30	years.	He	married	Joyce	Cone	in	
August	1953.
	 Bryan’s	second	career	was	 in	carpentry	and	he	
was	 devoted	 to	 family	 activities	 such	 as	 camping,	
hunting,	fishing,	horse	shows,	and	Boy	Scouts.	He	
was	 a	 charter	 member	 of	 the	 first	 chapter	 of	 the	
Good	Sam	Hunting	Club	and	Gold	Wing	Road	Rid-
ers	and	was	one	of	the	early	members	of	the	Man-
chester	Rescue	squad.	He	and	Joyce	were	members	
of	the	Middletown	Springs	Historical	Society	for	sev-
eral	years.
	 Bryan	is	survived	by	his	wife,	Joyce	of	Manches-
ter	Center,	his	son	David	of	Tinmouth,	his	daughter	
Susan	Salo	of	Bondville,	several	grandchildren	and	
great-grandchildren,	his	brother	Raymond	of	West	
Pawlet,	and	his	sister	Charlotte	Combs	of	Wells.

Pearl a. thomas,	91,	died	Sept.	6,	2009	in	Gan-
sevoort,	N.Y.		She	was	born	in	Queensbury,	N.Y.,	the	
daughter	of	Owen	and	Mabel	(Varney)	Ball.	 	Pearl	
married	 David	 O.	 Thomas	 and	 lived	 and	 worked	
with	him	for	most	of	her	years	on	the	family	poultry	
and	dairy	farm	in	Gansevoort.		
	 Pearl	was	a	professional	cake	decorator,	known	
for	making	 the	 99th	and	100th	birthday	 cakes	 for	
Grandma	Moses.	 	 She	made	many	wedding	 cakes	
including	 the	 ones	 for	 her	 grandchildren.	 She	 en-
joyed	 sewing	 and	made	 outfits	 for	 her	 children	 as	
they	were	growing	up.	Her	hobby	of	china	painting	

	 Middletown	Springs	Elementary	students	re-
lived	 1904	 once	 again,	 thanks	 to	 the	 generosity	 of	
Dietra	Davis	and	a	dedicated	 team	of	parents	and	
friends	who	want	to	see	the	Living	History	program	
at	the	school	continue.	
	 Dietra,	 a	 Society	 Trustee	 for	 the	 previous	
four	years,	offered	her	time	and	money	from	a	spe-
cial	 fund	 she	 has	 started	 through	 the	 Society	 for	
children’s	history	activities.	She	hired	an	assistant,	
former	 Trustee	 Karen	 Klami,	 and	 organized	 the	
committee	to	plan	the	1904	reenactment.
	 Dietra	 has	 amassed	 a	 collection	 of	 student	
costumes	and	accessories,	sewn	from	scratch	by	her-
self	or	other	volunteers	or	modified	 from	appropri-
ate	contemporary	clothing,	expansive	enough	to	cos-
tume	every	child	who	wants	to	participate.	
	 The	 day’s	 activities	 included	 a	 costumed	

baseball	game	at	the	school	with	cotton	candy	and	
homemade	ice	cream	for	the	fans;	exhibits	at	the	His-
torical	Society	on	domestic	life	in	1904	produced	by	
Collections	Manager	Jon	Mathewson	and	volunteers	
using	objects	from	the	Society	collection;	an	original	
play	in	the	Society	building	auditorium,	written	by	
Karen	Klami	 that	 cleverly	 derived	 from	 an	 actual	
1904	performance	of	Willowdale,	“a	realistic	drama	
of	rural	life”	by	the	Middletown	Dramatic	Club;	and	
a	dinner	and	dance	featuring	recipes	and	music	from	
the	early	1900s.
	 The	 event	 was	 a	 well	 attended	 success,	
thanks	to	Dietra’s	persistence	and	organizing	skills.	
We	 think	 the	1904	 theme	 is	an	excellent	 focus	 for	
children’s	 appreciation	 for	 the	 town’s	 history	 and,	
given	 the	 body	 of	 collected	 knowledge,	 costumes,	
props	and	activities,	 it	 ought	 to	be	 revisited	again	
and	again	as	the	annual	Living	History	program.

— David Wright
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for	 our	method	of	fishing.	We	preferred	 the	 small-
er	 brooks	 abounding	 in	 rainbow	 and	 brook	 trout,	
where	by	choice,	we	would	reap	the	small	fish,	about	
six	 inches	 long,	which	was	 the	minimum	 limit,	 or	
in	 our	 disregard	 for	 regulations,	 often	 smaller.	 In	
these	 small	 fish	we	knew	 the	 bones	were	 soft	 like	
in	 canned	 salmon,	 and	 edible,	 so	 the	 only	 process	
required	was	to	remove	the	head,	slit	the	fish,	and	
clean	 it.	 In	 a	 fire	we	would	 place	 large	 flat	 rocks,	
and	when	these	were	heated,	roll	them	out	to	lay	the	
fish	thereon,	and	the	frying	began.	As	the	trout	was	
turned,	the	skin	stuck	to	the	rock,	so	when	done	the	
meat	was	scooped	out,	salted	and	eaten.	We	never	
bothered	carrying	fishing	poles,	just	hooks	and	line	
in	our	pockets,	for	a	willow	pole	would	be	cut	at	any	
time.	Moving	along	a	brook,	we	would	pause	at	the	
head	of	a	riffle,	lay	our	hook	and	bait	on	a	twig,	and	
let	it	float	down	into	the	pool.	A	gentle	tug	dropped	
the	bait	softly	into	the	water,	and	you	had	your	fish.	
Not	very	scientific,	but	productive.
	 Other	 customary	 equipment	was	 the	 “BB”	 gun	
and	a	slingshot.	The	rest	might	have	been	content	
with	the	conventional	slingshot,	but	not	my	brother	
and	I.	We	fashioned	one	 from	a	 four-foot-high	tree	
crotch	anchored	in	a	plank,	fitted	with	two-inch	wide	
bands	of	inner	tube	and	a	leather	pocket	with	a	draw	
handle	to	hold	the	ammunition.	This	super-weapon	
could	hurl	 a	 fair	 sized	 tomato	 over	 the	 roof	 of	 our	
barn,	over	the	Episcopal	Church,	the	equivalent	of	
two	blocks	uptown,	over	Walton	Frost’s	grocery,	to	
burst	 somewhere	on	 the	village	green	or	 the	main	
street.	So	after	all	these	years,	if	there	be	one	who	
was	 visited	 by	 a	 vegetable	 from	 outer	 space,	 they	
may	now	know	from	whence	it	came.
	 My	“BB”	gun	one	time	brought	upon	me	an	em-
barrassing	situation,	at	which	time	Beany	didn’t	lin-
ger	to	laugh.	I	was	loafing	by	the	engine	room	win-
dow	of	the	A.W.	Gray	plant,	passing	the	time	of	day	
with	the	engineer	on	duty.	
	 Suddenly	he	said,	 “Quick,	give	me	the	gun,”	so	
without	a	second	thought,	I	handed	it	to	him.	Then,	
to	my	dismay,	I	saw	where	he	was	aiming.	Passing	
on	the	sidewalk	across	the	street	was	this	engineer’s	
girl	friend	and	he	had	zeroed	in	on	the	portion	of	her	
anatomy	where	the	skirt	was	the	tightest.
	 By	 the	 time	 she	 rose	 shrieking,	 descended	 to	
earth,	and	wheeled	around,	he	had	given	the	air	rifle	
back	to	me,	and	before	thinking,	I	took	it,	leaving	me	
standing	–	holding	it	while	the	engineer	looked	upon	
me	with	well	pretended	outrage.	Obviously	circum-
stantial	evidence	was	too	conclusive,	and	emotions	
too	heated	to	allow	for	an	explanation,	so	I	simply	
and	swiftly	moved	on	to	other	hunting	grounds.
	 This	 plant	 manufactured	 threshing	 machines,	
ensilage	cutters	and	a	device	called	a	“horsepower,”	
a	treadmill	for	one	or	two	horses,	geared	to	a	drive	
pulley	to	furnish	power	for	farm	machinery.	Our	in-
terest	in	these	products	was	not	compelling,	but	the	
inside	of	 the	plant	 irresistibly	 fascinated	Carl	and	
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me,	and	we	managed	to	filter	into	the	forbidden	area	
for	such	stolen	pleasures	as	riding	the	freight	eleva-
tor	or	standing	about	watching	machinery	in	action	
until	herded	out	by	the	foreman.
	 While	 taking	 in	 the	 operation	 of	 trip	hammers	
beating	out	steel	forgings,	we	were	treated	to	the	re-
sult	 of	 an	 ill-advised	 bit	 of	 boasting.	 The	 hammer	
operator	claimed	he	could	lay	his	watch	on	the	anvil	
and	set	the	hammer	to	touch	the	watch	under	power	
without	even	cracking	the	crystal.	Well	–	we	all	make	
mistakes	sometimes.	Did	you	ever	see	a	watch	eight	
inches	in	diameter	and	a	sixteenth	of	an	inch	thick?
	 In	the	event	any	one	exploit	became	boring,	na-
ture	always	stood	us	in	good	stead.	Apple	orchards	
practically	 surrounded	 Middletown,	 providing	 am-
munition	 for	 apple	 battles.	 For	 long	 range	 artil-
lery,	we	used	small	apples	flung	from	flexible	willow	
branches,	the	principle	being	to	sharpen	the	end	of	
the	willow,	impale	the	apple,	then	with	an	overarm	
whipping	motion,	discharge	the	apple	so	fast	it	would	
be	barely	visible.	Accuracy	was	nonexistent,	but	the	
high	velocity	made	the	wind	whistle	across	the	hole	
in	 the	missile	with	a	demoralizing	effect.	For	 close	
work,	we	depended	on	hand	thrown	projectiles,	and	
since	I	threw	left	handed	I	was	in	demand,	for	two	of	
us	could	then	fire	from	opposite	ends	of	a	fortification.
	 Sometimes	the	engagement	dwindled	into	a	two-
party	duel.	Albert	Avery	and	I	had	conducted	a	run-
ning	apple	fight	 across	 town	when	he	 reached	 the	
sanctuary	of	his	house	to	vanish	around	the	corner.	
As	 I	made	 the	 scene,	 all	 that	was	 visible	was	 the	
lawn	tent	of	his	younger	sister,	but	in	the	tent	some-
one	was	certainly	sitting,	for	a	bulge	in	the	side	of	
the	tent	indicated	a	head.	Erroneously	assuming	the	
head	belonged	to	Albert,	I	let	ride	with	all	the	steam	
I	could	muster,	using	a	“pound-sweet,”	an	apple	of	
generous	size.
	 By	 the	devil’s	 own	 luck,	 the	apple	 split	 in	half	
squarely	in	the	center	of	the	bulge	with	an	echoing	
crack.	For	a	couple	of	dramatic	seconds	a	dead	silence	
reigned	 while	 evidently	 someone’s	 subconscious	
struggled	 to	determine	 if	 they	had	been	kicked	by	
a	mule	or	struck	by	lightning,	then	arose	the	most	
ungodly	 scream	 I	 had	 ever	 heard,	Out	 of	 the	 tent	
burst	Albert’s	young	sister,	Kay,	one	hand	clasping	
the	back	of	her	head,	the	other	arm	thrust	wildly	in	
front	as	she	yelled	like	a	banshee	and	headed	for	the	
house.	No	one	shouted,	“Laugh,	Beany,”	but	regard-
less,	Beany	left	for	elsewhere	immediately.
	 Winter	was	not	without	a	whole	new	measure	of	
possibilities.	We	could	hardly	wait	for	enough	snow	
to	get	out	the	toboggans,	bobsleds	and	Flexible	Fly-
ers.	Cross-country	skiing	we	indulged	in,	but	it	was	
not	my	favorite	sport,	for	I	got	my	fill	of	it	delivering	
the	Saturday Evening Post.	Country Gentleman,	and	
Ladies’ Home Journal	around	the	countryside	in	all	
kinds	of	weather	on	skis.
	 For	skating,	Cheese	Factory	Pond	was	a	popular	
spot,	and	here	I	watched	Dunc	Adams	demonstrate	

continued on page 4
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the	most	desirable	of	ice	equipment	–	tubular	hock-
eys.	Cutting	down	the	pond	at	top	speed,	Dunc	called	
out	 the	 contemporary	 equivalent	 of	 “get	 a	 load	 of	
this,”	then	caught	hold	of	a	four	by	four	post,	protrud-
ing	from	the	ice.	I	judged	the	intent	was	to	lift	his	feet	
off	the	ice,	swing	completely	about	the	post,	and	dart	
back	up	the	pond,	and	it	would	have	been	a	good	trick	
if	it	had	worked	–	which	unhappily	it	couldn’t.
	 His	hand	simply	unwrapped	from	the	post,	 let-
ting	Dunc	float	gracefully	through	the	air	in	a	reclin-
ing	position	to	come	down	full	length	on	the	ice	with	
a	 force	that	sent	cracks	radiating	 in	all	directions.	
Even	before	he	hit,	 even	as	he	 glided	 through	 the	
air,	and	with	full	knowledge	the	responsibility	was	
not	mine,	he	yelled	 in	anticipatory	agony,	 “Laugh,	
Beany,	you	lousy	ape!”
	 Early	in	the	winter	we	would	come	on	what	we	
called	“rubber	ice,”	which	was	a	surface	which	had	
been	 broken	 and	 frozen	 back	 together	 so	 it	 would	
bend	 when	 walked	 upon.	 Morg	 Buxton	 was	 grop-
ing	a	cautious	way	out	onto	a	pool	 in	North	Brook	
with	 the	 ice	 sagging	 sinisterly	beneath	him,	and	 I	
began	to	wonder	if	the	ice	would	support	both	Morg	

and	 the	 fair	 sized	boulder	 I	 found	beside	 the	pool.	
Purely	as	an	experiment	of	general	benefit,	I	slid	the	
boulder	out	behind	Morg,	and	my	first	suspicion	was	
confirmed;	the	ice	wouldn’t	hold	them	both,	but	the	
water	was	only	hip	deep.
	 We	had	a	method	for	hitching	tows	on	fast	mov-
ing	sleighs	which	was	almost	foolproof.	Almost,	that	
is.	A	 long	rope	on	our	sleds	could	be	slung	quickly	
around	a	runner	brace	on	the	sleigh	while	we	held	
one	end	of	 the	 rope.	When	we	wanted	off,	 the	end	
of	 the	rope	was	dropped	and	we	coasted	 to	a	stop.	
However,	 the	 demon	 of	 misfortune	 that	 haunted	
Dunc	had	somehow	conjured	a	knot	in	the	end	of	his	
rope,	so	 just	as	he	came	to	a	stop	 the	knot	caught	
the	sleigh	runner.	His	sled	was	 jerked	 from	under	
him	with	such	violence	he	turned	two	complete	back	
flips,	landing	flat	on	his	face.	Yeah,	naturally,	I	did	
–	and	that’s	what	he	hollered.
	 It	is	my	hope	that	this	writing	be	not	construed	
as	a	heedless	bid	for	laughter,	but	rather	a	belated	
rebuttal	 to	 accusations,	 and	an	apology	 to	 all	who	
were	moved	to	shout,	“Laugh,	Beany,	you	louse!”
	 Thank you to Kerstin Francois for transcribing 
this article.

Maple Festival Highlights the Season
	 With	 good	weather	 and	a	 big	
crowd,	 our	 twenty-third	 Maple	
Festival	was	a	sweet	success.	De-
licious	maple	treats,	a	demonstra-
tion	 of	 old-fashioned	 sugar-mak-
ing	techique	by	Fred	Bradley,	and	
an	 informative	 dialogue	 between	
old-time	 sugarmakers	 Bill	 Clark	
and	 Truman	 Young	 entertained	
and	 informed	 visitors	 and	 mem-
bers	alike.
	 A	 Maple	 Raffle,	 with	 35	 do-
nated	prizes	from	area	businesses	
and	 friends	of	 the	Society,	and	a	
Silent	Auction	of	25	selected	priz-
es	kept	up	the	suspense	through-
out	the	afternoon.	The	hard	work	
of	many	volunteers	paid	off,	with	
net	 proceeds	 of	 over	 $3,400,	 ex-
ceeding	 previous	 record.	 Thanks	
to	all	who	bought	a	raffle	ticket	or	
left	a	bid!
	 Credit	 goes	 especially	 to	 the	
following	 donors	 of	 raffle	 and	 si-
lent	 auction	 items	 and	 for	 par-
ticipation	 in	 the	Maple	 Festival.	
Please	thank	them	again	by	pur-
chasing	their	crafts	and	patroniz-
ing	their	businesses	in	the	coming	
year.
Applebee’s	Bar	&	Grill,	gift	cards
Best	Moon	Caterers,	gift	certificate
Birdseye	Diner,	dinner	for	two

Green’s	Sugar	House,	Indian	sugar	
and	loan	of	Spun	Gold	machine

Hubbardton	Forge,	table	lamp
Peter	Huntoon,	watercolor	print
Johnson	Energy,	fuel	oil	credit
Anne	&	Bud	Krouse,	Gem in the Hills
LaValley’s	Building	Supply,	gift	card
Mach’s	Brick	Oven	Pizza,	pizza	shells
Patty	McWilliams,	framed	historic	

print
Morgan	Mountain	Organic	Gardeners,	

two-hour	consultation
Brooke	Nuckles,	decorated	hula	hoop	
John	O’Rourke	Custom	Furniture,	

wine	rack
Rising	Meadow	Pottery,	Diane	Rosen-

miller	bowl
James	Ritchie,	8-gallon	stoneware	crock
Riverside	Motors,	oil	change
Rutland	Natural	Food	Coop,	gift	cer-

tificate
Sal’s	South	Restaurant,	gift	certificate
Sissy’s	Kitchen,	soup	and	gift	certifi-

cate
Slate	Valley	Museum,	bird	house
Solarfest,	two	festival	passes
S.E.	Smith	Feeds,	gift	certificate
Stewarts	Ice	Cream,	ice	cream	for	

Maple	Festival
Sweet	Caroline’s	restaurant,	gift	card
Trolley	Stop	restaurant,	gift	card
Truman	Young,	historic	maple	presen-

tation
Vermont	Country	Store,	several	cata-

logue	items
Vermont	Sweetwater,	six-packs	of	soda
Williams	Hardware,	merchandise	gift
David	Wright,	l.e.d..	flashlight	set

Blue	Cat	Bistro,	dinner	for	two
Bill	&	Sue	Clark,	gift	basket
Bill	Clark,	historic	maple	presentation
Clarendon	Hardwood	Bowls,	several	

bowls
Lois	Dansereau,	wool	mittens
Dietra	Davis,	lunch	for	four
East	Poultney	Gen.	Store,	lunch	for	two
Emmett	Francois,	picture	frame
Craig	Gilborn,	Adirondack	furniture	

book
Gilmore	Home	Center,	gift	card
Green	Mountain	Coffee	Roasters,	Ver-

mont	foods	gift	basket
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Kelley	Beckwith
Josie	&	Jere	Berger
Robert	Bertsche
Jane	Bickford
Phil	&	May	Biondi
Marilyn	Bobseine
Raymond	Burke
Dennis	&	Enid	Clark
Kathy	&	Patrick	Feeley
Gail	Franz
Fred	&	Margaret	Gardner
Elmer	Gombosi
Margaret	Graf
Marie	Hadwen
Manson	Hall
Jerry	&	Rita	Hansen
Rick	Hruby
Peter	Huntoon	&	Mareva	Milarc
Tom	&	Helen	Jaeger

	 In	the	May	2010	issue	of	the	Newsletter	we	labeled	the	automobile	in	which	Deacon	Haynes	and	Ben	
Buxton	were	seated	as	a	“Stanley	Steamer.”	Tim	Martin	of	Ira,	an	expert	on	antique	autos,	saw	the	photo	
and	offered	a	better	suggestion.	Compare	the	photo	Tim	sent	of	a	c.1907	Pope	Hartford	with	our	photo	of	
Buxton’s	car	and	see	what	you	think.	Tim	comments:	
	 “A	very	high	quality	car,	built	in	Hartford,	CT.	Mr.	Buxton	must	have	been	a	man	of	means	to	afford	
that	quality	car.”	

Thank you for your donation to the 2010 Annual Fund!!
Patty	&	Matt	Kenyon
Beryl	Kirschman
Karen	&	Leslie	Klami
Randy	Kniffin
Arthur	&	Anne	Krouse
John	Malcolm
Alice	&	Warren	Marsh
Jon	&	Kimberly	Mathewson
Dale	Milne
Andrew	Moyer
Elmer	Moyer
Shirley	&	Byron	Moyer
Joann	Nichols	
Brooke	Nuckles	&	Peter	Gentakos
Annie	&	Walt	Pepperman
Velma	Reed
Evelyn	&	Larry	Ritchie
Adina	&	William	Roberts
Joan	&	John	Roche

Antique Auto Quiz

Don	&	Helen	Rogers
Joyce	Scribner
Diane	Rosenmiller	&	Nick	Seidner	
Estelle	Ellis	Rubinstein
Nora	Rubinstein
Marilyn	&	Charlie	Schubert
Douglas	&	Joan	Shaw
Anne	Pratt	Slatin
Linda	Peavy	&	Ursula	Smith
Anne	Spencer
Harry	&	Mary	Thomas
Lisa	&	Shane	Thornton
Gwen	Wilder
Bob	Williams	
Katherine	Williams
John	&	Catherine	Winkopp
Mary	Lou	Willits	&	David	Wright
Charles	Wright

2011 Coming EvEnts

Middletown Springs Memorial Day Parade,	
Sunday,	May	29,	3	pm

Strawberry Festival,	Sunday,	June	26,	2-4	pm

Annual Meeting,	Sunday,	September	25,	7	pm

Museum Open House & Donor Celebration,	
October	16,	1-4	pm

 reCent aCquisitions

A	Grays & Clark amber Middletown Healing 
Springs bottle	with	partial	paper	label	was	donat-
ed	by	the	Webber	family.

A	service flag from World War I	with	a	star	for	
Mosley	Gray.

A	 small trunk from the mid-nineteenth cen-
tury found	in	the	Jonas	Clark	house	was	given	by	
Peter	and	Aileen	Stevenson.

Historical Society Archives Tim Martin
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Membership Information
Membership	dues	for	2011	were	due	in	January.
Check	your	mailing	label	for	current	status.

Dues:
	 Individual	 $10.00	 Business	 $50.00
	 Family	 $15.00	 Sustaining	 $100.00
	 Contributing	 $25.00
Send	to:	 Pat	Hemenway,	Treasurer
	 Middletown	Springs	Historical	Society
	 P.O.	Box	1121
	 Middletown	Springs,	VT	05757
•	 Frisbie’s	History of Middletown	cd-rom	or	photocopy,	
$20,	post	paid.

•	 Eight	notecards	with	historic	photos	of	Middletown	
Springs,	$12	post	paid.

• Searching for Ichabod,	by	Julie	Van	Camp,	$18.00,	
post	paid.

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

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

Visit	our	website:
www.MiddletownSpringsHistoricalSociety.org

Business Members
Blue Cat Bistro, John Rehlen

Estelle Ellis, Business Image, Inc.
Gabe Friedman, Web Designer

Friends in Adoption, Dawn Smith Pliner
Green Mountain Timber Frames, Dan McKeen

Sarah Horne Interior Design
Johnson Energy, Tom & Eileen Johnson

LaValley Building Supply
Jim Marquis, Antiques Appraiser

Montvert Real Estate, Nan Gilmour
Professional Tile Installation, Jerry Hansen

American Logres Theatre, Karen & Leslie Klami
Stewarts Dairy

Twin Mountain Farms B&B, Annie & Walt Pepperman
Williams Hardware, Poultney, Bob Williams

Middletown	Springs	Historical	Society
P.O.	Box	1121
Middletown	Springs,	VT	05757

The MSHS Newsletter is published twice a year for members 
and friends of the Society. Comments and manuscipts on 
subjects of interest are encouraged and should be sent c/o 
David Wright, editor, or e-mailed to montvert@vermontel.net.

Address Service Requested 

Welcome! New Members

new ContriButing memBershiPs

Nora	Rubinstein
Brooke	Nuckles	&	Pete	Gentakos

Searching for Buxton
	 The	 May	 2010	 Newsletter	 article	 on	 the	 Bux-
ton	family	told	of	the	lost	company	town	of	Buxton,	
Iowa	,	where	John	Emory	Buxton	and	later	his	son,	
Ben	Buxton,	managed	the	mines	of	the	Consolidated	
Coal	Company.	
	 In	 a	 February	 letter	 from	 the	 Communication	
Reseaarch	Institute	at	William	Penn	University	in	
Oskaloosa,	 Iowa,	 Jacob	 Rosdall,	 Senior	 Producer,	
writes	that	a	student	filmmaker	has	produced	a	doc-
umentary	 “Searching	 for	Buxton”	 in	which	he	 vis-
its	the	site	of	the	abandoned	town	to	record	what	is	
still	visible.	He	interviews	elderly	former	residents	
for	clues	to	his	 family	history	and,	 to	his	surprise,	
discovers	a	story	of	racial	harmony	in	an	era	of	Jim	
Crow	and	pervasive	racial	segregation.
	 The	 film	 explores	 how	 black	 coal	 miners	 from	
the	 South	 and	 immigrant	 miners	 from	 England	
and	Sweden	came	to	live	and	work	side	by	side	for	
a	 quarter	 century	 before	 the	 coal	 ran	 out	 in	 1925	
and	everyone	moved	on	in	search	of	work.	Only	then	
did	some	of	the	town’s	African-Americans	encounter	
racism	and	segregation	in	other	places	in	Iowa	and	
across	the	country.	The	filmmaker	asks	what	influ-
ence	 the	 town	 founders,	 the	 Buxtons,	 might	 have	
had	on	creating	this	short-lived	harmonious	oasis	in	
a	desert	of	racial	discord.
	 We	would	be	happy	 to	send	you	a	copy	 this	30	
minute	DVD,	“Searching	for	Buxton,”	for	a	small	do-
nation.	You	can	download	the	program	for	free	from	
www.criwmpennu.org/buxton.	Or	go	to	the	CRI/Wil-
liam	Penn	University	website,	scroll	down	to	a	but-
ton	on	the	left	“Searching	for	Buxton.”


