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History Isn’t Always Pretty
History isn’t always pretty. Sometimes it’s 

downright ugly and painful. The Northland Journal 
has never steered away from recording some of the 
more colorful, sometimes very painful, chapters 
of our history. We have recorded stories of cross 
burnings of the Ku Klux Klan throughout the region 
during the 1920s and 1930s, and we have written 
about those who broke laws to help feed their families, 
including breaking federal laws during Prohibition in 
smuggling booze from the province of Quebec to sell 
in the states. The Journal has also recorded stories 
of those rocked by natural disasters, including the 
Great Flood of 1927 and the Hurricane of 1938.

There is nothing controversial or painful about 
much of the history we record. Most of the stories 
are told by ordinary people, some who have lived 
extraordinary lives. I know some people would just 
as soon that we not write about darker chapters of 
our history. They’d rather pretend the chapters never 
happened. However, as the publisher of the Journal 
and as a person who loves all things history, I don’t 
see it that way. I believe we as individuals and as 
a region need to have a well-rounded view of our 
history, not a whitewashed, sanitized version. We 
need to understand what makes us great, but we 
also need to understand our demons, and we need 
to face those demons head on, even if they are from 
long ago, so they don’t raise their ugly heads again 
in the future. When we record these chapters in 
the pages of the Journal, we try to do it tactfully 

and respectfully without removing their historical 
significance.

This issue of the Journal includes an article about 
one Northeast Kingdom community, Lyndon—now 
a beautiful, idyllic college community, but apparently 
the home to big city renegade gangsters during the 
Prohibition years of 1920 to 1933. Those were the 
years in which the U.S. banned the manufacture, 
transportation, and sale of alcohol. Much of what we 
have learned about the ill-fated law and its fallout 
has been romanticized. True, some people amassed 
wealth by smuggling alcohol into the country, 
including from Quebec, but the law also brought 
economic ruin, and even death, to some Americans, 
including Vermonters.

On the topic of Prohibition, my next book, 
which will come out later this year, will explore the 
Prohibition era in the Northeast Kingdom. Titled 
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Booze in the Kingdom: Voices from Prohibition, the book 
will include stories I have collected from people I 
have interviewed over the years whose lives were 
touched in one way or another by the law. The book 
will also include a wealth of newspaper articles 
about smuggling activities in this neck of the woods 
during those 13 years. Yes, the book will include 
stories of rumrunners and outlaws trying to outsmart 
one another, but it’ll also include stories of hardship 
and death. Watch future issues of the Journal for 
an announcement about when the book is ready to 
purchase.

Also, on the topic of smuggling, this issue of the 
Journal includes articles on a questionable chapter of 
our country’s history—when we ostracized Chinese 
immigrants and even turned a wary eye on natives 
of China living here legally, many who called 
themselves Americans. It is one thing to adopt and 
enforce a law, but it is another to apparently base a 
law on racism.

Over the years I have written extensively about 
Prohibition and the smuggling of alcohol, but until 
earlier this year, I knew little about the smuggling 
of Chinese immigrants into this country during the 
late 1800s and early 1900s. Hundreds, probably 
thousands, of Chinese immigrants were smuggled 

across the border from Quebec into Vermont in their 
long, sometimes dangerous, journey to urban centers 
throughout the country.

In conducting my research for this two-part 
series, I delved into the archives of local newspapers 
of the time. What an eye-opening experience! I had 
no idea of the magnitude of the part that Vermont 
played in the smuggling of Chinese into this country. 
Being an economically impoverished area, there 
apparently was no shortage of local folks who 
involved themselves in the illegal trade—just as with 
the smuggling of alcohol during Prohibition. For 
that matter, because of their knowledge of the roads 
along the border, especially the winding network of 
back roads, locals were often recruited by big city 
smuggling operators to deliver their human cargo.

To put it mildly, reading some of the Chinese 
smuggling articles was uncomfortable, especially 
because of the widespread use of racial slurs and 
stereotypes about the Chinese citizens. Realizing 
I was going to republish some of these articles, in 
whole or in part, I at first was going to edit out the 
offensive words. Then I concluded it was best to 
keep the articles unedited in hopes that the crass 
words will help people of today understand the full 
tragedy of this chapter of history of our country and 
this state. I apologize if there are some who find the 
wording within the articles offensive. Yes, history 
sure can be painful, but I believe we can also learn 
from that pain. l
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by Scott Wheeler

These days the Caledonia County community 
of Lyndon is a beautiful, idyllic college community 
with a 2010 census population of 5,981. It truly is a 
wonderful college community, within the village of 
Lyndonville serving as its centerpiece.

 In 1930, during the heights of Prohibition, 
Lyndon’s population was about 3,285. The community 
was smaller, but during Prohibition, the years 
between 1920 and 1933, when the United States 
banned the manufacture, sale, and transportation of 
alcohol, it faced big challenges. Among the challenges 
were big city gangers intermingling with the 
homegrown bootleggers and roustabouts. 

By 1931 many Lyndon residents were demanding 
community leaders and law enforcement take action 
against criminals and give them back their community. 
The following article, which appeared in the July 23, 
1931, issue of the Caledonian-Record, paints that same 
community as dangerously gangster-ridden.

Lyndon Authorities Vote 
to Rid Town of Law Violators

Sheriff Flint Placed in Charge of Probe — 
State Promises to Aid

A comprehensive and thorough going probe 
leading to a drastic curtailment of liquor traffic in 
Lyndon and Lyndonville has started under the direct 
authorization and supervision of the selectmen and 
village trustees. The town of Lyndon has long been 
suffering from an unjust reputation brought about by 
the constantly increasing activities of bootleggers and 
a crisis has been reached.

Previously, rightly or wrongly, the residents of 
Lyndon had been apathetic towards the various 
annoyances created by the rum running fraternity. 
They recognized the condition, knew that it was 
gaining for their town an unenviable reputation, but 
for some reason chose rather to ignore it than fight it.

Recognizing the growing sentiment against 
law violations, the selectmen and trustees held a 
joint meeting and decided unanimously that the 
time had come for action. W. Arthur Simpson, D.L. 
Grapes, and J.H. Brady, the selectmen, and W.C. 
Conner, E.C. Graves and H.O. Allen, the trustees, 
voted to request the active cooperation of High 

Sheriff Frederick A. Flint. Sheriff Flint accepted the 
responsibility and he was named to take immediate 
charge of the investigation and action.

The Lyndon authorities, once they decide to take 
steps to oust the law-breaking element, will enlist the 
widest cooperation possible. A letter was received 
today from Attorney General Lawrence Jones 
declaring that the state department of justice stood 
squarely in back of Lyndon’s efforts. A letter has 
also been sent to Bert S. Hyland of Rutland, federal 
prohibition administrator for Vermont, seeking his 
cooperation. With federal, state, county, and town 
authorities working in unison, the law breakers will 
soon find Lyndon too hot for them.

Lyndon Battles Crime and Gangsters

The Darling Inn, which opened in 1930, is still the 
centerpiece of Lyndonville. It still stands on Depot Street, 
now used as senior housing. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection

An early view of Depot Street. The Cobleigh Library, front 
right, was built in 1906. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection
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The law drew first blood in its campaign to harass 
the rum runners when a raiding force led by the 
sheriff descended upon two garages Monday and 
seized seven large automobiles said by the police to 
have been used in liquor running.

Progressiveness has always been characteristic 
of Lyndon and this quality will bring the town out of 
the morass into which the liquor dealers have plunged 
it. A decided change of sentiment has been noted and 
the citizens are preparing to cooperate heartily with 
the law enforcement officers. Of course, there are 
still those who remain untouched by the gradual, but 
certain swing toward enforcement, but an awakening 
to the forces that menace the community is expected 
to bring many if not all of these into the fold.

Especially are the residents of Lyndonville who 
are rearing young children interested keenly in 
freeing the town from the stigma under which it has 
been placed. The influence of the bootleggers upon 
young men and girls, even upon mere children, is 
pernicious as witness the recent arrest of a 13-year-
old youngster charged with breaking and entering. 
This boy justified his action by telling the police that 
he had as much right to rob a store as the men in 
his town had in selling liquor. This is only one case 
which has come to the attention of the authorities. 
There are scores of others which could be cited.

Not all rum runners are criminals in the wide 
meaning of the word. Some of them are following the 
game, not so much from the financial standing point, 
as from the excitement it provides. There are young 
men who break the law only in this one respect, but 
their influence is bad whether they realize it or not. 
There are others whose records would not bear close 
scrutiny. These constitute a real menace.

The worse of the lot is that group of men who prey 
upon the liquor runner himself, the hijackers. Last 
week, a Lyndon bootlegger lost two loads of liquor. 
There is little doubt but the looters of the Butterfield 
home were in this class. Previously, there has been 
little heard of this type, but citizens can very well 
become alarmed when the hijacker begins his work.

Witnesses to the Butterfield robbery, although 
they professed ignorance to the identities of the 
perpetrators, declared afterward that the men were 
armed with revolvers, the one who guarded the 
load carrying a brace of wicked looking weapons. A 
farmer driving along a back road shortly after the 
theft declared that he was ordered to back his car 
off the highway under threats of personal violence. 
Certain Lyndonville parties profess to know where 
the liquor was distributed, but no one is telling. 
Possibly the fear of retaliation is keeping many 

The passenger train station was built on what is now Depot 
Street in 1867. It was torn down in 1974. The parcel of land 
is now home of the Union Bank. 

Postcard from the Northland Journal Collection

This poster is courtesy of the Vermont Historical Society.
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mouths closed. Certainly, intimidation is responsible 
for a lot of silence.

No rum runner who has undergone the danger 
and uncertainty of bringing a load safely over the 
border wants to lose it near his final destination. 
When he is hijacked, invariably accomplished at the 
point of a gun, he naturally resents it and will bend 
every effort to prevent the theft. So far, guns have 
been little in evidence in this section of the country, 
the liquor runner depending upon his resourcefulness 
to carry him safely through. But with hijackers on the 
road, matters may come to a point where there will 
be shooting and killing. For a gun is about the only 
protection a liquor runner has against the hijacker.

The police, however, can make no distinction between 
the rum runner and the hijacker. Both are engaged in 
illegal operations and both must go. Fifty loyal citizens, 
men and women, pledged to secrecy, have promised 
faithfully to cooperate with the police in their efforts. 
These citizens comprise a vigilance committee which will 
aid the officers in every way possible. Their names will 
not be revealed and are known only to the authorities.

Lyndonville seems to be a haven for the rum 
runner. Its proximity to the border makes it an ideal 
half-way point where liquor can be stored awaiting 
shipment to cities in Southern New England. On the 
other hand, it is sufficient distance from Canada to 
prevent constant harrowing from federal officers who 
seldom work as far south as this.

Hence, scores of men have found the town ideally 
situated for their illegal operations. Few of them are 
natives. They come from all parts of the United States 
for Lyndonville has a wide reputation, believe it or 
not. Many are caught at one time or another and are 
forced to spend time in one of the many federal prisons. 
The good word is passed on to the other prisoners and 
when these are released, the first train brings them 
to this little town in Vermont where the “pickings are 
good,” so they are told. To date, this has proven correct 
and the bootlegger has had things about his own way.

It was said in Congress not so long ago that there 
were more men in federal prisons from Lyndonville, 
according to population, than from any other place in 
the United States. The man who made this statement 
said that he didn’t know where Lyndonville was, but 
it certainly was a well-known town.

The liquor runners have become too brazen and this 
will spell their downfall more than any other single thing. 
It is no longer safe to drive on certain highways in and 
around Lyndon for liquor cars tear along at high speed 
without regard to others on the road. Pedestrians are in 
danger and children playing anywhere near the road are 
constantly menaced by liquor cars.

The rum runners have no respect for the Lyndon 
officers. Recently a caravan of nine fully loaded 
cars passed through the main street of Lyndonville 
unmolested. Their own boldness will defeat them for 
no man can get away with murder all the time.

Contrary to general opinion, the rum runner is 
seldom a rich man. He makes a lot of money, but he also 
spends it. The present depression, too, has not helped the 
business any, for the majority of people are sensible and 
will not buy liquor when there are necessities needed. It 
is decidedly not a high paying proposition.

Lyndonville has begun to realize that unless 
it cleans house immediately the very well-being 
of the town will be menaced. But those who best 
understand the temper of the Lyndonville people 
have great faith in the town and know that active 
cooperation will be forthcoming.

It is no easy task the officers face. The law 
breaker is firmly entrenched and time will be needed. 
But the authorities are sincere in their belief that the 
residents of the town will stand back of them and the 
campaign will turn out successfully. There will be no 
letup in the drive; it is characteristic of Lyndonville 
when it puts its hand to the plow it goes through to 
the end of the furrow and this effort is certain to 
bring effective results. l
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A Challenge to Law Breakers
The efforts of the officials of the Town of Lyndon 

and the Village of Lyndonville to take steps seeking 
to rid that community of undesirable influences 
and elements will receive widespread and general 
commendation. Lyndonville for many years has 
enjoyed and maintained an enviable reputation for 
community enterprise and achievement. Whatever 
its citizens undertook, and many times the task was 
a tremendous one, that task was completed with 
credit to the community and to those who made the 
accomplishment possible.

The prestige of Lyndonville has suffered 
somewhat recently from gradually developing 
circumstances and conditions which are not 
peculiar to Lyndonville alone; they are confronting 
communities throughout the United States. A 
steadily growing list of arrests and convictions 
revealed the fact, already too apparent to observers, 
that headquarters for a large gang of undesirable 
law violators had been established in town. It was 
probable that citizens gave little heed at first to these 
conditions for some of the operators were quiet and 
unassuming and there was little evidence locally of 
their occupation. As has been experienced all over 
this country, however, success made such people 
bold and arrogant and there was a further influx 
of undesirable elements from other places. What 
might pass unnoticed in larger centers takes on 
the guise of an occupation in smaller ones. It has 
become apparent that such influence on the youth 
of the community is an evil one, and crime is made 

to appear attractive and remunerative. It is claimed, 
and there seems to be evidence to substantiate such 
claims, that young men and young women, even boys 
and girls of high school age, have become affiliated 
with these undertakings. Faced by the happenings in 
other parts of the country it has become evident that 
this problem is much bigger and more serious than 
one’s personal opinion of the 18th Amendment and 
its enforcement, that the very foundations of good 
citizenship and good government are involved.

Lyndonville is attempting to solve her problem of 
whether crime and gangdom can be curtailed before 
more serious trouble takes place in the community. 
This problem can be solved in Lyndonville, as in 
other places, only through the cooperative thought 
and action of the people themselves, and success 
can be achieved only through the awakening 
and arousing of civic consciousness. It cannot be 
accomplished by the officials alone, who are entitled 
to commendation or their stand and leadership, 
but by the aid of all citizens. It is a challenge to 
Lyndonville, but we believe Lyndonville will meet 
the challenge as she has met every challenge, with 
creditable action and accomplishment.

The Caledonian Record congratulates the officials 
on their stand for better conditions, it has faith in 
the character and demonstrated enterprise and 
accomplishments of the people of Lyndonville, it 
stands squarely behind the officials, the sheriff and 
his deputies and with the citizens in their work of 
cleaning up the forces that constitute a stigma and a 
menace not only to the immediate community but to 
the entire locality. l

The following is an editorial that appears on the front of the July 23, 1931, issue of the 
Caledonian-Record.

blanchard litho
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by Scott Wheeler

People entering the country illegally through our 
country’s southern border is making big news these 
days. However, illegal entries across the northern 
border, including here in the Northeast Kingdom, has 
a long history that extends until this day.

In the late 1800s and early 1900s, many Chinese 
immigrants were passing through the area. Much of 
the influx of these immigrants was the result of the 
passage of the Chinese Exclusion Act in 1882. The act, 
which placed a ten-year moratorium on Chinese labor 
immigration into the United States, was passed by the 
U.S. Congress, and on May 6, 1882, it was signed into 
law by a native Vermonter, President Chester A. Arthur. 
It is said to have been the first significant law restricting 
immigration into the country of a specific ethnic group.

In 1892 Congress extended the legislation for 
ten years. The act was later extended once again. 
Although intended to stop the flow of Chinese 
laborers into the U.S., what it did was make 
smuggling them into the country big business, 
including on the country’s northern border with 
Canada. Hundreds, possibly thousands, of Chinese 
immigrants crossed the Quebec border into Vermont.

Some Vermonters prospered in smuggling Chinese 
immigrants across the border and along Vermont’s 
network of roads to urban centers in southern New 
England, New York, and beyond. In 1920, Prohibition 
became the law of the land, outlawing the manufacture, 
transportation, and sale of alcohol. Many Vermonters 
turned to smuggling alcohol from Quebec into Vermont 
to help subsidize their incomes in extremely economically 
challenging times. Some of those smugglers double-
dipped, ferrying both alcohol and Chinese immigrants 
across the border at the same time.

The Chinese Exclusion Act continued to evolve 
during the years, slowly lessening restrictions for 
Chinese immigration. It was completely repealed in 
1943 during the height of World War II.

The following article is from the June 1, 1893, issue of 
the St. Johnsbury Caledonian (now the Caledonian-
Record). I should emphasize that this article, and 
subsequent articles on this topic, use terms and stereotypes 
that are unacceptable by today’s standards, and should have 
been viewed as unacceptable back then as well.

Our Chinamen Arrested
Another chapter in the story of Chinese 

smuggling across the border into the States was 
reached on Friday last, when three officials from 
Boston arrived in town and arrested Frank Parks, 
the Chinaman who runs a laundry on Eastern 
Avenue. Frank was considerably surprised when 
informed that he was wanted for helping smuggle 
his fellow countrymen into the United States. He 
was jailed that evening and taken the next day 
to Burlington to answer to the charge before the 
proper authorities. Chin Poy of Lyndonville was also 
included in the arrest. It is alleged that Chinamen 
coming from Montreal were taken in charge by 
Frank Lee, a laundryman at Sherbrooke, P.Q., who, 
after hiding them a few days, forwarded them to the 
Lyndonville Celestial, who, with Frank Parks, helped 
them along on their journey down country.

Parks, the Eastern Avenue laundryman, has 
borne a reputable name hereabouts, and has friends 
of another nationality who believe that if he has been 
at all concerned in this smuggling scrape it was with 
no real knowledge of the illegality of the proceeding, 
but was simply the result of a desire on his part to be 
hospitable to his confreres.

There is no doubt that quite a traffic of this sort has 
been carried on in this vicinity, but just how deeply the St. 
Johnsbury Chinaman has been interested remains to be seen.

Updates:
*The December 28, 1893, issue of the St. Johnsbury 

Caledonian mentions Frank Parks completed his 
prison sentence: “Frank Parks, the Chinaman who 
pleaded guilty to aiding the smuggling of Chinamen 
into this country, completed his sentence of two 
months’ imprisonment at Burlington and returned 
here last Thursday. He returns in time to be 
photographed with the rest of his countrymen, per 
order of the commissioner of internal revenue.”

*The January 18, 1884, issue of the St. Johnsbury 
Caledonian makes brief mention of the sentencing of 
Chin Poy at the United States Court at Brattleboro: 

“Chin Poy, for smuggling Chinamen, was sentenced to 
30 days in jail and to pay $200 fine.” l

Smuggling of Chinese Immigrants 
Through the Kingdom
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Chinese Smuggling

Sensational Charges Against 
the Vermont Customs Service

The New York World has been publishing a series 
of sensational articles giving an alleged exposure 
of gross and extensive frauds which are practiced 
in smuggling Chinamen from Canada into the 
United States, by way of Vermont ports of entry at 
Burlington and Richford. The passage of the Chinese 
exclusion law was intended to prevent the admission 
of Chinese laborers into the United States, but the 
law admits merchants who have been engaged in 
business and have gone away, to come back on proper 
proof of identity. All that is required, therefore, for a 
Chinaman to get in is to have papers which show that 
he is a merchant doing business in the United States. 
It is charged by the World that such papers are a 
regular article of traffic and can be procured in New 
York at a cost of $25. There are two or three firms in 
New York, and double that number in Boston, who 
make a regular business, by well-known fraudulent 
methods, of smuggling in Chinamen from their 

rendezvous in Montreal, and the business is carried 
on to such an extent that the law is laughed at by the 
shrewd Chinese.

As a result of the World’s exposure recently 
a Chinese inspector from New York appeared 
at Collector Smalley’s office with an order from 
Secretary Carlisle directing that all books, 
documents and papers, on which Chinese have been 
admitted since 1892, be turned over to him, and a 
stormy scene ensued, but the order of the Secretary 
was finally complied with.

An investigation is now being made by the 
treasury department, but men who are well 
acquainted with the administration of the custom 
house at Burlington, express their positive conviction 
that that the charges against Collector Smalley 
and deputies and subordinates are without just 
foundation. The law, they say, is undoubtedly 
successfully evaded in many instances, but it is 
believed to be as strictly administered in Vermont 
as at any other point on the frontier. The Canadian 
Pacific railroad, which brings Chinese from 
Vancouver by the hundreds, has turned the whole 
tide of this immigration down through Vermont, and 
this fact is believed to have caused the scandal. l

The following article is from the July 20, 1894, Essex County Herald (a now defunct Essex County 
newspaper).

As much as we at the Northland Journal would love to 
record memories of all those who have stories to share, there 
are only so many hours in a day. That is why we gladly welcome 
our readers to put their own memories of life in the Northeast 
Kingdom in an earlier time into writing. You don’t have to be a 
professional writer. We can help edit and clean up your work 
without taking away your voice. We are looking for all kinds of 
memories relating to the Kingdom—from surviving on a rocky 
hillside farm to arriving in the Kingdom with the back-to-the-
land movement in the 1960s and early 1970s.

The best way to submit stories is to type and email them 
to northlandjournal@gmail.com (and email any photos at high 
resolution when possible). However, realizing not everybody 
is into computers or the internet, we also welcome people 
to submit stories in clear handwriting to Vermont’s Northland 
Journal, PO Box 812, Derby, VT 05829. Please include your 
name and contact information. Also, if you’d like to run a story 
idea by us first, feel free to email us, or call us at (802) 487-
0254.

Preserve Your Memories of the 
Northeast Kingdom in Writing
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Profit in Bringing in Wool 
and Other Matters Described 
by a Vermont Customs Officer

Addison H. King, a United States Customs 
officer stationed at Richford, Vt., is visiting friends 
in this city. Mr. King has had a long experience as an 
Immigration officer for the government and he has 
told some interesting stories about the smuggling of 
Chinese into this country across the Canadian border, 
as well as how attempts are made by Canadians 
to smuggle wool and maple sugar into this country. 
Mr. King said that the Chinese are very anxious to 
get into the United States because when they are 
here they can earn enough money in five years to 
return to their native land and live comfortably for 
20 years. These Chinamen land at Vancouver and 
are transported across Canada under bond by the 
Canadian Pacific Railroad Company. The British 
government imposes a head tax of $500 on every 
Chinaman that comes into Canada, but if they claim 
that their destination is the United States they are 
allowed to cross the country under bond, and are 

watched by Immigration officers to see that they do 
so. When the Chinamen come to this country they 
have to establish proof that they are merchants or 
travelers, or that they lived in the country before and 
left it with an unliquidated debt of $1000 or more. 
They are subjected to a critical examination as to 
their physical condition and it they answer all the 
requirements they are allowed to enter the country. 
The Chinamen, if they are refused admission to 
the country make every effort to get in. Mr. King 
cites an instance of an attempt to smuggle two of 
the Chinamen across the border disguised as nuns. 
There are a number of persons along the border 
actively engaged in smuggling these foreigners into 
the country and they have formed a chain of stations 
through the green mountains by means of which a 
large number were gotten through before the trail 
was discovered.

The work of the Customs officers as told by Mr. 
King is still more interesting. The Canadians and 
Americans along the border find that it is a profitable 
business to smuggle wool and maple sugar across 
the line and when they are successful they are well 
paid for their work. The duty on wool is 11 cents 
a pound and a ton of this material can easily be 
hauled on one load. A smuggler successful in getting 
a ton of wool across the border could make over 
$200 besides being paid for the use of his team. The 
government Customs officers are stationed at points 
from 6 to 15 miles apart all along the line between 
this country and Canada. Between these points there 
are numerous roads. The smugglers do their work 
at night and run chances in getting across the line 
without being caught. Once the material is across the 
line it is hard for the government officials to prove 
that it was smuggled unless they had it marked before 
it crossed the line or one of them saw it coming. Mr. 
King tells also of what are called line houses. These 
are buildings put immediately on the line between 
the two countries so that one half of the building is 
in Canada and the other half in this country. In these 
structures intoxicating liquors are sold and the bar is 
constructed so that the line passes across the middle 
of the board its entire length. In this way the liquors 
are sold by the bartender in Canada and Americans 
can buy it in the United States. Customs officers 
make raids on these houses, but when they enter them 
everything is before their eyes and within reach of 
their hands, but they may not touch them because 
they are in Canada. – Springfield Republican. l

The following article is from the August 30, 1905, issue of the St. Johnsbury Caledonian; however, 
it was first published in the Springfield Republican in Springfield, Massachusetts.
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Council Hear Complaints
On Annoyance of Poultry Business 
of George Hunter of Autumn Street

George Hunter of 50 Autumn Street appeared 
before the City Council Monday evening to answer 
to the complaint made to the council that his poultry 
business was disturbing and odor offensive.

Mr. Hunter is quite an extensive raiser and 
grower of chickens, his stock this season numbering 
about 2000.

He entered into the chicken business on a small 
scale and with very little knowledge of the business. 
With success rewarding his efforts, the business has 
become quite a hobby and from time to time he has 
been granted building permits to enlarge his quarters. 
By reason of complaints to the City Council at times 
and one of recent date setting up that the roosters 
were disturbing at nighttime and the odor was 
offensive, Mr. Hunter asked the council for a hearing 
on the matter which was granted.

The hearing was attended by the Mayor and 
three members of the Board of Aldermen, also the 
city attorney.

Mr. Hunter was represented by H.S. Pierce with 
several citizens appearing to discuss the matter pro 
and con.

The complaint presented to the council contained 
the signatures of seven citizens all of whom were 
notified to appear and give evidence but only two 
appeared at the hearing.

Several citizens residing on Spring Street and 
vicinity, whose properties were adjacent to Mr. 
Hunter’s, were present as also were others who had 
visited and inspected the poultry plant, all speaking 
in Mr. Hunter’s behalf.

Mr. Hunter told of his poultry experience and 
how he operated the business to make it sanitary and 
non-disturbing. Neighbors at close range having no 
complaint, either from odor or noise were Bernard 
Barber, Floyd Moulton, R.V. Shattuck, C.G. Eastman, 
and D.L. MacKenzie. Others giving evidence of 
cleanliness from visits to the poultry plant were O.M. 
Spaulding, Ed Renihan, and E.F. Humphrey.

C.F. Morrill explained his signature to the 
complaint by reason that at the time he felt assured 
that an unpleasant order was traceable to the poultry 
houses. Since signing the petition to the council he 
had discovered his mistake, learning that it came 
from another source. As to the disturbance of the 
roosters crowing Mr. Morrill had no cause for 
complaint. l

These days the Newport City Council is facing increasing complaints about the stench of the 
Casella Landfill which is located a short distance away in Coventry. Recently, while going through 
old newspapers, I found the following article in a 1931 issue of the Express and Standard (precursor 
of the Newport Daily) about that council hearing complaints about odor as well—not from a dump, 
but from upwards of 2,000 chickens on the east side of the city. — Scott Wheeler, publisher of the 
Northland Journal.

Visit northland journal.com for more to enjoy, 
including every headline ever published in the Northland Journal.
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by Daniel Taylor

The hot August sun blazed through the car 
windshield as the rural Minnesota corn fields waved 
in the breeze like a green tsunami. I thought the 
rhythmic sounds of car tires rolling over the road 
joints had put my father to sleep, but he had merely 
closed his eyes from the bright sun and was probably 
lost in memories from nearly 60 years ago.

Today’s journey actually had its origins a few 
years back when an unexpected phone message was 
left on my dad’s answering machine. “Mr. Taylor, 
my name is Justin Miller and I think you served 
in Korea with my great-uncle Harland Miller who 
never returned from there. Our family has a letter 
you wrote regarding his death and I’m wondering 
if you would be willing to talk about my relative as 
I’m researching our family genealogy.” My dad was 

obviously surprised by the call, but with the name 
Adelord Taylor and the same home phone number 
for over 45 years it wasn’t hard to make contact. 
What followed next, though, was a wonderful 
intergenerational relationship of phone calls and 
letters with the 20-something-year-old Justin and 
his family who lived in Nebraska. As the friendship 
developed, a personal meeting was desired and my 
father suggested getting together the next time they 
were visiting me in Minnesota.

Worthington, Minnesota, was chosen as the halfway 
point between the Twin Cities and Bancroft, Nebraska, 
where the Miller farm was located. During our three-
hour trip we drove miles in silence while my father gazed 
straight ahead lost in his own thoughts, the memories of 
war and the buddy who never made it home.

In 1948 my father, known his entire life as “Ad” 
Taylor, graduated from Barton Academy. That 

Letters from War

Ad Taylor, in 1949, after completing basic training. Overlooking Crystal Lake in Barton. Photo from the Dan Taylor Collection

Barton Believables
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summer he joined his older brother Wilfred in 
Missouri to work on a highway project. After laying 
miles of concrete on Route 24 near Paris, Missouri, 
he returned to Barton with $600 dollars in his pocket 
and a newfound love for road construction. With 
employment prospects bleak, he decided to enlist in 
the Army and soon found himself at the U.S. Army 
Engineer School at Fort Belvoir, Virginia, receiving 
training as a construction machine operator. Soon 
thereafter, he was sent for training as a grader and 
dozer operator in post-war Maizuru, Japan.

July 22, 1949

Dear Mom:
I went down and saw Bud Blay last Saturday. We 

went to a gym and shot a few basketballs and then went 
swimming… We had supper together at the Tokyo PX 
restaurant. On our way back to the building where he stays, 
we passed General MacArthur’s Headquarters just as he was 
coming out. Of course, we had to stop and salute…

I’m working on the first shift this week from 6:00 AM 
to 1:00 PM but next week I guess we are going back to one 
shift at the regular working hours. That means half of the 
[grader] operators will be put somewhere else. I think I have 
a fairly good chance staying at that job [on the grader]….

When North Korea invaded South Korea by 
crossing the 38th parallel border with 75,000 soldiers 
on June 25, 1950, my father was an accomplished 
heavy equipment operator assigned to the Army’s 
First Cavalry Division in the 8th Engineer Battalion 
as a combat engineer.

July 11, 1950

Dear Mom and All:
I haven’t time to write very much tonight because we are 

getting ready to move in the morning. I don’t know where 
but I think it is only some big maneuver somewhere because 
we aren’t taking that much stuff with us. The other four 
companies pulled out a couple days ago. Anyhow, don’t worry. 
I will try to write again soon.

Ad

In reality, the battalion was being moved to South 
Korea to thwart the fast-moving North Koreans 
who now controlled over two-thirds of the country. 
Another letter soon followed.

While in the Army, Ad Taylor received training on heavy equipment and was assigned to the 8th Engineers. He’s pictured 
here on his grader in a photo dated May 5, 1950, while on duty at Camp Fuji McNair, Japan. 

Photo from the Dan Taylor Collection
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July 19, 1950

Dear Mom and All:
Just a few lines to let you all know that I am all right. 

As you might have heard on the radio or read in newspapers 
by now, the 1st Cavalry Division is in Korea so here I am 
with them. We left Yokohama [Japan] the 13th on L.S.Ts 
[Landing Ship, Tank—a type of amphibious ship] 
and just got off yesterday. H/S Company is camped near 
an airstrip and am quite a ways behind the front lines (they 
say about 18 miles behind). The Air Force is pounding the 
Communists from daylight til dark just as fast as they can to 
load and unload on the northerners [North Koreans].

All of our equipment hasn’t gotten here yet [so] we 
have to stand guard all night just in case some Communist 

“gorillas” might happen to come through but there isn’t any 
danger right here. The Northern Koreans don’t have much of 
any air power and we have airplanes and anti-aircraft guns 
right behind us….

I may not get to write too often so if you see any of the 
other folks I write to tell them that I am fine and itching for a 
little action….

Ad

The Headquarters and Service Company (H/S 
Co.), 8th Engineer Battalion with whom my father 
was assigned, landed at Pohang-Dong, a port city 
along the southeastern coast. This is where they 
began their long arduous attempt to drive the North 
Koreans out of the Pusan Perimeter and push them 
back hundreds of miles to their own border. For the 
next several weeks H/S Company and the rest of 
the battalion established defensive positions, a main 
supply route, and started out on the offensive.

It’s easy to track their progress through Korea by 
reading the regimental history, The 1st Cavalry Division 
and their 8th Engineers in Korea, edited by Lt. Frank 
H. Armstrong. Several references allow the reader to 
know where H/S Company was on certain dates:

July 31st    First contact with the enemy at Yongdong. 
Had to withdraw.

August 11th    Advanced to Koryong Bridge over the 
Naktong River.

My father reminisced once that “The best duty 
I had in Korea was in August while the Pusan 
Perimeter was being threatened by the NK. The 

“I wrote to Harlan [Miller] while I was on the ship and mailed the letter when we docked in San Francisco. The letter was 
returned to my Vermont home stamped ‘Verified Deceased.’ This was how I learned that he didn’t make it” – Ad Taylor. 

Photo from the Dan Taylor Collection
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Air Force had a large airfield in Taegu. In 
view of the threat from the enemy their 
engineers and much of their operation 
pulled back toward Pusan. I was dispatched 
on TDY [temporary duty] to the Air Force 
to maintain their dirt airstrip with my road 
grader. They treated me as though I was 
a king. I had a cot and white sheets for 
sleeping and best of all there was a base 
exchange nearby.”

September 4 & 5th    Called up to prepare 
defense efforts near Kasan in support of the bloody 
battle of the Walled City.

September 28th    Moved up to Ansong.

October 7th    On the south bank of the Imjin 
River north of Seoul.

October 8th    H/S Company moved into 
Kaesong to establish a bivouac area using the stone 
buildings of a local college. Parts of the Battalion 
moved with them becoming the first troops to cross 
the 38th Parallel by land.

October 16th    H/S Company leaves Kaesong 
and sets up a new bivouac area in Hanpo-ri.

October 17th    Enemy moving back to defend Pyongyang. 
H/S Company moved to Sinmak.

October 18th    Quickly advanced 40 miles to Hwangju.

October 20th    Pyongyang, the capitol of North Korea 
falls to US forces.

October 21st    All companies of the Battalion assembled 
in the racetrack area of Pyongyang.

October 22nd    Crossed the Taedong River to establish 
a bivouac area. Moved to port city of Chinnampo to clear 
debris from the docks. Heard rumors of Chinese intervention 
in the war.

October 30, 1950
Chinnampo, Korea

Dear Sis:
I think I told Mom where I was at when I wrote last and am 

still in the same town. From Kasong, we went across the 38th 
parallel and on to Pyongyang. From there, we came southwest to 
Chinnampo. We got here a week from yesterday morning. We are 

on the alert now to move out 
so we may be going north in 
a day or two. I guess some 
parts of the 1st Cavalry has 
already gone….

The Combat 
Engineers have one 
Company attached to 
each one of the Infantry 
Regiments and one 
platoon spearheads a 
drive for each Battalion 
in the Regiment. My 
platoon spearheads for the 
Third Battalion of the 7th 
Cavalry Regiment.

I don’t think the 
“McArthur Line” will 
mean any more than the 
38th parallel did. It came 
out today that 48,000 
Chinese Communist have 
crossed the border into 
Korea….

Ad

A proud member of the 
American Legion Post 76 in 
Barton for over 60 years, Ad 
Taylor never missed a Memorial 
Day parade. 

Photo courtesy of Mark David

Four generations of Harlan Miller’s family were waiting to meet Ad 
Taylor during a Minnesota reunion in 2005. Harlan’s brother and sister 
are in the front row; Justin Miller stands next to Ad Taylor.       

Photo from the Dan Taylor Collection
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The Chinese indeed did join the war as allies to the 
North Koreans and immediately started their offensive 
against the American and United Nations forces. On 
November 2, 1950, a bloody battle ensued in Unsan, 
North Korea, just northeast of Pyongyang with heavy 
casualties on both sides. The enemy engaged the First 
Cavalry Division in frequent combat throughout 
November causing two major withdrawals of the 
American forces.  H/S Company was moving nearly 
everyday through cities and towns like Sukchon, 
Yonghung-ni, Hacham, and Sunchon. By November 
30th they ended the bloodiest month of the war by 
constructing an airstrip near Sainjang. The toll of this 
war was obvious in my father’s next letter:

December 12, 1950

Dear Sis:
I received your letter in the last batch of mail that went 

north of the 38th [parallel]…. We got down here three miles 
outside of Seoul last night and have been getting straightened 
out today. We came back across the 38th exactly two months 
(to the day) from when we went up. We did a lot of work there 
that went to waste. Especially in Chinnampo where we cleared 
the docks and now the Chinese are there.

I received the knitted hat awhile ago. The Army issues 
enough clothes to keep us warm but they don’t issue them soon 
enough…. It was mighty nice of Mr. Provencher to let me 
have it though. I wish we would get back to Japan so I could 
send it back so he would have it to wear through January, 
February, and March.

I guess they have plenty of bibles, prayer books, and 
rosaries, etc. down at Pusan for the replacements that come in 
but we didn’t get any in my outfit. I wish you would send my 
prayer book that Father [Francis] Candom gave me. I have 
a little prayer book that I carry. I’ve had it ever since I have 
been in the Army. It has been wet, and everything else but it 
can still be read. I think Unsan was where the 8th Cavalry 
Regiment lost so many men. One platoon of C Company was 
with them and lost quite a few men….

I didn’t see the tank that went to sea but I worked on the 
bridge where it happened. We went up to this river after dark 
one night with the idea of paddling the Infantry across in 
assault boats. When we got up there they decided to work on 
the bridge instead where the “Gooks” had blown out a span. 
Before daylight we had it fixed for trucks and jeeps to go across 
and it might have held ten or fifteen ton. It wasn’t wide enough 
or strong enough to hold a tank. That tank tried to go across 
the river when the tide was out but it got bogged down in the 
mud. After that they ferried them across when the tide was in. 
When we got done working on the bridge and moved across, 

they only had a couple of light tanks across. I don’t know how 
the others got across….

Ad

The New Year, 1951, saw another major Chinese 
offensive that culminated with the capital, Seoul, 
falling for the second time to enemy forces on 
January 4th. Deep snow and extreme sub-zero 
weather stalled the offensive and gave the U.S.–U.N. 
forces an opportunity for a counterattack. Operation 
THUNDERBOLT launched on January 25th at first 
with little gains and then more success as February 
rolled on. H/S Company continued their work of 
establishing bivouac areas pushing northward 
through cities and towns like Sangju, Chungju, 
Wonbu-ri, and by month’s end they had crossed the 
Han River at Yoju and settled in Chonnam-ni.

March 7, 1951

Dear Sis:
I don’t know just where we are at now. I think we are a 

little west of Wonju. None of the Eighth Army is at Wonsan 
that I know of. At the time you wrote your letter we were 
around Ichon. I have been around the Han River. I helped 
build an airstrip overlooking the river close to where General 
Moore’s helicopter hit a wire and crashed into the river….

Ad

On March 16th, Seoul, South Korea, was 
liberated for a second time and ten days later, the 1st 
Cavalry Division became an invasion force again 
by crossing the 38th parallel. Even though the war 
would go on for another two years, the war as my 
father knew it was coming to a close.

Ad Taylor didn’t remember the day he first met 
PFC Harlan Miller. He was a replacement soldier 
assigned to the 8th Engineers during the winter of 
1951. Eventually the two were paired together to 
operate the same road grader in different shifts and a 
friendship and mutual respect of the other’s abilities 
soon developed. In May of 1951, men from the unit 
were being rotated out of Korea and my father had 
made the list. But with no trained operators to replace 
him, he was taken out of the rotation. A few days 
before the others were to leave, one of the road graders 
hit a land mine and became inoperable. With no 
need for that grader crew any longer, my father was 
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placed back on the rotation list and was transferred 
to Inchong to await transport back to Japan and then 
eventually the U.S. While waiting for the ship, he 
received news that his assistant grader operator PFC 
Miller was in the hospital with shrapnel in the brain. 
He had struck a land mine while building an airstrip 
on May 23rd. My father left Korea on June 2, 1951, 
without ever knowing what his condition was.

After a short stay in Japan for processing, Ad 
Taylor boarded the transport ship USNS Sgt H. E. 
Woodford to San Francisco. While on board, he wrote 
to his friend in the hospital.

June 18, 1951

Hi Miller:
I am going to attempt to write a few lines. It might not 

do much good to try as you might not be able to read my 
writing. This ship is a quivering son-of-a-bitch and my bunk 
is vibrating so much it is hard to write.

Well buddy, I heard about your accident but not too 
much about your condition so I am anxious to get a word 
from someone saying you are OK. I wrote [Sgt. F.W.] 
Kapping from Inchon and asked him to find out how you were 
and write to me at my home address. The way I found out is 
Depp had to go back to the Company on some business the 
same day you hit the mine.

We are supposed to dock at Frisco at 1000 hours 21 June. 
That will be a happy day. We left Sasebo [Japan] on the 8th. 
Only Sherouse, Mizell and I from Heavy Equipment are on this 
ship. I think some of the others might have left a couple days later.

We stayed a couple days at Inchon. There we left at 0200 
hours 2nd of June and loaded on L.S.T.s before the tide went 
out in the harbor and loaded on the CVT Martinez and got 
to Sasebo…. You start processing when you get there and 
process until you are done even if it takes all night. After that, 
you are free to go anywhere on post but no passes. There is 
quite a bit to do there, beer hall, bowling alley, theater, PX, 
snack bar, Service Club and gym….

Well buddy, I hope you are in good condition. If you are 
back in the section, say hello to the boys for me. Take care of 
yourself and don’t forget to write.

So long for now. A buddy always,

Ad

It was months before my father learned the fate 
of his friend. His letter to Miller was returned to 
Barton, Vermont, stamped “Verified Deceased.” 
Apparently, Harlan Miller lingered for six days in 
the hospital after receiving his wounds and died on 

May 29, 1951. The grieving family found my father’s 
address in Harlan’s personal possessions and wrote 
to him seeking answers to their questions regarding 
their son’s death. My father responded within days of 
their inquiry to convey what little information that he 
knew. A follow-up letter thanking my father for his 
kind words was the last correspondence received and 
the Miller family soon passed into obscurity … until 
Justin’s phone call some 50 years later.

Wartime memories made for a quiet trip through 
Minnesota on Interstate 90 but we reached our 
destination—a Perkins Restaurant—on time. The 
Gold-Star Miller family was already seated around 
a large dining room table. Harland Miller’s sister 
Bernice, his brother (and Justin’s grandfather) 
Delvin, and four generations of Millers were waiting 
to meet my father. The afternoon was passed in 
sharing memories of a beloved family member, 
celebrating his life and forging new friendships.

My father never spoke of the Korean War until 
much later in life but I know it was his friendship with 
Justin and his family that helped to bring closure to 
that chapter of his life. Dad loved the visits, cards, 
and phone calls from the Miller clan that continued 
until my father’s death in December 2018. Justin 
once wrote to my father these endearing words, “I 
appreciate your willingness to help me with my family 
history. I do understand that these memories are hard 
for you as well as my family, to re-live. I hold the 
utmost respect for your generation and the sacrifices 
you all endured during those times. I assure you that 
everything you have shared with me will someday 
help my son and future generations to understand the 
importance of the Korean War. As young men, you 
stood so America could stand today.” l

Barton native Dan Taylor writes to us from St. Paul, 
Minnesota. He can be reached at djtaylor@stthomas.edu.
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by Scott Wheeler

Jesse 
Greenwald 
is a man on 
a mission—a 
mission to 
record the 
stories of 
ordinary people 
in one small 
community in 
every state. He 
spends five 
or six days 
becoming 
ingrained 
in each 
community, 
working to 
understand its 
history and the 
people who live 
there. His visit 
to Vermont in 
January was 
his 21st state.

For Vermont he chose to focus on Newport. And 
while Jesse spent a fair amount of time exploring on 
his own, I had the privilege to spend several hours 
serving as his tour guide, not just around Newport, 
but around the greater Newport–Derby area. My 
wife, Penny, also joined us on a couple of outings. 
These are a few photos from Jesse’s visit.

Jesse’s mission, which will take him about five 
years to complete, is called “This is America Too.” 
Each community he visits has 6,000 or less people, 
and many of the communities are often off the beaten 
path. So, why did he choose Newport?

A Journey Across America

Newport’s Main Street on a winter’s day in January.             Photo by Jesse Greenwald

Jesse visited Donald Farrar. At 100 years old, Donald was 
born in Newport in 1918, the year Newport became an 
official city. Donald talked about Newport in the horse and 
buggy days, and he talked about the decades he spent 
farming in Newport Center. The old bachelor gave the 
young bachelor a few tips on love—one was “never stop 
looking for the right woman.” However, at 100 years old, 
Donald said he might be running out of time to find the 
right woman to settle down with. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection



April 2019             21

“By the 
time I had to 
choose where 
in Vermont 
I would visit, 
I came to 
trust that I 
had to let 
my intuition 
decide,” Jesse 
explained. 

“It was 
recommended 
that I make 
the Northeast 
Kingdom a 
part of the 
project, but it 
wasn’t until 
I did some 
research on 
Newport that 
I knew it was 
going to be 
town 21, and 
again my gut 
didn’t let me 
down.”

Many 
local people 
have lost hope 
for Newport’s 
downtown, 
but I personally see much promise. For that matter, 
despite its struggles, I’m seeing a slow, positive 
shift on Main Street, brought about mainly by area 
business people, civic organizations, and individuals. 
It’s particularly exciting to see younger generations 
stepping up to the plate with new ideas and renewed 
optimism. So, what did Jesse think about the city?

“When I first entered Newport, driving down 
Main Street, my first impression was that it was 
bustling and alive with energy considering the time 
of year,” Jesse said. “During my visit I heard it was a 
dying town [from those who he met during his stay] 
but it didn’t feel that way. I have been in dying towns, 
and in comparison, Newport still has a lot to work 
with.”

In all his travels, Jesse said he has never seen a community store like the Pick and Shovel on Coventry 
Street in Newport. The store has just about everything anybody could want. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection

Jesse (right) loved spending time at Jasper’s Tavern. The 
bar is located up a long alley off of Main Street. He is seen 
in this photo with one of Jasper’s longtime diehards, Johnny 
Weed.                 Photo from the Northland Journal Collection
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I think one reason Jesse and I hit it off, even 
becoming friends, is because of our mutual interest 
in interviewing and recording the stories of ordinary 
people. When Jesse, a native of Wisconsin, enters a 
town, he doesn’t seek out self-proclaimed important 
people. Instead he interviews ordinary people, some 
who have lived extraordinary lives.

“There have been a few towns along my journey 
for this project that have really stood out,” Jesse 
said. “Newport is one of them, and I believe it was 
the warmth, generosity, and general friendliness I felt 
from the people of the region that made it so.”

Thank you, Jesse, for visiting our little 
community. And thank you for being so interested in 
our little corner of the world—Vermont’s Northeast 
Kingdom! l

While eating at Dusit Thai on Main Street in Newport, Jesse, 
who has traveled in Thailand, said Exzy Ex (seen in the 
photo with Jesse) and her crew make amazing, authentic 
Thai food.           Photo from the Northland Journal Collection

Jesse and I are with John Rice, the longtime producer of 
my radio show, the Vermont Voice, which airs on WJJZ in 
Derby.             Photo from the Northland Journal Collection

We also stopped by Jed’s Maple Products in Derby, and 
the owner, Steve Wheeler, regaled him with his amazing 
knowledge of sugaring. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection

After hanging out together for a few days, I think it is safe to 
say Jesse and I are now friends who plan to stay connected 
well into the future. This photo is of our visit to the Vermont 
Pie and Pasta Company in Derby. 

Photo from the Northland Journal Collection
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by Scott Wheeler

The January 
issue of the 
Northland Journal 
included an 
article about 
the Frost 
Veneer Seating 
Company, which 
did business in 
the Batesville 
section of 
Newport for 
many years. It 
was located 
on the shores 
of Prouty Bay 
near the intersection of what is now the Lake Road 
and Prouty Bay. In the weeks after publishing the 
article, I stumbled across an article in the December 
27, 1917, issue of the Express and Standard (now the 
Daily Express) in Newport. It was about how my 
grandfather, William “Sam” Wheeler, almost met his 
demise in the mill. The following is the article:

Shocked by Electricity
William Wheeler, of the Frost Veneer Seating Co., 

was severely shocked by electricity while making 
repairs inside the boiler Wednesday afternoon. In 
some manner the globe of the electric light which 
he held in his hand became broken, letting the wire 
fall into a little water which the boiler contained 
at his feet. The free end of the wire with the globe 

broken electrified the water, and in picking up the 
wire his hands completed a circuit shocking him to 
such an extent as to knock him down and render him 
unconscious. He was soon discovered, removed to his 
home, medical aid summoned, and at last accounts 
was recovering from the shock.

I never knew my grandfather, and I’d never heard 
this story. However, when I asked my father about it, 
he knew it well. He said the shock caused his father 
to lose a thumb and at least the partial sight in one 
eye. If anything positive came from his near death, it 
was that when my grandfather had to go register for 
possible induction into the military to fight in World 
War I, he was in no condition to serve. Fortunately, 
he didn’t die, though, because if he had, I wouldn’t be 
here today to write this article as my father had not 
yet been born at the time of his father’s near death. l

A Grandfather’s Near Death 
in the Frost Veneer Seating Company

The Frost Veneer Seating Company was located on Prouty Bay in Newport. 
Photo from the David Provencher Collection

?
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Contact information is on page 2.

Have you had a change of address?



24 Vermont’s Northland Journal

by Amy Ash Nixon

Photos of a female surgeon from St. Johnsbury 
who served in France during World War I and letters 
of a nurse who had worked at Brightlook Hospital 
in St. Johnsbury before serving at a Red Cross 
Hospital during the First World War are among the 
stories captured in an exhibit at the St. Johnsbury 
History & Heritage Center located on Summer 
Street.

Museum founder and director Peggy Pearl said 
the installation was planned to coincide with the 

100th anniversary of the end of World War I on 
November 11, 1918. The exhibit was installed last 
year to mark that centennial, and it will be on display 
through this summer at least. Originally November 
11 was known as Armistice Day; it was changed to 
Veterans Day in 1954 to honor all veterans.

Pearl said the exhibit came together thanks to 
the efforts of volunteers—led by Jennifer Paine—
who combed through countless History & Heritage 
Center items. Nola Forbes researched soldiers; 
David Curtin researched medals and uniforms; and 
Martin Bryan provided the sheet music covers and 

Reminders of St. Johnsbury Role 
in World War I

The St. Johnsbury History & Heritage Center has an exhibit with stories of Northeast Kingdom citizens who served in World 
War I. The exhibit opened last year to coincide with the 100th anniversary of the war’s end on November 11, 2018. This 
photo shows the St. Johnsbury Armory during the war effort.  Photo courtesy of the St. Johnsbury History & Heritage Center
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information, which is a cornerstone of the exhibit.
Photos from local historical archives, including 

the Caledonian-Record, and historical accounts, 
document parades in St. Johnsbury, including a 
parade called the Wake Up America event, which 
shows local doctors and nurses from the Brightlook 
Hospital marching in support of the war. Some 3,000 
people marched in the parade in St. Johnsbury, 

“urging townspeople to raise food and support 
President Woodrow Wilson’s war declaration.”

In 1919 hundreds of St. Johnsbury citizens 
waited at the town’s railroad depot to welcome home 
the returning soldiers.

The exhibit shows that “Local Red Cross chapters, 
like St. Johnsbury’s, helped in the war effort by 
sewing and knitting items and rolling bandages. 
Between 1917 and 1919, over eight million United 
States chapter women along with many Junior Red 
Cross members produced over 370 million relief 

articles for the Allied armed forces and civilians in 
Europe. The ‘Home Service’ also became a powerful 
instrument of the Red Cross, providing aid to the 
families of military personnel.”

A Red Cross nurse’s uniform donated by a local 
citizen is part of the exhibit, as well as World War I 
shaving kits, uniforms, medals, gas masks, and more. 

Little shaving kits were issued to soldiers as it 
was important they were clean-shaven for the issued 
gas masks to fit properly, explained Paine, showing 
some of the items on display.

Information accompanying a gas mask states, 
“World War I was the first conflict in which chemical 
warfare was used on a large scale. The German army 
used chlorine gas for the first time against the troops 
at the Second Battle of Ypres, Belgium, on April 22, 
1915. Eyewitness accounts described the effects as ‘a 
burning sensation in the head, red-hot needles in the 
lungs, the throat seized as by a strangler.’”

A World War I uniform on display in the exhibit. 
Photo by Amy Ash Nixon

A Red Cross nurse’s uniform, worn by the family member 
of a local resident who donated the uniform for the exhibit. 

Photo by Amy Ash Nixon
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A small 
respirator box 
was designed 
by a British 
scientist 
to protect 
soldiers from 
the new 
chemical 
warfare. The 
gas masks on 
display had 
belonged to 
Harold M. 
Bonnett and 
to Edward 
L. Dwinell, 
local men who 
served.

The exhibit 
also includes a 
flag hung in a 
St. Johnsbury 
home during 
the war to 
indicate their 
son was off 
fighting. 

There 
are a number 
of pieces in 
the exhibit 
highlighting 
the importance 
of music 
during World War I. 

“Music was an important part of World War I 
in the United States, including St. Johnsbury,” the 
exhibit notes. “Songs were listened to and sung in 
the music hall and in homes. There were no radios 
or televisions, but pianos and phonographs were in 
many family homes and public places. World War I 
sheet music and records were very popular.

“At the beginning of World War I, many songs 
were produced which encouraged young men to serve 
in the military.”

The individual stories of nearly a dozen soldiers 
from the greater St. Johnsbury area are told through 
this exhibit. Five are included here:

Chauncey Allen Adams (Nov. 15, 1879–Sept. 
8, 1959) was from Eaton, Quebec, who graduated 
from McGill University and married Marion 
Fairbanks of St. Johnsbury in 1908. He was a 

Congregational minister who took a leave from the 
Danville Congregational Church in May 1917 to 
join the World War I Allies’ effort as an American 
Field Service ambulance driver in France, “which 
was an arduous and dangerous assignment,” the 
exhibit notes. In late June the next year, he was 
commissioned as a U.S. Army chaplain and assigned 
to the 101st Ammunition Train. He returned from 
the war to his pulpit in Danville and later went on to 
serve in churches in Burlington and Waterbury, Vt.

Dr. Charlotte Fairbanks (Dec. 11, 1871–Feb. 
15, 1932) was the daughter of Rev. Henry Fairbanks 
and the granddaughter of Thaddeus Fairbanks. She 
attended Smith College, Yale University and the 
Pennsylvania Women’s Medical School. “In 1902, 
she began her medical practice in St. Johnsbury. 
Answering the call for aid during World War 
I, Dr. Fairbanks joined the American Women’s 
Hospital unit in Luzancy, France, for a year as chief 

A Red Cross sewing kit, on display as part of the exhibit.              Photo by Amy Ash Nixon
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surgeon. One hospital report tells of her operating 
on a soldier’s mangled hand and reads, ‘anyone 
can amputate, but only a clever surgeon can save.’” 
Dr. Fairbanks was awarded the medal of French 
Gratitude and French citizenship for her efforts 
during World War I. In 1919, she returned home 
to re-open her St. Johnsbury practice. Her medical 
canteen and the bolt from Big Bertha, a German 
howitzer, are on display as part of the exhibit.

Frank Horace Hastings (June 12, 1899–March 
10, 2001) was from Concord and living in St. 
Johnsbury when he enlisted in the U.S. Army on 
July 9, 1918. He was assigned to the 326th Supply 
Company as part of the 82nd Division, which saw 
active service in France, the exhibit story notes. 
He served in what was the largest and bloodiest 
operation of World War I, the Meuse-Argonne 
Offensive, which was part of the final Allied offense 
that stretched along the entire Western Front. 
Sgt. Hastings’ three-bar chevron and World War 
I Victory Medal are among the items on display 
in the museum’s World War I exhibit. After the 
war, Hastings worked in McLean Music Store and 
later went on to become an auditor for the state of 
Vermont.

Carleton Blaine Hawley (Nov. 1892–April 
22, 1915) was born in St. Albans (date uncertain), 

“well-known in St. Johnsbury,” according to a May 
12, 1915, news item in the Orleans County Monitor, 
was “reported as among the Canadians killed in a 
recent battle in Belgium.” In August 1914 he had 
traveled to Canada, to his father’s birthplace, to 
join the 13th Battalion of the Canadian Infantry, a 
Quebec Regiment, and he was killed at the age of 22, 
according to the exhibit. “Hawley’s body was never 
recovered. His name is memorialized on the Menin 
Gate Memorial in Ieper, Belgium.”

Elizabeth Myrtle Miller (Nov. 26, 1876–date 
of death unknown) was the head nurse of the newly 
opened Brightlook Hospital on Summer Street, and 
served in that role for nearly ten years when she was 
called in 1917 to serve in the Army Nurse Corps, the 
exhibit notes. She was assigned to the Red Cross 
Hospital at Fort MacArthur in Waco, Texas. A letter 
Miller wrote to a doctor’s wife on Dec. 12, 1918, is 
part of the exhibit. She wrote in her letter, just a 
month after the war had been declared over, “How 
glorious it is that there will be no more fighting!” 
Her letter goes on, speaking about the worldwide 
influenza pandemic that hit the hospital where she 
was stationed: “It was pitiful to see those young men 
giving up their lives in such a manner. There were 
so many, and after they were in danger, the parents 

could not get here soon enough. Some would arrive 
too late and others would find their sons improving. 
In some way I escaped influenza for which I am 
grateful. There are nurses in the ward yet. I doubt if 
they will ever be well.” l

Amy Ash Nixon, who lives in Kirby, is no stranger to 
the Vermont writing world. In addition to contributing to the 
Northland Journal, she is a reporter for the Caledonian-
Record in St. Johnsbury.
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by Alverton Alfred Elliott Jr.

Psalms 1:3: He shall be like a tree planted by the 
rivers of water, that brings forth its fruit in its season, 
whose leaf also shall not wither.

God Walks with Me: The maple tree breaks its 
winters rest with the flow of sap that we harvest in 
the spring for the world-famous maple syrup.

In the spring I would drive over the hills of 
Vermont and see steam rising from within a clump of 
trees in the woods, signaling the evaporation process 
in a sugarhouse. Boiling the water from the sap, 24 
hours a day, seven days a week, for roughly four 
weeks to make maple syrup generates a lot of steam. 
It takes roughly 40 gallons of sap (at two to three 
percent sugar) to get one gallon of maple syrup at 66 
percent sugar.

Most people who sugared were dairy farmers, 
milking 60 to 120 cows, who also had a large stand of 
maple trees on the farm. Sugaring was a great way to 
supplement the dairy milking income before the snow 
melted and the regular farming began— plowing the 
fields, planting, and harvesting hay, corn, clover, and 
other crops needed to support the dairy farm.

Burleigh Sherburne was one of the few non-
farmers I knew who sugared. I helped Burleigh 
get free waste slabs of wood from the Irasburg 
sawmill in the summer. He needed to store a large 
amount of wood for burning during the evaporation 
process. This wood was left over from the sawing 
and trimming of logs that the sawmill operator loved 
to have us carry off so he would not have to deal 
with this scrap wood piling up in the lumberyard. 
Burleigh provided me gloves to use that would keep 
some of the pitch or tar from sticking to my hands. 
I usually crushed at least one finger between the 
slabs as we dropped them into the bed of his pickup. 
I always ended up with at least one blood blister. 
Somehow, the wood splinters would work their way 
through the glove and into my fingers. By the end 
of the second day, I had worn holes in the fingers of 
the gloves and now experienced the tar and splinters 
firsthand.

I helped Uncle Roy in West Burke (I was 
expected to help family) and Mr. Perron in Glover 
(went to school with his son) tap trees, gather the 
sap, and haul it to the sugarhouse. This was fun, cold, 
hard, and interesting work, especially for a young kid 
not used to the daily hard work on a farm.

Uncle Roy was 5 feet, 6 inches and 120 pounds 
fully dressed with his winter clothes. He was wiry, 
as one would expect of a farmer, walked with a limp, 
and did not have the full use of one arm. He had 
injured his arm cutting the firewood needed to heat 
his house through the long and cold Vermont winter. 
The edge of his tattered coat had caught on the pulley 
belt attached to the power take-off system of the 
tractor and was pulled into and around the pulley 
belt system. The Occupational Safety and Health 
Agency (OSHA) would have had a field day with his 
operating procedures.

I would bundle up in layers: gloves, earmuffs, 
hat, boots, coats, and sweaters. I would then buckle 
into some bear claw [or bear paw] snowshoes, grab 
a three-gallon bucket of spouts that weighed as much 
as I did, five to ten three-gallon sap buckets, and 
follow the experienced tapper as he headed for the 
stand of maple trees with his hand drill and bit. I 
would snowshoe on top of three to five feet of snow. 
I would have sunk up to my waist if I hadn’t been 
wearing the snowshoes.

It would be below freezing when we started out in 
the morning. The temperature would slowly rise to 35 
or 40 degrees as we worked putting up the buckets. I 
would begin to sweat under the initial layer of clothes, 
and I would shed some of my clothes as the day wore 
on.

The tapper would bore 5/8-inch diameter holes, 
called taps, by hand per tree. The diameter of the tree 
determined the number of tap holes per tree, usually 
one to three per tree. I would complete the task by 
hammering the spouts into the tap holes for between 
750 and 1,000 trees over the course of a week. I 
would then hang a three-gallon bucket on each spout.

The tapper put the tap holes 18 inches above the 
current snow line, which would be three to five feet 
deep. This meant that the sap buckets were four to 
six feet above the ground when you allowed for the 

Last year Alverton Alfred Elliott Jr. of Georgetown, Texas, a native of Glover, published his 
memories in a 351-page book. The book, God Walks with Me, chronicles his life and his deep faith 
in God. Beginning this month, with Mr. Elliott’s permission, we’ll be periodically publishing segments 
of his book that relate to the Northeast Kingdom.

Sugaring Season
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height of the bucket. As the snow melted during the 
sugaring season, the sap buckets we initially put in 
at snow level would now be at head level. We would 
have to reach up to grab the sap bucket rather than 
grab the bucket at waist level. By the end of the day, I 
would be bone-tired and ready for Bengay.

The lids were round and bent in the middle to 
make a miniature roof over each bucket. I usually 
would cut my glove or pinch my fingers trying to 
bend the lid at just the right angle to fit. Lids were 
critical as they kept 
squirrels, debris, and 
any new snow from 
accumulating in the 
buckets. Squirrels love to 
drink the sap and if they 
fall into a bucket, they 
usually cannot get out. We 
would occasionally find a 
squirrel or mouse drowned 
in a sap bucket as we were 
gathering sap. We would 
just dump the sap and 
drowned mouse on the 
ground, and rehang the 
bucket.

We would use a team 
of horses to pull the load of 
buckets, lids, and spouts through the woods on a sled. 
The sled consisted of snow runners made from tree 
logs six to eight inches in diameter and about ten feet 
long that would ride on the snow. We covered the bed 
of the sled with planks that held the tapping supplies 
and then later was used to hold the tank for carrying 
the sap. The snow was too deep to use the wheeled 
farm tractor or a wheeled wagon. Some farmers were 
fortunate enough to have a caterpillar tractor that 
could move through four feet of snow. Even then, the 
farmer would have to spend several days breaking 
the trail with a team of horses. It was a lot easier to 
use a team of horses as they moved the sled by voice 
commands and the four feet of snow did not bother 
them.

Uncle Roy would have already broken in the path 
for the horses based on prior years’ experience with 
the most effective trails. As we would tap the trees 
and move on to the next, we would call out to the 
horse “gettup” and they would follow the trail until 
we yelled “whoa.” I would then trudge to the sled and 
get another load of spouts, buckets, and lids.

One of the thrills of this tapping process was 
to be the first humans to leave tracks in the snow 
for the year. Often I would see white-tailed rabbits 

scurrying off through the woods and on occasion, I 
would see a white-tailed doe at the edge of a grove 
of maples. It was exhilarating to gather sap and to 
see fresh mouse trails in the snow, or evidence of the 
birds eating from the grain portion of the grass as 
the snow began to melt. It was worth the sweat and 
aches just to see Mother Nature at work.

When it was time to gather the sap, we would 
use a horse-drawn sled that had a large aluminum 
tank mounted on the sled and use the same “gettup” 

and “whoa,” traipsing 
through the woods to 
gather the sap. We would 
carry two large pails for 
gathering the sap and 
would empty the buckets 
from two or three trees 
before taking the sap to 
the gathering tank on the 
sled. This would amount 
to roughly five to seven 
gallons of sap per arm. 
Those were heavy and 
awkward to carry when 
walking with snowshoes 
over rough, uneven ground 
littered with downed 
trees, branches, stumps, 

and uneven snowdrifts. Many a time I stumbled and 
dumped some sap on the ground or worse, on me. It 
would then freeze on my outer clothing or get in my 
boots or gloves and become bone-chillingly cold.

Uncle Roy’s sugarhouse was about a mile from 
the house to the middle of his stand of maple trees. I 
can still feel the early morning cold and see the ruts 
made in the snow-laden field by the sugar sled. The 
trail led straight from the barn through the open 
field and disappeared into the edge of the stand of 
several acres of maple trees. We had to slide along 
these ruts as we trudged across the field following the 
path made by the horses pulling the sled, as the snow 
was too deep on the sides to wander off the path. 
We banked the sugarhouse with snow to help keep 
the cold winds from blowing into the sugarhouse. I 
can still see the piles and piles of wood just outside 
the sugarhouse door. Uncle Roy had cut, split, and 
stacked the wood during the summer months in 
preparation for burning during the evaporation 
process.

The large weather-beaten door slid open to 
facilitate the moving of the wood into the sugarhouse. 
We replenished the inside woodpile each morning 
using the wood from the pile outside the sugarhouse. 

We would carry two large 
pails for gathering the sap and 
would empty the buckets from 

two or three trees before taking 
the sap to the gathering tank 

on the sled. 
This would amount to roughly 
five to seven gallons of sap 

per arm.
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Snow usually covered the outside pile. We always 
got wet, as we shook the snow off the wood that had 
accumulated before bringing it into the sugarhouse. 
The snow usually ended up on our clothes and in our 
boots and then melted as we worked in and out of the 
warm sugarhouse.

The weather was perfect one spring and we had 
to gather the sap from each tree on a daily basis, 
rather than every other day, as the buckets would be 
overflowing. The pressure was on in the sugarhouse 
to put as much sap through the system as possible 
and to keep ahead of sap gatherers. The fires ran hot. 
The last thing we wanted to do was to dump the sap 
on the ground because the storage vat was full. We 
put the sap in a large storage vat located next to the 
sugarhouse. It held a few thousand gallons and slowly 
drained into the evaporating pans by gravity. The 
sap then meandered along the seven or eight troughs 
positioned perfectly over the fire to reach the syrup 
spigot.

The sap was a clear cold liquid as it entered the 
evaporation process and as it moved through the 
maze of pans, it became hotter and darker as the 
water evaporated off to finally end up as Grade A, 
B, or C maple syrup. It may have been bitter cold 
outside, but it was short-sleeve-shirt-warm inside the 
sugarhouse due to the heat from the fire and steam. 
The aroma of the burning wood and sweet smell of 
the evaporation process heightened our anticipation 
of the final product. The room would be very humid 
from the steam that filled the sugarhouse even though 
the roof had a large slit or cutout to allow the steam 
to escape.

The process was an art unto itself to ensure the 
right temperature and the continuous flow of sap into 
and then through the evaporating pans. I remember 
one time when they were running out of sap, the 
fire was hot under the pans, and Uncle Roy had that 
dreaded fear of the pans going dry and burning. A 
burnt pan meant putting out the fire, closing down 
the operation, and cleaning the pans, which would 
set us back at least one, maybe two, days. Nothing is 
worse than the taste and smell of burned syrup. It is 
not even good for molasses-grade syrup.

Anyway, Uncle Roy was yelling at me to “Get 
snow!” I was only eight or nine years old and not 
sure of what was going on. After watching him run 
outside, bring in a bucket of snow, and dump it in the 
pan, I realized that if I was to escape his immediate 
wrath I had better bring in snow and lots of it. We 
got enough snow in the pan to keep it from drying 
out and burning the pans until the gathering crew 
got there with the first load of morning’s sap.

Aunt Nellie always made us sandwiches that 
usually consisted of either tuna fish or egg salad 
using fresh eggs from their chickens and raised 
doughnuts. She would also give us fresh eggs to 
hard-boil. We would toss the eggs in the evaporating 
pans to cook. It gave a sweet taste to the egg as it 
was cooking in the soon-to-be syrup mixture. It was 
fun to toss the egg into the vat. Sometimes, “boom,” 
the egg would explode as soon as it hit the hot sap, 
and we wouldn’t find any evidence of it. I cannot 
ever remember tasting egg flavor in the syrup nor 
finding eggshells. Maybe it is still on the roof in the 
sugarhouse.
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Reflections
We all had a sweet tooth and would take some 

of the fresh syrup outside and dribble it on the 
snowbank so it would begin to harden, and then twirl 
it on a fork and eat pure maple syrup. You cannot 
beat eating a raised doughnut dunked in fresh syrup. 
I wonder if that is why I am a type 2 diabetic now.

We helped with the sugaring process as good 
nephews. I do not think I was ever paid for this slave 
labor. I did get to enjoy fresh syrup and the outdoors.

The sugaring process has evolved over the years 
to include a gas-powered drill and plastic tubing 
used to drain the sap to a central gathering location 
via gravity. These 5,000 to 10,000-gallon tanks are 
kept next to the road to facilitate the tankers’ pickup 
and delivery to a sugaring facility. Recycled motor 
oil, in addition to the traditional wood, are used to 
feed the fires. Reverse osmosis is now used to remove 
water from the sap as it’s collected, to shorten the 
evaporation time. There is no doubt in my feeble 
mind that shortening the evaporation process will 
decrease the quality of the syrup. I believe that the 
extended evaporation process is critical to put the 
flavor into the syrup.

If you are ever in Vermont, or any of the other 
states that enjoy the sugaring season in the spring, 

look at the mountains or hills for those isolated wisps 
of steam rising from the woods during the sugaring 
season. It is hard work, but as a casual helper, I 
would do it again in a heartbeat. I was blessed. l

Alverton Elliott Jr. was raised in Glover from 1943 to 
1960, graduating from Barton Academy in 1960. He obtained 
his degrees from West Virginia University and served 23 
years in the USAF, retiring as a lieutenant colonel. He then 
worked 17 years at Los Alamos National Laboratory in New 
Mexico. He is living in Georgetown, Texas, and spending 
time touring the great USA, quilting, growing iris, and 
getting a grip on Texas history. Copies of his book can be 
checked out at the libraries in Glover and Barton.
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by Sylvia C. Dodge

In celebration 
of Vermont 
Life magazine, 
which stopped 
promotional 
publication for the 
state of Vermont 
last summer after 
a 72-year run, 
it is timely to 
take a look back 
at the life and 
work of Orleans 
photographer Mack 
Derick.

Derick was 
among Vermont 
Life’s earliest 
contributors—and 
he created what 
is arguably the 
most controversial 
image ever to 
grace the cover of 
the magazine. It 
was only the fifth 
edition of Vermont 
Life. The cover 
page of the autumn 
1947 edition of 
the magazine was 
titled “Autumn 
Dryad,” and it was 
a doozy! It featured 
a beautiful woman 
with a paint brush 
and palette in her 
hands, seemingly 
daubing the vibrant 
autumn colors 
into the landscape. 
She is dressed 
in a flowing, 
diaphanous gown, 
of material so sheer 

Orleans Photographer 
Helped Shape Vermont’s Image

The renowned, now late photographer Mack Derick of Orleans left his mark on the world, especially 
here in Vermont. Some of his work appeared on covers of Vermont Life. This is the online image of 
the cover of the Autumn 1947 issue.
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that it does not leave to the imagination any of the 
voluptuous curves of her young body.

Derick’s cover photo was described by the 
magazine’s editor as follows:

Mr. Derick, photographer of Orleans, Vermont, spent 
half his life visualizing a picture he was going to get some 
day. But, like a painter, he had to have just the right setting, 
and—what’s more—exactly the right subject.

Then, last fall, nature ran riot with color in such a 
fashion that surely, men said, some autumn dryad out of 
medieval mythology must have painted the vivid reds and 
yellows of maple and birch. This was the setting.

Then, one day, he chanced upon the subject, a girl of 
delicate, ethereal beauty. Here at last was the awaited 
combination; the picture was made—and a twenty year 
dream realized.

According to the Vermont Professional 
Photographers’ organization, “At the time it (the 
magazine cover) caused quite a sensation.”

Even at Goodrich Memorial Library in Newport, 
the notoriety of “Autumn Dryad” is noted for the 
public. A printed description of a display of three 
large Derick photographs terms the magazine cover 
the “best known photo” of Derick’s career. (The 
three photographs on display in the library are titled 

“Vermont Pride.” They are of Willoughby Lake, Jay 
Peak, and Big Falls on the Missisquoi River in Troy.)

Founder of Publicity Photography
After the Civil War, there was an exodus of 

people from Vermont. Soldiers who had seen the 
wide expanses of fertile land out west, where 
cropland was flat and not full of boulders, left the 
Green Mountains in droves with their families. 

In order to combat the depletion of the 
agricultural economy and the depopulation of the 
state, innovative ideas were hatched to attract money 
and people to Vermont. In 1891 (only six years before 
Mack Derick was born in 1897) the state established 
a publicity service. As part of the new initiative, the 
Vermont Board of Agriculture published a pamphlet, 
The Resources and Attractions of Vermont, hoping to lure 
new farmers to the region. In particular, the state 
hoped to attract “racially attractive” Swedish families 
to buy abandoned farms, but only 23 Swedish 
families responded to the idea.

Also in 1891 Central Vermont Railroad published a 
pamphlet titled Summer Homes. Not only was it hoped 
that affluent families from out-of-state would buy old 
farmhouses for summer residences, the railroad also 

hired representatives to work with farm families to 
offer rooms in their homes to summer tourists.

Nationwide, there was growing interest in 
outdoor recreation (hiking, riding horses, then 
touring in automobiles, and later getting outdoors in 
the winter on skis), and in 1911 the state took over 
tourism promotion from the railroad and board of 
agriculture and established the Vermont Bureau of 
Publicity.

The first publication of the new initiative was a 
pamphlet titled Vermont, Designed by the Creator for the 
Playground of the Continent.

A couple of decades later, as the marketing 
of Vermont as a tourist destination was coming 
of age, Mack Derick became an integral force in 
that endeavor. In the 1969 book, Vermont: A Special 
World, the authors credited Derick as the man who 
“initiated Vermont’s publicity photography in 1930.”

For a brief time, Derick also dabbled in film-
making to publicize Vermont attractions. In 1932 he 
produced a film called “Dot and Glen See Vermont” 
for the Vermont Publicity Bureau and various 
chambers of commerce. It featured a young couple 
in honeymoon spots around the state. A second short 

The Winter 1949–’50 issue of Vermont Life also included 
one of Derick’s works of art.
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film created in the early 1930s credited to Derick 
was titled “Model ‘A’ in the Mud.”

Derick, at age 49, was a man at the height of his 
profession at the inception of Vermont Life magazine in 
1946, at a time when a copy of the magazine could be 
purchased for 35 cents. Indeed, he helped shape the 
image of Vermont through his work that still imbues 
the state’s image—rugged and beautiful, individual 
and creative, vibrant with outdoor activity.

In Vermont Life’s pages and covers, the images 
taken by Derick and the many other talented 
photographers employed by the magazine have 
distilled an essence that still thrives to this day as 
Vermont’s publicity persona.

Consider the featured topics—some of Derick’s 
Vermont Life covers include attractive young women 
bugling at Camp Songadeewin in Salisbury to 
promote Vermont summer camps (and its beautiful 
women), a couple on skis navigating the deep snow 
atop Mt. Mansfield (Vermont’s varied recreational 
pursuits), and an autumn landscape of Plymouth 
Notch (a tourist destination—the childhood home of 
President Calvin Coolidge).

In the 1956 book titled A Treasury of Vermont 
Life, Derick’s photos span the following subjects, all 
integral to Vermont’s image: a stone wall, a beautiful 

woman posing in a Barre granite quarry (pin-up 
quality), a waterfall in Coventry, fall foliage in East 
Montpelier, and the floating bridge in Brookfield. 

In the 1961 book Green Mountain Treasury: A 
Vermont Life Sampler, an iconic Derick photo layout 
titled “The Limit” appears on pages 94 and 95. It 
features Mr. and Mrs. Fred Fauchs of Orleans, 
fishing on the Willoughby River.

When Derick was 71 years old, Vermont: A 
Special World was published, and in homage 
to the acknowledged “dean of Vermont color 
photographers,” the first photograph in the book 
was given as a place of pride to Derick. It features a 
porch full of geraniums and begonias in Glover.

Over his long career, Mack Derick’s 
photographic work helped shape Vermont’s 
marketing focus—and it is not hyperbole to suggest 
that his work (and that of other Vermont Life 
photographers) has also helped shape the self-image 
of Vermonters who grew up in the latter half of the 
twentieth century.

Studio in Orleans
Mack Derick was born in Stanstead, Quebec, in 

1897. He lived much of his life in Orleans with his 
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wife, Kathleen (Scholes) Derick, where he operated 
the Derick Studio of Photography on the second floor 
of what was at one time Austin’s Drug Store. He 
passed away at age 85 in 1982.

One of the Derick children, Dorothy (Derick) 
Coffin, was employed in her father’s studio for 14 
years and later worked for 16 years in the office of 
Orleans Elementary School. She died in January 
2004. Another daughter, Ilene (Derick) Whelpley, 
died in 2012 at age 90. She spent her adult life in 
Sudbury, Massachusetts.

Another long-time employee of the Derick Studio 
was Lillian Hoyt, who reminisced on her 100th 
birthday in January 2000 with Northeast Kingdom 
reporter Bethany Dunbar about her job printing 
photographs and developing film at the Orleans 
photo studio.

Not only were iconic Vermont publicity 
photographs the product of the Derick Studio 
in Orleans, it was also well-known for portraits 
of individuals and families and for the creation of 
prints that graced many a local living room wall. In 
a blog created by Henry B. Stevens to celebrate the 
lives of Joe and May Stevens, it mentions a Derick 
photograph of a birch tree, 20x30 inches in size, a 
black and white photo with hand-coloring, which 
hung in the family room for years. It was so beloved 

that it was one of the few family possessions that went 
with its owner to her final residence in a rest home.

In 1963 Derick was awarded for his work by the 
Vermont Professional Photographers organization. In 
1994 the organization established the Mack Derick 
Memorial Award, created “in memory of one of the 
founders of Vermont Professional Photographers and 
a lifelong craftsman of the photographic arts.”

If you pay attention, it is likely you will find 
photographic work done by Mack Derick in many 
places in the Northeast Kingdom—in Goodrich 
Memorial Library, hanging in a place of pride in 
a living room, and even on the covers of historical 
publications. In the winter of 2011, Glover Historical 
Society featured a 1930s era photo of Shadow Lake 
on its annual newsletter, taken by Mack Derick.

On eBay one of Derick’s painted photographs, 
“Cows and Blossoms,” was advertised for sale recently 
with a $575 price tag. l

Sylvia Dodge was born and raised in St. Johnsbury. She 
is a licensed Vermont School Counselor and has worked at 
Lyndon Institute and Craftsbury Academy as an advocate 
for disadvantaged children and families. She has worked as a 
reporter and editor at the Caledonian-Record in St. Johnsbury 
and the Journal Opinion in Bradford, and she was a frequent 
freelance contributor to Vermont Business Magazine from 
1988–1995.
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