
The Hardwick 
Historical Society

Journal
Vol. 8 Issue 2	 Fall 2018	

Encouraging a Sense of Community



2

Hardwick Historical Society News

Officers: Elizabeth Dow, President; empty, Vice President, Norma Spaulding, 
Secretary; Mary Jane Fradette, Treasurer
Trustees: Shari Cornish, Susan Earle, George Hemmens, Taylor Meyer, 
Ken Williams, Kris Lance, Tracy Martin.

P.O. Box 177 • Hardwick, Vt  05843 
Contact: Lorraine Hussey

802.472.5903
Elizabeth Dow 802.472.6424

The Hardwick Historical Society

The ribbon cutting on the SectionTool-House feels like the 
big news right now. In Issue 6, Number 4, pages 29-31 of 
this Journal, Taylor Meyer published a story about the old 
St.J. & L.C. Section Tool-House that stood along the tracks 
behind West Church Street. Just as it seemed the building 
would have to be destroyed, contractor Mario Fradette offered 
to save it. Today it stands beside the Depot, strong and tight 
and ready for its new existence as half railroad museum and 
half trail head information center for the Lamoille Valley Rail 
Trail soon to be created along the railroad line. 

 On October 6, during Hardwick’s Fall Festival, we held a 
chicken barbecue to celebrate the successful transition.  After 
the feast, Lorraine Hussey, 90, a tireless worker for the HHS, 
and John Rowell, 85, a major worker at the Depot in years 
past, cut the ribbon on the new old building to signify its new 
life. It was a joyous moment.  

The Section Tool-House excitement muted another major 
accomplishment: the installation of windows in the old freight 
room. When the Depot went through its major renovation 
about 15 years ago, the budget did not have the money to put 
windows in the old freight room. Instead, local artist Nancy 
Schad created, on particle board, wonderful silhouettes of ac-
tivities within the building, and they covered the windows. Af-
ter two attempts to get grant money to buy new windows, the 
Board decided to spend our own money to get custom-made 
windows for the room. Mario Fradette installed them during 
the first week of October, and it’s amazing how much differ-
ence they make in the general feel of the room; it’s no longer 
a long dark cave!
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The work we have yet to do on the Eleanor Angell Room, 
our new climate-controlled storage space, consists of finaliz-
ing the plans of the architect and the engineers. By this time 
next year, it could be done.

As you look around for holiday gift ideas, consider a gift 
membership to the HHS to all the Hardwick-connected folks 
you know. At $10 per year, a gift membership provides an in-
expensive way to give a friend or relative this Journal all year 
long.

Finally, this issue begins our new advertising year. Please 
say thank you to our advertisers by thinking of them first 
when you need a product or service.

Publications Committee

 

	

VT Four Seasons Photography
Linda Mae Clow

PO Box 132 Hardwick, VT 05843
(802) 793-2948 cell ~ (802) 472-6421 home

Email: rlmclow@gmail.com
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In the previous issue of the Journal, we included a piece about marriage 
patterns in Hardwick during the granite era. Bill Bird filled in more details 
by writing, “I had to smile as I read the marriage section of the Journal.  You 
mention that William Gabree (40) married Malinda Grant (50).

“Malinda Grant was my G[reat]G[grand] Grandmother.   Her husband 
and my G[reat]G[rand] Grandfather was James Grant. He died in 1905 from 
an injury to his leg which resulted in amputation and subsequent death from 
infection.  Her marriage to Gabree lasted a very short time, and she divorced 
him for infidelity. 

“She supported herself after that as a dressmaker in Hardwick and lived 
on Granite St.  That house is still there. She died from cancer in 1924.  My 
Mom remembered her fondly and I have a few pictures of her from the early 
1900s I would estimate based on the clothing.

“It makes me smile to think that she is now remembered in print 161 years 
after she was born.

“[Malinda’s first husband] James [Grant] was an immigrant from Scot-
land.  They are buried in Craftsbury and I try to visit the grave once a year.” 

Publications Committee

Follow-up on the Marriage Article 
in the Previous Issue 

Whistle
                    emporium
Shari Cornish
41 S. Main St. / PO Box 1310
Hardwick, Vermont 05843

802-472-9414
smile@whistleemporium.com
www.whistleemporium.com

Open Tues-Sat. 11-7, Sun Noon - 5
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In late 1917 the Hardwick Gazette urged readers to submit the names of those 
Hardwick men and women serving in the armed forces amassed for the U.S. effort 
in World War I; it also asked for their location, if possible.  The Gazette promised to 
publish the list from time to time.  One such list showed the names of 120 men.1    

Service members wrote letters home, and beginning in November, 1917, the 
Gazette published parts of them. This Journal published parts of the 1917 letters in 
our Winter 2017 issue.2 Here we offer snippets from letters written in 1918.

In January 1918, Harold Smith wrote to his foster mother, Mrs. E. B. Griswold 
of Mackville, from somewhere in France.  “The area is just like Vermont, the trees 
and the land.  They do not raise any corn, all grain and garden truck like we have at 
home”.3

Alice Dow wrote to her mother from the Nurses Club Base Hospital, American 
Expeditionary Forces, France, April 12, 1918.  They were all busy and working hard.  
The only amusement was the Y.M.C.A. hut.  That week they were entertained by 
Elsie James, (perhaps Elsie Janis, an entertainer in World War I), a very well-known 
actress from New York.  She sang, danced, and total funny stories. They all felt much 
better after having her here.4

On April 25, 1918, The Gazette reported that George Pope, one of the first men 
to enlist in the Navy, was home on furlough in Hardwick after more than a year’s ser-
vice on the English, Irish, and French coasts.  He was surprised, after a year away, to 
see so many people in civilian clothes.  Nearly every person “over there” is in some 
kind of uniform, engaged in some kind of war work.  George’s brother Eddie was in 
the Army and brother Clarence was in the Navy.

In May, 1918, Dr. B. F. George recounted his experiences in Camp Jackson, 
South Carolina.  He boasted that he could delegate most of the work to his men.  He 
had two mighty good sergeants, even if they are both Germans.  One was a lawyer, 
and one was a teacher, so they got the paper work fine.5

Dr. George further reported that that morning they had reviewed the division, 
and he had riden with the colonel and his staff.  He managed to come home with the 
horse, but whether he or the horse had sweat the most was the question.  He was “not 
stuck” on that method of travel.

On May 30, 1918, George Pope’s parents received a telegram from the War 
Department informing them that the converted torpedo boat destroyer, Wakiva, on 
which their son Clarence served, had been sunk.  Clarence was saved as were most 
of those on board.6

On June 13, 1918 Mr. and Mrs. F. E. Pope on Mill Street received a telegram 
informing them that their son, Edward N. Pope, infantry, was officially reported as 
missing in action.  He had been serving as a bugler, but he had also been doing his 

Letters Home from the War 
Part II 
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turn in the trenches.  Mr. and Mrs. Pope had two other sons serving in the navy.7  
A few weeks later the Popes received a letter from Edward stating that he was 

now a prisoner of war somewhere in Germany, but he would be able to send four 
postal cards and two letters each month to them.8 

In June of 1918 Wesley Pope received a letter from George Davison, of Hard-
wick, from the trenches in France.  He was serving with a Canadian regiment.  
George urged Wesley to take his time in joining the army.  It was no fun out there 
dodging those lumps of iron the Fritz throws around.9

From the trenches, Ralph Gilman reported that “the sky was nothing but one 
flame like what you have seen when some brush fire is burning at the distance.  That 
is when there is a barrage and a battle going on.  After a few of your best friends fall 
to the ground beside you, it makes a fellow feel like going right through to Germany.  
We are doing what we ought to do, and we belong to Uncle Sam.  If you folks don’t 
get any sugar in your coffee, don’t kick.  You are lucky to get anything to eat.”10

The Gazette reported on two casualties from Hardwick. Harold A. Smith was 
reported as having died from wounds in August of 1918.11  Leon J. Cushion received 
the Distinguished Service Cross for his extra ordinary heroism in locating and fight-
ing enemy machine gunners.  He was killed rushing a machine gun nest.12

The war ended on November 11, 1918.   
Marylou Wood

1.“Shall Hardwick Have an Honor Roll?,” Hardwick Gazette, November 15, 1917; 1.
2.“Letters Home from the War.” Vol. 7, Issue 3 (Winter 2017) Hardwick Historical Society Journal; 

17-20.
3.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, February 28, 1918.
4.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, June 13, 1918.
5.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, May 2, 1918.
6.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, May 30, 1918.
7.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, June 13, 1918.
8.“Edward Pope Reported Missing. Is Prisoner in Germany.” Hardwick Gazette, May 2, 1918.
9.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, June 13, 1918.
10.“Letters from Soldier Boys.” Hardwick Gazette, June 27, 1918.
11.“Hardwick Boy in Fatal Casualty Lists.” Hardwick Gazette, August 15, 1918.
12.“Another Hardwick Boy Makes Supreme Sacrifice.” Hardwick Gazette, December 5, 1918.

Archival Quality Containers to Protect  
Your Family Papers 

Now Available at the HHS
All folders @ $.50 ea.

15" x 12" x 10" cartons @ $12.50 ea.
15" x 6" x 10" cartons @ $8.50 ea.

Encapsulation polyester:  
2 mil @ $.85/sheet // 3 mil @ $1.10/sheet

Contact Lorraine Hussey at 472-5903
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Over Fifty Years of Cribbage

It’s 5:00 p.m. on a chilly, late  
September afternoon, and Mary 
Morin and Connie Robb are 
getting settled into their cus-
tomary seats pulled up to a 
stout hardwood table for an  
enjoyable two-hour game 
of cribbage. The two neigh-
bors get together to play crib-
bage twice a day, every day they 
can,  during their summers at  
Caspian Lake in Greensboro. It’s a 
tradition that dates back to 1967 –  
almost 51st year playing cards 
together. They play four games of 
cribbage at noon, and then at 5:00 
p.m., they return to play for two 
more hours.

These two ladies are very much 
in their element playing cribbage 
on Morin’s sheltered front porch. 
Everything about their game is 
traditional and regimented. Over 
the 51 years, they’ve played at the same card table, sat in the 
same two chairs, on the same side of the table, using their 
original cribbage board, the same colored pegs, and putting 
their winnings into the same stein. They play for a quarter 
a game. They estimate they may have played 35,000 games. 
Many previous summers they played over a 1,000 games. 
These days they average 500-600 games.

Mary happened upon their card table at a yard sale. It 
had red paint all over one corner and black paint on the other 
corner. At first she was disgusted with the table and almost 
burned it. The three-foot square hardwood table is perfect for 
cards. Over the years, she and Connie have gradually removed 
all the paint by scratching at it with quarters and fingernails 
as they played. 

The table sits up against the front edge of Mary’s covered 
porch. Beside them is a long row of windows, which, years 
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ago, allowed them to keep an eye on their growing children on 
the front lawn.

The connection of the two women began over 93 years ago 
in Craftsbury when Mary was born. She grew up on a farm 
there with her parents, Phillip and Alexina Morin, two sisters 
and four brothers. Mary’s parents were very good friends with 
Henry and Mary Goodhue. Mary was named after Mrs. Good-
hue, and her brother, Henry, for Mr. Goodhue. The Goodhue’s 
were Connie Robb’s maternal grandparents. Mary had Con-
nie’s mother, Marion, as her elementary teacher in Crafts-
bury.

Connie’s parents, Fred and Marion Shattuck, lived across 
the street from Hardwick Academy in a brick house. Mary says 
that at the end of the school day when she was in high school 
at Hardwick Academy, she would see Connie in her playpen 
across the street. 

Connie was in middle school when her father would join 
friends like Lynn Wheeler and George Slayton and play crib-
bage all night. Connie said Fred was a very good player, and 
he coined a phase she still uses today about cutting the deck 
- “Cut them deep and weep, cut them thin and win”

Connie remembers how naively her mother watched some 
of those games. Marion would keep an eye on things and some-
times had to remind Fred that he was counting his points 
twice. Meanwhile, Fred knew exactly what he was doing and 
hinted that maybe Marion should remain silent.

All are welcome!

Buffalo Mountain 
Coop & Cafe

472-6020
Mon-Fri 8-7, Sat. 9-6, Sun. 10-6

Main Street Hardwick
 Celebrating over 40 Years!

Kimball House
Bed & Breakfast

Sue & Todd Holmes
173 Glenside Avenue, Hardwick, VT 05843

802-472-6228

www.kimballhouse.com ~ info@kimballhouse.com

“A warm and comfortable home in the heart of the Northeast Kingdom”
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Mary married Richard Morin in 1944, and they had four 
children, Sharyn, Julie, Rick and Valerie. They divorced in 
1982, and Mary married Larry Giroux. They divorced 20 years 
later, and Mary re-married Richard in 2003. He passed 10 
years later.

Mary spent her early working years in Holyoke, Massa-
chusetts, as a supervisor for a paper company. After 10 years 
at that job, she returned to Vermont and starting in 1975, 
worked as a caregiver until her retirement in 2000. 

Connie and husband, John Robb, spent most of their 
working lives in Swanton, Vt., where John was a school su-
perintendent, and Connie was a school librarian. They had 
three children, Patrick, Kelly and Michael. Both Connie and 
John had their roots in Hardwick.

John’s father, 
Bill Robb, who was a  
postal worker in Hard-
wick and had four chil-
dren. He owned two 
adjacent camps on Cas-
pian Lake in the Win-
nimere section which he 
rented out in the sum-
mers.  In 1965, Connie 
and John bought one 
camp, and Mary and 
Richard bought the oth-
er. The cribbage games 
started in 1967. 

Throughout the 
years, many of the kids, 
relatives and husbands 
have joined Connie and 

Andrea Gilbert, D.V.M
802-472-8400

www.hardwickvet.com

64 N. Main St. PO Box 760
Hardwick, VT 05843
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Family Owned

Mary in their cribbage games. When the kids joined them for 
the afternoon games, the mothers had to provide snacks and 
drinks. Today, the afternoon sessions are just the perfect 
Happy Hour for the pair.

When the weather is cool, the two have been known to 
drag the table into camp to stay warm, but they love their spot 
against the outside wall. It’s traditional. “We don’t like to go 
into the camp,” explains Mary. “It’s just not the same.”

They play for a quarter a game. If one of them gets skunked, 
then it’s 50 cents. A double skunk costs you a $1.00. The 
metal stein with a glass bottom they use to collect the win-
nings sits on the shelf by the window. Mary’s son won it in 
Massachusetts 51 years ago and, though the lid is broken, it 
still serves its purpose.

When they first began playing in 1967, the winner got a 
quarter. They soon discovered, because their games were so 
even, that they just kept passing the same quarter back and 
forth. So they decided the loser of each game had to put a 
quarter in the stein.

And that’s how they have collectively raised money each 
summer for shared camp expenses. Over the 51 years, they 
have raised somewhere between $8,000-$12,000. Playing four 
games at noon and seven to eight in the evening, the two tend 
to generate about $3.00 a day for the camp kitty. From June 
through September, they average $70.00-$80.00 a month.

Years ago, they opened a bank account for their cribbage 
money. Connie’s husband, John, went to the bank once a 
week to make deposits, but when the bank started charging 
$3.00 a month service fees, they abandoned that option.

Their winnings have purchased some pretty amazing 
things. In 1981, they paid $517.00 for a new septic system. 
In 1989, they paid $85.00 to have it cleaned. Last year, it cost 
them $240.00 to have it cleaned.
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Their kitty paid $300.00 to jackhammer out their old ce-
ment dock which had once been used to extract ice out of 
Caspian Lake in the winters. The games bankrolled $714.00 
in 1987 to build a new wooden dock. In 1996, they paid Paul 
LaVertu $415.00 in April and $600.00 in June to refurbish 
the dock after a cruel winter. One year, Connie and Mary used 
their winnings to fund a lobster feed for both families.

The cribbage board the two use, in Morin’s estimation, is 
over 75 years old. It’s straight, flat, solid and thick. They can’t 
stand to use any of today’s fancier boards; they despise ones 
that go in circles or around curves.  

They always sit on the same side of the board. Connie ap-
pears to be the rougher player, the pegging holes on her side of 
the board are developing a groove.The pegs they use are always 
green and red. Mary always has green, Connie always has red. 
They tried switching colors one year, but it fouled them up. 

Hay’s Service Station, Inc.
Phone: 802-472-5922

Mill Street
P.O. Box 432

Hardwick, VT 05843
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Connie says their approach to the game differs a little. Once 
the cards are dealt, Connie almost instantly decides which ones 
she wants to throw in the crib.1 “It may not always be the right 
decision,” she says. “But I throw my cards in right away.” Mary 
is a little more deliberate. She will study her six cards very in-
tently and take a little more time before deciding which two 
cards she wants to release into the crib. Then they play fast. 
It takes these two ladies no time to add up their hands. There 
isn’t a combination of cards they can’t instantly calculate in 
their heads. Mary complains that at age 93, she can’t count 
as quickly as she used to. But don’t believe it. She is a leg-
end in Florida where she plays in the winters. And nothing ir-
ritates her more than watching her companions taking forever 
to count cards and make moves. She can do it in an instant, as 
can Connie. Mary admits that shuffling the cards has become 
harder for her. “I can’t do it very well anymore, she said, “The 
only good shuffling I can do now is when I walk.”

The duo say they go through about two decks of cards a 
year. Their cribbage board is very thick and it has a compart-
ment inside it that holds a complete deck of cards.

Connie seems to love keeping records and she has a running 
history of their every game for most years. She has filled several 
journals with their daily cribbage history. She even changes the 
color of the pen she uses to mark the different days.

Connie thinks that over the years, she may have won a few 
more games than Mary, but said Mary is better at skunking. 

Life. Money. Let’s make the most of both.

cbna.com

84 VT Route 15 West, Hardwick 
802-472-6556

Equal Housing Lender  |   Member FDIC
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A skunk is worth two wins. “She should be better than me,” 
quips Mary. “She’s 15 years younger.”

Connie and Mary are perfect partners. Connie’s records show 
their wins are always very close. This year, Mary has won 184 
games and Connie 190. Mary has 34 skunks and Connie 37. In 
2003, they played 675 games. Mary won 310, Connie 295. Mary 
had 32 skunks and Connie had 40. By the end of that summer, 
a measly 25 cents separated the two. In 2002, Connie won 345 
games and Mary won 357. Connie had 57 skunks and Mary 51. 
They came out even money that year over 819 games.

On September 25th, 2005, Mary won the 1,000th game they 
played that summer. Connie ended the year winning 474 games 
and had 94 skunks while Mary had 483 wins and 80 skunks  in 
1134 games played. But both ladies have had quite a few perfect 
hands over the years.

Both retired ladies spend their winters in Florida. They live 
close to each other, Connie in Venice and Mary in North Port, so 
they try to play once a week in the winter.
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While playing, they agree on two subjects they will never 
discuss - religion and politics. “We each have our own opin-
ions on them, “ says Connie. “So we don’t waste our time dis-
cussing them.”

The two are as close as two different people can be, and 
they obviously know each other inside and out.  It’s been a 
lifetime together, helped along by the simple love of playing 
cribbage -  almost every day, twice a day, all summer long, for 
the last 51 years.

Patrick Hussey

1.Ed. note: If you don’t know the rules for Cribbage, go to https://www.bicyclecards.com/how-to-
play/cribbage/ .

Subscribe online, $30 • hardwickgazette.com

      
TheHardwick
Gazette

Independent
local news
since 1889.
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Mystery House

We’re happy to report that Bert Hooper identified Mystery 
House #9 as 555 Wolcott Street. We also learned that Mystery 
House #10 is located at 80 Highland Avenue, but the identifi-
er asked not to be named. This issue has Mystery House #11 
and #12. If you can identify them, contact Lorraine Hussey 
(472-5903) or Elizabeth Dow (472-6424). 

House 11

House 12
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I was born in 1935 and brought up in Hardwick beginning at 
age 3. I was ages six through ten during the Second World War 
(1941 through 1945). Here are some of my boyhood memories 
of that war. 

I am in the first grade with Miss Kneeland. We start the day 
by standing at attention and saying the Pledge of Allegiance (the 
original Pledge, before “under God” was added after “one nation”). 
In the class we are sold war stamps at 10 cents per stamp. Our 
stamps go into a book, and when we collect enough filled books, 
we can get a war bond.

At the side of our school, the old Hardwick Academy and 
Graded School, there was a metal scrap pile, and we were en-
couraged to bring our scrap metal to add to the pile. I remem-
ber getting excited by discovering what seemed to me to be a 
gold mine of old metal in the bank behind our house on Dewey 
Street.

We had Ration Books with coupons that set limits on what 
we could buy, although I don’t remember our wanting for any 
food except that we were unable to get all the meat we wanted. 
It was difficult to get soap powder, too, and I remember being 
sent to the Davis store on Main Street1 to try to get some. I still 
remember getting an unknown brand called Pop which said on 
the label, “Mom’s tired, let Pop do it.” It was a greatly inferior 
product. 

Throughout most of my early childhood, the war was happen-
ing – simply a part of our lives. Nothing seemed unusual about it. 
We played war games: Americans vs Germans or Japs.2 I bought 
a game that allowed me to bomb the enemy. My comic books fre-
quently had war stories. The war was what our Hardwick world 
was like, and Hardwick was the only world I knew.

Childhood Memories of World War II 
in Hardwick  

John & Doug des Groseilliers
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There was a small shack on a hill next to the Main Street 
Cemetery. Someone was there at all times to watch for enemy 
planes.3 It seems absurd now to believe they would come and 
bomb Hardwick, but at the time, when Hardwick was my only 
world, anything seemed plausible. After the war, the shack was 
moved, intact, to our neighbor’s house at the end of Dewey 
Street. 

We had air raid drills. Bells were rung, the same bells used to 
announce a fire. The bell was rung one way for a fire and another 
way for an air raid drill. During air raid drills, all lights were to be 
turned off in the village or shielded with a blackout curtain. My 
grandfather, Alex Young, the Warden for our neighborhood, went 
about to see if all light was extinguished. He would come back 
home and confess that he saw some lights still showing, but he 
was too shy to do anything about it.

We kept a pail of dirt on our porch, ready to to put out a fire 
if a bomb hit. This shows how seriously we all took the potential 
danger.

I have a strong memory of the death of President Franklin 
Delano Roosevelt4 and how my playmates and I gathered in the 
field at the junction of Dewey and Spring Streets to talk about 
what this might mean. He was replaced by Harry Truman whom, 
as far as I could tell, most adults thought was a buffoon. At the 
time, our village and state were largely Republicans, while my 
family members were Democrats. Years later in high school, 
when I wrote an essay praising Harry Truman, my teacher, Leo-
na Cobb, thought it was ridiculous.

When V Day came,5 and the war with Germany was over, the 
church bells were rung and the Rev. Mr. John Chester Smith 
conducted a service of thanksgiving at the United Church. 

The price of this war, with all its human suffering and casual-
ties, was largely kept from us children. Except for one poignant 
memory. I learned that out neighbor, Peggy Jones, lost her only 
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son, Robert, in the war. It was a loss she never got over. Years lat-
er, when Robert’s remains were found and returned, there was a 
committal service at the Main Street cemetery. I remember how 
the American flag that covered his casket was folded up and 
handed to a shy, still grief-stricken mother.

I took part in and was moved by annual Memorial Day events. 
After the parade, the community would gather at the bridge over 
the Lamoille River near the Nancy Lee Fruit Market, now the Le-
gion Hall, and a wreath was thrown into the river to memorialize 
those who had sacrificed their lives.

I do not remember as a child being told or hearing anything 
about the war’s atrocities: the Nazi holocaust, the dropping of 
the atomic bomb on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. I remember V-J 
Day,6 church bells ringing again, another service of thanksgiv-
ing, signifying the end of the war with Japan and the very end of 
World War II.

I have a strong memory at age 10 or 11 reading about the 
founding of the United Nations. I believed then, naively, that this 
meant the end forever of wars in our world. In fact there have 
been around 30 wars since that big one.   

Robert Drechsler
1.Ed. note: Now the apartment building at 426 South Main.
2.Ed. note: Allen Davis, b. 1931, whose father owned the Davis store, remembers that nobody want-

ed to play the part of the Germans or Japanese.
3.Ed. note: See “Hardwick’s Air Attack Warning System” in the HHS Journal Vol. 5 Issue 4, p11-15, for 

more about plane spotting in Hardwick during WWII.
4.Ed. note: April 12, 1945
5.Ed. note: Victory in Europe Day, May 8, 1945.
6.Ed. note: Victory in Japan Day, August 14, 1945.
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ClipJointCo.com			   (802) 472-3544

Northeast Service Center
Automotive Repair

191 Wolcott St.
P.O.Box 134, Hardwick Vt 
802-472-6605
George Howard

The 1918 Flu

Nobody can say with absolute certainty where the 1918 flu 
evolved, though a lot of circumstantial evidence makes Haskell 
County, Kansas, a likely place. It struck there with such ferocity in 
January, 1918, that a local doctor, though not required to, reported 
it to the U.S. Public Health Service. “Several Haskell men who had 
been exposed to the flu went to Camp Furston, in central Kansas. 
Days later, on March 4, the first soldier known to have influenza re-
ported ill.” It spread through the population of soldiers who moved 
from one Army installation to another as part of their involvement 
with World War I, then in its last year  – “24 of 36 large camps had 
outbreaks sickening tens of thousands....” Civilians in contact with 
the military took the flu home with them.1 

The virus killed between 50 and 100 million people around the 
world – at least three times the number that fell during War I, and 
much faster than any other illness in recorded history. Usually, 
the human influenza A virus is deadlier to infants and the elderly, 
but the 1918 strain killed large numbers in their 20s and 30s – 
mainly with secondary bacterial infections, especially pneumonia. 
Researchers have found that a human H1 virus that had been cir-
culating among humans since around 1900 picked up genetic ma-
terial from a bird flu virus just before 1918, and this became the 
deadly pandemic strain.2  

The first phase seemed to disappear by early summer. It had 
sickened hundreds of thousands of people, but relatively few died. 
In August the disease exploded as a mutated and much more lethal 
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strain. In September 1, 1918, the 1,200 patient infirmary at Fort 
Devens, Massachusetts,  held 84 people. On September 7, the first 
flu patient arrived, and within a very short time, 1,543 soldiers re-
ported sick in a single day, overwhelming hospital facilities, doctors, 
nurses, and auxiliary hospital staff. “With too few cafeteria workers 
to feed patients and staff, the hospital ceased to accept patients...
leaving thousands more sick and dying in barracks.”3 

The war and government policies made a difficult pandemic 
worse. The military had conscripted half the nations doctors under 
the age of 45 – “and most of the best ones.” Also, because Con-
gress had passed the Sedition Act calling for a 20 year sentence 
for spreading “pessimistic stories” or opposition to the war, “public 
officials, determined to keep morale up, began to lie,” and newspa-
pers spread the optimistic stories they were fed by public officials 
claiming that “Spanish flu is plain la grippe – same old fever and 
chills.”4

The public sensed otherwise. They could see the number of sick 
among them; communities ran out of coffins. But with no reliable 
source of information, fear and self-interest overrode people’s im-
pulse to help one another. When large cities put out calls for vol-
unteers to fill in some of the duties of sick health-care providers, 
no one came. “An internal Red Cross report concluded, ‘A fear and 
panic of the influenza akin to the terror of the Middle Ages regard-
ing the Black Plague, [has] been prevalent in many parts of the 
country.’ ”5 

In late fall, 1918, the second phase ended as quickly as it had 
erupted. A third phase appeared in the spring of 1919, but it caused 
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fewer deaths than the 1918 strains of the virus. By 1920, 20% of 
the world’s population had caught the flu. Within months, it had 
killed more people than any other illness in recorded history. In 
the US, it infected 25% of the population, and it killed so many 
– 670,0006 – that, statistically, the average life expectancy of the 
population dropped by 12 years.7

Elizabeth H. Dow 
1.John M. Barry. “How the Horrific 1918 Flue Spread across America,” Smithsonian Magazine, No-

vember 2017. (https://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/journal-plague-year-180965222 ) 
Viewed October 4, 2018.

2.Catharine Paddock, “Why Was 1918 Flu Pandemic So Deadly? Research Offers New Clue” Medical 
News Today, April 29, 2014 (https://www.medicalnewstoday.com/articles/276060.php) Viewed 
October 4, 2018.

3.Barry.
4.Barry. He claims the pandemic became known as the Spanish flu, because Spain did not censor its 

newspapers as the US and most of Europe did, and the Spanish papers wrote openly about the 
pandemic.

5.Barry.
6.Barry.
7.National Archives and Records Administration. “The Deadly Virus; the Influenza Epidemic of 1918.” 

(https://www.archives.gov/exhibits/influenza-epidemic/) Viewed October 4, 2018.
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Hardwick’s Flu Epidemic

“Hardwick is feeling the effects of the epidemic known as 
the Spanish Influenza, which in the fatal cases develops into 
pneumonia....”1 reported the Hardwick Gazette in October 10, 1918. 
The sub-headline claimed about 100 cases had been reported to 
the local Health Officer, including three deaths from pneumonia – 
Attenio Denesi, 27, died October 5, Magistris Bartholmew, 44, died 
October 6, and Albert Constantino, 9, died October 10. The paper 
failed to note that Mary Wakefield, 26, had died October 1. 

“Hardwick is unfortunate,” the paper continued, “that only three 
physicians are available in this village and only one in East Hard-
wick, Dr. Harvey, and he is sick, while in this village, Dr. Carter is 
sick. That leaves only Drs. Ferris and Darling to attend to the wants 
of the sick people.  No help is to be had either. Whole families are 
stricken practically at the same time and no one to care for them, 
and it is just this lack of care that develops into the fatal cases.  
The hospital is crowded and no extra help can be secured for that 
institution.”

The writer wondered about volunteers to help. “It does seem in 
cases of this kind that there ought to be volunteers in Hardwick, 
who, with proper precautions and safeguards, could go into the 
hospital or the homes for a few hours each day to help relieve the 
sufferings therein. It is being done in other places and it could be 
done here.”

Like much of the rest of the country, much of Hardwick had 
closed. “Two barber shops are closed on account of the distemper, 
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the Post Office is crippled by four less[sic] members, clerks are sick, 
schools, churches, and the library are closed, but it is hoped that 
the  pleasant weather of this week will make things begin to look 
better, and that the crisis in this place has at last been past.”

By the next week, things seemed better. “While perhaps several 
of the cases of Spanish Influenza have developed into pneumonia 
with fatal results, the number of cases is decreasing and the situa-
tion seems under control.2 The reporter had not yet learned that the 
day this paper hit the streets Hardwick lost five of its residents – the 
most in a single day during the flu pandemic. 

In response to the pandemic that raged across the state, the 
State Board of Health established a system for responding, and 
Hardwick took advantage of it. 

“The only two available physicians, Drs. Darling and Ferris, be-
coming overworked with the continual call upon their services with 
the increasing spread of the epidemic in the nearby towns, the local 
board of health decide to secure aid from the State Board of Health 
at Burlington. Dr. Charles F. Dalton was communicated with and 
as a result Dr. Henri Pache arrived in town Monday at one o’clock 
with two four-year medical students, Dr. DeCicco and Dr. Rabi-
nonivitch, to help the two local doctors. Dr. Pache only came as an 
organizer and remained only for a short time. He met the selectmen 
and other interested citizens at the Memorial building at 1:30 p.m., 
and organized and outlined a system of work which has been well 
carried out. Headquarters were established at the town clerk’s of-
fice, and all calls received there for the services of physicians were 
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Wolcott Street, Hardwick Vermont

promptly attended to. The two local doctors were asked to submit a 
list of their patients so that the ground could be covered systemati-
cally.  One physician had already handed in his list and signified 
his appreciation of the help that would be derived from the assis-
tance of the two young doctors, but the other did not do so. Each 
physician had a card report of each day’s work upon which card 
was the name of the patient visited, the number in the family, the 
address, the condition and whether to visit the patient the following 
day or not. This system has worked out in good shape and every 
call put in has been answered almost immediately.

“Dr. DeCisso and Dr. Rabinonivitch were both in Barre during 
the height of the epidemic there and were well conversant with just 
such a situation as we found here and they have worked in harmony 
with all in the work and have done a great deal of good, have relieved 
the local overworked physicians are courteous to all and have made 
a good impression.  They came here voluntarily and have made hard 
trips to West Woodbury several times and to other difficult points in 
surrounding mountainous country. The drivers from the Johnson 
garage have been ready and were on the go night and day to car-
ry any doctors wherever sent and their knowledge of the roads and 
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country have made this system work out so well as it has.
“In regard to the article appearing in Vermont papers in which it 

was made to appear that Hardwick had 250 known cases, Dr. Dar-
ling stated at the meeting held at the Memorial Building last Mon-
day afternoon that probably there were 250 cases in Hardwick, East 
Hardwick, Stannard, Walden and Woodbury, there being nearly 70 
cases in the later town, and that in the village of Hardwick since 
the disease appeared there have not been more than 125 to 150 
cases.”3

The Hardwick community seems not to have abandoned its 
sense of commitment to one another. The Gazette reported that “The 
Red Cross has also been doing great work in the relief line, having 
headquarters at Mrs. Blanche Kent’s with Boy Scouts always on 
hand to do the errands, and great many families have received help 
so far as assistance was needed to do work in and about the house. 
The Red Cross has also established a canteen over the hardware 
store and women are there daily to prepare broths, soups of all 
kinds for the families who are sick and unable to get their won[sic] 
meals and this has been a great boon to the sick ones and a call to 
the place from the sick meets a ready response.

“The local board of health wish it understood that the doctors 
who are here can be had at any time by just calling them at the 
town clerk’s office.”

Elizabeth H. Dow
1.“Hardwick Feeling the Effects of Epidemic.” Hardwick Gazette, October 10, 1918; p1.
2.“Influenza Situation Seems Improved.” Hardwick Gazette, October 17, 1918; p1.
3. Hardwick Gazette, October 17, 1918; p1.
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Hardwick Death Statistics, 1918

Hardwick’s death records contain the names of the local 
residences who died in 1918. Of the 77 deaths recorded for 
1918, 28 died of flu. 22 of the 28 died between October 1 
and December 1. The certificates provides the same informa-
tion of all deaths, and I chose to focus on the name of the 
deceased, date of death, age, and number of days ill. Here’s 
what the records show about deaths from pneumonia.

The first phase of the pandemic was frequently referred to 
as the 3-day fever. It’s difficult to say whether the flu caused 
these spring and summer deaths. The doctors didn’t report 
them as flu related, as they did the fall deaths. That may 
reflect that the pneumonia had nothing to do with flu, or 
perhaps that the doctors hadn’t caught on. Before antibiotics 
subdued pneumonia, people commonly referred to it as “the 
old man’s friend,” meaning that it caused the death of many 
an elderly person who wanted a way out of a life they no lon-
ger enjoyed, as may have been the case of Charles B. Clark. 
Fortunato Guizzetti may have already developed silicosis as 
a result of his years as a granite cutter, and the pneumonia 
ended what had become a hard struggle to breathe. Evanden 
Collier, Gertrude Cook, and Albert Perley, however, suit the 
profile of young adults that the flu attached and killed in 
great numbers.



27

In none of my reading have I found mention of fetus 
deaths as a result of the mother’s having the flu. 

Lucio and Nicola DeBono both contracted the flu on 
10/19. Lucio died 4 days later; Nicola 9. 

The death certificates do not provide information on the 
families the deceased left behind. Nor do they say anything 
about the collective trauma this pandemic caused in the 
community. The news of the end of the war on 11/11/18 
would have lifted the public spirits, as it did everywhere else, 
but the flu had made an impact before it, too, went away. 

Nobody in Hardwick died of pneumonia in 1919.
Elizabeth H. Dow
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