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Hardwick Historical Society News

 

	

In November, 2021, as Judy Nudd and Elizabeth Dow put 
the last of the books on the bookshelves in the Angell Room, Dow 
noticed that one particularly old book had some stuff tucked into 
it: several little notes acknowledging the payment of debts and 
a letter. The letter, written in 1816 from Timothy Grow to his 
daughter and son-in-law, Elihu and Dalinda Brunson, in Hard-
wick, described the weather in Hartland, where Grow lived. Fas-
cinating! We’ve published a shortened version in this issue. The 
letter also inspired the program for our annual meeting. 

**** 
The Annual Meeting of the Hardwick Historical Society will 

take place on May 23, 2022, at the Hardwick Town House. Af-
ter the business meeting, Howard Coffin will deliver his address 
entitled “Vermont, 1800 and Froze to Death: The Cold Year of 
1816.”  

**** 
On December 20, 2021, Debbie Brown, Mike Clark, Eliza-

beth Dow, Mary Jane Fradette, and Pat Hussey accepted the 
invitation of Ray Small, editor of the Hardwick Gazette to collect 
“whatever I don’t want” from the old Gazette Building before he 
closed the doors and turned off the furnace. The acquisitions 
crew moved the material to the Hardwick Historical Society’s 
(HHS) headquarters in the old railroad station.

Over the course of two hours, the HHS crew collected the 
newspaper “morgue” from 1950 to the present, samples of the 
technology of newspaper production to illustrate how it has 
changed,  plaques and certificates awarded to The Hardwick Ga-
zette and its employees, and other pictures and mementos which 
adorned the walls. 

About fifteen years ago, the HHS purchased the collection 
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of the Gazette running from 1898 through 1955  that Rick Nor-
cross, a native of East Hardwick, had acquired in the 1960s. 
Three years ago, Small gave the HHS all the issues that pre-
dated 1898, so the HHS could include them in its project to digi-
tize all the extant pre-1920 Gazettes. As a result, the HHS had 
Gazette issues beginning in 1890, the paper’s second volume. 
No known issues from the first volume have survived. With the 
new acquisitions, the HHS holds an almost complete collection 
of Hardwick Gazettes – the only such in the world.

The HHS also has complete collections of two other Hardwick 
newspapers – the Hardwickian, published by Roger LeCours be-
tween 1975 and 1979 and The Community Journal, published by 
Sherry Lussier in 2001 and 2002. 

**** 
Some time ago we reported that a generous member gave us 

money to create a cumulative collection of the first 10 years of the 
Journal including a Table of Contents and an Index. His gift will 
pay for copies for the school libraries and the Jeudevine Library 
in Hardwick, and also in the University of Vermont library and 
the Vermont State Library. The collection fills over 800 pages (!) 
in two volumes, so we cannot send one to every member, but the 
printer will create them on demand for those who want copies. 
The company will charge us $98 per set, and we will as $110 to 
ship it to you. That essentially amounts to $10 per year plus $10 
shipping. If you want a set, drop us a line, or email us at  info@
hardwickvthistory.org.

The Publications Committee

Corrections
Putting together a publication involves a lot of moving parts, and peo-

ple make mistakes.  I felt much chagrin when I noticed, as soon as I my 
Winter, 2022, issue that on page 25, some numbers don’t make sense. 
I immediately knew how the errors came about, but that doesn’t make 
them less embarrassing. <sigh/>

The Sanborn twins were born in 1795, not 1794. I got it right in the text, 
but mis-keyed the chart.

Lewis Norris didn’t die in 17974. He died in 1797; the 4 should have ap-
peared superscripted to send you to footnote 4.

	 I apologize.
Elizabeth H. Dow
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The Tambora Eruption1

“The summer of 1816 has been called ‘the summer that 
never was’, ‘the poverty year’ and ‘eighteen hundred and 
froze to death’. Temperatures that year fell around the world 
causing massive crop failures, killing livestock, and creat-
ing calamitous food shortages. The unprecedented cold and 
violent storms were caused by severe volcanic activity in In-
donesia in 1815 and the resulting ash and dust high in the 
atmosphere that blocked the sun, reducing solar radiation, 
and lowering temperatures around the globe.

After centuries of quiet, the 13,000 high volcano, Mount 
Tambora, on the north end of Sumbawa Island in what is 
now Indonesia, awakened. On the evening of April 5, 1815, 

Mt. Tambura’s crater.
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it began to erupt in a series of explosions heard hundreds 
of miles away. A volcanic column shot over 15 miles up into 
the sky and then fell to earth in a flow of ash, pumice and 
debris, killing some 10,000 people. When the flow reached 
the ocean, the displaced water formed a sixteen foot high 
tsunami that rushed over the nearby Indonesian islands, 
sweeping away everything and everyone in its path.

	 The eruption had blown an estimated 25 to 35 cubic 
miles of ash and debris into the air and left a crater four 
miles wide and over 3,600 feet deep. By the following year, 
the dust and ash from the Tambora eruption swirled about 
the earth’s upper atmosphere, and the world’s weather un-
derwent a drastic change.2

.    
                                                                   

Douglas & Nicole
Family owned and operated, we provide caring and professional 

funeral and cremation assistance
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Dear Children

Timothy Grow (1755-1842), wrote the following letter to his oldest 
daughter, Dalinda, and her husband, Elihu Bronson or Brunson in 
Hardwick. Since letters did not have envelopes, he folded the contents 
to the inside and addressed an outside page. As an afterthought, 
Grow added to the outside page, “I think it may be worth while to lay 
by this letter safe, as it may be of some use for some future period to 
remember the special season.”  Fortunately, the family did. In the in-
terest of readability, I have modernized Grow’s language; in the inter-
est of space, I have abridged the letter. You may see the original letter 
and a transcription at the Depot. – EHD.

Hartland [Vt.] June 10th Monday 4 O’Clock 1816
Dear Children, I write to inform you of the Special Season which 

has attended us of late. Last Wednesday was a warm pleasant day. 
Thursday morning (wind at Northwest) was cooler, and it grew cold 
all day.  I visited Mount Hunger returning towards night, with my 
great coat and surtout1  and gloves  on, and suffered for want of 

Not what Vermonters expect to see in late June.
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socks over my boots.2 Thick cloudy, and high wind. Friday was very 
similar weather. Saturday equally cold, the sun broke out a little. 
Charles Brown laid wall by the meeting house considerable part of 
the day with his coat and jacket and surtout on. .... It would make 
me curl to go from the house to the barn, with my winter clothes on. 
The wind strong at N.W. The clouds breaking. And the sky that way: 
glistening like Jan., I said to our folks “if the crops are not all frozen 
in the morning, it will be a miracle. But God saw fit to draw a thick 
cloud over the horizon, and kept the wind up, so that it froze but 
trifling. Yesterday it cleared off, and moderated a little. This morning 
there was frost as has been for four mornings together, even hard 
enough to freeze over water in tub. Thursday and Friday, snow a 
great part of both them days, so that the hills North and East were 
white till almost noon. (I believe it was not seen here on the ground 
except Saturday morning in streaks by the fences.) 

I have just returned from  viewing the fields, and I find nothing 
killed – even pumpkins appear green – but the corn looks so faint 
that whether it yields any harvest or not I leave. A great part of it is 
not up yet. God’s promise of seed time and harvest so long as the 
Earth remains I conclude will not fail. “When nature fails the Prom-
ise bears,”3 says Watts.4 It appears to be a very doubtful time in our 
country respecting the fruits of the Earth. Many are saying, “I will go 
to Ohio or some other parts, and get away from such cold weather.” 
One Hoyt, in Windsor, [was] speaking so the other day. Capt. Patrick 
asked him if he thought he could get away from the Judgements of 
God, which I think was to the purpose. Jabez Delano Esq. of Wind-
sor was about removing to the state of Ohio, and he received a letter 
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from his friend there a few days ago, as I was informed, not to come 
by any means for there was a great prospect of famine there. The 
warm weather in February and March brought things forward in 
such an uncommon manner that their Wheat eared, and their corn 
was hoed, and there came such extraordinary cold, that the frost 
cut all before it, and had about entirely cut off their prospects of 
bread for the next year. 

From some states farther south yet, we have accounts, that the 
drought has been so severe, that their grain is entirely killed, and 
they have plowed up their fields. May we not say, “Righteous art 
thou, O Lord, when thou contendst with us,” when we consider 
how grievously we have abused God’s blessings, when God has for 
a great many years past caused the Earth to bring fourth by hand-
fuls, as it were, how much grain has been expended for superfluous 
joys, making costly feast for revelers, distilled, and used to intoxicate 
rational beings, causing quarrels, contentions, grief, and wounds. 
How much has grain been speculated upon, distressing the poor 
and the needy. What oppressions have been common among us. 
What idleness, what profanity, what Sabbath breaking, what slan-
dering. What pride and haughtiness, what contempt of religion; and 
what shall I more say while good laws are made to suppress these 
enormities, and lawmakers are law breakers. And if one attempts to 
put the law in execution, he maketh himself a prey. And who of us 
shall cast the first stone at them.

									       
June 14

I believe there was more damage done by the frost on Monday 
morning than I was aware as I am so blind I did not discern it. But 
it was harder on Tuesday than before; more especially on brooks or 
rivers. Some on hills have begun to weed, and some by the streams 
are planting their corn over again. Ours is some damaged but much 
less than many others. Some stalks wilted to the ground, others 
some leaves nipped, others not touched.
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When I went to White River with Silas,5 I had but returned, 
when Brother David Richardson,6 his wife, and Nathaniel drove up 
to the door. They tarried three nights....This morning they set out 
for Wilmington on their return. Your cousin David has gone to the 
state of Ohio and Rufus Richardson with him and purchased a mile 
square of land at rising of $3 per acre. Both your uncles think of 
selling out and going there before many years. Francis and Martin 
expect to set out in September with David’s, and Francis’ families if 
they don’t receive contrary orders from David, who is there, making 
preparation for them. 

Rejoiced to hear from you, hope you and we shall not be un-
mindful of God’s goodness in granting any more favorable symp-
toms in Dalinda.7 We rejoice that Emelia8 was able and willing to 
go and take care of her. We hope she will be very careful of herself, 
and her sister, as we think her life under God depends on her not 
exposing herself. We hope likewise that she will take the best care 
of Dalinda that’s possible, and that she (Dalinda) will throw off the 
cares of her family and business as much, so not to obstruct her 
regaining in her health, if it may be God’s will. 

I hope you will write every opportunity, and let us know how you 
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all are. If Dalinda should appear to fail, I think we should try to get 
to get there, though it looks like a mountain to me on account of my 
weak breast, and the last part of the road. 

I believe I heartily wish well to all my children, as to worldly 
prosperity; but especially that it may be well with them in spiritual 
things. And that their souls may live farewell.

From your unworthy Father and Friend
 Timothy Grow 

www.FradettesMapleSyrup.com

Subscribe online ~ $45 ~ hardwickgazette.com
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Governments tax what they can monitor. Today governments 
tax primarily real estate, income, and transactions – mostly sales 
– because they can monitor them. In late 18th century Vermont, 
government could monitor different assets. Vermont joined the 
union in 1791, and serious settlement didn’t begin in Hardwick 
until1792, so this article will focus on taxes imposed by the State of 
Vermont, ignoring previous governing bodies.

The founding fathers of the State of Vermont patterned the Ver-
mont constitution of 1777 after the Pennsylvania constitution of 
1776; it modeled its tax laws on the laws of Connecticut. Vermont’s 
first tax law appeared in 1778: “An Act Directing Listers in the Of-
fice and Duty” to “secure an appraisal of property for purposes on 
taxation.” Since many of Vermont’s early settlers came from Con-
necticut, it would have felt very familiar. 

The constitution of the Republic of Vermont changed little when 
the Republic became the State of Vermont. Under Vermont’s tax 
law, every May the towns’ Listers warned every household to sub-
mit a list containing “a true account of all their listable polls [tax-
able people] and all their rateable estate [taxable things.]” by June 
20.2 To minimize evasion, the law gave the Listers the power to add 
things to anyone’s list, and, after they added it, they could multiply 
its taxable value by 4 and keep half of the new value for themselves. 
The same applied to everything a person had if he or she did not 
turn in a list at all.3  

Vermont had limited wealth at the time of the 1778 law, most 
of it in land and “appurtenances necessary for its cultivation...”4 
In a rural area, everyone knew roughly what everyone else owned, 
so there would be little evasion — unlike in urban areas. “The New 
England people of the old stock were a saving people. Whatever was 
earned, beyond the necessities of life, was turned into property, and 

Pre-industrial Vermont Taxes1

If any of your “horse kind” escaped, you had to pay about $2.50 to get it 

back. [Vermont. Acts And Laws Passed by the Legislature of the State of 

Vermont. [1798-1800]. Windsor, Vermont,: Alden Spooner, 1801; 9]
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presumably the most remunerative kind of property. Property thus 
became an index of ability [to pay], and … formed a just basis for 
taxation.” The system worked only in a community in which what 
each person owned “was tangible and visible.”5 

As you read the chart below, consider what observable assets 
don’t appear on the list of taxable assets: tools and unimproved 
land. The law taxed income-producing buildings but not ordinary 
buildings, such as dwellings, and farm buildings.  It did not tax 
farm animals other than cattle and horses – no sheep, pigs, chick-
ens, ducks, geese, etc. – and no necessary vehicles. 

The 1778 law “formed the starting-point of [tax] legislation of the 
next 40 years.” Any revisions just updated the law to account for 
the changes in the economic reality of the time.6  The war of 1812 
brought more manufacturing to Vermont and to the country as a 
whole, and, beginning in 1819,  tax law changed accordingly.7 But 
that’s a story for another day. 

Elizabeth H. Dow

  Sue Holmes
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During the Civil War, Hardwick’s Grand List fell from $5275 
in 1860 to $4759 in 1865 – a 9% drop – reflecting Hardwick’s 
loss of men and general economic robustness. In 1868, the 
Grand List grew to $49651  – a sign of recovery, but hardly 
enough recovery to explain the leap of faith in the future the 
voters took when they voted that year to support the building 
of a railroad through Hardwick. 

A group of entrepreneurs, including Horace Fairbanks 
of St. Johnsbury, planned a railroad to run from Portland, 
Maine, through Vermont to Ogdensburg, New York, hoping to 
draw port traffic away from Boston to Portland, Maine. They 
planned the new railroad to run from Portland to St. Johns-
bury and then southwest to Montpelier, where it could connect 
with the Central Vermont Railroad to run down the Winooski 
River Valley to join the railroads in the Burlington area. 

To fund the railroad, the planners asked towns along the 
proposed route to buy bonds, arguing that a location along 
the railroad line would provide economic advantages. When 
Montpelier voters refused to support the proposal, a group 
of Lamoille Valley businessmen seized the opportunity to in-
ject new life into the Valley by having the railroad connect to 

The Courage to Invest in the Future

The first railroad station in South Hardwick – located on the east side of 
Maple Street. 
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the Northern Vermont and Lake Champlain Railroad at Cam-
bridge.2  

At a special Town Meeting on March 17, 1868, Hardwick 
voters voted 138 to 96 to fund the new railroad. They settled 
no details at that meeting, but between March and August, 
the Town agreed to purchase 600 shares of stock valued at 
$60,000.3 The terms were dated August 4, 1868, and record-
ed in the Town records in a calligraphy that does not appear 
anywhere else in the book, a detail suggestive of the people’s 
hopes that the railroad would provide an opportunity which 
they could not reject, but, with a grand list lower than eight 
years earlier, they could barely afford. Vermont law limited a 
Town’s bonding authority to 12 times its grand list. Hardwick 
approved the highest amount it legally could.4

Thaddeus Fairbanks broke ground for the railroad in St. 
Johnsbury, on December 22, 1869. A large joyful crowd at-
tended the ground-breaking ceremony and celebration, guns 
saluted, trumpet blasted and bands played. Two years later, 
on January 1, 1872, a similar crowd greeted the first passen-
ger train from St. Johnsbury to Hardwick. The railroad was 
completed on June 29, 1877, and, although it suffered finan-
cial difficulties and operated under several different names, 
the trains always ran.5 

Consider what Hardwick’s voters had done! In 1868, 
Hardwick had a Grand List of just under $5,000, yet the vot-
ers approved a bond for the legal maximum of 12 times that 
amount – for $60,000. In 2021, Hardwick had a Grand List of 

	 Hours: 	 Monday - Saturday 5 am - 9 pm
			   Deli closes at 7:00 on weekdays.
			   Sunday 5 am - 8 pm
	 Bottle Room: Thursday - Monday 9 am - 5 pm. 	

			   Closed Tuesday & Wednesday

Owner Gilles Moreau

M & M Beverage
308 VT RTE 14 South
Hardwick, VT 05843

Phone #802-472-5000
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$191,000,000. A bond 12 times that comes to $2,292,000,000 
– that’s 2.3 billion dollars! Is there anything today that would 
entice today’s Hardwick voters to bond themselves for 2.3 bil-
lion dollars? 

Where did the voters get their courage/inspiration? I will 
suggest three influences. First, railroads had a history of be-
ing a sound investment for the communities they served. The 
actual financing of the railroads had lots of pitfalls for inves-
tors, and the railroad through Hardwick proved no exception.  
However, Hardwick voters didn’t expect to make money on 
their bonds; they expected the  access to and traffic from the 
railroad would support local businesses and thus would pro-
vide economic growth. Alden Jeudevine, a civic leader and the 
richest man in town, served on a committee to encourage the 
bond’s passage.6 

Second, people in other towns along the proposed line 
supported it: Walden voted $30,000; Greensboro, $18,000; 
Wolcott, $27,000, etc.7 Beginning in June, individuals could 
buy stock in the railroad when the “books of subscription” 
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were opened at the the South Hardwick Post Office and else-
where.8  

Third, some voters remembered Hardwick as a wilderness. 
They had grown up participating in their family’s work and 
the dangers of settling a frontier; they understood the neces-
sity of taking necessary risks for a better future. Further, the 
early settlers invested a lot of time and tax money in develop-
ing the basic infrastructure of roads and bridges that allowed 
the town to function; they understood the need, the costs, and 
the potential benefits. Others had known the first settlers and 
had heard their stories of risk and success. 

Immediately, “the opening of the [railroad] to South Hard-
wick made business lively.”9 That “liveliness” benefitted the 
manufacturers in both East Hardwick and South Hardwick 
who sold their wares across the country, the farmers who sold 
their milk to Boston, shop keepers who got merchandize from 
the manufacturing centers rapidly developing all over the 
country, people who wanted or needed to travel – even the stu-
dents who rode the train to high school at Hardwick Academy. 
South Hardwick’s granite industry could not have developed 
without the railroad to carry stones weighing 200 pounds per 
cubic foot. 	 The supporters had called it right.   

Elizabeth H. Dow 
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Covered Bridge
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The Biography of the Old Red Bridge1

The following piece, written by 13 year old Lucille Nunn, appeared in 
the Hardwick Gazette shortly after the town voted to replace the bridge. 
While not completely accurate, it is completely charming. 

One of the first bridges in this village was named for its color, which 
is now worn so that color is very dull. The “Old Red Bridge” was born 
on Main Street, across the Lamoille River, in the spring of 1873. His 
builder was Mr. Merrill and his godfathers, Mr. Jeudevine, Mr. Wheel-
er, Mr. George, were the selectmen. His first hat, or roof, was given him 
in December, 1873, when he was eight months old. 

The bridge was built without a roof, but later a roof was built to 
make him stronger and preserve his timbers. A town meeting was held 
in December, 1872, to see if the town would vote to have a new bridge 
built across the Lamoille River, and it was so voted. At the next March 
meeting, the East Hardwick people did not want the bridge built, and 
they tried to rescind the vote. The motion was lost and the next sum-
mer the bridge was built.

His entire life was spent in Hardwick. He was full of strength and 
durability. Jack Frost would sometimes make the walk slippery and 
when the people went by some would slip down. This filled him with 

Lucille Nunn and Lawrence Somers stand in the back row of a picture 

of the HA editorial staff of the newly published Hardwickian [Hardwick 

Gazette November 15, 1928; 7] 
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glee. When he was two years old a circus came to town. He was very 
much astonished when the elephants refused to cross him. He knew 
how strongly built he was and how firmly he stood. The bridge was 
unsafe for the elephants, or they thought so. Anyhow, the elephants 
would not cross, but waded through the river at the left of the bridge.

He has seen many sights in his day. He liked to watch the cakes 
of ice floating under him in the spring, and the skaters skating on the 
side in the winter. Sometimes in summer he saw people going up the 
river in rowboats.

His education was not very extensive as he cared little for study. He 
learned much from those who passed over him. He loved music and 
was fond of having people stand under his roof during band concerts. 
One day he heard a noise that he had never heard before, then he 
began to tremble all over. He later heard men say the first train had 
gone through Hardwick.2 Another time he was frightened to hear the 
shrill honk honk of a horn. He was astonished to see Mr. Herman 
Marsh in an automobile. He learned to know many languages. The 
stone-cutters, after work, would pass over him and stop to talk. The 
worst experiences he ever had were when people would tack signs on 
him. Oh, how it hurt. The children carved initials on him, making him 
almost cry out in agony.

The first fire engine crossed him last fall on its way to the fire sta-
tion. It made a good deal of noise, but he rejoiced that, perhaps, he 
should not see such an awful fire in Hardwick again.

He is expected to die in May, 1924, when he will be 51 years old. 
In the last March meeting the voters of Hardwick voted to have a steel 
structure put up in his place.

The “Old Red Bridge” has served the people of Hardwick well and 
faithfully. He willingly gives place to a more sturdy structure which will 
be able to accommodate the demands of modern traffic.

Lucille E. Nunn
First Year Junior High School 

Lucille Nunn was born in the spring of 1911, the daughter of By-
ron Nunn and Nina Warren Nunn, granddaughter of Lorenzo H. and 
Adeline Warren of Hardwick. Byron and Nina had married in 1902.3 
Lucille lived in Barre with her parents and two older brothers, Leslie, 
bn. 19044 and Clifton, bn. 1908;5 where her father worked as a gran-
ite cutter.  Her mother died suddenly in November 1911, when Lucille 
was seven months old.6  

In April, 1912, Byron’s brother-in-law, Albert Cox, of Walden, died 
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suddenly.7 In the fall of 1913, Byron bought his in-laws house on Wol-
cott Street, and he and his two sisters, May Nunn, a spinster, and 
Olive Cox, a widow, moved to Hardwick together.8 Lucille was two and 
a half. Her father was active in the Baptist Church.9  In September 
1922, he married school teacher Elizabeth Porter, HA 1909.10 

In Hardwick, Byron had gone into the granite business with Rob-
ert Fordyce, and they had a good business until the health of both 
partners began to fail.11 In September, 1928, as Lucille entered her 
senior year at HA, Byron died at home of tuberculosis.12 

Lucille graduated from Hardwick Academy in the spring of 192913 
and entered Johnson Normal School.14  She married Lee Lumsden, of 
Greensboro, on December 7, 1929, and gave birth to daughter June, 
on June 1, 1930,15 followed by son Ronald on October 1, 1931,16 
and son Robert on September 28, 1932. Robert died 5 hours later, on 
September, 29, 1932. Lucille died at the Washington County Sana-
torium in Barre on November 3, 1932.17 It appears she contracted 
latent tuberculosis while caring for her father. When it became active, 
it killed both her and her third child.18 There were no antibiotics with 
which to fight it.

Elizabeth H. Dow
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Mom and Pop Stores Disappear

When I was a kid,1 there was a small store in nearly every neighbor-
hood in Hardwick to satisfy the diversified population.  Some of the small 
stores that my generation remembers are:

Barney Villeneau’s … at the corner of Rtes 14 and 15 (Craftsbury 
Road)

Mahlon Robbin’s … West Wolcott Street, now vacant but previously 
owned by Poulins, 			   Heaths, then Simmons

Pearl Whitcomb’s … Wolcott Street, west of Paul Davis business, 
and later owned by 				    Brian & Tiny Lafont

Laura Zecchinelli’s … now a vacant lot on Wolcott Street, across 
from Cottage Street bridge, then known as the Zecchinelli or Wolcott St 
bridge 

Poff’s Elm St store … corner of Elm and Cherry, previously owned 
by Luthers, Shepherds, Davis’, and Sherbino’s

I.P. Titus Store … 38 Church Street, now Hardwick Apartments
Arthur Hill Store … 86 Summer Street at the corner of Dewey and 

Summer St2

Hardwick also boasted several specialty markets selling meat, home 

Nancy Lee Fruit Market – Jimmy Hall’s store
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contact: info@hardwickvthistory.org

baked goods, soda, milk; some even made home deliveries.  I remember 
watching ice being delivered for a neighbor’s icebox before everyone had 
an electric refrigerator.  Before deliveries were made by more efficient 
transportation, H.F. Davis Store used a horse and buggy.  Today, some 
people get deliveries by truck or even by drone! Because of the current 
COVID-19 pandemic, we are reverting to some of the old ways - shop-
ping near home and getting home or curbside deliveries.  

Of course, Hardwick also had larger grocery stores; some of the larg-
er grocery stores when I was growing up were: 

	 First National … approximately 87 S. Main (Positive Pie)
	 A&P …  near the Co-op
	 IGA … 39 S. Main (Co-op)
	 Eaton’s … at the Peace Park beside 42 S. Main  
	 Harold Davis general store … 426 S. Main (now an apartment 

house) 
	 Jimmy Hall’s (really Nancy Lee Fruit Market) – a favorite of mine3 

…  where the American Legion property sits on North Main Street.4
Nancy Lee’s was named for Jimmy’s niece, Nancy Lee Williams (now 

Rogers).  I became familiar with this store because my parents were 
among hundreds of patrons who rented a freezer locker (before homes 
had their own freezers).  Jimmy had refrigerated most of the space in his 
basement and installed different sized numbered drawers and lockers 
which he rented to families.
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We lived on West Church Street, and when my mother or the moth-
er of a neighbor of one of the “West Church Street gang” (a name Jimmy 
gave us) required something from the freezer locker,  it was a  good feeling 
to have someone accompany us to the scary lockers in the basement.  
You brought your key to your drawer or locker and found it as quickly 
as possible – shaking in the sub-zero room!  Then you had to locate the 
requested items of  meat or vegetable Mother needed for our evening 
meal and get out as quickly as possible – especially in the summer when 
all you had on were light summer clothes. 

At least once a day we kids would be interrupted from our play by a 
maternal request to run an errand for bread or flour or something, and 
the whole gang – elementary school kids from the Peake, Willey, Slay-
ton, Houston, Atkins, and Rowell households on West Church Street 
– would happily follow along.  If we went straight to the store, it did not 
take long - we knew where the fruit and vegetables were (often outside), 
and we could quickly locate canned goods, bread, candy, and tubs of ice 
cream made by the William’s family.5 We even knew the corner where 
the “spirits” were sold so the state of Vermont could keep the grown-ups 
content.  

My favorite request was when Mother needed a bag of oleo which was 
white with a patch of red dye in the center.6  After carrying the groceries 
home in a paper bag7 (paying cash and carefully guarding the change 
-  or maybe  putting the items on a “slip” to be paid for on payday8), the 
fun began. We no doubt had to draw straws to see who got first dibs on 
popping the dye and massaging the plastic bag of oleo.  When our hands 
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tired after several minutes, we tossed the bag to a sibling for a turn at the 
task, and gradually the white oleo became a lovely shade of sunny yellow 
and more appetizing looking.  Butter, however, tasted so much better.   

Some days were a little boring, so an errand might take us to one of 
the other neighborhood stores.  We would take a very long way  (and we 
called it a “short cut”), especially if it was summer, and we missed going 
across the “Swinging Bridge” – which we did to get to school – despite 
the missing boards in the bridge floor.  We did know that if we got into 
mischief on the way around town, word would get back to the parents 
before we arrived home (probably over the 2 or 4 party telephone line 
connected by one of the efficient operators, who may have seen us from 
their office above the Main street stores9).  Our meandering sometimes 
had us finding a bottle or two to cash in for candy sold, which all the 
small stores sold.  Naturally everyone in the gang got a treat, and if the 
treat was gum, a half piece would be sufficient (and kept literally on the 
bedpost or under the dinner plate ‘til we needed it again).

This COVID-19 is bringing back slower but  good times along with 
the sad. I hope more of you join me in sharing your memories of the 
surroundings, fun, and freedom of earlier times in a town we love.10 

Janet Houston Slayton
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