
CHAPTER XVIII

ANECDOTES
Some funny things have happened in Brookfield . A few are retold here . Besides the things

that just happened and seemed amusing, there is something known as Lamson humor, whic h
is suspected of being hereditary as well as highly contagious . Ralph Lamson is noticeably af-
fected by it as was his uncle, Oscar Lamson . It is not clear whether it started in that family
and spread to other families in town or whether they caught it from others, perhaps when
gathered around the stove at the village store or in the horse sheds after church . It may even
have been spread by Doctor Ellis as he went from patient to patient with his black bag of
pills . Then there is John Harford, now•in his nineties, who has been entertaining us with his
tales of Brookfield from the time he arrived here in 1913 to the present . Perhaps the only
thing he enjoys more is playing his drums, which he started to do before he left England an d
continues to do for the entertainment of the "Seniors . "

by Doris Hill
Mrs. Cruden Holmes (Lydia) and Mr. Holmes lived on North East Hill, down from the

Stoddard Farm . They were parents of Fred Holmes . Cruden was more often called "Deacon
Holmes." They very seldom missed coming to East Brookfield Church and during summer
months drove down through the pasture of George Sprague and by the farms now owned b y
Donald Hooper and Ruth Rowley . Lydia often told this story . It was an extremely hot night
and she had ironed that day (flat irons heated on wood stoves) . In the night she just couldn't
sleep, so rather than to keep Cruden awake, she got up and without lighting a lamp, went in-
to the guest bedroom . She took the sheets that she had ironed off from the bars as she wen t
by, made up her bed, and declared that she was never so cool and comfortable and wen t
sound asleep . In the morning she found out that she had slept between two of her best line n
tablecloths that she had ironed the day before .

The young people often had sliding parties and gathered at someone 's home afterwards
for refreshments . The best place to slide was down the East Hill road . The boys often bragg-
ed about how far up the hill they would start and some would try going around the Smit h
Corner on the road to what is now Hooper 's and Rowley ' s . If they could make the turn it
was quite an accomplishment .

When there was a High School in Brookfield Village, the boys would shovel the snow of f
the pond during recess and noon hour . Then at night they would have a skating party with a
bonfire on the bank and invite the elementary school students—quite often brothers an d
sisters of the High School students .

Choir rehearsals at East Brookfield often had parties after rehearsals . There were man y
"dates" made for taking girls home after rehearsal . Of course, no one would miss the
rehearsals . Mrs. Ruth Angell was one choir leader who always held rehearsals at her house
and gave us refreshments afterward .

THE FLOOD OF-1927
It was November 3, 1927, a date long-remembered in New England for its disastrous con-

sequences . The water in our little creek had been rising for two days, steadily assuming mor e
alarming proportions . It filled the stream bed and the culvert, and then overflowed the road,
flowing swiftly and muddily, so that one could not see what dangers lay beneath . At no point
in the Village did a bridge remain across the brook .

In the early evening, there came a call for help—the doctor's aid was needed at the hom e
of James McDerment, on the north side of the raging torrent, our usually peaceful Sunset
Brook. Dr . E.E. Ellis was swift to answer the need of his fellow-citizen . As fate would have
it, his home was on the south side of the brook, which was now tearing madly over the road,
and separating him from that distress call . But he knew the call was urgent, and bravely step-
ped into the muddy water, which grew deeper as he progressed .

Step by step, he advanced along the road, through the swift current . He had nearly reach-
ed his goal when his footing gave way, he slipped, and all seemed lost . At that moment th e
only thing he could grab was a garden hoe, thrust to him by the nearest friend on the nort h
bank, W.O. Keyes . The doctor was pulled toward shore by this means until someone coul d
reach him, and then he was literally dragged by his coat collar from an unpleasant journey
downstream—or, who knows, perhaps from death .

Even after such an experience, the patient's need came first, and Dr . Ellis made him as
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Recreation on Sunset Lake . Date and persons not identified.
(Doris Hill)

comfortable as possible before attending to his own need for dry clothing . Not wishing to
brave the stream again, the doctor remained at the Keyes home that night, and when dayligh t
came again, a temporary bridge was built over the washout on our Main Street .

PERMISSION TO FISH by Winthrop P . Abbott
When I was a small lad living on the farm directly opposite the First Congregationa l

Church at Brookfield Center, there was much discontent among the farmers of the stat e
because fishermen and hunters trespassed on their property so much when they were out fo r
fish and game .

They objected to having the grass bordering on the streams trampled down, and objectio n
was made because hunters crossed the fields without permission .

So one year the legislature of the state passed an act making it legal for owners of land t o
post notices forbidding fishing, hunting, or trespassing on the owner's property .

As a result, many were the farms which had a stream or streams flowing through them tha t
had signs forbidding fishing, hunting, and trespassing without permission .

There was, and still is, a small brook flowing through my father 's farm, so small indeed
that I. . think no self-respecting fish would think of making it his home .

No fisherman ever trampled down the grass along this steam . My brother thought he to o
would post a sign, a sort of take-off on the many signs which had been erected .

He made the signboard the proper length and width, and with a set of letters which my
father had made, painted this sign .

NOTICE
Fish and be damned . If you can catch
any fish you'll do better than I can .

This sign was placed beside the brook where it was seen by many passers-by, and many
were the laughs created .

WHITTLING by W.P. Abbott
Penn Bigelow was for a long time postmaster and the popular storekeeper of one of th e

two stores in Brookfield Village . He was fond of playing jokes now and then on some of th e
men who came to his store .

The office of the town clerk was located in this store . Here it was that the large safe
belonging to the town was kept and here too the officers of the town met to transact an y
necessary town business .

One day several citizens of the town met at the store to do a little town business, but befor e
going into the office of the town clerk, these men sat about the stove and talked of the crop s
and various other matters until it should be time to begin their business .
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While they sat there talking one of the men put his hand into his pocket and brought out a
pencil in which the lead was broken . As he wanted a well sharpened pencil for the work to b e
done in the town clerk's office, he passed his pencil with the broken lead to Penn and sai d
"Here Penn, whittle this for me will you?" Penn took it and began to whittle as the men
went on talking .

Before long the men thought they better get to work, and so started for the town clerk' s
office . The man reached out his hand for his pencil which he thought would be nicel y
sharpened by this time, and Penn handed him a very small part of the original pencil for h e
had carried out his instructions to the letter and had whittled the pencil almost to
nothingness .

I wonder if anything was said at the time . Possibly a new pencil was purchased from th e
store .

DRYING THE SHAVINGS by W.P. Abbott
It was a cold day in the fall, at least I suppose it was cold, for if not, why was there a fire i n

Penn Bigelow's stove? This was the day when one of Brookfield's prominent citizen s
thought he would drive down to Buxton's sawmill and get some much needed shavings fo r
kindling fires when the mornings were cold . So he hitched up his horse to the wagon an d
started for Benjamin Buxton's sawmill .

In going to and from the sawmill he had to pass Penn Bigelow's store . It must have been a
great temptation this cold morning to stop and talk a few minutes with the men gathere d
there, but he resisted the temptation and drove directly to the sawmill where he got the shav-
ings he wanted and after talking with Mr . Buxton a few minutes, started back home .

When he came to the store he turned in to the horsesheds where he hitched his horse, an d
then walked into the store where he could hear all the news that was being told and perhap s
could warm his hands .

I do not know how Penn suspected there were shavings in one of the wagons in th e
horsesheds, perhaps the man told where he had been and for what purpose . Anyway, Pen n
quietly left the store and with a pail of water sprinkled the shavings and as quietly returned to
the store . Very soon someone remarked that it looked like rain, and someone else said he ha d
seen a little water falling and suggested that if anyone wanted to get home before it rained h e
better start at once . Some of the men started off, among them the one who had got the shav-
ings, but when he reached the horsesheds he discovered what all the talk about rain was for .

Well, he said to himself—two can play this game—so he gathered up all his wet shavings ,
carried them into the store and spread them about the stove, and sat down waiting for them
to dry .

Which man do you think played the better joke ?

FROM "THE VALLEY TIMES," BROOKFIELD, VT ., FEBRUARY 13, 1872
(HAND-WRITTEN; PUBLISHED BY EAST BROOKFIELD SCHOOL? )

Sad Accident
As Mr . F.G. Burroughs of Maple Avenue was driving on to Main Street from the direction

of Cleveland City a few evenings since, his spirited animal attained such a degree of spee d
that he could not control it . The furious charger dashed directly across the street, never paus-
ing till it had passed through the dwelling-house of J .S. Allen and halfway through his barn ,
when it chanced to pause of its own accord . We are happy to add that noserious_injuries
were occasioned by this raid to either horse or rider ; but the buildings suffered sadly .

A Joke on a Ministe r
At one of our neighbor's houses was a very bright little girl . It happened that they had as a

guest a minister, an esteemed friend . Little Susy watched him closely, and finally sat dow n
beside him and began to draw on her slate . "What are you drawing, Susy?" asked th e
clergyman . "I'se making your picture ." answered the child . So the man sat very still and she
worked away earnestly for awhile . Then she stopped, compared her work with the original ,
and shook her little head . "I don't like it much," she said, "Tain't a great deal like you . I
dess I'll put a tail to it and call it a dog ."—Fancy his feelings. What a likeness it must have
been!

A True Story
Many years ago, in an old-fashioned log house, an intended "match" was suddenly and

some thought rather comically broken up . The house in which the intended bride lived with
her humble parents was situated on a piece of low ground, so that to reach it from the roa d
one had to descend a steep path which, at the time of the incident I am about to relate, wa s
covered with ice, as there had recently been a thaw followed by a hard freeze . Well, one even-
ing the enchanted lover dressed up in his best, put on his tall hat, and sallied forth, fully ex-
pecting to have a long talk with his fair one before the old clock in the corner should an-
nounce the hour for retiring . But the unfortunate fellow was destined never to enjoy tha t
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treat, for just as he stepped into the path his treacherous boots slipped from under him an d
his descent to the house was much more rapid than pleasant . On reaching it he struck wit h
such force against the door that, being hung on wooden hinges, it gave way and he entere d
without even stopping to send in his card . Having gone thus far, he concluded to go throug h
the whole performance . So he continued his course till his feet struck a partition which stop-
ped him . As soon as he recovered his senses enough to realize his position he rose to his feet ,
picked up his hat which had fallen to the floor, and without a word of parting, left the house ,
never again to enter it . His intended bride pined away of a broken heart and has been for
many years in her grave, while he, having recovered from the bruises occasioned by thi s
adventure, and purchased a new pair of pants, soon married, and is still living, though he i s
now quite advanced in years and his locks are silvered with age .

ANECDOTES OF THE TOWN OF BROOKFIELD by Linda Mille r
A certain Mr . Dutton went away to study carpentry . He came back and worked in the saw

mill near the church . He bragged to the town that he was a special carpenter . Some people i n
Brookfield were building a house then and were ready to put on the roof . He said he would
build the roof . One day he was working on the ridge pole of the roof when he sawed off th e
board he was sitting on and dropped into the brook twenty or thirty feet below .

Many years ago the library books were loaned to the ones who bid the highest for the us e
of each book, as at an auction, only the books were returned to be auctioned again next time .
At one of these meetings, a man named Mr . Robins was auctioneer . During the bidding, th e
ladies in the back of the room began to visit and soon he couldn't make himself heard abov e
their chatter . He stopped the bidding and shouted, "Ladies! Ladies! Ladies! With all your
faults we love you still, still, still!" In the hush which followed the auction continued .

Brookfield now has the only floating bridge in the country . The sixth one was built about
1936 and the present one was finished in 1978 . A man once drove onto the bridge with a loa d
of hay and the bridge unhooked on the opposite end . The man and the load of hay remained
on the bridge until it was pulled around and fastened . Then the man finished crossing the
bridge .

In the early days the people at the town meeting had many arguments . Once several issue s
called for ballots . One man took all the ballots from the "yes " and the "no" boxes and went
home. On the way he met a friend who hadn't gone to the meeting . His friend asked, "How
are things going at the meeting?" "I fixed them" he said . "What did you do?" his friend
asked . "I took the darned ballots from all of them and got away from the meeting . I dug a
hole in the ground and buried them . Then I put my foot on them. Yeh, I fixed them! "

Once when the Pond Village store belonged to Perley Davis, a customer came in and aske d
him for a pack of cigarettes . He had only one kind . The customer asked him why he had only
one kind . He said "That is the kind I like . " The same was true of other items in the store .
Mr. Davis carried only the kinds and brands which he himself liked and used .

Brookfield 's present Fire Station, located in East Brookfield .
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THE BRALEY ROBBER Y

by Winifred Parmenter Sprague, granddaughter of Horace and Mercy Brale y
Silas Braley married Lydia Abbott in March, 1807 and they came to Brookfield onto th e

farm which was in four towns* as later surveyed—the house in Brookfield, barn in Roxbury ,
a piece of the farm in Braintree and in Randolph . They raised 10 children : 4 boys and 6 girls .
Alvin was the oldest and Horace the third. Silas, who could neither read nor write, was a
shrewd business man and, for the day in which he lived, became a so-called rich man . He
died in 1866 . In the 1860 ' s they left the farm and went to live in a small house on Horace and
Mercy Braley's farm on the road from East Roxbury to Brookfield, later owned by Bert J .
Williams and Herbert Knowles .

Silas kept his money in a small leather-covered trunk with the initials S .B . in brass tacks on
the cover . Although his son, Alvin, was Director of the National Bank in Northfield, Sila s
refused to let him even store the locked trunk in the bank vault . The boys, Alvin and Horace ,
finally decided that their father should not have so much money in his house and insisted h e
do something with it . Silas finally consented to let Horace keep his trunk . Horace consented
only after stipulating that no one should know but the two boys .

Silas, who made a practice of loaning money at a good rate of interest, told Horace that a
man from Tunbridge was coming the next day to pay a note, and he wanted the trunk .

After chores, Horace took the trunk over but, as they had company—Martin and Dana
Fuller—he tucked the trunk under the seat of a slant-back wagon in the shed . The two
Fullers, it turned out, were looking the house over in preparation to robbery. After the men
left, Horace took the trunk in to his father .

The Tunbridge man paid his note the next afternoon ; as it was late, Silas decided not to
return the trunk to Horace until morning .

That night, Martin and Dana, accompanied by their brother, Foster, who was a deserte r
from the Army (Civil War), came . They could not get into the kitchen but did get into the
cellar only to find a locked door at the head of the cellar stairs . They then decided to put a
short ladder through the bedroom window with Foster running up and into the bedroo m
followed by the other two . They covered the mouths of Silas and Lydia so they could no t
scream and, using a dirk knife on Silas, tried to make him tell them where his money was .
They held Lydia so tightly the skin peeled down from her nose . She groaned, and one ma n
said "Don't hurt that woman, she is one of God 's best ." As the man holding her loosene d
his hand, she told them, "On the bed cords ." They found the trunk and left .

Frank Kimball, his wife and 12 children lived on the farm next toward East Roxbury .
Frank was not feeling well so went to bed as soon as the chores were done . Mrs . Kimball
always sat up until the day's mending was done, which that night was about 12 o'clock .

Silas swore that the voice heard was Frank Kimbal l ' s . Lydia would not confirm it . She sai d
it sounded like him but she could not believe it was . A watering trough in front of Frank's
house showed tracks of a horse with a bad shoe on one foot that had apparently stood ther e
for some time . The tracks matched one of Frank's horses . Frank Kimball's wife was a Fuller
girl . Another Fuller girl was married to John Braley, Silas ' son; and still another was living at
home and planned this robbery . At the trial it seemed clear that Frank Kimball would b e
convicted on Sila s ' testimony and circumstantial evidence . The Fuller girl told her brothers ,
"I will never see Frank sent to prison and leave my sister with those 12 children . " The boy s
told her she would go to prison if she confessed . But when the jury brought in-a verdict of
"Guilty" she jumped up on her feet and told the true story . Foster jumped out the window
and was never caught . Martin and Dana went to prison but Martin was pardoned to die of
T.B. at home. Dana served his sentence . The money, lacking about $2,500 was recovered .

Before the trial, Aunt Eliza Shaw, Mercy Braley's brother's wife, came to visit and wanted
Mercy to go with her to East Montpelier to consult Sleeping Lucy about her lost gold beads .
While they were there, they decided to consult her about the robbery . She told them just as it
happened, only said the man who took the trunk (Foster) took out something ($1,000) and
stuffed it in his shirt front . This was part of what Silas did not recover:A young lad named
Henry Boyce held the horse at the watering trough for the Fuller man. Silas was injured by
the cuts and shock so that he never recovered fully and was dazed and vague .

This was told me many times by Grandma Braley (Mercy) . Sleeping Lucy told Aunt Eliza
she lost her beads when she crossed a small board across a ditch on her way to feed the
chickens . She found them there .

Horace and Mercy Braley sold their farm and moved to Brookfield Village . Silas and
Lydia Braley moved to Northfield where they lived with their daughter, Caroline Davis . Silas
died in 1866 .
*(doesn ' t seem likely)
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YOUR FAMILY AND MINE-(THE BROOKFIELDITES )

by Madaleen J. Ellis, age 13½, Grade 8, Pond Village Schoo l
Long ago our ancestors, descendants of the first settlers, came to Brookfield . They

brought with them a keen sense of humor, thriftiness, patience and the many other splendi d
qualities for which Vermonters are now noted . In the following stories I am going to try an d
show some of these things . Some of the stories which to us now seem very humorous, were i n
all probability to them very serious occurrences .

I gathered many interesting stories of the pioneers' thriftiness . There are two which I
especially wish to tell .

As the story goes, Perk Flint sallied forth one Sunday morning to try his luck with hook
and line . During the course of the morning he caught maybe ten fine trout . On the way home
he met Elder Field returning from church . Elder Field was very religious . Perk thought the
Elder wouldn't accept fish caught on Sunday . So Perk, thinking very well of himself, offere d
the trout to the Elder . Now the Elder was very thrifty and couldn't bear to see the trout sli p
through his fingers . So he said, with a twinkle in his eye, "Much obliged, Perk, much oblig-
ed! These little fishes aren't to blame for being caught on Sunday ." With this he rode off.

There was once a Joe Battles who lived in the Kibbee Neighborhood . Apparently he to o
was trying to be thrifty . One day an acquaintance came running up to Joe and said, "Say ,
Joe, did you hear that awful noise a few minutes ago?" "Why, no!" exclaimed Joe . "What
was it?" "My goodness! " said the man . "Don't you know that it was the dirt on the back o f
your neck breaking up?" Joe was very astonished because he thought he was saving mone y
by not washing .

Years ago there was a rum factory where the tearoom now stands (now the Fork Shop ,
1986) . One day the selectmen received in their mail a letter signed by several men of the town .
It was a complaint, to the effect that the rum was of inferior quality .

The next story will seem highly improbable to outsiders . Nevertheless it is true . Back in the
late 1850's my great-grandfather, Horace Durkee, was married and came here to live . He
bought a house which then stood on the site of Mrs . Clara Ellis' garden . His wife had con-
sumption and it soon became apparent that they would have to move . They sold their hous e
and moved to Tunbridge, where she died . He remarried and had four children : Florence ,
Baxter, Marian and Clara . Years later Clara came here as a bride (of Dr . Elmer Ellis) . Her
father came one day to visit . She proudly showed him her house . When they reached the at-
tic, Mr. Durkee exclaimed, "I could swear that the upper rooms of this house were the one s
Lucretia and I lived in, but it couldn't be possible . " Mrs . Ellis became interested and looke d
into the matter . Eventually she found that after her father had gone, the owners had move d
his house onto the top of the one which is now occupied by Mrs . Clara Ellis . (In 1987 this
house no longer exists . )

Years ago when the Second Congregational Church was built there lived in town a
carpenter by the name of Loren Freeman . It is said that he hewed by hand the timbers for th e
church .

Loren Freeman came one day to work for Colonel Edson here in the village . At home
Loren was used to having just potatoes and beans for dinner. So he got all mixed up when he
saw the startling array of food on the table . The only familiar one was the rice pudding . Con-
sequently Loren ate only rice pudding for dinner . When he came in for supper that night the
Colonel asked him how the pudding had stood by him . Loren said, "Wal now, to tell the
truth I'd rather go outside and chaw fog . "

About seventy years ago there was a turtle living in Sunset Lake . Mrs. Charles Bigelow ,
Sr . can remember seeing it when she was a small girl . The turtle came out of the water .
Whenever the men saw it they would carry it onto the store steps . While on the step s
everyone who came to the store carved their initials and the date on its shell . Many people
say that the turtle was the oldest and largest ever found in this lake . As this turtle was old i n
1870 it probably breathed its last many years ago . But still, turtles have been known to live
for several hundred years .

SPACE FOR THE PURCHASE R
A certain elderly widow, Mrs . C., sold her house to a summer resident . As she had lived in

her house a long time it was well filled with her own belongings . The new purchaser told Mrs .
C. that she might continue to live in the house as caretaker . When the time approached for
the owners to spend their first summer in their newly acquired home, Mrs . C. thought she
should prepare for their coming . "I have cleared a bureau drawer for them," she remarke d
to a neighbor . "They will need some space . "
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LITTLE DEBBIE'S STRANGE SONG S
At the Vacation Bible School, led by Rev . Frederick Ross and held at the church in 1940 ,

Deborah Gage (Debbie), three years old, attended . When Mr . Ross asked the children what
they would like to sing, Debbie called out, "The Beer Bottle Polka . "

Debbie also wanted to sing with the children, but not knowing what they were singing ,
sang by herself, "Old McFadden had a farm . "

Cousin Mattie was a bright woman but thought by her neighbors to be quite impractical .
One day she called on a relative who had her saddle horse in the yard . Cousin Mattie walked
around the horse, brushing against heels and tail . Cousin F . said, "Don't you know, Cousin
Mattie, that that is dangerous?" Cousin Mattie replied, "I always knew both ends of a horse
were dangerous, but couldn't remember which was the most dangerous ."

contributed by Frances Atkinson, March, 195 1

FUNNY THINGS THAT HAVE HAPPENED IN BROOKFIEL D
by Sharon Tabor, age 12, grade 8

As a story was told to me . . . .
Mr. and Mrs . Rodney Simmons were living on the so-called Peck place, north of Pon d

Village . It was Sunday morning, and Mrs . Simmons was going to church . Before leaving, sh e
put the Sunday dinner's meat in the oven and told Mr . Simmons to watch it . After she left
Mr. Wilber rode up on his bicycle, to enjoy a Sunday chat, and a few pitchers of cider . So
Rodney forgot the meat, until he saw Mrs . Simmons coming across the lawn . He jumped for
the oven door, just in time to release a great gust of black smoke . As Mrs . Simmons lifted the
latch, there was a sudden exclamation by Rodney Simmons . Mr . Wilber, feeling the at-
mosphere was warming, grabbed his hat and ran for the opposite door . He took off on hi s
bicycle at great speed, down the road. Whether the speed of the bicycle, the smoke of the
burned meat, or the cider, got the best of him, it is yet to be told to me-but he parked hi s
bicycle against one side of a watering tub which was situated by the side of the road a short
distance from the Simmons house. Mr . Wilber and his bicycle suddenly dissolved partner-
ship, and Mr . Wilber landed in a much colder atmosphere than that which his friend, Mr .
Simmons, was enjoying at that time .

CANNON BLUE S
Way back when Mr . Wilber was in his teens, he and some of his friends had a real war can-

non . They didn ' t only use it on the Fourth of July—they used it year around .
At that time, there was an ex-soldier living at the Center, and one night Mr . Wilber and hi s

friends went over there and shot off the cannon . The ex-soldier stuck his head out of the win -
dow, and told them that it didn't sound much like the army. So they filled the cannon full o f
black powder, then they shot it off . It broke every window in that house . I guess the ex-
soldier thought the enemy was right on top of him . After that, the people could stand no
more; they were so sick of that cannon that they dropped it over the bridge at Brookfiel d
Pond, and there it lays now .

IT DOESN'T PAY TO BE CAUGHT NAPPING
by Sharon Tabo r

One day when Gene and Frank were only boys, Mr . Dewey had to go to town . He told the
boys to watch the hens to make sure they didn't go up in the hay. After their father left ,
Frank decided it would take only one of them to watch the hens . So he went to take a nap
behind the straw pile, which was on a stone wall about the barnyard . Just as Frank had been
asleep a little while, Gene came around the straw pile just as fast as he could run . He grabbed
Frank's leg, and they both went into the barnyard mud . But the sad part was that Gene went
in feet first, and Frank went in head first !
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