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Island Pond Historical Society, Inc.
P.O. Box 408

Island Pond, Vermont 05846-0408
Application or Membership Renewal for Memberships endingAugust 31, 2009

Mail to: Island Pond Historical Society, P.O. Box 408, Island Pond, VT 05846-0408

Name______________________________________________________________
Street______________________________________________________________

City_______________________State_______Zip____________-____________

Memberships $8.00 Regular ( ), $15.00 Contributing ( ), $50.00 Life Member ( )
Husband and wife may jointly share all memberships.

Mail Your Renewal Today!
Special notice
Membership cards mailed to those enclosing self addressed stamped envelope.
*Life memberships include automatic listing on Memorial Roll of Honor for individuals and/or
both parties of shared life membership. Others may be listed on the Memorial for a donation
of $50.00 per person.
Please place Memorial Roll information on a separate sheet of paper.

This photo was taken at the annual St. James Parish Bazaar that was held for a couple of
weeks every summer where the American Legion parking lot is now. (Photo by Mark C. Biron
in the early 1970's)
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Recent Deaths

Life Members

Helen C. Belmore
Evelyn Kilpatrick Bishop
Jennie Mary Johnson
Evelyn Deneesha Hannon
John Hall
Clayton W. Hunter
Marjorie Regina Kane
Darlene Leavitt
Pauline Hawkins McKinney
Gordon Maroney
Mark O'Gorman
David O'Keefe
Tina Marie Royston
Raymond R. Santaw
Leo Steady
James Wheeler

LillianAvery
Henry Cuquel
Joseph A. Joseph
Zelphia (Albert)Pelletier Biron
Rhoda Rabida Cyr
Geraldine Welch Frey
Leone Dufour Lougee
Miriam King Lyons
Anita Gagnon Maroney
Pearl (Perry)Allard Perce
Dorothea Baird Sackett
Arlene Wing
David E. Worth

Memorial Gifts
None

Non-MembersMembers

Goldie Coville

TRACKSIDE: GRAND TRUNK NEW ENGLAND LINES (written by John Ames and George
F Melvin) was published in March 2007 and is receiving good reviews. It contains 128 pages
of outstanding photos all along the line including several excellent Island Pond photos and
commentary. The book is dedicated to Life Member John Davis and is available from George
Melvin, 392 Sturtevant Hill Road, Readfield ME 04355 for $50 postpaid.

Photo by Dr. C. Finer

THE GRAND TRUNK OF NEW ENGLAND - TROUBLE ON THE TRACKS was published
in November 2007 and is now available directly from the publisher. It was written by Life Mem-
ber Jeff Holt, whose first book, GRAND TRUNK IN NEW ENGLAND, was so well received.
This sequel (176 pages, 160 photos, maps and illustrations) includes events that local and
area railroad men encountered during the last century is very well documented! Publisher:
RAILFARE*DC BOOKS, Box 662 Ste St. Laurent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada H4L 4V9. US
Funds Soft Cover RR-0709 $36.95, hard cover RR2709 $56.95 Add $2.00 Shipping and
Handling. Members can order now.

New Books
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(or relatives) resided, he was often besieged
on weekends in Island Pond, hoping that his
influence might shorten an incarceration, or in-
crease state benefits, etc. It is possible that his
weekend refuge on the island was an isolation
strategy. I liked that car, probably because I was
now old enough to have some freedom in its
use (on weekends only). I recall driving part of
our Brighton High School basketball team to
some of our out-of-town games. Fortunately, I
never had to explain an accident.

The next car, as always a surprise, was a
1941 Oldsmobile. It was maroon, a two-door
sedan, with a sleek slant-back appearance. It
was our first “hydramatic” fluid drive, i.e. no gear
shifting was necessary in forward driving. That
car served the family for six years because new
automobiles were not available to the public
during World War II. Auto manufacturers were
busy producing war vehicles such as tanks,
jeeps and airplane fighters and bombers. The
Olds created a number of frustrating moments
because it would often not start in sub-zero
weather. Dad rented a garage in downtown
Montpelier behind what is now Capitol Theater.
He rigged up a light bulb under the hood of the
Olds and left it on all night on very cold nights,
which helped. I recall going on an overnight ski-
ing trip to Stowe once and setting the alarm
every three hours during the night to start and
warm the motor. It didn’twork.The interval should
have been every two hours or even less. During
World War II gasoline rationing was in effect.
When I was home on furlough once and re-
ceived a special five-gallon furlough allowance,
I purchased the gas and added it to Dad’s tank.
That night I parked the Olds on the street in front
of Dad’s Montpelier apartment. I was awakened
by a crash. A sailor, also home on leave, had
been distracted by his girlfriend at the wrong
moment. The accident ruptured the Olds gas
tank and I nearly cried watching the tank drain
dry.After the war, and after Lawrence and I had
both been discharged from the army, he de-
cided to drive to Kansas City, Missouri, to visit
a girl he had met in the service. I agreed to go
with him. Dad loaned us the Olds, now getting

old and using a lot of oil. We bought a five-gal-
lon can of motor oil and kept it in the trunk. We
checked the dipstick frequently and poured oil
frequently. I suspect we didn’t save as much
money as we thought we would by buying oil in
bulk instead of by the quart at gas stations.

After the war, every car agency had a list of
customers waiting for new cars. In 1947, Dad
bought a new Hudson, sold in Montpelier by
Hector and Stanley Farnham, from their agency
and garage behind the Pavilion Hotel. It was a
blue four-door sedan with a noisy motor. Al-
though by now I had had part interest in three
different Model A Fords (two of them 50%
owned by Lawrence), we reverted to borrowing
the Hudson when we needed reliability. Dad was
always generous in this respect. Over the next
few years, i.e. from 1949 on, Dad had a series
of four-door Fords, all purchased from Perry
Ford Agency in Barre. Mr. Perry gave Dad a
good deal each year, allowing him to trade in
his one year old Ford plus $200 for a new Ford.
Finally after three or four years, Dan Perry broke
the cycle when he announced to Dad, “Tim, I
can’t do this for $200 any more”. Dad was not
surprised, and stuck with Fords until he bought
his last car, a Chevrolet Impala. He drove the
Impala probably longer than he should have.
That car lasted longer than he did. He died in
1977, ending my wonderful memories of his
succession of automobiles and related stories.
September, 2007

Porter H. Dale II M.D.
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of cement. We also carried all of the rocks up
from the lakeshore for the stone fireplace, built
by Bernard Petrie. He estimated six tons of
rocks below ground as a base, and six tons
above ground as fireplace and chimney. We
also tried to establish a water supply by driving
a point, which did not succeed. Plan B was to
dig a deep hole, then drive a point. Lawrence
and I took turns at the bottom of the hole filling a
bucket with dirt, with the other pulling up the full
bucket by a rope and emptying it. The depth of
our hole reached nine or ten feet when Dad
checked our progress one day and ordered
immediate cessation of the project. I shudder
to think now of the danger we were in and that
we did not fully realize the risk of collapsing
walls.

One day in 1938 Dad came home driving a
new Buick. It was blue with red wheels, and I
still think it was the prettiest vehicle he ever
owned. He bought it from the Raymond Blake
BuickAgency in Newport. In spite of its beauty,
Dad had one recurring complaint about that car,
the water pump. On a trip from Island Pond to
Elverson, Pennsylvania, where my mother’s
folks lived, the water pump failed nearAlbany,
N.Y. Our family of six was obliged to spend the
night in a tourist home while the needed part
was on order at the local Buick garage. We lost
about one day while it was being replaced. My
father was one unhappy man. When the same
part failed again many months later, his refer-
ence was no longer about the Buick. His new
name was “the lemon”.

Perhaps that is why he drove home in a new
1940 pea-green Chrysler in 1940. It was a very
unique green, one hard not to comment on when
seeing it for the first time. We never understood
his choice of color since he preferred to be in-
conspicuous, especially in Island Pond. In actu-
ality, sneaking into Island Pond Friday evenings
in a uniquely colored car with a two-digit license
number was improbable. His office was in Mont-
pelier, where he stayed in an apartment four
nights of the week. He came home to Island
Pond for the weekends. Since he was in charge
of state institutions where some Island Ponders

changed the location of aerials after a year or
two. I connect other memories with that car.
Lawrence and I were campers at a Boy Scout
camp, Camp Sherman, in Brimfield, Massa-
chusetts, in the summer of 1936. Dad deliv-
ered us there and three weeks later picked us
up in the ’36 Olds.

Dad’s most exciting news was when he an-
nounced to us his plan to build a log camp on
the island, which he owned, in Island Pond. This
22-acre island was covered with pine trees and
had a nice sandy beach on the south shore. The
camp was constructed largely through the ef-
forts of Jake Barnes, “Press” Moultrop, and later
Bernard Petrie. It was unique in that the logs
were positioned vertically rather than in the usual
horizontal manner. The dimensions of the camp
were 40 by 26 feet. The building included a
kitchen, two bedrooms, living room with fire-
place and a covered front porch that was eight
feet deep. There was also an attached large
woodshed on the back measuring 12 by 14 feet.
One unusual feature was the partition between
the living room and a bedroom. It consisted of
red bound Congressional Records positioned
upright as in a bookcase, with a board across
the top of each row, looking like a tightly packed
bookcase up to the ceiling. Years later after Dad
sold the island and camp in the late 1940s, van-
dals broke in the camp several times and
gradually burned all of the books in the fireplace.
Our family had many wonderful summer week-
ends and even winter daytime trips there. The
winter trips were by auto or snowshoe, depend-
ing on the ice thickness and snow depth. Occa-
sionally there was thick glare ice and no snow.
This made for great ice skating or doing circles
with the car by turning the steering wheel and
applying the brakes. Surprisingly, Dad tolerated
such behavior.

Lawrence and I felt very much part of the con-
struction effort in that camp. We spent weeks
chinking newspaper or burlap between the logs,
to weather-proof and mosquito- proof the camp.
The newspaper or burlap was held in place by
cris-crossed small nails, which were then incor-
porated into a one to two inch wide vertical band

(Continued from page 15)



was to close all banks. Most banks, but not all
banks, re-opened over the next many months
or longer, after they met certain criteria. I recall
riding to Boston in the Chevrolet with my father
and Carl Foss, both representing the Island
Pond National Bank in an effort to restore the
bank to full function again. Carl’s grandson,
Norman Kennedy, about my age, rode with me
in the back seat and kept me entertained with
his wonderful humor. He convinced me that the
metal bands on utility poles were to prevent
polecats from climbing the poles. Later we were
given a tour of the Fed-
eral Reserve Bank in
Boston and were im-
pressed when shown
$1000 and $5000 bills,
an experience never
since duplicated by me.
My impression is that the
Chevrolet served us well
but my brother Lawrence
recently reminded me of
one breakdown. During
the summer of 1933 my
grandparents, Porter and
Augusta Dale rented a
cottage, part of a former
fox farm, at Job’s Pond
in Westmore, VT. We vis-
ited them often, a dis-
tance of only about six
miles from Island Pond.
On one such trip about
half way to “the fox farm”
the car stopped on a hill
near the Ed Davis farm
(later the Bill Davis farm),
and refused to proceed.
The problem, according
to Lawrence’s memory,
was a broken drive shaft.

In 1935 Dad’s occupation changed again.
He had supported Charles Smith in the 1934
gubernatorial race. Perhaps that had something
to do with Dad’s appointment as Vermont’s
Commissioner of Public Welfare by Governor

Smith. His new responsibilities included vari-
ous state institutions such as prisons, mental
and tuberculosis hospitals, a reform school in
Vergennes, a training school in Brandon, etc.
1935 was also the year he was elected Com-
mander of the American Legion in Vermont.
Both positions required a lot of travel. One fall
day he drove into our driveway with a new 1935
dark blue Oldsmobile, a four-door sedan, as
most of his cars were. It was common for such
acquisitions to occur soon after the new mod-
els appeared in the fall. He liked that car a lot,

or perhaps he didn’t,
because a year later
without forewarning he
came home with a
1936 Oldsmobile,
again dark blue. He
was consistent in his
manner of car pur-
chases; all such deci-
sions seemed to us to
be sudden and impul-
sive, a car salesman’s
dream customer.

As a 15 year old, I
learned to drive in the
1936 Olds. Once in a
while Dad would let me
drive when he was
making his monthly
rounds of the state in-
stitutions. I thought Iwas
doing fine but he al-
ways seemed pretty
nervous when I was
driving. Many years
later as Mary’s and my
four children were
learning to drive, I un-
derstood his apprehen-
sion. The 1936 Olds

was our first car with a radio. The aerials were
mounted beneath both running boards. In the
winter the aerial wires collected and held a large
amount of snow and ice.Auto manufacturers

(Continued on next page)

Porter H. Dale stands in front of the out-
side of the fireplace the he and his brother
Lawrence helped construct by carrying
approximately 12 tons of rocks up from the
lakeshore.
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ing the door open she ran upstairs to the sec-
ond floor. Dad innocently ascended the same
stairs.Alarmed by approaching footsteps, she
ran to the third floor and into a closet. Dad
continued up the final flight, walked directly to
the closet, opened the door and directed his
flashlight up to the meter, under which he was
startled to see a frightened lady, enveloped
in a towel. Perhaps that is why meters today
are always found on the outside of houses.

The first family car that I remember was a
green DeSoto sedan, made by Chrysler. In
the winter Dad kept it in the schoolyard at the
bottom of the hill we lived on, since getting up
the driveway on that hill in the snow was usu-
ally impossible. My most vivid memory of the
DeSoto was when my mother, father and I
were returning from an afternoon of
snowshoeing in the East Brighton woods,
probably in 1931. We didn’t quite make it
home. We got stuck trying to drive up Back
Street (now Curran Avenue) to enter Moun-
tain Street. Back Street was then a two-way
street. After considerable shoveling and the
early onset of winter darkness, my father ac-
cepted reality and we walked the short dis-
tance home.

Dad’s next car was a 1932 grey Chevrolet
sedan, purchased from Don Scribner, who had
the Chevrolet agency located at the beginning
of Derby Street. That automobile saw a lot of
campaigning and legislative travel. In the fall of
1932, my grandfather was running for re-elec-
tion to the U. S. Senate and my father was cam-
paigning to be Brighton’s representative in the
Vermont House. Both succeeded in their bids
for office. Dad’s losing opponent, George St
Pierre, was rewarded for his effort by later be-
ing named as Island Pond’s postmaster by the
Democratic administration in Washington. That
Chevy saw a lot of miles on two campaign trails
in 1932 plus my father attending legislative
sessions in Montpelier in 1933. By this time,
my father had switched his occupation from
electrician to banker, and was now Cashier at
the Island Pond National Bank. When FDR be-
came president in 1933, one of his first actions

Our Family Automobiles
By Porter H. Dale II

Son Peter has reminded me more than a
few times that I should record memories of my
boyhood interest in automobiles and the se-
quence of family cars during those years. My
father, Timothy, did a fair amount of driving
because of his work. In the early 1920s he was
an electrician, having attended NewYork Elec-
trical School after he was discharged from the
army following World War I. I was born in 1922
so don’t remember his autos during that de-
cade but do have a photograph of my mother
holding me as a baby and standing beside a
Model T Ford in the snow by our house, in the
driveway which entered from Mountain Street
in Island Pond, Vermont. The vehicle would
more accurately be identified as a snowmo-
bile as it had tractor treads for rear propulsion
and skis replacing the front wheels. My father
worked for and I think helped manage the Is-
land Pond Electric Company at that time. The
modified vehicle was supposed to make travel
easier in the winter to repair lines and to get to
and from the power dam in West Charleston.
However, well-intentioned plans don’t always
pan out as I recall his telling of one trip from
East Charleston in a snowstorm when the ve-
hicle failed to perform. Dad walked home 3 or
4 miles from where the Robert and Sandra
Porter farm is now.

One experience relating to Dad’s work at
the electric company deserves mention. It hap-
pened about the time he was using the Model
T Ford snowmobile to get about. When meters
were installed in town to measure individual
customer consumption (no meters during the
early years of electricity), it was my father’s task
at times to read the meters. Knocking on a
door one day to access a meter, there was no
response. He knew the location of the meter
on the third floor, so tried the door that was
unlocked. He entered, not knowing that the lady
of the house had just completed her bath. Hear-



This photo was taken at the annual St James Parish Bazaar that was held where the American
Legion parking lot is now. (Photo by Mark C. Biron in the early 1970's)
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These names were on the back of the photo and are not in order: Labari Boutin, Pearl and
Diane Savard, Theresa and Alice John, Marylyn and Paul, Willie, Bruce, and Francis Emery at
the Head of the Pond School in 1942-43. This photo was recently donated by Dianne Worth.



Duane Cargil "Bozo" Beverly Brown Lorraine Rivers

Gilbert Paradis Dwight Martin Raymond Boutin

Patty Devost Martin Cassidy Bruce McRae

George Barnes Billy Hawkins

(Continued from page 11)
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Bexie King Elton Ovitt Gloria Wheeler Dwight Worth

Gloria Lumbra Virginia Barnes Slugger Pond Brad Seguin

Mark Frey Betty Mae Moulton Teddy Miller Bonnie McBride

(Continued on next page)

Mrs. Erma Worth was the school teacher
at the Pleasant Street school for the 4th
and 5th grades in 1959-60. These photos
were recently donated by Dianne Worth.
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Gloria Barnes Alice Gunn Marcia Blake Donna Wallace

Sandra McCormick Doug Wallace Betty Griggs Bobby Daniels

Sharon Wing Barbara Worth Bobby Copp Betty Goupee
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the corpus to both crosses in both Catholic cem-
eteries but funds never became available.
There were no inscriptions on either cross. In
Lakeside cemetery after his death a plaque at
the foot was added as a memorial to him. When
Father John Faustina died in 2006 he had re-
quested to be buried in Island Pond and was
buried in the shadow of this cross.

Also in recent years a flag pole has been
erected in Lakeside Cemetery and daily, indi-
viduals raise and lower the flag. It is a great
addition to the well maintained grounds.

Although Lakeside Cemetery was originally
created as a final resting place for Catholics
and Protestants, times have changed. It is a
town cemetery open to all. Noting the diversity
of religious faiths in America we wish to ac-
knowledge the first known burial of persons of
other faiths. On May 14, 2004
Theodore Joseph Johnson
died and was buried there in a
Muslim ceremony. His father,
Arnold Johnson (1969) and
Ted’s son Michael (1989) and
daughter Martha (2001) are
also buried there. If they were
of the Muslim faith at the time,
they are the first of that faith to
be buried there. If not, he is.

Although Island Pond has
been home to several Jewish
families, to our knowledge
none of them have been buried
here. But that is about to
change. Life Members Mr. and
Mrs. George Halpern, long time
Island Pond residents on Spec-
tacle Pond, have acquired a lot
and members of their family
plan on being buried there. To
our knowledge they will be the
first known members of the
Jewish faith to be buried in
Lakeside Cemetery.

Among those resting with
the early pioneers are a U.S.
Senator, a Lt. Governor, clergy

of three churches and many important citizens
of Brighton. There are also members of the mili-
tary who served in almost every war since the
Revolution, including some who gave their lives
for their country. A wealth of local history lies
there yet to be written about these people.

Each year the local Memorial Day parade
includes visits to each cemetery and Veterans’
groups pay special tribute to honor the war dead
entombed there. It is part of our local heritage.

We share this information with our newslet-
ter readers in the hope that some of our read-
ers would like to do further research or supply
additional information about these cemeteries.
Please let us know. They are fascinating places.
We suggest you take a stroll through them.
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present Lakeside cemetery. This deed further
commanded that the church must build and
maintain a fence around this purchase. For
years trees and a fence divided the two sec-
tions. Over the years the trees died or were re-
moved.Around World War II the fence was re-
moved and nothing now separates the two sec-
tions.

Porter and I both feel further research must
be done to establish date of establishment of
town section; who sold it and when was it first
used. We both suspect that burials took place
there before 1907. Town reports in the decade
before this date
has some refer-
ences to cem-
eteries but are
unclear. The
1900 Warning for
town Meeting
read Item #10 to
see what action
the Town will take
towards the en-
largement of
cemetery or pro-
curing a new one.
Area newspa-
pers and other town documents need to be stud-
ied to obtain more accurate information.

In a speech on August of 1954 on its 100th
anniversary, the late George N. Dale stated that
the Congregational Church was built with trees
and lumber from the land where Lakeside Cem-
etery is now. Reverend Moses Robinson, who
built this church and was its’ first Minister, once
owned that land.

Traditionally land for all Catholic cemeter-
ies in Vermont was held in the name of the
Catholic Bishop of Burlington. In recent years,
there has been a trend to transfer ownership to
local parishes, but to my knowledge, this has
not been done in Island Pond. The Old Protes-
tant cemetery and the New Protestant are
owned by the Town of Brighton and adminis-
tered by Cemetery Commissioners. Demand
for more lots has diminished as recent changes

in attitude about cremation allow for more buri-
als in existing lots.

Why separate cemeteries? It is not a local
concept. One must remember that in many ar-
eas of the world cemeteries were established
and maintained by state churches, which pre-
ferred to bury their own together, apart from
other Christians, non-Christians and pagans.
That tradition is still practiced to this day by
Catholics, some Protestant churches and Jew-
ish groups.

The similar cemetery names caused much
confusion locally, as when a death occurred dif-

ferent descriptions
were given for the
place of burial. In
the 1970s as an
ecumenical ges-
ture and hopefully
to clear up the con-
fusion, local clergy-
men, funeral direc-
tors and others pro-
posed Lakeside
Cemetery be the
only name used as
the preferred name
for the last cem-

etery created on Pleasant Street. I was home
at the time and about 50 members attended an
information meeting at St. James Church. Pas-
tor Donald Bruneau explained this proposal and
favored it. All at that meeting were in favor of
the new name, although it would not change le-
gal ownership of lands involved. The name
Lakeside Cemetery was accepted and pres-
ently used, replacing the old and New Catholic
and New Protestant designations.

But that’s not the end of the story. In recent
years someone has added the inscription “St.
James Cemetery” to the existing granite cross
in Lakeside Cemetery. There never was such
a cemetery and to date I have not been able to
learn why this inscription was added or who did
it. The plain cross was installed during Father
William Ready’s tour of duty in Island Pond
(1939- 1951). He told me he intended to add
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clear up to the Dyer property (across from Grace
Brethren Church) at the top of the hill on the East
Charleston road”.

The Carter cemetery was on the northwest
corner of this Carter property who were neigh-
bors of the Curriers. The abandoned road ran
along the cemetery. (Any reader might drive
out to this intersection to get better picture) The
photo we have is not clear enough to print here.
These Carters probably were related to Cart-
ers who lived on the mountain where the first
town meeting was held. Carter Mountain is lo-
cated to the left on the present road to Norton
near the Maxwell farm before the Seymour Lake
road intersection. Historically the first town
meeting of Brighton was held in the Carter
home. Carl Stevens took me up there
in 1968 but at the time he was unable
to determine the exact location of the
cellar hole. It was here that the town’s
name was changed from Random to
Brighton.

With the establishment of Island
Pond village in 1853 by the railroad,
the Town purchased land for a new
cemetery on Pleasant Street. The
Carter Cemetery was closed and all
buried there were moved to the new
cemetery. We cannot give you an ex-
act date or number, but researching
town records might.

This town cemetery, on the right at
the crest of the hill when coming from
Derby Street, was sometimes called
the Old Pleasant Street Cemetery.
Although it was owned by the town and
was always open to anyone, it was
more often referred to as the Old Prot-
estant Cemetery. This was probably
to distinguish it from the nearby Catho-
lic one. When Catholics came with the
railroad in 1853 they built a church and
established the Catholic cemetery fur-
ther down Pleasant Street. It used to
be identified as the Old Catholic Cem-
etery, but it is rarely called that now.
There are still a few grave sites still

available, but the last person known to have
been buried there was the late Pauline
Castonguay Welch in 2000 in an old family lot.
I, along with others, attended her committal.

When both of these cemeteries were nearly
full and there was no room for further expansion
nearby, the present Lakeside Cemetery further
up Pleasant Street was selected.

Frank Allard recently supplied me with a
deed dated June 13, 1907 where E.F. Johnson
conveyed to the Roman Catholic Church land
that is the present Catholic section of Lakeside
Cemetery. This Catholic deed refers to the
boundaries, one side being described â Prot-
estant cemetery, which would be the rest of the

(Continued on next page)



Island Pond Cemeteries
By John Carbonneau
Photos by Mark C. Biron

Every summer it has been my custom to walk
through the cemeteries recalling old friends and
relatives. I have noted how well maintained the
grounds are and so beautifully located, but have
also reflected on how very little has been writ-
ten in recent years about them. Thanks to Life
Member Richard Colburn Sr. of East Charles-
ton who, a decade ago, catalogued the grave
sites and transcribed what is written on the
tombstones. His book is available through the
East Charleston Historical Society. There are
stories yet to be written of the people who lie
here.

Our readers must recall that our pioneers
mostly settled in the area from the Iron bridge
area and along the East Charleston road and
the Five Mile Square. Brighton’s original burial
ground was called Carter Cemetery but most
of our members are not aware of it. Logically it

was on the Five Mile
Square road where
they lived and some
died and so were bur-
ied there. The number is
unknown. In recent
years the exact site has
been hard to find.
Marilyn Maxwell thought
it was on her daughter’s
property. We went to
Dean King and Porter
Dale for further informa-
tion. Both had re-
searched the area for
its location and have a
photo taken of the late
Senator Porter H. Dale
and his son historian
George N. on the site in
the late 1920s or early
1930s. Dean took me
to the area he deter-
mined was close to the

site. I will share with you his findings from the
old ESSEX COUNTY HERALDS and Currier
family records (his ancestors) that helped de-
termine the possible site.

Dean said: “The Jason Currier home was
located in the area of land now on the right side
of the of Five Mile Square road before going
(west) down the hill to an intersection. On this
corner a road to the right takes you to the former
Gedeon Veilleux mill and to the left the Five Mile
Square road continues. Near this intersection
was the original farm once owned by Jason
Currier and around mid-century owned by
Clifford Bingham. The Bingham children all at-
tended school with us in Brighton in the late
1930s and early 1940s. It is unknown how far
this farm land went towards the railroad’s Iron
Bridge. Jason, son of John Currier, had a
brotherAmos who was my Grandfather. Jason
married a Susan Carter, daughter of the Ezra
Carters. There was a road, long abandoned,
that ran from the Currier farm, past the Carter
property then crossed the Clyde River and went

Clifford Biron and Bradley Reynolds accompany American Legion
Commander, Richard Clark as he places a wreath on a veterans'
grave during a Memorial Day ceremony circa 1972.
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Madaleine spent winters in Florida. She is
still living, and we keep in touch each Christ-
mas.

Dick told me that he and Madaleine were
in the nightclub talking with the owner when
the infamous fire began. The event was long
vivid in his mind as he recounted their escape.
His most haunting memory was of seeing a
woman run by him with her hair engulfed in
flames.

The Gill family was also an old Island Pond
family. They had a small farm behind the old
high school on Mountain street.. The father
worked in the railroad shops, and his son John
Sr. became an official on the GrandTrunk Rail-
way. His grandson John Jr. graduated from
Boston College and spent most of his life in
the Boston area. I can't recall what his career
was but he was well known in Boston. Both
the Gill and Cobb families became faithful
members of the Island Pond Historical Soci-
ety and came home every year to attend the
events of the Society. After retirement John
and his wife Peg wintered in Florida and my
wife and I would get together with them and
recall much local history. They informed me
they, too, were in the Coconut Grove the night
of the fire and were able to get out. What a
harrowing experience!

Charlie Morrissey was right. We can
sometimes find local connections to events
seemingly unrelated to Island Pond. From my
home in Tampa, Florida, I learned that I knew
four people, the Cobbs and the Gills, who es-
caped the conflagration, and Fred Sharby
who, with his son, was killed. Island Pond was
very much represented in Boston on that ter-
rible night!

As a result of nationwide interest, exten-
sive investigation led to reforms in fire codes
relating to the marking of exits, use of flam-
mable materials for decoration, and installa-
tion of revolving doors, leading to a safer
America.

(The images for this article were found on the
internet at Celebrateboston.com .)



Island Pond Historical Society 4 2008

This past summer at the Society'sAugustAn-
nual Meeting, Historian Charlie Morrissey's pre-
sentation to a very attentive audience of nearly
one hundred issued those present a challenge
for them to explore, investigate and restudy
events that they are familiar with to reveal more
interesting local history.

Just two weeks later I picked up the July 2006
NORTHLAND JOURNAL that I had missed. In
it was an article by Scott Wheeler on Northeast
Kingdom's Frank Hamilton's study of the great
Boston night club fire which killed 492 people.

After carefully reading it my thoughts went
back 65 years. I realized there were at least six
people with Island Pond connections in the night-
club on that fateful night in 1942.

The Sharby family, whose Roxy Theater in Is-
land Pond was one of a chain of New England
theaters they owned, lost two members - Fred
and his son. They lived in Keene N.H. and were
there with a party that included Fred's wife, his
son, his fiancee and her parents. I cannot recall
who else was in the party.

Fred was in Boston often where he booked
the latest Hollywood films to play in his large
chain.

The Sharby party had been to the football
game be-
tween Holy
Cross and
Boston Col-
lege and
were enjoy-
ing them-
selves. If I
recall cor-
rectly, when
the fire
s t a r t e d ,
Fred and
his son es-

corted his
wife and
the son's
f i a n c e e
out of the
building,
then dis-
cove red
her par-
ents were
not with
them. The
two men
went back
to get
them, not
knowing
they had already escaped. Both men perished.

Fred's wife never quite overcame this trag-
edy.

Fred's Father and Mother lived in Island
Pond at the time of the fire and for several years
after. Other sons Gene and Bob and daughter
Blanche lived here and all worked at the Roxy.
I knew them all, as at the time I was an usher
there (for $2.00 a week). Blanche, like her
Mother, sold tickets. She married a local fel-
low, Ted DuBois, who also managed the the-
ater. They bought the Frasier farm on Pleas-
ant Street and raised their two children there.

Richard Cobb, was a graduate of Brighton
High school who moved to Boston with this
folks. He graduated from college and had a
successful career in journalism. He was at
one time an announcer at WBZ, New England's
largest radio station. My cousin, Isabel Currier
who lived next door to the Cobbs when they
lived on Mountain Street in Island Pond, alerted
me in the 1960s that Richard was coming to
Tampa on a year long sabbatical. He and I
spent many a day discussing Island Pond his-
tory, events and people. We became lifetime
friends. After his retirement, he and his wife

Boston's Coconut Grove Disaster Recalled
by John Carbonneau
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Museum Donations

Vermont Trading Stamp booklet by Terrance
Himes (stamp book donation) - This was a lo-
cal company in post World War II era founded
to compete with national trading stamp com-
panies being used in local community. A Front
Desk Call Bell by Elizabeth Morris Place. The
bell was acquired by her mother Emma Morris
from the Lake View Hotel on Cross Street.
Captain Randall's name was on the gift.

Royal Canadian Air Force caps by Michael
Clarke. From the Elgood house on Birch St. he
recently acquired. Son Bill Elgood served in
the RCAF at the beginning of World War II.

Historic Cupola Saved in
East Charlston

On Sept. 25, 2007 the dance hall and old
livery barn at East Charleston which was next
to the store was razed. Built by Billy Moulton it
was owned and operated by John Sweeney who
was Postmaster there and also Postmaster in
Island Pond.

Dr. Amos Parlin's wife, Iva, was Sweeney's
daughter and he died at her home in Island
Pond in the late 1920s. Life Member Cynthia
Stafford MacDonald is his Great granddaugh-
ter. The large (Sweeney) cupola that graced
the top of the old building was saved through
the efforts of Charleston Historical Society. It
will be restored and remain in the East Charles-
ton area.

This photo was taken at the annual St. James ParishBazaar that was held where the American
Legion parking lot is now. (Photo by Mark C. Biron in the early 1970's)
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President's Letter:
Dear Readers,

Mark your calendars and plan on attending
our 41st annual meeting on Sunday August 3,
2008. Chris Dale has consented to be our
speaker. Christopher Dale, Ph.D. is a Profes-
sor of Sociology at New England College in
Henniker, New Hampshire. The title of his Pre-
sentation: is “The Times TheyAre a Changin’!!
Community Revitalization in Brighton between
1967 - 1980". Members are asked to mark their
calendars for this date. The Alumni banquet
takes place the evening before. Plan to attend!

Linda Leavens Bresette has accepted and
been appointed to the position as Secretary for
the Society. Linda will stand for election at our
August meeting. Thank you Linda.
Mark C. Biron

2007 Annual Meeting
a Success

There was a large turnout for the Society's
40th annual meeting held on August 5, 2007.
Charlie Morrissey was an excellent speaker
who highlighted twelve Northeast Kingdom per-
sons he discovered from his searching area
history. Most were not known to his very atten-
tive audience. The usual refreshments allowed
all to linger and visit. All Officers reelected for
another year.

Below: Our last annual meeting speaker,
Charlie Morrissey entertains with his speech.
(Photo by Mrs. Sharon Biron)

Cover Photo: This photo was taken at the
annual St. James Parish Bazaar that was held
where the American Legion parking lot is now.
(Photo by Mark C. Biron in the early 1970's)
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