
  

 

 

 

 
 

          

A Man’s View of Spring Cleaning 

   The following is a lament written in 

1854 by an unknown “sufferer”. It ap-

peared for the next 30 years in various 

publications. 

The melancholy days have come, the 

saddest of the year, 

Of cleaning paint, and scrubbing floors, 

and scouring far and near: 

Heaped in the corners of the room, the 

ancient dirt lay quiet. 

Nor rose up at father’s tread, nor to the 

children’s riot: 

But now the carpets are all up, and 

from the staircase top, 

The mistress calls to man and maid to 

wield the broom and mop. 

 

Where are those rooms, those quiet 

rooms, the house but now presented,  

Wherein we dwelt, nor dreamed of dirt, 

so easy and contented? 

Alas! There’re turned all upside down, 

that quiet suite of rooms, 

With slops and suds and sand, and tubs 

and pails and brooms; 

Chairs, tables, stands, are standing 

round at sixes and at sevens, 

While wife and housemaids fly about 

like meteors in heaven. 

The parlor and the chamber floor were 

cleaned a week ago; 

The carpet shook, and windows 

washed, as all the neighbors know; 

But still the sanctum has escaped – the 

table piled with books, 

Pens, ink and paper all about, peace in 

its very looks – 

Till fell the women on them all, as falls 

the plague on men, 

And then they vanished all away, books, 

paper, ink and pen. 

 

And now, when comes the master 

home, as come he must by rights; 

To find all thing are ‘set to wrongs’ that 

they have ‘set to rights.’ 

When the sound of driving tacks is 

hard, through the house is far from still, 

And the carpet woman on the stairs, 

that harbinger of ill, 

He looks for papers, books or bills, that 

all were there before, 

And sighs to find them on the desk, or 

in the drawer no more. 

 

And then he grimly thinks of her who 

set this fuss afloat, 

And wished she were out at sea in a 

very leaky boat, 

He meets her at the parlor door, with 

hair and cap awry, 

With sleeves tucked up, and broom in 

hand, defiance in her eye- 

He feels quite small, and knows full well 

there’s nothing to be said, 

So he holds his tongue, and drinks his 

tea, and sneaks away to bed. 
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                        AHS News 

    2018 was an eventful year for the Alstead Historical 

Society. In early spring the town was introduced to a 

quarterly newsletter, “Alstead’s Vintage Times”. It was 

designed to bring to its audiences information on pro-

grams offered, reminders of membership, museum 

openings and a variety of articles on subjects of inter-

est. It is peppered with standard items such as 

“Historic Humor”, “From the Files” and “Who Dat”, 

along with some of the thousands of photographs 

housed in the Historical Society’s office. The second 

venture was a special display at the museum featuring 

children’s toys and parlor games. This attracted the 

interest of those who had never visited the museum 

and found it to be delightful. 

   Three programs were offered in 2018: The Covered 

Bridges of New Hampshire and New England Quilts 

and the Stories They Tell from the Humanities to Go 

Program. A third program was given on Books and 

Paper, Old, Rare and Occasionally Well Done by 

Frank Wood, a rare book dealer from Alfred, Maine. 

All were well attended. 

   A new sign appeared in front of the museum this 

year for the expresses purpose of informing the public 

of the museum hours and historical society events.  

   What’s in store for 2019? Well rumor has it that 

Bruce has worked his magic once again and construct-

ed an old timey school room on the second floor of 

the museum. At this time, it isn’t quite completed (he 

is still working on the lighting), but it promises to be 

ready for public viewing by the time the museum 

opens on Memorial Day. 

   The museum will open on Memorial Day as it has 

for years and the last day of viewing will be on Colum-

bus Day. A change will take place during June 5
th
 

through August 28
th
; the museum will be open each 

Wednesday evening from 6:00 to 8:00 p.m. This not 

only brings uniformity to the schedule, but it gives fam-

ilies the opportunity to cool off with an evening after 

dinner stroll through the village, visit the museum, dip 

their feet into the Cold River and enjoy some goodies 

at the Village Store. The museum is always open upon 

request by contacting Bruce Bellows, Marie Harling or 

Margaret Perry. Get to know your neighbors and learn 

about your town’s history by volunteering to museum 

sit during those hours. 

   Two programs for the coming year from the New 

Hampshire Humanities to Go Program will include 

“Songs of Old New Hampshire” given by Jeff Warner 

on April 25th and “From Guns to Gramophones” 

presented by Carrie Brown on August 15th. Both pro-

grams will be held at the 3rd Congregational Church at 

7:00 p.m. At this time the Board of Director’s are 

working on a third program which will be announced 

at a later date. 

  

Who Dat? 

We have a winner! The two children featured in the De-

cember issue of Alstead’s Vintage Times were (drum roll 

please), Natalie and Dana Gowen. 

Now we have found another one for you to puzzle over. 

Got any idea who this fine looking, hard working couple 

are? You know how to tell us… just call Bruce. 

    MUSEUM HOURS 

MAY 27  11:00-3:00 

      

     JUNE—JULY—AUG. 

   EVERY WEDNESDAY 

           6—8 PM 

    

      OCTOBER 14    

       11:00—3:00



                        Historic Humor 

The Telephone Girl 

   The telephone girl sits still in her chair 

And listens to voices from everywhere, 

   She hears all the gossip, she hears all the news, 

She knows who is happy, and who has the blues; 

   She knows all our sorrows, she knows all our joys; 

She knows every girl who is chasing the boys; 

   She know of our troubles, she knows of our strife, 

She knows ever man who is mean to his wife; 

   She knows every time are out with the boys,  

She hears the excuses each fellow employs; 

   She knows every woman that has a dark past, 

She knows every man that is inclined to be fast; 

   In fact there’s a secret ‘neath each saucy curl  

Of that quiet, demure looking telephone girl. 

 

   If that telephone girl would tell all she knows 

It would turn half our friends into bitterest foes; 

   She’d sow a small wind that would soon be a gale, 

And engulf us in trouble and land us in jail, 

   She would let go a story (which gaining in force) 

Would cause half our wives to sue for divorce; 

   She would get all the churches mixed up in a fight 

And turn all our days into sorrowing nights, 

   In fact, she would keep all the world in a stew, 

If she told a tent part of the things she knew. 

   Now doesn’t it set your head in a whirl 

When you think what you owe the telephone girl? 

 

                              From the Files 

 

   The following is a transcription from Alstead’s Clerk Book 

A concerning a town meeting which took place in 1779. Be-

ing this is town meeting time; it was thought to be an appro-

priate offering for “From the Files”. Notice not too much has 

changed over the 270 years; women can now vote and the 

town no longer hires the preacher, but the bottom line was, is 

and always will be…money. 

 

Land people of State to warn and notify the inhabitants 

of Alstead that are legal Votin in Town affairs that they 

meet and assemble at the house of Oliver Shepard in said 

Town on Tuesday the ninth day of March next at Ten 

oClock in the morning then and there to act on the follow-

ing articles. 

1 To choose a moderator to govern said meeting 

2ly  To choose Town officers for the ensuing year as 

the law directs 

3ly   To hear the report of the Town Treasurer 

4ly   To accept the Town Debts 

5ly   To raise money for a school & order in what way 

and manner said money shall be laid out 

6ly   To apply to the Gen. Assembly of said State 

for an Indifferent Com: to prefix a place to build   

Meeting on S. Town if they so choose 

7ly   To raise money to mend highways with and Say 

how & in what manner they will repair the high ways 

in Said Town the Ensuing years 

8ly   To see if the Town will apply to a candidate to 

preach in Said Town and choose a Comm: for that 

purpose if they think fit 

9ly   To hear a circulan Letter from Sam Ashley & 

Benj Bellows Esq. and act thereon as they choose 

Hereof fail not and make Return hereof with your 

doings, thereon to some one of us at or before the hour 

of the meeting – Given under our hands and Seal at 

Alstead afordso this 7th February 1779 and in the 

Third year of American Independence 

             Alstead March 1779 

1920 Telephone operators float.  

On hood: Evelyn Foster 

Front seat: Ethel and Oilla Buswell 

Back seat: Bertha Harrington and Hazel Kelly 

  

 

   

 

Springtime and the Lowly Iron 

By Peg Sutcliffe 

   Wait a minute… how do you get from the subject of spring to 

an iron?  Well, let’s find out. 

   To almost everyone springtime is synonymous with beginning, 

new birth, a time to start fresh, form a new relationship, create a 

new look or simply freshen the old look. In today’s world we 

have all manner of devices to assist us in doing the above. It goes 

without saying that electricity, the gas powered engine and world-

wide communication has transformed the way we live today. Just 

for the fun of it, put yourself into the 1830’s to let’s say, the 

1860’s and imagine what it was like to be a housewife doing her 

spring cleaning. There were no vacuum cleaners, no running 

water, no washing machines or dishwashers, no fancy soaps or 

cleaners you could run to the store to buy. The only power you 

had was human power. The only devices you owned were in-

vented out of necessity and even those were few and far be-

tween. In general, you owned a broom, rug beater, scrub brush, 

pail, wash board, tubs and, yes… an iron. 

   The iron, to some it was and still is an 

instrument of torture, appears to have 

been invented by the Chinese well over a 

thousand years ago. When fashion 

changed from wearing animal hides to 

wearing cloth (sometime after the stone-

age), the natural human proclivity was to 

impress; the, my loin-cloth is better than 

yours is, attitude. This was only going to 

happen if the clothing was wrinkle-free, hence the creation of a 

smoothing device called an iron. The first indication of such an 

instrument can be found in an early Asian illustration of peas-

ants pressing or “ironing” a piece of cloth using a metal pan 

filled with hot coals. It was obviously a two person chore.  

   Archeologists of medieval European history discovered arti-

facts pertaining to the art of ironing in graves of women; howev-

er, the materials used were different from those found in Asia. 

Wood, stone and glass were the preferred substances; therefore, 

no heat was involved in the process. In Northern Europe the 

favored material was wood. Long heavy slabs of wood with a 

handle attached, often carved by the man for his future bride, 

was rubbed over a roller to smooth the fabric. These were 

known as mangle boards, a term used today when referring to a 

mangle iron (steam press.)  

   In middle to southern Europe, the glass version of an iron was 

found. These resembled a pestle (of mortar and pestle fame), 

were made of glass and were flat on the bottom. Again, they 

were rubbed over the surface of the fabric for smoothing. This 

form of the iron persisted until the mid-19
th
 century even though 

the metal iron had been invented. The stone iron was of the 

same general construction but without a handle to steer it, the 

stone was pushed or pulled over the surface of the fabric, an 

arduous task at best 

   For the wealthy, screw presses were available. They were a 

cross between a printing press and a box-like structure used for 

storage. Large fabrics, specifically tablecloths, bed linies and 

draperies were stretched over a frame and a heavy press was 

lowered to flatten the material. Often these cabinets became 

storage chests for these more cumbersome items. Today we still 

use the term linen or clothes press for free standing cupboards 

used for the storage of such articles.  

   In the late middle-ages, along came the flat 

iron or sad iron as it is sometimes referred to. 

These were manufactured by blacksmiths and 

designed with a heavy iron base complete with a 

metal handle. Let’s take a moment to discuss 

the difference in the terms “flat iron” and “sad 

iron”. Sad is the archaic term for solid, therefore, the sadiron 

had a thicker base (often as much as three inches and weighing 

in at 25 pounds) whereas a flat iron, although solid, had a much 

thinner base. The flat iron was much more versatile and easier 

to use.    

   Although several methods of heating flat irons existed, ranging 

from a hollow base filled with hot coals, to a reservoir for Col-

man fuel, they were most commonly heated on the top of a 

wood stove to the proper temperature, and then used to per-

form the task of removing wrinkles from clothing. Common 

sense dictated that there were at least two musts involved with 

this operation, one was having two or more irons, and the sec-

ond was protection against the hot handle.  

   As time passed and innovation advanced, so did the flatiron. 

One safety feature was the introduction of a wooden handle to 

the iron. This eliminated the use of a fabric hot pad; however, 

housewives demanded more of the instrument, so irons with 

specific uses were becoming prevalent. Ruffle irons, narrow 

irons specifically for pleats, broader irons for wide fabrics, tiny 

irons thought to be salesman’s samples or children’s toys are 

now believed to have been used for delicate items such as lace 

handkerchiefs or camisoles.  

   Although technologically advanced for their day, flatirons were 

not easy to use, it took a day to get the laundry clean, and then it 

took another day to put it right and straight. Be that as it may, 

the flatiron was essential in keeping a proper household over 

100 years ago. They still exist today and can be found in muse-

ums, antique shops, flea markets, wherever there are artifacts of 

the past. They are collector’s items, used for door stops, paper-

weights or just for show, they can be plain or fancy, some unusu-

al in their design or size. You have to ask yourself if you could 

have done what your forth great grandmother did. The answer is 

probably yes, it was expected of you. 

   We have come full circle in this little story. This spring as you 

put the finishing touches on that set of curtains or those freshly 

washed linens; think back to what might have been and rejoice.   

 

   

 



  

 

    

 

Leon Trow’s picture of the meat market when Harry Abbot 

was owner and proprietor in the early 1900’s 

Proud papa, Ernest Batchelder and his son Robert, show off 

the interior of his market. He ran the store until 1940 when he 

sold it to Owen Libby.  Photo from Batchelder family. 

15 Mechanic Street 

On The Site Where Now Stands Alstead’s Munici-

pal Building 

 
By Bruce Bellows 

   There has been a structure at 15 Mechanic Street in Paper 

Mill Village for at least 170 years, probably longer. However, 

the first documented evidence of activity shows that around 

1850 a building located on that site was occupied by James 

Spencer’s Harness Shop. It would appear that Mr. Spencer 

had a thriving business in making custom fit leather harness for 

working teams as well as driving horses and harness repair. 

From what can be discerned from the records, the business 

must have been successful because he remained in that loca-

tion for 13 years.  

   In 1863, Harvey Randall purchased the building and opened 

Randall’s boot and shoe store. Here he not only produced 

ladies low shoes and slippers, but made men’s boots and dress 

shoes as well. He also sold Chicago and French Kid Boots, 

which were probably considered “tres chic” in the day. Mr. 

Randall’s tenure lasted until 1891 when at that time he sold the 

business to Fred Prentiss and Fred Marvin. 

   Meanwhile, in 1884 Henry F. Matthews opened a meat mar-

ket in a section of the Randall building that was in operation 

until 1890. Harry P. Abbott, who had married Matthew’s 

daughter Myra, returned from California and took over the 

operation of the meat market, thereafter becoming known as 

Abbot’s Meat Market. To supply his new venture, Mr. Abbott 

purchased a 3300 pound team of oxen from Marshall F. 

Bragg.  It must have worked; Mr. Abbott ran a successful busi-

ness for over 20 years. 

   Around 1920 Ernest F. Batchelder Sr. purchased the meat 

market gradually adding grocery items to his inventory. Being a 

generous gentleman, Mr. Batchelder carried some folk’s pur-

chases on a slip; he was sometimes paid, sometimes not and 

sometimes bartered. Batchelder’s remained in business until 

the 1940’s. 

    

   Owen H. Libby purchased Batchelder’s store and at that 

time obtained the commercial Clover Farm brand. Libby’s 

Market expanded its inventory to include groceries, fruit and 

vegetables, clothing, shoes, hardware, patent medicines and a 

variety of other items along with the meat. Owen Libby owned 

this true mercantile store for about 20 years.  Beatrice Canfield 

Hadley was employed at the store the entire time Mr. Libby 

owned it. The meat cutter at Libby’s Market, Albert 

“Frenchie” Lemay married Beatrice in 1963 and together they 

purchased the store which later became known as “Frenchie’s 

Market”. 

   On the afternoon of April 1, 1966 

the Griffin home next to the store 

caught fire and in 3 ½ hours the 

Griffin house, Carter house and 

Frenchie’s Market had burned to 

the ground. Although no cause of 

the fire was determined, some folks 

had their suspicions. 

   In 1967 contractor Steve Allen 

erected a building on the site of the 

previous stores for office rental 

space. For the next 30 years this 

building saw many tenants and a 

couple of different owners before 

the town took procession for back 

taxes in 1996. At that time the town 

voted to raise and appropriate the money to convert the old 

office building into a municipal building for the town of 

Alstead. Plans were drawn and work commenced by Bellows 

Construction and School House Woodcraft (Steve Allen) in 

1997; the building was completed in 1998. After its many lives, 

like the Phoenix, it has risen to serve our town well for 20 years 

and should continue to do so far into the future. 

 

 

  

 

More Taverns than Churches: Alstead in the 1790’s 

By Ann White 

     Early town records document the proliferation of liquor li-

censes; between 1792 and 1798, a total of 31 licenses were issued 

to taverns, publick houses of entertainment, stores, and a one-

day license was issued specially for town meeting! 

     Ten individuals obtained licenses throughout these years for 

either taverns or publick houses of entertainment, notably these 

being Amos Shepard, James Kingsbury, Elisha Kingsbury, Benja-

min Cutter, Nathanial Fay, Samuel Kidder and John Wait.  We 

know the locations of some of these venues – Amos Shepard 

had his tavern and store on Alstead Center Road, and Elisha 

Kingsbury also ran both a tavern and store on Hill Road (Darby 

Brook Farm). Purportedly, the Benjamin Cutter establishment 

was on Gilsum Mine Road, and the Fay tavern was located on 

North Road.   

   The graph below illustrates the total number of recorded li-

censes during this time period. 

   It is likely that the requirement to obtain licensing was not well 

enforced earlier in the decade.  Amos Shepard was operating 

both his store and tavern in 1792, but a review of his day books 

from the period of 1780-86 indicates that this was occurring even 

earlier.  Shepard was staying with Mr. Beckwith when he initially 

came to Alstead – an entry made October 11, 1780 states “I 

moved out of Mr. Beckwith’s house”.  However, his own home, 

which is now the barn on the Plaisted property, was started later, 

as evidenced by the following entry: “April 18, 1786 Hotchkiss 

began to frame my house.  Worked ½ day - it rained in the after-

noon.”  In addition, his day book contains several entries from 

1782 onward that he was selling a sizable number of mugs of flip 

and rum.  The data frames a hypothesis that his tavern may have 

been built in the early as 1780’s, as opposed to the well pub-

lished date of 1790. 

   The predominant liquors served in those days were rum and 

beer. The colonial era taverns served a number of weird combi-

nations using these as a basis – a few of these that were more 

common in the North East were Flip, Stone Fence, and Rattle 

Skull.  Flip, which was served in the taverns in Alstead, is an un-

appetizing sounding combination of rum and beer with the addi-

tion of molasses and raw egg.   It would be mixed in a pitcher 

and then whipped into a froth by plunging a hot fire poker (aka a 

flip-dog) into its midst.  While mugs, typically made of wood, 

leather or pewter were likely the vessel of choice in around here, 

flip glasses were prevalent in the colonies as well.   

   Contrast this with the number of houses of worship in Alstead.  

In the 1790’s, there were 2 permanent structures; the 1
st
 Congre-

gational Church in Alstead Center, built in 1781 and  replaced by 

a larger structure in 1793 which served as both the meeting 

house and the church and  the 2
nd
 Congregational Church in East 

Alstead, built in 1798.  The Baptists were meeting in the area in 

the 1790’s as well; however their church was not built until 1802. 

   It is probably not coincidental that the churches, the taverns, 

and the stores were in close proximity to each other.  Travel was 

more arduous, and the fact that these institutions were co-located 

in the most populous areas of Alstead is totally logical.   

   As Alstead became more established and settled, more push 

back on the issue of temperance began to occur.  This is also a 

reflection of the social changes going on in the country. By the 

1820’s the various temperance leagues were in full swing.  The 

taverns and the stores were still there, but less prevalent. Gone 

were the days when a minister, such as Rev. Samuel Mead, could 

also be a partner in a tavern.  But in the 1790’s, the people here 

were trying to gain a foothold, not as a colony but as a new coun-

try, and they did so with their churches and their stores, as well 

as their taverns. 

 

 

  Songs of Old New Hampshire 

        Thursday, April 25 at 7:00 p.m. 

           3rd. Congregational Church 

 
   Join us in welcoming Folklorist Jeff Warner and lis-

tening to his music, songs and stories of life in New 

Hampshire in the 18th and 19th Century.  

   Jeff’s repertoire is drawn from traditional singer Lena 

Bourne Fish (1873-1945) from Jaffery and Temple, 

New Hampshire. He accompanies himself on a variety 

of instruments… the concertina, banjo, guitar and sever-

al pocket instruments such as bones and Jew’s harp. 

   Light refreshments and conversation with Jeff will 

follow the program. All are welcome. 

 

                Save this date! 



  

 

THE SALLY LOOMIS LETTERS 

Addressed to Liverpool, Perry County, Penna. 

        Alstead, N.H. October 31st, 1828 

Dear Son, 

 Must I again take my pen to write to you without receiving a letter from you? I begin to think that you 
had forgot that you had a mother, or you would have written sooner. I was very anxious to hear from you. We sent 
to all the post-offices, but could find no letter. Eliza was here the middle of September, and she had not received 
any, and Mrs. Crain was as anxious as I was, but two weeks ago Eliza sent your letter to us. I was pleased to hear 
of your good health, but was sorry to have you move so soon, and go farther from Jonas. I received a newspaper from 
you, and Mrs. Crain had a letter from Jonas. I was sorry to hear the ague had got hold of you; I am afraid it will be 
too hard for you. I want you should write as soon as you receive this letter, and let me know how you do, and all 
about your affairs since you left home. I suppose yo would like to know how we do, and how we get along with our 
affairs. I will tell you. 
 Mr. Bolster come and helped William cut our hay, and William helped him. I did not pay out by $3.50 in 
money for haying. I got Mr. Densmore to cradle the grain. I shall have to pay money for that, if I can get it. I for-
got to tell you that Mr. Staples come here in April, and said he must have that money, and I hired forty dollars of 
Sally Crane and sixteen of Doctor Bond. I have paid ten. I did very wrong to sell the old cow so soon. If I had kept 
her till now, she would have brought me five and twenty, if not thirty dollars, very quick, but I did better than 
Mrs. Crain, for she kept her cow till the first of October, and did not get byt ten dollars for her. She was so poor; she 
sold her three-year old steer to Lemuel Blake for forty-eight dollars, and the brown one weighed seven hundred and 
ninety odd. Lem is a meat peddler.  Mr. Brown will leave the paper mill tomorrow, and go to Peterborough. He has 
bought half of Sidney Smith’s paper mill. Willard Stevens works at the paper mill in Hancock. Elisha Kings-
bury has left the paper mill and took hold with Samuel Powers in building the mills. They have got the saw mill 
raised. The mills are to be separate. Lewis Fletcher stays, but Adaline has gone to the factory. William has got his 
corn husked and the potatoes dug, and will finish making cider tomorrow. It is good weather to work. 
        Sunday evening, November 9th 
 I think you would like to know how we do; I will tell you. I have been almost worn out a-taking care of 
Nancy. It is six weeks yesterday since she has been out of the room until today. She went into the entry and looked 
out. She has had the typhus-bilious fever. Doctor Carpenter attended upon her. I am afraid the disorder has settled 
in her neck, for she is not able to turn her head around for three weeks without turning her body, and her head and 
neck has been very painful, which keeps her from gaining strength. My health is much better than it has been 
William and Mary are very well. They want to se you. Nancy wanted to have you come and see her very much 
when she was so sick. She has nothing but skin and bones left. We should be very glad to have you and Jonas come 
and eat a Thanksgiving supper sith us next Thursday, the thirteen day, if you can. Cousin Alfred Robb lives at 
the paper mill. He is engineer. Mary Scott and Jane come up with Alfred in September, and he let himself then. 
He has been there three weeks. He likes the work very well. He visits us very often; it is great comfort to me. I had a 
good visit with Mary and Jan. Mary will be married next Spring, and move to Amoskeag. Mr. Fuller is overseer of 
that factory. Jane will go when Mary does. Quincy Willington was put in the tomb today; he died of the same 

  

 

 

    

    

    

  

Editor’s comment 

   Did anyone notice the reference in Sallie’s letter to the short school year because of the “freshets”? I became curious as 

to what she meant by freshet, I had never heard the word. 

   I discovered it is a meteorological term referring to heavy rains which often cause flooding, hence, Sallie’s reference to 

the loss of bridges and businesses as well as the shortened school year. As my curiosity was peaked, I decided to investigate 

1827-1828 weather occurrences.  This revealed an astonishing fact concerning the weather at that time. I learned that be-

tween the months of October 1827 and April of 1828 the weather along the east coast of the United States was referred to 

as  “extraordinary climatic anomalies and a false spring”.  

   The United States began keeping weather records around 1810 and although by today’s standards, their measuring in-

struments were crude, data was nonetheless being collected. These records revealed that during 1827 and ‘28 there was 

unprecedented warmth and an extraordinary amount of rain. With temperature staying considerably above normal for the 

season and an abundance of rain, crops were planted far earlier than would normally be expected. The rains caused the 

major rivers and their tributaries to flood; also in April there was a devastating frost which destroyed the previously planted 

crops. Today’s meteorologists attribute that weather phenomena to an extraordinarily strong El Nino which occurred dur-

ing those years. 

   This little narrative points out the importance of preserving relics such as the Sallie Loomis letters. So much can be 

learned from a word or phrase that enlightens us to life in Alstead in the early 1800’s as well as the world that surrounded 

them. It just takes a little time to ferret out the information. It is my hope that more gems of this nature can be offered to 

our reading public in the future.  

fever that Nancy had. There has been a great many sick this fall. Charles Wheeler had his brains blown out at the 
last training, and was put into the tomb. It was a dreadful sight to see his head all torn to pieces, I see him a few 
minutes after it was done. They trained a little above the paper mill. They were very careless with the cannon. 
William wants I should tell you that they have got the steers handled. He has been offered forty dollars for them. 
They are as handsome as dollars. They girt five feet and a half. William has got his ploughing done. 
 Mr. Bolster was here last Monday and stayed all night, I have a very poor opinion of him; they give him a 
bad name. Thompson Chandler and Crumby Hatch has still the Heaton store in Drewsville. Their fathers took out a 
thousand dollars in a piece for them in the bank. Asa Holden begins our school next week a Monday. He has $15.80 
per month, and boards himself. We have four months school. Our school was short this summer on account of the 
freshets. There has been two bridges carried off down by the paper mill summer, and Newton and Tuft’s dam was torn 
out the second time. Every bridge was carried off on the Boroughs brook, and Ketteredge stone factory; the damage is 
very great in this town. Mr. Stevens bought the mills in Surrey that he used to tend, and will move this winter. He 
gave a thousand dollars. Willard signed the note with him. Mrs. Crain and I took the papers together before you 
wrote. I should sned them to you longer, but I did not know as you got them. I was very sorry I had not sent them 
when I read Eliza’s letter. I had a letter to Sally Whitney a few days ago; they were all well. Harriet is married to 
Moses Ordway. She stayed with Smith’s six weeks and then went to Mr. Ordway’s on the 12th of August. He waited 
upon her up to Esq. Dimmons, and was married; no one thought of any such thing. Not one of her fathers family 
knew of it until it was all over, Sally says she is glad that Harriet has made out so well, but she is devilish mad 
that she was married as she was. I think Harriet has outwitted them all. Poor Edmund Whitney is dead. He died 
down at Dedham. He worked there. Mrs. Crain’s family is all well except Maria; she is not very well. Elisha has 
waited up Maria down to see Eliza, and stayed all night. Eliza’s health is very good. Now if you don’t get rid of this 
fever and ague, you had better come home while you can. Health is better than money. Be sure to write soon, and let 
me know how you do. We all want to see you, but are willing that you should stay if you are well and doing well. 
This from your affectionate Mother till death. 
         Sally Loomis   



  

 


