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Searching for
As you may remember, we sometimes
profile possible places for us to stage
our big three day reunion which will be
coming up very soon. It's not too early
to start work on this 1999 meeting.
Many of you will remember the fun we
had traveling to New Hampshire in
1984, to the Kennebunkport area in
1989 and to Portsmouth in 1994.

For this profile, we must thank our new
member Jeff Goodwin. He very
graciously answered a call for help in
reviewing a place we had previously
heard of and with which he was some-
what familiar from his youth.

This spot is the Eagle Mountain House
in Jackson, New Hampshire. Just listen
to this brief description: "Through the
Red Covered Bridge, Over the Wildcat
River, On Top of the Waterfall." Now,
doesn't that conjure

a Site for the 1999 Reunion
up all kinds of visions? North of North
Conway, New Hampshire, the only
drawbacks are the remoteness and quiet
tranquility. We would be too far away
to make our usual trips to South
Berwick to the home of our first
ancestors unless we doubled our loca-
tions. We are always open to input by
our members.

This site first came to our attention
with a recipe book from country inns.
A recipe was included for the Eagle
Mountain House by Mrs. Orin Chad-
bourne (Marcia Gale). The Chad-
bournes owned the inn from 1958 to
April 1973.

Here's more about this historic and
restored country inn, on the National
Register of Historic Places. It is very
large (94 rooms) in the manner of the
turn of the century resort hotels. There
are both guest rooms and suites (chil-

dren under 16 are free). There is a nine
hole golf course, tennis courts, outdoor
heated pool, spas and saunas. Hiking,
mountain biking, fishing, game rooms
and movie rentals. Or sit on the grand
veranda. There is a full dining room
plus a tavern with lighter meals.

The cost would have to be negotiated
with a group rate available depending
on time of year. Of course, the most
reasonable time is after Oct 20, fol-
lowed closely by the cost during early
summer or early fall. This is something
we would work on if there is enough
response to use this site for our two
night stay. The committees would
appreciate any words of encouragement
or discussion of alternatives.

RESERVE A SPACE NOW FOR
THE 13TH ANNUAL REUNION.
SEE PAGE 5.

From Here to Eternity: Remembering Elder Gray Meeting House

When my father realized that he was
terminally ill at the age 73, he found
that nature made it relatively easy to
contemplate death with some tranquil-
ity. As I an; older than he was when he
died, and in good health, I am fortunate
that other experiences have given me a
measure of that same tranquility.

Both sides of my family settled in the
little town of Waterboro, Maine, way
back in the late 1700s. My ancestors
built our family home around 1800, and
it is now occupied by my niece.
Until I graduated from college, every

summer was spent at this rural paradise
near a small lake. So it has always been
an uplifting experience to return to this
place which gave me so many of the
happiest days of my life.

Back in 1806, area farmers built a
church at the bottom of a hill near the
lake. This parish flourished under the
nurturing influence of Elder James
Grey who lived a couple of miles from
the church up over the hill. Probably to
spare the minister the frequent ride
over rough roads that were little more
than trails, it was decided in 1832 to

move the church close to him.

Caring parishioners gathered with their
teams of oxen for the arduous move.
Perhaps surprisingly, everything went
well until the church reached the top of
the hill, still a mile from Elder Gray's
home. And it was there and then that
the Jamaica rum which had fueled the
movers' enthusiasm ran out.

After questionably sober reflection, it
was decided to leave the church there
See CHURCH, page 7



Jayne's Remedy for What Ails You

I knew her from. stories recounted by
Gram and by her recipes, which I now
have. The recipe book is only a small
pencil written, three by five inch paper
notebook, economically converted into a
cookbook by my saving ancestors. It's
well-worn, faded, and appropriately
stained on the pages of favorite recipes.
The recipe- book, called a receipt book,
was written by my great, great,
grandmother, Lydia Jayne Cluff
Chadbourne.

Jayne Cluff was born the twenty-first of
September, 1841 in the Deering Ridge
area of Waterborough, Maine. It is an area
of land where three towns meet in a
triangle, Lyman, Hollis and
Waterborough. She was born in a home
built by her grandfather Jedidiah Cluff,
improved on by her father Thomas Cluff,
situated on a patch of land owned, cleared
and settled by her great grandfather,
Samuel Cluff in the late 1700's. She was
surrounded by aunts who had married into
the Weymouth and Knight families
nearby.

Jayne's mother, Ruth Whitehouse Cluff,
died when Jayne was only sixteen.
Jayne's parents, Thomas and Ruth, are
buried in the Clough-Weymouth
Cemetery about a half a mile from where
their farm had stood. All that remains of
the farm now are old granite stone
foundation blocks with forsythia and
honeysuckle that bloom each spring,
tansy next to where the kitchen door had
been and blackberry bushes to the side,
about twenty feet from a stand of apple
trees.

When Jayne Cluff married Joseph Ivory
Chadbourne on 26 November 1865, she
only moved about five miles away, past
the Elder Grey Meeting House on
Chadbourne's Ridge Road to the old Paul
Chadbourne homestead on Emery (now
called Bradeen) Road in North
Waterborough. She was well respected in
the community. Jayne was known as a
capable tailor/seamstress, and her fine

needlework produced many of the men's
suits worn in the area. Her sewing room
overlooked Joe Ivory's blacksmith shop to
satisfy her natural curiosity and
sociability. Her skill with a needle was
also passed on to her granddaughter.

Jayne raised her granddaughter, Marjorie
Chadbourne, my grandmother. Marjorie's
mother died suddenly when Marjorie was
only seven. So it was Jayne, knowing first
hand how great that loss can be, who
stepped in to fill the gap at so tragic a loss.
Jayne died on the twenty-third of
February, 1920. Jayne and Joe Ivory
Chadbourne are buried at Pine Grove
Cemetery in North Waterborough. She left
a rich legacy of womanly virtues in her
granddaughter, Marjorie and much of it
came alive when Marjorie cooked.

Hidden within Jayne's receipt book

were words of wisdom, sage advice,
necessary staple recipes, and vital
remedies to help any homemaker cope
with all kinds of situations.

Jayne was known as a teetotaler, yet a
very practical woman. There were several
recipes for cough syrup--molasses and
peppermint, boiled lemon and honey--but
hidden in the back of the book on a
separate well-worn paper was the
heavy-duty cough syrup. Jayne's remedy :
boil one cup corn syrup and one cup
sugar. Cool to lukewarm. Add one pint
moonshine (vodka) and two teaspoons of
peppermint extract. Pour into sterilized
dark-colored bottle with a tight cap. Store
in a cool place up high away from
husband and children. And when you give
a teaspoon to any sick person, you take a
teaspoon yourself.

-Kitty Ahlquist Chadbourne

TAPIOCA INDIAN PUDDING

from the Eagle Mountain House

1 pt. milk in double boiler. When hot add 3 T minute tapioca, 3 T corn meal, 1/2 C
molasses, 1/2 C sugar, 2 eggs, butter size of large egg. Cook until it thickens. Then
pour into buttered baking dish and add 1 pt. cold milk. Bake 1 1/2 to 2 hours.

"This recipe was given to me by one of our guests (Mrs. Marion Howell) about
1914. Very good and may be served with cream or ice cream. I prefer it plain with
a little butter - best when served hot". -Marcia G. Chadbourne, in "Yesterdays:
Lodging Places of Jackson and Their Recipes"

By the way, do our members share an interest in recipes? Members who have been
with us for several years will remember that we issued a Chadbourne Recipe book.
Perhaps it is time that we do another one to be ready for our reunion in 1999. We
have so many new members from all parts of our country. Let's put our heads
together and submit our favorite Chadbourne family dish. Send it in to CFA, HCR
77 Box 8350, Chadbourne's Ridge, North Waterborough, ME 04061. Enclose a bit
of family story that goes with the recipe. By the time we get recipes, we will find a
chairman to handle the submissions. We can start with Marcia's recipe.



Who Is Jack Chadbourne?
Paul Chadbourne Mills of Santa Barbara,
learning that there was once an airport
near-by called the Chadbourne-Donze
Airport, wrote to Elaine Bacon for
identification of which family this could
be. Upon contacting the newspaper who
published the story, we were told they
knew nothing more about the field, and
suggested I contact the Montecito History
Committee. After long and thorough
search by Maria Churchill, the results of
her search are now known. Unfortunately,
it gives us little indication of who this
gentleman was. The details of her report
follow:

"Henry J. Chadbourne (Jack) and wife
Eunice appeared in a Montecito phone
directory in 1928 at an address on
Arroyico Lane. His occupation was given
as "Pilot" in '28 and "Airplane Services"
in '29. A newspaper report confirmed that
Jack Chadbourne and Bob Donze (a Santa
Barbaran), opened the Chadbourne-Donze
Air Services on March 1, 1928.

The two men operated it for about two
years before they withdrew from their

partnership and turned the airport
over to others to run -or sold it,
but there are no records on the
transaction. Sometime between
1929 and 1931-2, Jack and
Eunice Chadbourne left the area
for points unknown, leaving no
trace.

Curiously, two women--Carolyn
and Louise Chadbourne-were
living in Montecito for a couple
of years before Jack and Eunice
arrived in '28. When Jack and his
wife left town for good,

the two women moved into the Arroyico
Lane home and lived there for many years,
according to the directories. The last one,
Carolyn, disappeared from the listings
around 1990. We assume they were
relatives of Jack-aunts, mother,
cousins-but no one alive now recalls them
at all."
One man remains in Carpenteria who
recalls the airport, but he was only 14 at
the time and interested in flying, not the
family. He did supply the snapshot

Jack Chadbourne and his plane.

for which we are grateful.
Wishing to put an end to this puzzle, our
genealogy has been searched looking for
a possible "Jack" or Henry that could be
this man. No such luck! It may be
possible that he is from some of the other
Chadbourne families which we included
in the appendix of our book. Knowing
that we have members of The CFA from
some of these families, PLEASE try to
help us identify this gentleman.

-Elaine C. Bacon

NEW MEMBERS
Deborah L Cavett, Gilbertsville, PA
Louis Emery, W Buxton, ME
Florence Ahlquist Link, Scarborough,

ME
Janel Chadbourne McCartney, Belton,

MO
Barbara J Alex, Windsor, CT

Frank H Campbell, Yorba Linda, CA Rev
& Mrs George W Carson, Beaver Falls,
PA
Leo Chadbourne, Dover-Foxcroft, ME

Membership in The CFA is open to all
descendants of William Chadbourne,
immigrant from England to the Pis-
cataqua River in 1634. Membership is
also open to descendants' spouses or
other interested persons. This includes
others who as yet remain unlinked to

James Raymond Chadbourne, Wells,
ME
Del Earle, Anacortes, WA
John Egan, Dorchester, MA
J Franklin Goodwin III, Wolfeboro, NH
Judith Chadbourne Gilman, Braintree,
MA
Janet & Arthur Perrin, Windham, ME
Barbara Reinertsen, Bath, ME
David E Weymouth, Belvedere, CA
Faith Woodman (Woodman-Maynard
Family), Golden Valley, MN

Membership & Dues Policy
William Chadbourne or are interested in
preserving family data as related to the
Chadbournes.

Annual dues, payable in U.S. currency,
are $10/individual, $15/family, and
$100/lifetime one-time payment.

Nancy D Adams, Sarasota, FL
Steve Skoropowski, Andover, MA
Mary Thomes Carlson, Harrison, ME
Warren C Spencer, So Berwick, ME

NEW LIFE MEMBERS:
Natalie Spence Hakanson, Portland, ME
Joan Chadbourne, Providence, RI
Joseph Chadbourne, Chagrin Falls, OH
David Henry Mitchell, La Canada, CA
Betty Jean Swan, Corvallis, OR

Membership runs from July 1 to June 30.
Your mailing label will denote when
membership expires. Donations are
welcome and can be dedicated to
research or publications. They may also
be designated as a memorial.



TRANSITIONS

BIRTHS:
Chad David
Pratt Reichel,
b 3 Oct 1995,
grandson of
Norman Pratt,
#380.2

Caroline Marie Wilson, b 24 Sept 1996
1996 New York City, daughter of Thomas
& Patty (Davis) Wilson Jr. #221.6

Cara Rose Hopkins , b 25 Nov 1996,
Portland, ME, daughter of Jason & Tania
(Chadbourne) Hopkins #794.2

Joseph Thompson Downs, b 3 April
1996, Arlington, VA, grandson of John H
& Virginia Downs #221.61+

Brittany Lynn Noble, b 25 Nov 1994,
Kieran Wickerham, b 25 Jan 1995,
Zachary Taylor Noble, b 8 March 1996,
Morgan Elizabeth Mitchell, b 24 May
1996, and Tyler Andrew Noble, b 10 June
1995grandchildren of Emily Noble
#513.1+

Carrie-Beth Pearl Gochie, b 22 Oct
1996, granddaughter of Esther
Chadbourne Gochie #758.4

Sarah Good, b Nov 1994, daughter of
Randall & Robin (Chadburn) Good
#1085.1

Abigail Rose Chadburn, b 27 Dec 1995,
daughter of Jeffrey & Amy Chadburn,
Jeffrey is eldest son of Dennis E Chadburn
#1086

MARRIAGES:
Andria Alex married Christopher
Petkovich  22 June 1997. Andria is
daughter of member Barbara Alex.

Scott Edward Noble (#513.11+) married
Teresa Lynn Cook  13 July 1996

Eleanor H Burr (#264.63) on 1 May
1997 in Bucksport, ME, wife of Lloyd
Burr.

Leone D Nutting (#82.37+) on 1 Jan
1993 in Otisfield, ME, widow of Albert J
Nutting.

Viva Belle Chadbourn  (#767) on 10
Dec 1996 in Strafford, NH wife of
Robert L Chadbourn.

Philip Branson, on 21 Nov 1996 in
Tamworth, England. Phil served as the
curator of St Editha's Parish in Tamworth,
and was the gracious contact person for
all of the Chadbournes coming through
Tamworth. He died after a short illness
and heart attack.

Merton R Perkins  (#526.610), age 71,
14 July 1997 in Wells, ME

Lorin W Smith Sr. (#221.54+), age 71,
11 Sept 1996 in Limerick, ME

Joyce Thompson Smith  (#221.52+), age
54, 22 Apr 1997 in Scarborough, ME.

Judy A Roberts  (#221.52+), age 40, 9
Dec 1994 in So Portland, ME. Judy was a
nurse's aide who campaigned vigorously
for rights of handicapped after an
automobile accident in 1974 left her in a
wheelchair.

Karen Burr Morin (#263.63+), age 48,
after battling cancer, mid-July 1997 in
Litchfield, NH, Karen was a life member
of The CFA and the daughter of Lloyd
Burr.

Vander W Forbes Jr (#571.52), age 65,
after battling cancer, 26 June 1997 in
Wells, ME. Vander was known for his
civic and charitable work in the area.

Lyndall Roth married Neil Ryder 6 Jan
1996, in New South Wales, Australia.
Lyndall is daughter of member Shirley
Roth.

Jeffrey Chadburn married Amy, 1992.
Jeff, b 13 May, 1968, is son of Dennis
Chadburn, #1086. Jeff is in Coast Guard
stationed at Otis AFB, Cape Cod, MA

Mary-ann Edgerly (#221.53+), married
Lawrence C Baker Jr 3 May, 1997 N
Waterborough, ME

DEATHS:
Norman Orcutt Chadbourne (#621),
age 86, on 28 Dec 1996 in Scotia, NY,
husband of Dorothy and father of Anne
and Susan. Norm generously shared with
The CFA manuscripts from the extensive
research done by his father, Henry
Wilmot Chadbourne.

Annie Woodsome Libby (#221.52+), age
93 on 14 Feb 1997 in Sanford, ME; of
Waterboro, daughter of Edgar and Olive
Lord Woodsome.

Josephine Card Morrison (#77.48+),
age 104, died 7 Dec 1996.

Alfred Chadbourne Stevens  (#127.35+),
age 91, on 7 Oct 1996 in Rexford, NY
Alfred has been a member of The CFA
since its beginnings. He leaves a wife,
Doris, son Fred and daughter, Mary.

Karen S Barton  (#752.11), on 31 Dec
1996 in San Antonio, FL, daughter-in-law
of Carolyn Chadbourne Barton.

Evelyn B Ahlquist (#585.46), age 67, 11
April 1997 in Scarborough, ME



13th Annual Reunion & General Assembly
The 13th Annual Reunion & General
Assembly is scheduled for Sunday,
October 19, 1997 at Salmon Falls
Restaurant, Motel & Golf Club, PO Box
36, Bar Mills, Maine 04004,
(207-929-5233 or 800-734-1616)
situated on the Saco River. The Country
Club offers a pleasant golf course and
small motel as well as wheelchair
accessible facilities. Our meeting and
dining area will be the newly renovated
side room, so no need to worry about
stairs.

A very complete dinner buffet will be
offered with enough tempting options to
please everyone, including haddock,
chicken and roast beef, assorted
vegetables, homemade rolls, salad and
dessert, coffee or tea. The dinner price
is $15 including tax and gratuity.
Children under five are half price. This
does not include drinks from the bar.
The CFA registration fee is $5.00 an
individual and $7.50 a couple.

Saturday evening Chads may gather
informally (cocktails at 5:30 & dinner
at 7:00), and order off the menu and
have time to become reacquainted with
cousins that they may not have seen
since last year.

Sunday, after breakfast on your own, we
will convene at 10:00 A.M. The morning
will consist of reports by The CFA
Executive Committee Chairs and open
discussion on the update of English
Roots Research, the South Berwick
archaeological dig, the Old Fields
Cemetery marker report, the three-day
1999 reunion, the Pied Cow Piecers
quilt, discussion on a recipe book, the
latest report on book on CDRom, and
genealogical report on additions and
corrections. We are hoping to have a
representative from Old Berwick
Historical Society with more complete
update on the dig. In short there should
be lively discussions, so come with lots
of ideas.

By 2:00 P.M. we will have the General
Assembly with general elections for

The Pied Cow Piecers Quilt

Margaret Holmes has graciously located
state block designs to help encourage some
of our quitters who may feel stumped with
an idea of what to do for a block
representing their family. If interested be
sure to send a note to Kitty A Chadbourne,
1 Fides Dr, Saco, ME 04072-9360. We are

the new Executive Board of Officers for
the 1997-98 year. Nominations are open, if
any of the topics are of interest to you feel
free to contact President Roger
Chadbourne, 207-3248658,
Vice-President, Kitty A Chadbourne
207-284-6484, or Genealogist, Elaine C
Bacon 408-269-3895.

Reservations are to be sent to Jack &
Nancy Chadbourne, 11 Mitchell Rd.,
Lynnfield, MA 01940. Telephone
617334-4207. Advance reservations
should be made so that Jack can give a
reasonable head count to the Country
Club. Jack needs to receive notification &
deposit by October 5, 1997 by application
or phone.

Deposits are refundable if we are notified
by Oct 15 if you can't come.

Salmon Falls
Restaurant Bar Mills

4A

Salmon
Falls Rd.

117

112

Saco River
02

Please reserve

Name

Phone

Address

Registration fee.

- dinners for Sunday, October 19, 1997
@ $15.00 per dinner incl. tax & tip

$5 individual, $7.50 couple

13th Annual Reunion & General Assembly Meeting

1/3 deposit included
.

made out to The CFA/Reunion
Mail to Jack & Nancy Chadbourne, 11 Mitchell Rd, Lynnfield, MA 01940
by Oct. 5, 1997 or phone 617-334-4207.

quilting 16" blocks, and hopefully since
we are incorporating three identical
fabrics supplied by The CFA, we think it
will show some nice continuity in the
end. Blocks can be pieced or appliqued,
done by hand or machine, as long as we
stay within the 16" square.

Page 5



Chadbourne Meets Chadbourne in Alaska
In a recent letter from Jan and Barry
Chadbourne of Sitka, Alaska, they told
of meeting other Chadbourne family
members in that town. Here are Jan's
comments about that and about life in
Sitka.

"Who have we run into in Sitka? Well,
the name here is Standerwick: Dave
and Michelle, and Tom and Danielle.
Dave and Tom's mother is Donna
(Chadbourne) Standerwick. She grew
up near Bangor, but her grandparents
lived in Harmony, the town next to
Cambridge where Barry grew up, and
they knew several of the same people.
I guess, technically, they're from the
same branch, but at least different
twigs.

"Barry works for the Post Office and a
piece of mail came through addressed
to one of the Standerwick boys but
also carried their mother's maiden
name (Donna Chadbourne) on it. Since
it's not a common name here, one of
his co-workers brought it to his
attention. He called them and
explained himself as a "fellow
Chadbourne" and who was this
Chadbourne person on the envelope?
(Sitka is a small town, after all, and it's
not unusual for people you don't know
to call you out of the blue for one
reason or another.)

"As it happened, mom (Donna) and
dad were in town visiting so we all got
together. I took our copy of the book
draft and together we traced our
respective families and she and Barry
discovered their common relative-----
g-g-g grandfather Samue16. I was
delighted to see that we also have in
common my personal favorite relative,
Samuel's lovely wife, Mehitable
Hatch. What a great name! Ya gotta
love it. Makes me wish I had a little
girl of my own that I could name
Mehitable Hatch Chadbourne. Maybe
it's just as well . . . My second favorite
is Samuel's son James' wife Relief.
That must have been an interesting
birth. Names just aren't what they

used to be, I think."

(Ed. note: We can also explain here
that Jan's husband is Barry L.
Chadbourne, and Donna's brother is
Barry O. Chadbourne.)

"Sitka, if you're not familiar with
Alaska, is located in the Southeastern
panhandle that runs along the west
coast of Canada. In the summer we're
a tourist town and 'port of call' for
cruise ships (believe me, it sounds
more glamorous than it is). About a
month ago, while waiting for some
grizzly bears to come out of the
woods, Barry struck up a conversation
with a tourist couple who were
camping their way through Southeast.
In the course of their chat they
exchanged where they were from (and
not having gotten around to names)
this man said he knew a guy from
Maine whose name was Chadbourne!
George Chadbourne, I think it was.
Barry told him that was his name as
well! They had a good laugh about
that and then went their separate
ways. Gads, there are Chadbournes
everywhere!

"We've been here about three years,
having moved from Seattle in 1993.
We had traveled through Southeast
Alaska while on vacation in 1992 for
our 10th anniversary trip. We spent
three weeks, traveling by ferry, and
saw all of the small coastal towns. We
had casually talked about moving to
Alaska for years. Barry had worked in
Alaska several times, in the Aleutian
Islands and on the Yukon River, and
my Dad had lived in and around
Anchorage as a small child in the
1920s while his dad built railroad
bridges. Dad also worked in the fish
canneries in the 30s and 40s earning
enough money for he and my mom to
start building their house.

"As I mentioned before, Barry works
for the Post Office, as he did in
Seattle, and was able to transfer to
Sitka when they had an opening here.

no doubt on the verge of being laid off
from Boeing where I'd worked for 9
years so we felt it was probably a good
time to move. Besides, Barry had grown
up in tiny little Cambridge, Maine
(pop.-300) and had had his fill of city
life. So we packed up and moved and
here we are.

"Life here is pretty low key. Nearly
everyone fishes here, either
commercially or sport, and there are a
lot of small charter businesses in the
summer. The major fish are salmon
(king, coho, and sockeye are the major
sportcaught salmon-there are also pinks
and humpies) and halibut, but also
rockfish (red snapper, etc.), crab,
shrimp, and other stuff I can't think of at
the moment.

"Barry has a 24-foot boat and spends
most of his summer days off fishing for
salmon which usually gets mailed to
friends/family down 'south' (lower 48).
When he's not fishing he's working on
his own photography business. He takes
some beautiful pictures and has been
selling prints for years. His favorite
subject is the Humpback whales that
feed in Sitka Sound every winter.
Coming from 'the city,' it amazed me
that while driving to work in the
mornings (a grueling 3 mile commute
for me, Barry drives 1 1/2 miles) in
winter we can see whales spouting! One
of the 'bennies' of living here.

"I worked in a mental health clinic for
two years when we first moved here and
for the past year and a half have worked
for an attorney as a legal secretary,
which is much more fun and satisfying.
I started quilting two years ago and have
made about 22 quilts so far. I'm
addicted. My friends at the clinic tell me
they could offer therapy for my
addiction, but I know in order for
therapy to be effective the patient has to
want to be cured, and I don't!"

-member Jan Chadbourne of Sitka



CHURCH, continued
from page 1

on the side of the road. And it was a
good decision, too. Mount Washington
was visible in the distance, and there
were shade trees and many farms close
by.

An important factor in that decision had
to have been the presence of the
cemetery which had been laid out in
1832 across the road from where the
church rested, and where it has
remained for 160 years. The combina-
tion of church and cemetery became
increasingly important to the church=
goers as time went on. But, unfortu-
nately, many rural dwellers migrated to
the cities in the late 1800s, and
eventually church services ceased
because there were not enough parish-
ioners to maintain the church.

As time passed the remaining folks did
not like to see the church closed, so in
1925 it was decided to sponsor one
memorial service annually on the first
Sunday of August. This sparked a
renewal of interest in the church and
cemetery. Over the years people who
have attended the services have con-
tributed generously so that the church
building and cemetery have been well
maintained. Today lots in the graveyard
are much in demand.

My mother literally dragged me to the
first service when I was six years old,
and made sure that I attended every
service until I was about ten. Every
year since, for reasons I am not quite
sure, I have happily attended every
service through 1995, and am the only
person who has never missed one.

This large white church is an historic
site, and is fitted with the most
uncomfortable, straight-backed pews.
They keep worshippers from falling
asleep, so church time is necessarily
spent listening to the minister, or in
private contemplation, something my
wife tells me I have tended to do much
too often.

I have a favorite seat at the front of the

church. As the doors are always open,
the restful, tree-shaded cemetery across
the way is in my view. Many thoughts
have tumbled through my mind on
these occasions - some inspiring, some
dull. Not surprisingly, questions about
life and death have begun to
predominate in recent years.

This year I was moved to stroll through
the cemetery after the service. Five
family members rest there: my mother
and a brother with three of his four
wives. A marker notes that my father is
buried in another cemetery in town.

Thirty-five relatives are in residence,
and possibly more because some stones
are unmarked. Chadbournes, a branch
of my family, are numerous. I counted
26 friends whom I had known well
during my 75 years. Nine casual
acquaintances were there. But the
majority of the dead, 185 in number,
were strangers to me, many buried
before I was born.

As may be typical in older New Eng-
land cemeteries, the first to be buried in
1833 was a Revolutionary War veteran,
one of at least two who fought in that
war. Another probably served in the
Mexican War of 1848. Four of 12 who
fought in the Civil War died in service.

Two World War I veterans are buried
there, and seven soldiers who served in
World War II. There was one Vietnam
War veteran. Graves are marked with
flags each year without fail.

My mother and a doctor friend died at
the age of 96, and appear to be the
oldest. A three-day-old baby was the
youngest. The most recent burial was in
1995. About one-fifth of the land lies
ready to receive others, one of whom
might be what remains of me after
some young student at the University of
Vermont Medical School studies
anatomy with my cooperation.

This cast of characters must be similar
to the population in cemeteries of sim-
ilar size in the East. The mix of old

and young from different backgrounds,
over such a long period, has given me a
feeling of timelessness, and has
enhanced my awareness of the cycles
of life and death that have gone on as
long as life has existed.

This hallowed church and cemetery
have made it easier for me to accept
with equanimity the fact that life will
go on without interruption long after I
have joined my ancestors.

So there is no better place than this
rural hill top, with its church, cemetery
and view, for me to try to synchronize
my life with eternity. My ancestors
lived there for centuries, and their
descendants will do the same. In the
meantime, we the living, are bridges
linking both.

Probably it is only a matter of time
when some other curious old-timer will
make a sentimental and nostalgic
journey through the cemetery, and
come upon my headstone while
becoming comfortable about his or her
own place in eternity.

---by member John H. Downs
Adapted from the Lyndon Independent

Editor's Note: John Downs is a lawyer
and lives in Lyndon, VT. He is a
Chadbourne through #221.6, descen-
dant of Pau16 who moved to North
Waterborough in the 1790s. John
recently authored Negotiating With the
Russians on Nuclear Arms. Lawyers
Making A Difference, published by
University Press of America, Inc., 4720
Boston Way, Lanham, MD 20706. This
volume, available in cloth or
paperback, is 365 pages. John relates in
this book his experiences working with
other lawyers on the Lawyers Alliance
for World Security on negotiations with
Soviet professionals on Cold War
nuclear arms issues.



Growing Up With a Duesenberg
By the late Humphrey Lincoln
"Linc" Chadbourne

reprinted, as written, from the
magazine The Classic Car

I grew up with my father's Model "J"
Duesenberg roadster, and I'll always
think of it as the world's most exciting
car. I was 12 when it was bought in
1928, and 21 when it was sold 9 years
later. It made a deep impression on me
that has lasted to this day.

FIRST ONE

The roadster was the first "J" sold to the
public. My father, Humphrey
Wallingford Chadbourne, a New York
mining engineer, bought the show car
on display at the 1928 Auto Salon in
New York. It had a 265 hp Lycoming
straight-8 engine, designed by
Duesenberg, a black Murphy
convertible roadster body with charcoal
gray canvas top. Cost (I believe) was
about $12,000.

The show car had been put together for
display rather than road use. So after
purchase it went back to the factory for
final work. In addition, my father
wanted special features added,
including a spotlight on the driver's
side, adjustable from inside the car, a
hidden electric siren, a pin stripe in dark
red with an HWC monogram, and
Martin Cord tires.

The factory work took several months.
Sometime during this period father
went to Indianapolis to confer with Fred
Duesenberg. He met him, liked him,
and regarded him thenceforth as an
automotive genius. I don't know if he
became acquainted with Fred's brother
August, a partner in the company.

The car was delivered in top-notch
shape in the spring of 1929. It proved
highly reliable throughout its 9 year
life. It must have gone well over
100,000 miles without serious trouble.
It was in the shop once for a week or
ten days for some sort of overhaul, but

I know of no
other major
maintenance.
BREAK-IN
PERIOD
The first
summer with
the car (1929)
we spent in
Syosset, Long
Island. We
made trips to
Montauk and
places in
Westchester,
but no long
journeys. The period involved getting
used to the roadster, admiring it, and
checking it out, as new owners do (or
did).

I don't recall the exact figures but have
the impression acceleration and gas
mileage proved even better than the
maker's claims.

We also spent time inspecting the
extraordinarily fine workmanship and
rugged construction of the vehicle. This
was especially evident in the engine
compartment. Even hidden areas were
clean, uncluttered, polished, and
(sometimes) machineturned metal.
Incidentally, in their excellent book "The
Duesenberg" (Hilton, 1970), authors
Steinwedel and Newport state: ". . . even
though the Duesenberg engine was
designed well over forty years ago, there
is today not a single engine half so
sophisticated offered by any domestic
manufacturer of luxury cars."

TOURING

The first long trip we made in the
roadster as a family was from New York
City to Miami in the fall of 1929. The
Duesenberg attracted crowds at every
stop. Nothing remotely like it had been
seen. A further puzzlement was that no
maker's identification appeared
anywhere. What was it?

H. W. Chadbourne 's 1928 Duesenberg Model "J'
roadster

two motorcycle cops flagged us down.
But not to give a ticket. They were just
curious. After father had answered their
questions and let them peer under the
hood they said they'd escort us through
Columbia. We traversed the city at about
60 mph, one cop leading on the left and
the other on the right, sirens screaming.
We even turned ours on briefly. I vividly
remember flashing past the capitol
buildings, with people on the sidewalks
staring at us astonished. Outside the city
limits the cops warned us not to use our
siren again in South Carolina, then waved
a cheerful goodbye.

This sort of interest in the Duesenberg
continued throughout its life. People,
mainly men, would gather round
wherever we went. Most thought the car
was foreign built. They speculated it was
a Maybach, a Delahaye, a Hispano, a
Minerva, an Isotta, or other large
European car, though it looked like none
of these. The company did some
advertising but neither it nor the publicity
releases seemed to have reached the
public at large. On the other hand, the
Duesenberg record at the Indianapolis
track was well known. Maybe the
company lost a bet by leaving the name
off the hood.
A LITTER?
In Miami Beach that first winter we

Outside Columbia, South Carolina, I See DUESENBERG, next page
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DUESENBERG
continued from page 8

owned the Duesenberg I too received a
fine vehicle. For Christmas I was given
a battery-powered Red Bug electric
two-seater buckboard. When a friend
first noticed it he observed, "I see the
Duesenberg has had pups."

In addition to piloting the original bug,
I learned to drive a car myself during
that period. There were no age or
license requirements at the time in
Florida. But I couldn't learn on the
fancy roadster. Instead it was my lot to
practice on an old, cranky, bucking
Willys Overland with uncertain
handling and certainly so synchromesh.
I could only look wistfully at the
Duesenberg.

FAST TRIPS

On returning from Miami the
Duesenberg had perhaps its fastest run.
This was along a stretch of good
uncrowded road in Georgia. Out
chauffeur was following, driving our
StearnsKnight, and I was with him. We
tried to keep up with the roadster, but
no luck. Finally, down a slight hill the
Stearns managed an indicated 85, at
which it went into a violent shimmy
and the engine complained. The
Duesenberg rapidly disappeared in the
distance. We arrived at our destination
long after my parents. Father said later
that he had been going "over 100."

About the only other really fast driving
I remember was along the old
Vanderbilt raceway on Long Island.
This was a stretch of two-car tar that
was operated as a private toll road with
no speed limits or police. You took
your chances. I recall several rapid trips
along this road, which was full of
curves, with father driving and a Stutz
roadster (Blackhawk? or some such
name) giving spirited competition. But
we usually won.

I DRIVE

I drove the car a number of times while
I was in my late teens. Cautiously.
Driving it made me happy but on edge.
Father complained I drove

The Duesenberg as it is today
before restoration

too far on the left; guess I feared
denting a fender. Visibility was only
fair. The extremely long hood was
unnerving to someone used to a
Chevvie and there wasn't much height
to the front windshield. To the rear, the
canvas top had only a small window.

In other aspects of driving, the bench
seat was not too comfortable. Buckets
would have been much better. Steering
was hard at low speeds (not a woman's
car) but good underway. There was a
strong, very satisfactory road feel.
Stability and roadability seemed
excellent.

The stick shift (floor-mounted) was
simple, smooth, and quick; the
transmission must have been an early
version of synchromesh. Second gear
was particularly responsive and,
according to the company literature,
good up to 90 mph. But shifting at 40
or 50 seemed less like showing off.

Acceleration was great. Step hard on
the pedal and you were thrown back in
your seat. I believe 0 to 100 was
supposed to take 22 seconds. The
brakes were also fine. They were early
hydraulics. Engine sound was deep and
authoritative, but not noisy. There were
no rattles.

The instrument panel was a joy to
behold. A machine-tooled metal strip

held all the gauges you might expect
(speedometer, odometer, water
temperature, ammeter, oil pressure, gas
level), plus a tachometer, a brake
pressure meter, a Jaeger clock with
sweep split second hand for timing, a
compass, and red and green warning
lights.

The lights warned of times to perform
maintenance functions, such as change
the oil.

The Duesenberg drove more like the race
car I once took round a track in a test run
than like conventional cars of the period.
It had to be driven; it was no baby buggy.
But once you'd built up a little confidence
and skill, driving it gave a great sense of
power and control. In all the years we
had it, I never got over the feeling of
excitement and anticipation while
entering the car. Riding was great and
driving even better.

Not one of the cars I've been around
since has given me even a fraction of the
pleasure I had handling the Duesenberg.

FINAL THOUGHTS

The "J" Duesenberg was the product of
original thinking, creative imagination,
advanced engineering, and beautiful
workmanship. It was a great car to own,
to drive, even to ride in. Ours made me
feel important, powerful, and proud of
U.S. technology. Today's youth seems to
have less inclination for such feelings.

It was a privilege and a great experience
to grow up with a Model "J" Duesenberg
roadster.

EPILOGUE

We feel it's a shame that Linc
Chadbourne is not alive today to know
that his dad's car has been found and is
being restored to its original beauty.
Through Robert Baucom of Virginia, we
have learned that he and his associates
are working on the car at present and
hope to have it back to the original.



Report on Recent Research Projects
The Genealogical Research Committee
has announced that George Sanborn has
graciously agreed to head the
sub-committee on English research. To
this end, your Executive Board has started
us off with a contribution to the English
Research Fund. We hope that many of you
will keep this fund going by dedicating
some of your memorials to this cause or to
general research.

Feeling that our female ancestors have a
prominent place in our heritage, George's
first searches will be for the parents of
Margaret Dooley (Robert's wife) and
Elizabeth Sparry (William1's wife).
George has approached two competent
researchers in England to determine which
will be best suited for our needs and has
secured the services of one Dr. Taylor. Dr.
Taylor feels that he is hot on the trail to
these two women. We shall have a further
report at the Annual Meeting.

Your Genealogist has continued searching
additions and corrections to

our 1994 book. We continue to get
requests for purchases of our exhausted
supply of books. It is becoming evident
that we may have to consider some kind
of publication in the future. There is
fertile ground in ten new families that we
have profiled. It is amazing that we have
had such luck in looking for the
"unfinished" families from the book. And
there are so many more to contact! Help
is appreciated if you wish to strike out on
your own (I'll help with clues). Just look
up families in your area and see if you
can find those needing additional
information. They don't have to be
complete families. There are many
females who don't have their children
listed.

For the descendants of Margaret Spencer
Goodwin, this information comes from
The Family Tree Maker Archives. Daniel
Goodwin's father and mother were Daniel
and Dorothy (Barker) Goodwin as
reported in our book. Additionally,
Dorothy's father was Edmond of Sibton,
Suffolk.

Dorothy died at Chatham, Kent. Daniel
Goodwin, Sr. was born 1590 in East
Bergholt, Suffolk, son of John of North
Burlingham who died in East Bergholt.
None of this can be confirmed by The
CFA, but it will give you clues toward
other solutions. Also, don't forget that
Dotty Seaman gave us YOXford as
Daniel's birthplace, not OXford.

Through the help of Ted Chadbourne and
the use of his CDRoms and my use of a
new computer, we are finding some
"unknowns" to add. Also, the Internet has
been interesting where my bulletin
offering help was placed in the
hobby/genealogy message area for Maine
and produced many replies, five of whom
are listed as new members. We urge
anyone with the capabilities to use their
Internet provider in the same way. .When
you send in your dues renewal include
your E-Mail address.

-ecBac@aol.com

Donations for the Archaeological Dig in So. Berwick
Last issue of The Pied Cow highlighted
the on-going archaeological excavation of
the Humphrey2 Chadbourne home site
co-sponsored with the Old Berwick
Historical Society. The next issue of The
Pied Cow will report on this year's
findings. The need for preservation funds
remains. A matching grant has been
forthcoming from The Kennebunk
Savings Bank.

Donations can be sent to The CFA, HCR
77 Box 8350 North Waterboro, ME
04061-9612 made out to the Old Berwick
Historical Society, with a memo "for the
Chadbourne dig." We will forward the
donations to The Old Berwick Historical
Society, and for donations exceeding $25,
brick fragments will be sent to you as a
Thank You Memento, as long as the brick
fragments remain.

Donors since the last announcement include:

• Tom Eschweiler
• H. Terry Goodwin
• Vera I Chadbum
• Charleen B Smith
• Paul Chadbourne
• Marjorie C Barden
• Susan J Chadbourne

• Judith C Gilman
• Peter G Parkhurst
• David W Rudge
• Deborah L Cavett
• Nancy Lord Graves
• Annette B Eberdt
• Guy Chadbourne

Kitty A Chadbourne
George & Karen
Langlais
Pam Ritter
Guy Cote
Chadbourne Cutler
Allyssa Langlais

IN MEMORIUM
& ENGLISH ROOTS RESEARCH DONATIONS

To the English Research Fund:

Bernice (Chadbourne) MacGregor and Elsada (Chadbourne) Glashoff, by
     Elaine (Chadbourne) Bacon
Glenn M Stoddard, descendant of Patience Chadbourne, by Sharlene
     Stoddard
Marjorie (Chadbourne) Ahlquist, by Kitty Ahlquist Chadbourne
Phil Dyer     Hazel Chadbourne Bloxam Ann Hampson
Gertrude Henderson     Robert & Kathy Gregory Pauline G Walker


