
Pownal Gateway

The Dutch Brick House (Part II)
by  Fran Lampman

[In Part I, Fran described the historical context of her house and “the tavern.”  This 
continues the description of the house, seen in the photo above left. --rjr]

When one descends to the ground level of the brick part of the house, there is 
not so much there on casual inspection.  The stairs going down from the present 
kitchen above are carefully skilled from the same extinct chestnut as was used 
in the house beams on the brick part of the house.  The chimney today is bricked 
over, but behind the brick are ovens and the open fi replace that was the public 
cooking area.  [Note:  there is a boarded over fi replace in the present kitchen.]  
Deeds of neighboring houses read:  “The privilege (sic) of baking and washing 
in the celler kitchen under the Brick House.”  There is a doorway at ground level.  
One can imagine this spot as a gathering place for friends and neighbors.

Moving toward the Present:    1867 started our ownership due to the fact that 
Daniel Kimball’s little house across the street burned.  Daniel W. Kimball was my 
Grandmother’s fi rst husband.  She was 17 when she married.  He was the town 
clerk, a position my Grandmother soon took over, served for 50 years, and retired 
in 1917.

The Union House (how our house was called when it was a hotel) then took on 
a new look.  With the Town Clerk’s offi ce there, she had a big safe built into the 
wall of her parlor.  Because she also became postmistress, a cabinet with pigeon 
holes was installed.  In addition, there was a general store with bags of grain that 
she tugged in.  In 1917 she retired.  The safe is still in use.  You now can view it 
when you enter our present Town Clerk’s offi ce.

In 1914, my father moved back to Pownal from Boston, and the former 
Blacksmith Shop became a car repair shop and automobile sales.  My mother, a 
secretary at a shoe factory in Boston, became a mechanic along with her husband.

My dad sold the fi rst two Saxon cars in the State of Vermont.  Stanley Steamers, 
Hupmobiles, Model Ts, all were some of the old names.  The business expanded, 
and the Blacksmith Shop took on its present look.  A room located in the NE 
corner of the house became the offi ce for the auto sales, and in 1970 that room 
became the offi ce for Lampman Realty.  I retired in 2000, and the Union House is 
now my private residence.  (Continued on page 4.) 
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Upcoming Meetings   
Jan. 17, 7 p.m. 
Memoir of a Green Mtn. 
Boy
Bennington Museum

January 20, 2 p.m. 
250 Years of Vt. Agriculture
Pownal Library

February 10
Gen. George Marshall
(place and time to 
be announced)      

March 2, 2 p.m.
Reenacting the Revolution
Pownal Library   
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A Christmas to be Remembered         
by JoAnn Comar Myers

My grandparents lived in a large cedar-shingled house on a windy hill in Pownal, within strong shouting 
distance of our home.  My grandmother, Mildred Crosier, a tall, proud woman with a straight posture like 
a strong oak, was a dedicated homemaker.  My grandfather, Andy, a retired farmer and maple sugar maker, 
was as strong and stubby as the Morgan hourses he had once worked with on the farm.  He always wore a 
felt hat and a jersey jacket when outdoors.  And when I was a child, small enough to need looking after while 
my parents worked, my grandparents cared for me.  My grandfather and his fat little beagle, Cuddles, won at 
a Rod and Gun Club supper, took me almost everywhere . . . to the saphouse in the old green truck with the 
hard, bouncy seats, or out to cut wood, the smell of fresh sawdust in the air; to the garage to tinker on oily 
equipment and automobiles, or to visit with old, dear friends.  He could visit for hours.

One morning at the start of an anxiously awaited Christmas vacation, my  grandfather suggested we go out to 
the woods in back of their house to look for a Christmas tree.  My grandmother, who was beginning to prepare 
the noontime meal, stopped to bundle me up in navy ski pants and jacket, red rubber boots, and a hat pulled 
way down over my ears and tied under my chin, fretting about the cold I was, undoutbtedly about to catch.

We headed out to the woods road, past their barn where the heavy equipment was stored, and past what in the 
springtime would be a tiny pond, alive with a million tadpoles, now just a snowfilled depression at the edge 
of the woods.  The deep snow cast blue shadows in the bright and blinding sun.  An invisible bird chuckled 
among the gray, wintry branches above us.  And Cuddles bounced along, snuffling about in the white fluff.

We had not walked long when we found a small stand of spruce, grouped close and deep emerald against the 
brilliant winter white around them.  We slipped between their prickly branches, and selected a short broad tree, 
its curving limbs gracefully displayed.  It was lying on the cold ground within a minute, the pleasant fresh cut 
oder of its sticky, soft trunk wafting through the chilly air.

Soon we were back on the road, my grandfather dragging the tree, swish swish behind him.  We were two 
happy tree cutters, one big and one little, and one eager pup, anticipating the delicious lunch that would be 
waiting for us when we arrived; the smell of food and tree mingled together in the warm, cozy house; and the 
fun we would have trimming the tree together.  As we neared the house, a thin rivulet of smoke rose from the 
chimney and peace lay all around.

 

Articles needed:  Please send stories, anecdotes, events, and other historical topics to Ray Rodrigues. 

E-mail: raymond_rodrigues@msn.com or call 823-0198.
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Upcoming Meetings

January 17,  7 p.m., Bennington Historical Society, Memoir of a Green Mountain Boy

 At the Bennington Museum.  Ray Rodrigues reads from his novel.  For those who may have missed his 
presentation at the Pownal Historical Society.  For more information, go to:  http://www.green-mountain-boy.
com.

January 20, 2 p.m., 250 Years of Vermont Agriculture

On Sunday, January 20, at 2 p.m. in the Solomon Wright Public Library in Pownal, Hank Art will discuss how 
agriculture evolved from colonial times to the present.  Sponsored by the Pownal Historical Society.

Hank Art is chair of the biology department at Williams College and director of the Hopkins Memorial Forest, 
part of the College’s Center for Environmental Studies.  Art has written several books and articles, including 
A Garden of Wildflowers and The Wildflower Gardener’s Guide: California, Desert Southwest, and Northern 
Mexico Edition, the top Home and Garden book in the 91st annual American Booksellers Association 
Convention.  He is currently investigating the long-term changes in relationships among species of the various 
communities in the Hopkins Forest and the impact of human uses upon those.  

February 10, Speaker on General George Marshall.

Time and place to be announced.  Call the Solomon Wright Library for details as the date draws close.

March 2, 2 p.m., Re-enacting the American Revolution

At the Solomon Wright Public Library.  Ed Miano and Linda Stickney will describe how reenactors prepare, 
dress, and recreate life and battles of the American Revolution.

A Christmas Party Remembered

A warm gathering, even in the middle of the Sunday snowstorm, gave us a chance to relax among friends at the 
home of Anne and Ted Atkinson.  With good food and good tales of Christmases past, we shared our lives with 
one another.  We thank Anne and Ted for their welcoming us into their home.

Web Sites Worth Visiting:

Pownal Historical Society:  www.pownal.org
Pownal Wiki:  pownal.pbwiki.com
Vermont Historical Society:  www.vermonthistory.org
Memoir of a Green Mountain Boy:  www.green-mountain-boy.com
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Officers 
 
Ken Held, President
Fran Lampman, Vice President
Charlotte Comar, Treasurer 
Wendy Hopkins, Secretary

Board Members

Ted Atkinson, Programs
Charles  Clark
Joyce Held
Margaret Lillie
Jeanne Overstreet, Membership
Raymond Rodrigues, Newsletter

Website: www.pownal.org
E-mail: pownal@comcast.net

Pownal Historical Society, inc.
P.O. Box 313
Pownal, VT 05261
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               Thomas Pownal

           Our Goals

Raise public awareness •	
of Pownal’s history: its 
founding fathers and its 
early inhabitants. 

Stimulate our children’s •	
interest in the history of 
Pownal. 

Gather and preserve his-•	
torical data and artifacts. 

Share with other com-•	
munities data relevant 
to their history.

The Dutch Brick House (cont.) 
We are on our 7th generation with 6 generations of us having lived here.

The gable of the woodhouse chamber over the now two-car garage touches the Hopkins’ house on the 
south side, and the stone and mortar foundation of the same building connects our homes with no break.

Mortise and tenon can be seen by the naked eye in the house’s garage, woodhouse chamber, attic, and 
the basements where the log rafters in the brick house are huge and well-preserved, tree trunks with the 
bark still on them.

Unknown to most of you is that the road to North Pownal once went between our home and shop/
garage.  My parents, after buying the Ward Niles Farm, spoke to the Town about the Town relinquishing 
their present easement over our land where the road cut between our buildings and continued on in front 
of the school to a new easement over their newly purchased land so that the road would go behind the 
school out to “the County Road,” the present location of the North Pownal or “Dark Woods” road.

Special Projects
 

            We invite members to join a variety of our projects:  working on the Tunbridge History Fair 
exhibit, securing an historic Pownal Centre designation, working on the 250th anniversary of Pownal, 
and others.  Let any of our Board members know if you are interested in working on any project.
 	

E-mail addresses
Do you have an e-mail address?  The Historical Society board would like to know so that we 
can notify members with e-mail in case of last minute information that cannot go out through 
the newsletter or the local newspapers.  Please send your e-mail addresses to:  Ken Held -- 
heldkw@comcast.net and Charlotte Comar -- charcomar@comcast.net








