Duxbury Clipper

4

Have a sustainable
Christmas
continued from page one

fitness club, but it seemed like an extravagance when we want
every Christmas dime to go to grandchildren. We’re baking
our Christmas this year, except for the six grandchildren and at
least one on the way.
“Don’t worry about the money. I can work out at my
school’s fitness center for free.”
It’s not free, of course, but I’ve already paid for it, student
loan style, whether I use it or not. Here’s where the harmless,
insidious wheedling kicks in. I’m picturing several hours a
week of mindful aerobic exercise, strengthening back muscles,
a rippling six-pack belly, and a future of rowing victories in the
old man class. I’m sitting on a machine, but in my mind I’m
slipping to victory in the Head of the Charles Regatta, my wife
and family cheering me as I pass under the Harvard Bridge.
My wife, I think, is picturing Sugar Plums dancing in my
head, mostly in the form of 20-something classmates working
out in spandex, but she denies my Sugar Plum theory. No wait,
I deny the Sugar Plum theory!
“I’d rather renew our membership down here,” she says.
“You spend enough time up there as it is.”
Great. I’ve wheedled without intention, which is to say that
I’ve automated my wheedling so smoothly that it runs on its
own. I’m guessing that her head is also filled with sparkling
lights – the kind that accompany EMTs – and she would rather
have them flash, God forbid, closer to home. I felt invincible
on the machine, but she may have a point. Deconditioned
athletes like me have a way of working up to cardiac scenes.
Besides, the machine up at school doesn’t make the water
noises. All work and no spash.
For the rest of our Christmas gift giving, all the grown-ups
had better get ready for cookies. But I still need to figure out
what to give to my wife. Sustainability is all the rage this year,
but I don’t want to fall into the old trap of giving her something
to fit her into trap. Baking pans are out. Clever spices are
only a maybe. The days of giving Mom a vacuum cleaner on
Mothers’ Day are long past. Not sustainable.
Naturally, she claims to want nothing, but I’m too old to
fall for that one. I’ll find a way to slip in a gift that will catch
her eye. A few dollars here and there, a few microwave lunches
at school instead of the cafeteria, and I can build a fund. A
classic from a used book store? Maybe, but it better not look
like I snagged it at the Dump. Of course, I can’t say here what
it will be. She gets the Clipper. But it will sparkle in her eyes,
and it will make a splash.
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By Lamont “Monty” Healy
Special to the Clipper

eter Browne was a
1620 passenger on
the Mayflower. He
married Martha Ford in 1626,
and they had two daughters.
He married a second time to
a Mary in 1630 and they had
two daughters, Rebecca, and
an unnamed child who did not
survive. Peter was granted 100
acres of land (20 acres for each
living member of the family) near what is now Surplus
Street and extending to the
bay.
Upon
his death in
1633,
his
land was divided
into
three parcels,
one for each
By Lamont “Monty” daughter.
Healy
His oldest daughter,
Mary, married Ephriam Tinkeham and they sold their 33-acre inheritance to Henry Samson in 1647. Another daughter,
Priscilla, married William Allin (Allen) and in 1649 they
sold their “thirty” plus acres
to John Browne, a weaver and
her uncle. Daughter, Rebecca,
married William Snow and in
1679 they sold their 33 acres
to John Browne. The 30 year
difference in the sales to John
Browne may have been to accommodate the girl’s mother,
Mary, Peter’s widow with her
right of dower. More about
dowers later. Peter had provided her with money in his
estate to help raise the minor
children with help from his
brother John.
Uncle John Browne should
not be confused with “the John
Browne” who probably arrived in 1632 aboard the Lyon
and became a leader in the
Colony and a very successful
businessman. Our John had
only one daughter, Remember, (I’m not trying to get you
to remember this; that was her
name) who married Josiah
Wormall. The John Browne
who arrived on the Lyon was
successful enough to leave to
one grandson over 700 acres,
probably in Rehoboth.
So by 1679, Henry Samson and his heirs owned 33
acres of the Peter Browne
Grant and it became part of the
Samson homestead, combining it with the 100-acre Samson Grant directly to the north.
John Browne owned the rest
of the grant (67 acres), which
shortly thereafter became the
Josiah Wormall farm through
his daughter, Remember. The
Samson homestead stayed in
the Samson family for several
generations and we will cover
that when we do the Samson
Grant next.
The Wormall farm ended
up being split up in several parcels. Josiah deeded the northerly half to his son Josiah, Jr.
in 1717. That part of the farm
was acquired by Joshua Stan-

ford, who later sold it to Benjamin Freeman in 1777. Some
parts of Josiah, Sr.’s farm were
deeded to Jonathan Delano
(1701 and 1725), and from
Jonathan to his son Ebenezer
in 1763.
Benjamin Smith and his
son Captain Benjamin Smith,
Jr. later acquired the southerly part of Peter Browne’s
grant along with a large portion of William Palmer’s grant
and Duxbury Common Land
west of these “shore lots.” In
a judgment against Benjamin
Smith in 1784 Zebdiel Weston
was deeded approximately
25 acres (that included property east and west of what
is now So. Station Street)
in the southwesterly part of
Browne’s grant. This part of
Zebdiel’s property ended up in
his (1808) and his wife’s estate
(1815) being divided amongst
his four children, Elkanah,
Silvanus, Olive (Baker) and
Wealthea Samson Lee.
The Smiths, Benjamin and
Benjamin, Jr. and their families are buried in the tomb at
the end of Depot Street in what
is now Boomer Square, in
front of the town hall. Boomer
Square is named for Charles
Boomer, Duxbury’s only
World War I casualty.
At the turn of the century (1800) as Washington
Street was being built to provide access for the booming
shipbuilding industry, Captain Ahira Wadsworth began
acquiring land in the Peter
Browne Grant and in other
parts of town. Another mariner, Captain Martin Waterman
was also purchasing land in
the same general area. Captain Ahira had a wharf with a
store and other properties near
Washington Street and the bay.
Although successful as a mariner, Captain Ahira did not do
well as a businessman. In 1826
several of his creditors (including such men as Benjamin
Barker, Henry Holmes, Levi
Sampson, Thomas Winsor,
Ichabod Sampson, Wait Wadsworth, Sylvanus Sampson and
Joshua Drew) obtained judgments against Captain Ahira,
and the court subsequently
had his property (including his
house at the corner of Stetson
Street, now 338 Washington
St.) divided and awarded to his
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creditors.
Captain Martin Waterman,
probably seeing a golden opportunity, purchased several
pieces of Captain Ahira’s former properties, including the
house at 338 Washington St.
Captain Waterman died in
1860 and his widow, Lydia
(Soule) Waterman, remained
in that house. When Captain
Ahira Wadsworth died in the
summer of 1867 (over 40
years after his financial disaster) his widow, Olive, realized
(or was advised) that she was
never offered her right of dower, nor did she receive one. A
“dower” is the right of a wife
to a portion (usually one-third)
of her husband’s land or tenements for her lifetime after his
death. Had Ahira and Olive
sold their property there would
have been no need for a dower,
because they both would have
benefited from the sale. Very
often in the case of a sale, the
wife would waive her right of
dower. Since these properties
were taken from Ahira and his
wife was never offered a dower, she had one coming. So,
in 1867 Olive got her dower
and, as far as we know, moved
into her half of the house at
338 Washington Street with
the widow Waterman! In the
U.S. Census of 1880 the two
widows are next to each other
as “heads of household;” 338
Washington St. was a twofamily house with a widow in
each side.
How they got along or
if they got along we do not
know. Olive may have “given
up” first because there is no record of her death in Duxbury.
For an interesting view on
how women were treated relative to property ownership and
dower rights in the 17th and
18th centuries, you might read
“The Widow’s War” by Sally
Gunning.
[To be continued with date
boarded houses and street
names and histories. Read the
rest of this story in a future
Clipper. -Ed.]
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Duxbury’s Early Settlers:
Peter Browne, part 2

Little white lights
abound in Duxbury
continued from page one

needed Friday, Dec. 17 from noon to 5 p.m., with especially
strong volunteers needed from noon to 3 p.m., at which time
deliveries will begin. Loading into cars begins at noon, and
turkeys are heavy.
You might say it’s a way to put some color into Duxbury’s
little white lights in the windows. In this darkest time of year,
setting out lights for the comfort and safety of strangers and
sojourners goes back to ancient times. It was a way of telling
those who might need shelter that they would be safe and cared
for in their need. Of course, the same is true for neighbors and
family.
“We’ll keep the light on for you,” is a way of saying to
friends and family that they have a standing invitation, that
they’ll be welcome whenever they do arrive. For them, there is
no deadline for hospitality.
Ancient pagans set lights against the winter darkness,
no doubt to brighten the eyes and hearts of little young
pagans. Christians kept the tradition. When Christians were
a persecuted insurgency, they found it safer to join in the
prevailing Saturnalia when they wanted to celebrate the birth
of Christ. Jews have their festival of lights – Chanukah –
around the same time to take away the winter blues. Muslims
use a lunar calendar without an annual solar correction, so
their religious holidays line up with different seasons each
year. Observant Muslims, however, love hospitality and giving
shelter to those who seek it, and I’ve read that many Muslim
families welcome Yuletide traditions with open arms, without
the Christian overlay.
Some people are crabby these days when they hear phrases
like “Happy Holidays” or “Seasons Greetings.” Fiddlesticks!
Bah! Humbug! Why be crabby when the world doesn’t wallow
in your own take on holidays? Yes, it is actually wrong to
assume that everyone around is Christian, or Muslim, or
for that matter, pagan or atheist. On the other hand, there’s
something right about looking up, being curious, and asking
strangers if they celebrate Christmas, Yule, or any other holiday
this time of year. Kwanzaa is a pan-African winter holiday
based on the traditional values of unity, self-determination,
collective work and responsibility, cooperative economics,
purpose, creativity, and faith. It was developed by Dr. Maulana
Karenga, Professor of Africana Studies at California State
University – Long Beach for African Americans (or anyone)
who feels constricted by other Winter Holiday traditions. Will
it survive the mocking it receives from many in America? I’m
sure it will. After all, people who celebrate it light candles,
welcome cold strangers, and love their families.
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[This is a continuation of
a story that appeared in the
Dec.8 Clipper about the Peter
Browne landgrant. -Ed.]
urplus Street is probably one of the oldest roads in town. It
has an interesting and storied
history. Probably it was an
Indian trail to get from Pembroke (Mattakeeset) to
the shore in
the summertime. It was
definitely
used at the
time of the
By Lamont “Monty” s e t t l e m e n t
Healy
of Duxbury
as an access to the shore.
Even though all of the shore
lots were granted to individuals, provisions were made
for roads to the bay and specifically mentioned in deeds.
Eventually, the road was used
for access from the “Bosworth
house to the (third and fourth)
meeting house.”
The almshouse was also
originally located on the road,
but after it burned, the “new”
poorhouse was built on Depot
Street at the corner of what is
now Prior Farm Road, and is
now a private residence. During the shipbuilding era the
area was known as “Devil’s
Corner,” “Hell’s Corner” and
sometimes as “Sodom” or
“where the wicked people
lived,” probably the source
of Wicked Hill off Partridge
Road. The respectable women
of the town always requested
escorts when walking in the
area.
We believe that Surplus Street got its name from
President Andrew Jackson’s
declaration of a surplus of 36
million dollars in 1836 to be
divided amongst the 26 states
by their federal representation.
Massachusetts returned its portion, $1,338,173.58, to the cities and towns in proportion to
their populations. Duxbury’s
improved road thus became
Surplus Street. The street was
accepted in 1882, probably after being called Surplus since
1837.
There are more “date
boarded” houses on this grant
than on any other in town.
There are at least 35 houses
deemed old enough to show
their history on the front of the
house. The area of Surplus and
Washington streets was, for a
time, referred to as the “Village” and for the first part of
the 19th century was the most
densely populated part of Duxbury.
The continuation of a road
down to the bay seems to be by
Water Street (thus how it got its
name). Further evidence of this
is that the house at 12 Water
Street was built by Job Sampson in 1794 several years before the existence of Washington Street. The road to the bay
might have been jogged to get
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338 Washington St., where Ahira Wadsworth’s widow, Olive,
acquired her right of dower in 1867 that afforded her the right
to move into part of the house occupied by Martin Waterman’s
widow, Lydia (Soule) Waterman.
by the Bosworth house, which
was also built in 1794. Job was
a descendent of pilgrim Henry
Samson through Henry’s son
Caleb. At the time he bought
the Water Street property it
contained over four acres on
the north side the Street and
the property included (or later
included) a wharf or “landing
place” that was jointly owned
by several neighbors. The current owners of 12 Water St. are
John and Betsey Hagerty. It is
appropriate that John should
own a house that is over 200 William H.S. Bartlett’s graveyears old, as he was the owner stone does not contain an
of Cohasset Colonials, a colo- exact date of death –– because
nial furniture business.
he got on a train to New York
The house currently owned one day and disappeared, so
by the Riegel family (William his relatives in Duxbury never
and Nancy) at 14 Surplus St. learned his exact fate.
was built by Joseph S. Thomas
in 1824. Joseph, a blacksmith name of Bumblebee Lane as
and veteran of the Mexican the several “Bouncing Bets”
War, built the house for his plants in the area attracted the
new bride, Betsey Holmes, on bees. But, none of this is the
land owned by Betsey’s father, mystery associated with these
Bradford Holmes. Inexplica- two houses.
Henry Bartlett, Seth’s
bly, after living in the house
only
surviving son, married
for only two years, and with
Emma
Jones Stowall of New
an infant child, Joseph and BeBedford.
They had three chiltsey decided to sell the “dwelldren,
Etta
E., William H.S.,
ing house, blacksmith shop
and
Charles
Bradford Bartlett.
and coal house” back to Mr.
When
Seth
Bartlett died in
Holmes. As far as we know
1884
he
left
both
houses to his
there was no trouble between
wife,
Nancy,
and
then
after her
the two families, business was
death
to
Henry
in
trust
for the
good, and the neighborhood
three
children.
Henry
lived
in
pleasant. Still, they left the
the
house
at
37
but
both
housnew house and moved to another part of town. Everything es show his will in the chain
indicates that Betsey remained of title (Very strange, but I’m
on good terms with her family not doing a title exam here).
and shared in her father’s es- After Henry died in 1896 his
tate, yet no family stories give wife, Emma, lived there until
any reason for the sudden sale her death in 1935 at the age of
94. Her son Charlie, who was
of the Thomas’ new house.
Another mystery sur- deaf, lived with her, as did her
rounds the houses at 33 Sur- son William – for a time! Wilplus St., currently owned by liam was a courier for a BosCharles (celebrated Clipper ton bank and one day he got
cartoonist) Rogerson, and 37 on a train to New York with
Surplus St., currently owned a satchel of money, and as the
by Vance and Carolyn Loi- Kingston Trio song “Charlie
selle. Both of these houses are on the MTA” goes – “never
shown as being built by Seth to return”! Emma waited “’til
Bartlett in 1833. This is most her dying day” for him to relikely true, but probably 37 turn. Before she died, she had
was built as the dwelling and a gravestone made and placed
33 was built as a “carriage in Mayflower Cemetery with
house” and later converted William’s name, birth date and
to a residence. There is some a death line with just “19__”.
thought that the carriage house This says a great deal about
was moved from Bumblebee a mother’s love. Now here is
Lane across the street. Local a research project, where did
history has the source of the William H.S. Bartlett go?

