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The business was later moved next door to O.O. Wares.
Lumber from the first building was used to add the second floor on to the other building.

Note the Covey & Allen sign that was recently donated to the society.

This is where Covey & Allen was established in 1919, in the old “Times” building.
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Love of Flying 
Written by Pat Crawford Morris

Andy Crawford’s first 35 years were spent on the ground, making a living, building a 
home and raising a family. He was a man of many attributes; hard working, reserved 
and quiet with a subtle sense of humor. In those 35 years of working, the yearning 
to fly had stayed with him. His only experience in flying was as a paid passenger as a 
teenager. Dad decided to pursue a means of getting his flying license.

In 1948, Dad learned the rudiments of flying by joining the Brattleboro Civil Air Pa-
trol as an observer. During this time, a few friends showed an interest in flying.  The 
Wilmington Flying Club was organized in 1949 with eight members; Lindsley Em-
ery, Stanly Carner, Robert Allen, Stanley Gilmore. Robert Bouchard, Earl Howe and 
Andrew and Kay Crawford. Together they purchased a 1946 Aeronca Champion 
and housed it at Fred Aldrich’s field, off Ray Hill Road.  The members had cleared 
the field and a hanger was built. 

Dad soloed in 1950, Mom in 1952.  Members used the ship for pleasure and in-
come. Dad and others flew forest fire patrol for the state of Vermont. Some of the 
members flew search and rescue missions. In time, the club’s membership and inter-
est dwindled and the ship was sold in 1955. 

It was the following year that Dad bought his own airplane, and built an attached 
hanger to Stanly’s hanger on Carner’s property on Ray Hill. Dad and Stanly flew off 
that field until 1978. 

My father’s favorite plane was an Aeronca Champ. This plane is a tandem, two 
seater. Each seat had its own stick, which allowed either person to operate the plane. 
There were few instruments. There was a carburetor heating control, altimeter, oil 
pressure and gas gauges and an air speed indicator. Dad installed a Christmas gift 

Andy Crawford (left) and Stanly Carner (right)
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compass to the dash. There were no lights either, except for the flashlight Dad car-
ried in the plane. Any contact with ground or air space was visual; there was no radio 
in the plane. 

Basic construction of an Aeronca consisted of a welded tube, and a fabric covered 
fuselage. Wings were fabric covered, wood spar with hydro-formed aluminum alloy 
ribs. Power was supplied by a 65 horsepower engine turning a fixed wood propel-
ler. Dad often remarked that flying into a strong head wind, he might find himself 
going backwards, with a 65 horsepower engine. Personally, the structure of the ship 
reminded me of an aluminum cot with canvas cover and there wasn’t much between 
the seat of your pants and the ground. 

Dad did encounter a few mishaps while flying. He and Stanley were flying south, fol-
lowing the Connecticut River when heavy fog rolled in and Dad lost visual contact 
of Stanly’s plane. My father knew he was disoriented and looked for a place to land 
when he spotted an opening through the fog and clouds. He managed to land in 
the deep snow near a farm. Two farmers, father and son, plowed through the deep 
snow to get him. Unfortunately for Dad, neither man knew exactly the direction to 
the Connecticut River. They did help him by stamping a path through the snow so 
he could take off. The fog had lifted and he could identify landmarks to find his way 
home. Dad was greatly relieved when he reached Carner’s field, to see Stanly had 
already landed.

There was one time the unexpected could have ended tragically. It was January 8, 
1953 and Dad was flying to Brattleboro on his way to Keene when a sizeable piece 
of one blade was snapped off by a guy wire stretching across the river. He was able to 
land and tie up, close to the riverbank. He called Mom and she drove down to pick 
him up. From there, they drove to North Adams, purchased a new prop and Dad 

Carner’s Field
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installed it, putting the old prop in the rear seat. Daylight was fading but he took off 
and made it back to Carner’s field. The old prop hung in Dad’s shed over 30 years 
when someone spotted it and Dad sold it.

In reading my father’s log books, I discovered he enjoyed every moment he was aloft. 
His chronicle is full of spirals, stalls, slips, climbs, climbing turns, dives, spins and 
loops. In the log, he referred to his acrobatics as air work. He enjoyed flying; there 
was no apprehension on his part about the plane’s ability or his skill in controlling it. 
He performed his air work without fear. According to Eleanor Carner Fiske who flew 
with her father, Stanly, Dad was the dare devil of the two.

My dad and Stanly enjoyed many years of flying from Carner’s field, on wheels or 
skis. After Dad sold his own plane, he purchased a share in the Mt Anthony Flying 
Club, located in Bennington. I don’t recall any specific reason why dad decreased 
his flying time but he was concerned about passing his biennial flight review and his 
annual physical. My parents, both retired by 1977, were looking forward to spending 
winters in Florida. Dad’s last log entry was May 11, 1978. He wrote “nice flight to 
old home field”. 

I do recall one particular evening that dad enticed me to go up for a go around. This 
short hop means you take off, fly the pattern, and land. We were returning to the 
field at sundown, touching down on a hard packed field, enveloped in darkness as 
we land, and he yells back to me as he’s taxiing, “It doesn’t get any better than this.”

The transitional period for my parents was probably 1978. They sold their home on 
Shafter Street and enjoyed ten years of wintering in Florida and returning to Ver-
mont for the summers. My mother’s health was failing so my parents returned to Ver-
mont in 1988 full time. Thanks to a good friend and former neighbor, Dad purchased 
an acre from Dary Minor, on Ray Hill Road, across from the former flying field. I’m 
sure when Dad sat at his kitchen table, he thought about his glory days, flying off 
that field that he could see through the window. He was a great guy!

Green Shutters Restaurant - The building was torn down in 2013 
due to damage from the flood of 2011.
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Thoughts About Wilmington On a Rainy Day 
By George Van Wyck

It’s the first day of September in 1945, and I’m about to start my senior year at 
Wilmington High School.  Each school year is different, but this more so than oth-
ers, since we will have a new high school principal and a new coach for baseball 
and basketball.  Newt Baker, who has held both positions, has left after being in 
charge “forever”.  Our incoming coach is a local man whom I’ve known for years, 
Fred Streeter.  One of his brothers, Richard (“Dick”) is two years older than me, and 
another brother, Ed, is in my class.  So Fred won’t be hard to get to know. The new 
principal, Mr. Perry, may be a different story.  However, the rumor is that he has a 
beautiful daughter, Lois, but she’s only an incoming freshman, -- too bad.   They will 
be living in the Charlie Smith house on Fairview Avenue, so maybe I’ll give them a 
visit to see if that rumor is true.

I hope to become a writer some day after I finish all my schooling and I’m ready for 
the rest of my life.  So while I have a little free time on this rainy morning, I’ll prac-
tice a little and see what I can write about my first seventeen years, growing up in 
Wilmington.  I sure hope my next seventeen years are more exciting!  Wilmington is 
a really small town -- we kids have mostly had to make our own excitement.

While in elementary school, I remember pulling my Yankee Clipper sled up Castle 
Hill with a lot of other kids whenever a good snowstorm left the road extra “slide 
able”.  Sliding down from the Greene’s house to my house meant we had to dodge 
traffic, or they had to dodge us.  Often “them or us” ended up in a snow bank, but 
we didn’t have any bad accidents.  Sometimes we used a traverse, which allowed 8 or 
10 of us to sit on it for a faster ride down the hill.  It was fun!

I don’t think we could live without the radio.  After leaving my grade school for the 
day, and with my chores completed, I sat with my ear to the speaker and listened 
to some of my favorite programs.  “Jack Armstrong, The All American Boy” was a 
favorite, but I also liked “Tom Mix”, “The Shadow Knows” and “The Lone Ranger”.   
Dad always tried to hear the Brooklyn Dodger baseball games.  His station didn’t 
come in too well, but he listened anyway.

My first paying boss was my Dad.  He is the manager of the local Grand Union, 
which I call “the store”.  He paid me a penny a peck to package potatoes obtained in 
bushel burlap bags usually from local farmers.  I had to put 15 pounds of them into 
a paper bag, tie it up and get it ready for sale.  A dirty, messy, and sometimes smelly 
job if a rotten potato happened to be included.  Another way I made a little money 
was to load a carrying basket with candy bars and gum, getting them on consignment 
from the store.  Then I made the rounds of the local plywood factory, selling these 
items for a nickel each.  I paid only a dime for three of them, so I made a good profit, 
sometimes as much as a dollar a day.    

As I grew older, my work at the store became a little more sophisticated -- even to the 
point where I actually “waited on” customers.  The store for most of my life has been 
a “full service” store so a clerk was expected to roam the store and bring each item 
requested back to the counter.  The cost of each was written on a brown paper bag, 
added and the payment was put into the cash register.  We clerks have to remember 
the cost -- corn flakes, five cents a box, or the expensive 1,000 sheet roll of toilet paper, 
3 rolls for a quarter, Gold Dust soap powder, nineteen cents a box, paper towels, ten 
cents a roll or freshly ground beef, 2 pounds for thirty-nine cents, etc. -- so good re-
membering skills is a requirement.  And we often had to package items, such as cook-
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ies, candy, sliced 
meat, or a hunk 
of cheese, weigh 
them and figure 
the cost ourselves 
if we didn’t hit 
a pound exactly.  
Maybe someday 
these items, and 
others, will be pre-
packaged.

Wilmington has never had much of a shopping center.  Other than our store, it has a 
couple of others that sell some groceries, a drug store with a popular ice cream foun-
tain area, and a five and ten cent store.  The owner, and only clerk, of this store is the 
town’s undertaker doing his work in a back room, so the store closes when someone 
dies.  Wilmington also has a men’s clothing store, popular with other merchants be-
cause it has a small back room where a game of cribbage or 500 is usually in progress.  
Dad often stops for a quick game after taking the store receipts to the bank in the 
afternoon.  Next to this store is the local post office -- a popular meeting place as we 
wait for the daily mail to be sorted and placed in the PO boxes.

Work hasn’t consumed me entirely.  We have Friday night school parties, sponsored 
by a different class each week where we dance to music played on record players.  
One or two of the class advisors even let us turn out the lights when “Dancing In 
The Dark” is played, but this is allowed only once a night.  I don’t think we’ll ever 
hear better songs to dance to than “In The Mood”, “Stardust”, “Moonlight Becomes 
You” or even “The Pennsylvania Polka”.  And how can anyone ever compete with the 
music of Benny Goodman, Tommy Dorsey, Harry James or Glenn Miller. Too bad 
the records only last for three minutes.

Pickup baseball games, usually using tennis balls, are prevalent on one or two differ-
ent fields.  One of these is between the cemetery and the firehouse on Beaver Street, 
and another is on East Main Street.  And of course basketball practice starts shortly 
after school opens in the fall.  We have an exceptional home basketball record, prob-
ably because our court is so small; we are the only team used to its limitations.  But 
we win our share of away games, too, and often wind up in the state tournament.  
The high school baseball season is very short because Baker Field, covered in snow 
during the winter, doesn’t dry out soon enough to allow early practicing or games.  

Wilmington has movies, too!  On Saturday nights, and sometimes on Tuesday nights, 
a good movie is shown. With the main movie, there is usually a short comedy, a 
newsreel, and a serial, designed to keep us coming back.  “How can anyone tied to a 
train track with the train bearing down get out alive?  See the next installment next 
week!”  For only fifteen cents a show, we usually do go back.  And the town has a free 
public library that is open on Tuesday evenings and in the afternoon and evening on 
Saturdays.  Plenty of books to keep a kid like me happy.

The rain has stopped, so I guess I’ll quit writing and go find a pickup baseball game.  
Too bad I don’t have a small phone I could carry in my pocket so I could call to make 
sure enough kids show up.  But how could phones be made that small, and how 
could they be carried in my pocket and still be hooked up to the telephone wires?

Note:  George Van Wyck graduated from Wilmington High School in 1946.
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President’s Report
The Historical Society of Wilmington, a duly organized nonprofit entity, is dedi-
cated to collecting, preserving, teaching and displaying the history of Wilming-
ton.  This is realized with the efforts of all those who volunteer with the society, 
as well as those who donate.

Once again we had a great year for presentations and fundraisers at the society. 
Thanks to Bob Angell’s wonderful photography skills we were able to enjoy an 
evening in May viewing “The Spirit of China”. Then in June Bob Edwards, from 
the TSN Studio, put on the presentation of “Vermont and Local History”. In 
July we held a well-attended antique appraisal fundraiser show at Memorial 
Hall, which turned out to be such a great success that we have the hall already 
booked in July to do it again. Not only did the participants find out the value 
of the items they brought but a bit of interesting history on the items too.  In 
August several volunteers turned out to help with the Deerfield Valley Farmers’ 
Day Fair fundraiser manning the ticket booths. Some of the volunteers were not 
even society members but they donated their time and we are grateful for the 
help. Jake White was tour guide for a hike up Haystack in September and then 
to wrap up the year we visited Camp Najerog in October to learn the history of 
the camp thanks to Sally Gore. 

In October society members helped with the seconded annual Antique Quilt 
Show at Memorial Hall under the guidance of Sue Wurzberger from the Norton 
House in Wilmington.  Sue’s knowledge and connection with the quilting world 
proved to turn the event into a fabulous weekend with many attending from all 
over New England.  The society was the recipient of the funds raised from the 
quilt show/raffle and is pleased to be the sponsor for the 2014 Quilt Show being 
held the weekend of October 18th & 19th at Memorial Hall. 

The year proved to be another busy one with long hours logging in artifacts, 
doing research, and finding new ways to display all the wonderful pieces of his-
tory.  A great addition to our sign collection is the old “Furniture Covey & Allen 
Home Goods” sign donated by Robert Covey Jr. In order to move the sign to the 
society because of its length Jarred of Green’s Enterprises placed the sign on his 
flatbed wrecker and transported it to the society.  The sign was then put on dis-
play for others to enjoy.  Some other artifacts donated were; the mill watchman’s 
clock, a North Vietnam helmet, and a wonderful collection of journals written 
by Olive Buffam Moore, just to mention a few donated items. 

Curator, Harriet Maynard was instrumental in researching information for a 
display on the Vietnam Veterans at the time the moving wall was in town.  She 
also compiled several Irene flood photos, which were on exhibit, at the Vermont 
Folk Life Center called “The Power of Water”. 

A group of society members volunteered at Memorial Hall and took down all 
the old Wilmingtonian portraits, dusted them off and arranged them in the origi-
nal numerical order.  A newly organized list of names along with photocopies 
and a locator map of the portraits was compiled into binders that will be housed 
at Memorial Hall and the historical society.   

Active members contribute hours of their personnel time with upkeep of the 
grounds and interior of the museum helping to keep the maintenance costs 
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down for the society. Since 2010 Mary-Pike Sprenger has donated flowers, 
planted and maintained the flower barrel at the driveway entrance for visitors 
and passerby’s to enjoy throughout the summer into the fall.  Boyd Family Farm 
donates the flowers that are planted in the flowerpots along the museum walk-
way adding to the appeal of the entrance.  Mike Crosier once again kept the 
bank along Lisle Hill and the society trimmed back through out the summer 
and fall. 

We look forward to resuming our monthly presentations/meetings starting in 
April and going through November of this year. They are held on the second 
Wednesday of the month at 7:00 p.m., unless otherwise posted. A few events 
that we have planned so far are; a presentation on WWII veterans by Bob Ed-
wards, the antique appraisal show July 19th. at Memorial Hall and the quilt 
show in October. Visit our web page at www.wilmingtonhistoricalsociety.com for 
more information, as it’s available. 

Please stop in for a visit this summer, we plan to be open Saturday’s starting July 
4th weekend and going thru Labor Day weekend.  Feel free to contact me if this 
doesn’t work for you at 1-802-464-3004.

This upcoming June will be the last graduation held at Twin Valley High School 
in Wilmington, known to many of you as Wilmington High School.  An alumni 
event is being held Friday evening June 13th. the night before graduation. As 
more information is available it will be posted on our web site.  All alumni are 
invited to attend this history-making event.

 

Respectfully submitted, 
Julie Moore, President

This is a photo of the 2013 Quilt Show at Memorial Hall. Photo courtesy of Albert J. Wurzberger II.
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Growing Up In Wilmington 
By Nan Braun Twachtman

Looking back, FORTUNATE, SAFE.

I grew up in the house at 20 West Main Street with my three brothers, Terry, 
Mickey and John and my sister, Carol.

The town was our playground, while we had a large backyard, going back to 
the river, complete with a playhouse, swings and sandbox, we were permitted 
to play on the sidewalk without supervision. We would play tag, hopscotch, and 
ride bikes and scooters, jump rope and, at night after dark hide and seek with 
anyone who wished to join us. We were also permitted to cross the road to climb 
the hill behind Wee Moran’s gas station to run through the fields and pastures.

Everyone in town knew our parents and us. It was like having a very large family. 
We were watched over by shopkeepers and other parents.  If we misbehaved, we 
were corrected. There was nothing we could do or get into that our parents did 
not know about before we got home. 

Dad worked as a mechanic at the New England Box Company. Where ever we 
were or whatever we were doing, when the whistle blew we had to be home for 
lunch or dinner unless given permission or pay the consequences.

I look back on those days and compare them to the way people live today where 
I currently live. Parents wait at the bus stop with their children, we walked on 
our own, unsupervised, to and from school. Children today play in their fenced 
yards with an adult watching, we ran through town and the hills, on our own 
without any supervision. At the time we did not realize how fortunate or blessed 
we were to live in such a safe, secure environment.

I remember the day my brother Terry’s appendix ruptured. He was walking 
home from delivering newspapers, out near the Viking Motel. He was seen lying 
on the sidewalk, by a resident, his name escapes me; he brought him home and 
then to the hospital. Today, in a larger town, he would not have been noticed. 
I do believe, in the Wilmington today, he would still have been taken care of.

While the school was small, all twelve grades, were in the same building, every 
student was able and encouraged to participate in all extra activities, sports, 
clubs, anything, whether talented or not, but encouraged. Because of the size, 
we all knew each other seventh grade through senior and we were accepted.

It is because of this, that, I returned home with my two sons, David and Peter, 
when they were in grammar school, they went on to graduate.

Whenever I get back, which, is not often enough, when I get to the lake, I smile, 
take a deep breath, smile and say, “Welcome Home”, which is what Wilmington 
and Vermont, will always be HOME.
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Wilmington Memories 
By Christine Thomas Evans

I was ten in 1943 when my father retired and moved our family from a suburb of 
Philadelphia to a rural property on White’s Road ... from lots of people in a little 
space to very few neighbors in lots of space.

I entered school in 5th grade. Getting there down the hill was often difficult - 
muddy at times, of course, and the snow plow never cleared beyond the White’s 
farmhouse, so the milkman had to turn around and often gave me a ride at 
6:30am to Joanne Dunn’s house in town, today Poncho’s Wreck, where she lived 
with her grandfather, the sheriff. Some other times I would sled down with my 
brother, hide our sleds under the bridge, and walk the rest of the way. A photo 
of my class includes Henry Wheeler, Paul Rafus, George Crafts, Helen Bernard, 
Roy Mills, Joanne and me, among others.

My memories of seventy years ago are mostly very good ones:

• The “Four Comers”, where my Father first met Don Johnson, our family friend 
for the next 55 years. Don had just returned to Wilmington from a long recu-
peration at Walter Reed Hospital for wounds from a German tank shell in the 
Battle of the Bulge. 

• Parmelee & Howe’s Soda Fountain; Mr. Davis’ thriving butcher shop where 
Maple Leaf Brewery now is; Crafts Inn for Sunday dinner with Stanley Crafts 
presiding; and Wee Moran’s wife in charge of the dining room; square dances in 
the loft of the big Pinkham Barn on Stowe Hill Road; Saturday evening movies 
at Memorial Hall with the aroma from mucky boots carried by the heat from 
the wood stove. 

• Eating homemade donuts in Minton White’s cozy kitchen; collecting sugar 
maple sap from buckets onto the sled still pulled by oxen; helping milk the eight 
cows in our red barn; and, the thrill of un-groomed skiing on the hill below us 
with the rope-tow powered by an old Model T.  Only a few not-so-good events 
stick with me: The time a virus hit my brother’s flock of 30 chickens, and my 
Father made him chop off all their heads. 

• The terrible three days our dog, dachshund Rudy, went missing found barely 
alive with his hind leg in a beaver trap near Ballou Swamp. My Mother put him 
in a crib in the kitchen and nursed him back to health. 

• Don Johnson and our family of four spent many work days planting thousands 
of pine tree sprouts bought at $8.50 per thousand from the State. But, my Fa-
ther’s meticulous notes show not all plantings went well: “The cows ruined all 
but 80 trees out of 425 white pine, and half of these are no good.” 

• All the extra work my Father caused my Mother when his Philadelphia friends 
would come for the weekend and stay a few extra days for partridge shooting.  
Although we left Wilmington as full-time residents in 1947, we always returned 
to White’s Road to stay in the former Canedy Farmhouse, and then my husband 
and I built our own home in 1964 just across from Nellie White. It is a comfort 
to me to know that Minton White’s home and cozy kitchen where I enjoyed 
homemade donuts so long ago is the very same place where her great-great 
grandchildren are now the newest generation.   
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