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“Clifford Adams Bayard”  1892 – 1965

Written by Tania Bayard

The painting on the cover of this year’s newsletter, “Senator Barber House,” depicts 
the home of the Historical Society of Wilmington as it was in 1947, when it was the 
home of Merton Barber, who served in the Vermont senate in 1931 and 1937. Today 
the painting hangs on a wall in a high school in Latrobe, Pennsylvania, part of the 
greater metropolitan Pittsburgh area, and it makes a connection between the city 
where my father grew up and the town he called home in his later years. 

Clifford Adams Bayard was born in McKeesport, 
Pennsylvania, another city that is part of the Pitts-
burgh metropolitan area. He graduated from McK-
eesport High School in 1909 and then, to earn mon-
ey for college, worked for four years as a bookkeeper, 
assistant teller, and, as he put it, “general utility man” 
at a bank. In 1913 he entered the Carnegie Institute 
of Technology (now Carnegie Mellon University) 
where he graduated in 1917 with a B.A. from the 
College of Fine Arts. 

The United States had just entered World War I, and 
he enlisted in the army as a civilian employee and 
went with the American Red Cross to the Univer-
sity of Pittsburgh Base Hospital in Angers, France, 
where his job was to document surgical procedures 
in photographs and anatomical drawings. My father 
never talked about the horrors he must have seen at 
the hospital, but he fell in love with France, and his 
heart was still there when he returned to Pittsburgh 
in 1919 and began teaching painting at Carne-gie Tech. In 1922 he took a leave of 
absence from the university so that he and his new wife, Florence, who had also been 
an art student at Carnegie Tech, could go on a tour of Europe. By train and bicycle, 
they traveled through France, Italy, Switzerland, Austria, and England. He sketched 
picturesque villages, medieval towns, and rustic landscapes, and he also took hun-
dreds of photographs, while Flory, as he called her, kept a diary of all the places they 
visited. He returned to Carnegie Tech in 1923, but the lure of Europe was still strong, 
and between May 1927 and August 1931, Clifford and Flory made two extended 
trips there, living for a while in an apartment in Paris and on the island of Capri.

 My father had no desire to remain in the polluted industrial city of Pittsburgh. Dur-
ing his stay in France in 1922, he had seen and photographed a motorized “gypsy” 
caravan, and he constructed a similar caravan in which he and Flory could travel 
around New England and look for a gentler place to live. This they discovered in 
Vermont, and by 1928 they were dividing their time between Pittsburgh and Wilming-
ton. In 1931 they settled here for good. Both were inspired by the beautiful Vermont 
countryside, and my mother, also an accomplished artist, created paintings that she 
sometimes exhibited alongside my father’s.

My father’s Vermont landscapes depict Wilmington and the surrounding area at all 

Label for maple syrup can, pen and 
ink drawing Clifford Adams Bayard
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seasons of the year. Sugaring and sugar houses were among his favorite subjects. In 
1934 he illustrated a children’s book, Maple Sugar Time, written by Royce Pitkin and 
published by the Stephen Daye Press, and over the years he designed greeting cards, 
post cards, and labels for maple syrup cans around this theme. The sugaring process 
fascinated him so much that he bought Carl Barnard’s sugar lot, which was behind 
our house, and began sugaring himself.

Photography offered another 
way for my father to capture 
the essence of the Vermont 
landscape. Using a view cam-
era, he took hundreds of color 
slides of the countryside. Sugar 
houses figure prominently in 
many of these photographs.

My father had private students, 
and he also gave lessons to the 
boys at Camp Najerog in the 
summer. He devoted time to 
the town of Wilmington as a 
trustee of the Pettee Memorial 
Library, and he worked to preserve the rural character of the town, which was rapidly 
succumbing to development. He could be a hard taskmaster with his children and his 
students, but he had a fanciful side that came out especially at Christmastime, when 
he climbed the tall trees around our house on East Main Street and installed blue and 
green lights that made the house and the snow-covered hillside behind it a magical 
place at night. He cultivated beautiful gardens, knew the names of the native trees 
and wildflowers, could identify the stars, sang in a chorus, and learned to play the 
flute so well that he was accepted as a student by Marcel Moyse, the renowned flutist 
from Marlboro. Sometimes the lessons were at our house, and I can remember the 
two men sitting at our kitchen table, drinking pernod and reminiscing about France.

My father exhibited his paintings and graphic works at many venues throughout the 
country and also locally—at the Bennington Museum, the Southern Vermont Arts 
Center in Manchester, and the Crafts Inn here in Wilmington. In 1948 he sent the 
“Senator Barber House” to the annual Associated Artists exhibition in Pittsburgh. 
Each year, the students at the Greater Latrobe Senior High School choose and buy a 
painting from this exhibition to display at their school. In 1948, they chose the “Sena-
tor Barber House.” 

My father wrote a description of the painting for them: “The home of Senator Barber 
is one of the oldest houses in the historical little town of Wilmington in the Green 
Mountains of Vermont. The painting shows the house in the spring just as the sun 
is setting. Light coming from the west casts a warm glow over the sugar maples and 
accents the spring color of the trees just showing their leaves. This house is typical of 
many in this section. Lilacs and stone walls form a natural frame for the well-propor-
tioned architecture of the house.”

My father would be delighted to know that the house he so lovingly depicted is now 
the home of the Historical Society of Wilmington.

Vermont Sugar House, pen and ink drawing, 
Clifford Adams Bayard
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Matriculation Began on a Milk Crate
Written by Ellen Jane Cimonetti McGinnis 

My formal education began at 
the age of five in the first grade 
classroom of Miss Muriel Barber. 
There I acquired a lifelong quest 
for learning. Grades one through 
six entered school through the 
back door steps. In September the 
wait was pretty much uneventful; 
when the temperatures lowered 
the older kids would taunt us to 
put our tongue on the metal of 
the door. Of course, I tried it and 
never forgot my experience with 
frozen tongue paralysis! 

The year I started school Mr. Ray-
mond Shippee was awarded the 
school bus contract for our rural 
route.

He purchased a used hearse that 
became our transportation. I 
looked forward to his arriving in 
front of our home and happily 
joined my neighbors on the ride 
to school. The hearse was filled 
to capacity; Kendall Morse and I 
(the youngest scholars) had spe-
cial seats! Mr. Shippee purchased 
two milk crates and the two of 
us rode (rear facing) behind the 
front seat for our three-mile journey to school. My brother Bill Cimonetti sat in front; I 
was comforted to have my sister Marianne Cimonetti Davis and Marilyn Morse How-
ard happily ensconced on a bench near me. 

As we matured Kendall and I noticed the black curtains on the windows of our “bus”. 
Mr. Shippee was a wonderful and caring driver who left us to our own devices. We 
thought it great fun to draw the curtains as we traveled down Route 9 on the way home 
to Medburyville! The older kids stayed after school for sports so we pretty much had the 
bus to ourselves for a good part of the journey. Mom always watched from the kitchen 
window to greet me. As I hopped out of the bus on those drawn curtain occasions I 
could see her bright blue eyes moist and dim. One day I asked her why she looked so 
sad when we pulled down the black curtains. She lovingly explained to me what our bus 
was designed to be. 

Our first grade class was a large one and four of our six years were spent in the same 
classroom. There was a special aura and a strong sense of tradition in this wonderful-
historic building which held all twelve grades. I marveled at the seemingly magical water 

Kendall Morse and Ellen Jane on the porch of  
Viola & Harry Morse’s
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bubbler in the hall, I dutifully respected the seemingly mammoth cloakroom adjacent to 
our classroom, I happily lined up on the gleaming hardwood floors and I looked forward 
to recess in the pines and on the swings. Miss Barber became my daytime world. She 
was gentle, loving and spoke in soothing and modulated tones. She could solve any prob-
lem. Polly often got her shoe stuck in the rungs of her desk; Miss Barber would address 
the issue by helping Polly take off her shoe. Voila! Polly’s little foot was untangled from 
the pesky wooden desk. One classmate frequently chewed crayons. After a good chew 
Miss Barber would come to him, gently place her hand under his chin and kindly say 
“Spit it out, Ralphie”. He would dribble the partially digested crayons into her hand and 
we would proceed with mastering the nuances and disciplines of the Palmer Method. 

During the winter my afterschool hours were filled with the wonder of the season. We 
never lacked for snow nor ice! A fresh snowfall demanded the creation of a snowman; 
I quickly learned the trick of rolling really large snowballs. My father taught me to roll 
three times one way, then turn the ball to increase the girth and strength by rolling the 
ball on the outside. He also strongly suggested I roll the snow to make a path to the road, 
to the barn and to the wind gauge so there would be less to shovel. Since our furnace 
burned coal ”My Man” would always have perfect eyes and buttons; I often nibbled on 
the carrot before it became his nose!

I discovered a drainage culvert which (once I blocked it up) assisted Mother Nature in 
my creation of a perfect- personal ice rink. I could not wait to get home, sweep the ice 
with my broom and spin and spiral and swirl pretending I was the star of the Ice Capades.

As the days became longer and winter’s snow began to melt, the sap in the maples began 
to flow and create its own magic. The highlight of that season was an invitation to the 
Morse Farm for Sugaring-Off. I can still see their kitchen table covered with plates of dill 
pickles, saltines, donuts and little tin pie plates filled with white fresh snow! Viola boiled 
down the syrup, which we carefully poured atop the snow. The thrill of peeling this 
ultimate sweetness onto my fork is like no other. I still feel giddy with those memories. 

1952 - ’53 Wilmington High School Band 
Majorette - Ellen Jane back row, second from left.

Ellen’s husband Gordon McGinnis is in the front row, next to last on the right.
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Springtime approached our pretty green valley on May 1, 1947. It was my first celebra-
tion of the day that has become my favorite holiday. My mother patiently helped me 
fashion a May Basket which I reverently clutched in my hands as we drove into Wilming-
ton Village. I timidly hung the basket, knocked on my teacher’s door and patiently waited 
for her to appear. My heart soared when she swooped me into her arms and hugged me, 
exclaiming over the paper basket filled with fresh mayflowers. That very door is now the 
entrance to the Historical Society of Wilmington. That was the “Barber home”. 

My life in Medburyville was idyllic. Our next-door neighbor ladies were the sisters Ava 
and Hazel Wheeler. Each had her own farmhouse. They shared the barn, which is now 
Chapman’s Antiques. “Aunt Martha” lived in the far back bedroom of Hazel’s home. I 
would dutifully visit this seemingly ancient white haired lady with her peaceful white face 
nestled on white bedcovers. Mesmerized by her whiteness,

I shared the news of my little world with Aunt Martha. Then I would dutifully proceed 
to the kitchen to purchase fresh eggs. Hazel’s kitchen table was covered with brown 
butcher paper. It was there the purchase was calculated. I can still see the scribbling and 
cyphering of my early math facts on Hazel’s tablecloth! 

Summer days were filled with anticipation of an afternoon swim. Each morning my 
friends, Elizabeth and Norma Streeter diligently did their chores at the Streeter Cabins. 
When finished they would often ride their bikes to our house in Medburyville. Mom 
would drive us to the Salmon Hole where we swam with the trout, dove from the boul-
ders and played like super girls. When my brother Bill gifted us his glass diving mask we 
were in awe taking turns staring at the underwater trout while diving deeper and deeper. 
Liz would race with the fish, catch one in her hands and bob to the surface waving the 
startled fish! 

There was a twisted and gnarled apple tree between the Wheeler property and our home. 
Liz and I built a tree house there; it was where we brought our dollies, our books, our 
snacks, our aspirations, and our dreams. 

I loved the summer evenings that began with my mother placing a large pot of water 
on the stove and hearing the magic words. “Janie, please go see Hazel and pick some 
corn.” I was off, nickels and dimes in my pocket to find Hazel where she let me choose 
the finest ears and admonish me to put the exact change on her kitchen table. A quick 
run brought me home where my father was on the steps, freshly shaven and groomed, all 
tucked in for dinner, waiting to help me shuck the corn. Life was never sweeter! 

Would I change a thing? Never. Could I wish for more? Never. Is there anything more 
precious than growing up in Wilmington VT? Not for me! 

The back door of the High School
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After sixty-eight years,  
Veterans get their recognition

One of our greatest accomplishments this year was during the Memorial 
Day Service, held at Memorial Hall, when we honored four young local men 
who lost their lives fighting for our country during WWII. 

Each of the four men, Pfc. Edward B. Aldrich - WWII, KIA 1945,  Pvt. 
Charles E. Cole - WWII, KIA 1944,  Pfc. Edward D. Davidson - WWII, 
KIA 1944 and  Pfc. Milton D. Hall - WWII KIA - 1944 are remembered 
with a photo and a plaque hung on the wall at Memorial Hall to honor their 
sacrifices.  

This was a long overdue event that should have been done many years ago. 
In 1947 Memorial Day events President, Eleoda Maynard  wrote a letter 
with his wishes of having these men honored.  Mr. Maynard felt it was im-
portant to honor each of the men with their photo and name plaque being 
placed on the walls at Memorial Hall.  For one reason or another this was 
never followed thru on; however, thanks to the determination of the society 
they are now visually honored.

Photo by Diana Brown
Top Row: L-R

Pfc. Edward B. Aldrich and Pvt. Charles E. Cole
Bottom Row: L-R

Pfc. Edward D. Davidson and Pfc. Milton D. Hall
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The 5th Annual “Quilt/Craft Show”  

The 5th. annual “Quilt/Craft Show” is already in the works for next year, Saturday Octo-
ber 15th. and Sunday 16th.  at Memorial Hall so mark your calendars.  

Each year we hold a raffle during the show but this year we would like to get a jump 
start on that and start selling tickets in the summer to boost our fundraiser.  The society 
is looking for volunteers to help with creating a quilt for the raffle.  It would be great to 
get some of our out of town members/alumni involved with this exciting project either by 
helping hands on or thru a donation to defray the cost of creating the raffle quilt. 

Quilter or not, and you’re interested in helping with the quilt or for more information 
please give Julie a call @ (802) 464-3004 ~ thank you

For the event, we display a large array of antique and contemporary quilts.  If 
any of you have a quilt and would like it displayed, or would like to set up a 
craft and or vendors booth please contact the Norton House in Wilmington at  
sue@nortonhousequilting.com for an application.  We try really hard to get different 
quilts to display each year.   

Photo by Diana Brown
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President’s Report  

Wow, forty years of preserving Wilmington history for future generations to enjoy!  That’s 
a great accomplishment for such a small independent society.  Memberships continue 
to increase, as well as donations, and without that support we would not be able to con-
tinue on our own.  We would like to thank everyone who has so graciously helped us out 
over the past forty years, and continue to do so.

Thanks to all the generous donors who contributed to the painting fund we were able to 
paint the exterior front, and part of one side, of the museum that was desperately in need 
of painting. We also refinished the back porch floor which had taken a beating from the 
weather.  The museum is looking very nice with the continued upkeep. This year’s dues 
and monetary donations will be put aside for further upkeep of the buildings, the cost of 
printing and mailing the newsletter as well as daily expenses.  

Thank you to Robert (Bob) Greene for keeping the society plowed-out during the win-
ter. Last year’s was a long one!  Thank you to Mary Pike-Sprenger for her annual dona-
tion of flowers for our flower barrel. 

Our collection of artifacts continues to expand, just this year we received over 400 bells 
from the Christine L. Boyd collection that had been on display at Pettee Memorial Li-
brary.  We also received numerous old copies of the Wilmington High School yearbook 
to help fill in the copies we were missing. It’s still not a complete set, so if anyone has 
copies they would like to donate to our collection, please give us a call.  We were very 
excited to start moving our larger items into the new carriage shed for display including 
a newly acquired grinding wheel that was used down at the old mill on 45 Mill Street. 
This added display space has been wonderful - thank you!

We had another very interesting lineup of presentations this past year.  A visit to the Ad-
ams’ Farm slaughterhouse where we learned how the process works in a state-of-the-art 
facility.  Bob Angell, as always, did another wonderful presentation on his trip to China. 
We held our third “Antique Appraisal Show” at Memorial Hall in July.  Society members 
and volunteers worked the newly designed entrance booth at the DVFD Fair.  We also 
held our annual potluck dinner / annual meeting on the back porch at the museum in 
August.  In September we visited the new Moover building where the former Ludding-
ton Mill was located. The new building still houses a lot of history that was preserved 
thanks to Randy Schoonmaker.  Then in October the 4th annual “Quilt Show”, as well 
as the new addition of craft items, was put on thanks to Sue Wurzberger’s continued 

The former Luddington Mill — Location of 
the new Moover Building

The new Moover Building - 45 Mill Street
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organization and with the support of the society along with lots of volunteers.  To wrap 
up the year, author Laura Stevenson did a presentation about her new book “Liar From 
Vermont”. 

To mention a few of the already planned presentations we look forward to having Bob 
Angell return with yet another great presentation of his photos from some far away 
place.  In August we’ll hold our potluck dinner with the election of officers at our annual 
meeting.  Everyone is welcome and encouraged to join us and we’re always looking for 
new members and officers.  The annual Quilt/Craft show will go on again come October, 
please be sure to read about this event on page 8.

Over the course of a year we have many requests for research on history information, 
ranging from history about a newly purchased home/homestead, family genealogy, his-
tory about businesses or schools and the list goes on.  We are trying to build a history 
trail from these requests to help with future requests.  If any of you have done a family 
history or you know of someone who has and would like to share it with the society we’ll 
put in on file for future researchers.  This information is valuable to preserving the history 
of Wilmington. 

This past December 25th, we lost one of our contributors to the yearly newsletter, 
George Van Wyck, who will be greatly missed with his wealth of history.  We hope to 
encourage more of you to share a story for future newsletters, please don’t hesitate to 
contact us even if you don’t feel as if you’re a writer.  Someone will be more then happy 
to help get your memories down in writing.

The museum will be open to visitors on Saturday afternoons from July 4th weekend 
through Labor Day weekend, 1:00 - 3:00pm or by appointment.  We resume our month-
ly meetings / presentations at the Barber House starting in April and go through Novem-
ber on the second Wednesday of the month at 7:00pm.  We hope you’ll have a chance to 
stop in for a visit and a tour of the museum.

Visit our web page at www.wilmingtonhistoricalsociety.com for more information 
as it’s available.

~ Respectfully submitted, Julie Moore, President 

Barbara Look
Written by Kathy Larsen 

To a young teacher, she was the keeper of all the keys, literally and figuratively.  I could 
not have survived my early years at school without her.

Nor the middle years.

Nor the later years.  For nearly thirty years we worked together and she was always there 
for me.

When my husband and I moved to Wilmington in 1972, as newly-hired teachers, we 
knew no one.  One of the first people I met was Barbara, or more correctly back then, 
“Mrs. Look.”

As a new teacher in a new town I had no idea how important she truly was, and would 
be, in my life as a teacher at Deerfield Valley Elementary School.  As I look back on those 
days over forty years ago, some of the memories are fuzzy but a few remain clear.  I can 
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still hear her giving me helpful sugges-
tions as I began my career at Deerfield 
Valley: “This is how you get the ditto 
machine to give you clear copies.  This 
is the best kind of chalk for your black-
board.  This is how to keep attendance 
and milk money organized.   Here’s 
your plan book;  I always order a few 
different kinds because different peo-
ple like different styles.”

Barbara was the dispenser of knowl-
edge, of supplies, and, when it was 
needed the most, wisdom and sup-
port.  She cared deeply about all of us 
at the school and became a substitute 
mother for many teachers and a sub-
stitute grandmother for the students.

For generations of Wilmington students, Barbara was one of the first people they saw 
each morning.  She was the smiling face in the office who seemed to know everything 
they needed to get through the day.

She always knew what was for lunch, and if a student hadn’t paid for it, she would make 
sure they still got to eat. 

She knew who to call if a student didn’t know where they were supposed to go after 
school.

If a student was hurt or sick she knew what to do. She kept a thermometer and band 
aids handy. 

Plus, she was a wizard on the typewriter both in speed and accuracy.  She could create a 
whole ditto master without making one mistake!

Barbara taught by example: in school we were meant to work hard and follow rules. The 
rules for students who came to the office were rules for life: don’t interrupt; say please 
and thank you; cover your mouth when you cough; and above all, it is okay to ask for 
help.

There were rules for teachers and parents too, more practical but just as appropriate. 
Those rules and her kind and consistent expectation that people follow them, had but 
one purpose: keep the office and, therefore, the school running smoothly.  

After many years in my classroom, I took over as principal.  At that time I gained a whole 
new understanding and respect for the work Barbara did.  If I thought she had been 
indispensable before, she was now my true right hand.  How to run a fire drill?  Enroll a 
new student?  Who was who on the school board?  She still had all the answers.  In ad-
dition, she became my confidant and, when asked, my advisor.  I could not have done 
the job without her.  

In the years Barbara and I worked together we saw many changes but her loyalty and 
dedication never wavered.  I was privileged to have known her and am grateful for the 
positive impact she had on my life.  I will always remember her fondly.

Mrs. Look at Deerfield Valley Elementary School



H
is

to
ri

ca
l 
S

oc
ie

ty
 o

f 
W

il
m

in
gt

on
P
.O

. 
B

ox
 1

7
5
1

W
il

m
in

gt
on

, 
V

T
  
0
5
3
6
3

M
r. 

B
ar

na
rd

 a
nd

 h
is

 t
ea

m
 s

ug
ar

in
g 

in
 W

il
m

in
gt

on


