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I was born in 1912 in Santuit In 1919, the family moved to the Gifford Farm in Marstons Mills.
My father had milch cows. He had several gardens and raised all our food. He was also the
county butcher.

Senora

Warner Pierce was born January 10,1879.
Lorenzo Gifford was born May
10,1878. Lorenzo came courting Nora from his home in Santuit. One evening he walked up to
her door just as Nora's mother was throwing out the dishwater. Lorenzo wasnt deterred and they
were married when Nora was eighteen. Aunt Lucinda and Uncle George stood up for them.

I dont know if they were married in church. I was married in the front parlor of the farmhouse
as were sisters Marion and Mary. I remember Uncle John Coleman, a dear old man, who lit the
fire In the church stove each Sunday mom, wound the clock and put the numbers on the hymn
board.

Nora's and Lorenzo's first ten children were bom in Santuit. Marion, the last child, was born
after we moved to the farm in 1919.
Mother had to battle the fleas. The Tinkers, the
caretakers, didn't do too much caring. Beside the fleas the place was filthy. Before the fleas
were gone everyone got the flu. There were beds everywhere. Mother didn't get the flu which
was good as she was carrying Marion. Elizabeth Brown, who taught the upper three grades in
the village school, was boarding with us at the time.
When we lived in Santuit, Pa was a cooper,

He worked for Anderson, a barrel man.

He

also farmed on the Crocker farm.

When we moved to the Mills, we raised and canned all our vegetables. We had apple trees.
The apples were strung up In the attic to dry. We all had our chores. The boys worked outside
with Pa and we worked in the house with Mother. We learned how to cook and to keep house.
Before school we had to empty the chamber pots and do the lamps: trim the wicks, clean the
chimneys, fill the lamps with kerosene, and put paper bags over the lamps to keep off the dust. I
think emptying the chamber pots went with cleaning the lamps. One week, Olive would wash
the dishes and I would do the lamps. The next week we'd trade Aobs. Mary, who was going to
Elizabeth Lowell High School in Cotuit was next boss to Mother.
Mother never raised her voice,
you darn fool, you.

When she was provoked with Pa, she'd call

him Lorenzo,

Two children always went with Pa on the milk route. At first we had a horse and wagon, then
a Model T Ford. There was one customer who paid daily, leaving 10 cents in the empty milk
bottle. The child who collected that bottle got the 10 cents.
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On Saturdays, Pa would take us to the Freedom Hail in Cotuit; first In the Ford truck, later in
a Packard touring car. Ernest Dottridge showed silent films at the Hall.
When Mother was going to high school in Cotuit, she was teased by the barge driver. She made

a positive statement about something and said she'd stick to it. She said the sticking part while
they were passing a red bam. The barge driver remarked she'd look funny sticking to that bam.
I started school in a one-room schoolhouse in

Santuit.

rooms. Elizabeth Brown had the 4th, 5th and 6th grades.

Marstons Mills school had two

Miss Wana had the first three grades.

Mother cautioned us about drinking from the dipper by putting our mouths over the rim.

better to put the dipper rim under our lips.

it was

I went to 7th grade in Cotuit. Burley Savery was the

barge driver.

We always had running water at the farm. There was a windmill behind the present day fire
station. We had a combustion motor that had to have a fire built under it. The fire was given air
by turning a handle to get it started. The water was then pumped to a large copper tank in the
attic, a gravity tank. In the bathroom we had a toilet with a wooden tank over it. You pulled a
chain and the water came in and Mushed the toilet. We didn't often use it We used the
backhouse. To use the bathtub, Mother heated the water in a copper wash boiler on the stove
and dipped the hot water into a bucket and carried it to the tub. (Claire: Grandma was very
particular, fussy clean. Only one person bathed at a time. There were always clean sheets on
the beds.)

I remember when we got electricity. We kept a pump house to generate our own electricity as
the town's supply was erratic. When we had town electricity installed, I was seventeen and just
had my tonsils out in the Hyannis Hospital (Claire: Part of that old wooden structure, the porch
and stairs, are on the former Boxwood Manor nursing home run by Nellie Barrington of
Yarmouthport).

In 8th grade, I went to the "new" Barnstable High School on School Street, Hyannis. We went in
the school bus driven by Buiiey Savery, a very kind man. When he'd drive us to games in
Sandwich, he'd stop on the way home and buy us ice cream cones.
Marion Lovell, Elsie

Crocker, Olive Gifford, Orin Fuller, Charlie and Robert Cammett were some of the students who
rode on the bus with me. Charlie Cammett was my protector. He was in love with me, but I
didn't know it.

His sister was my best friend.

Pa used to say we were wearing out the road

between our two houses. She married an Orleans man and died in childbirth.

I married in 1931.
Bob worked at the Clear Lake Duck Farm. Our farm ran up to the
cemetery, Hamblin Pond and Run Pond (Middle Pond). The cows went up that way and we
had to go up there and get them. It was ail pasture land. (Skip: There were blueberry bushes
on that land), in winter we village kids skated on the ponds. The kids came from Skunknet and
the Plains, too. We'd ail go back to the farm kitchen and make fudge. One time the fire was
very low and Olive said she'd be master of ceremonies. She went to pour kerosene on the fire
and poured it into the fudge pan instead. We had to throw out that batch of fudge. dClairej: We
came back to the farm kitchen too, only Grandma made cocoa for us.
She always had
cookies, molasses, peanut butter). Pa asked every night what kind of cookies, pie or cake
Grandma had. She always had one or more of them.
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Mother never sat down. She was up each morning at four. The children were up at five. We
all went to bed with the chickens unless it was the weekend and there was something special
going on.
Mother had the only quilting frames in the village. They were kept in the shop. The women

came from the church to quilt. Mother served them plum porridge, which she made in an iron
kettle. I hated it, but I **tad to eat it or go hungry.
In November of 1930, when I was eighteen, Maynard Gifford's wife (Elizabeth Fuller) had
her second child. As she was ill, I was elected to care for her and the family. My brother offered
me five dollars a week. He was working at the Robert Cross Nurseries at the time. He'd eat a
bowl of oatmeal for breakfast and a mince pie if there was one. I had to make the mince. That
brother was
lying across
would come
Charlie said

a big eater. The baby cried most of the time. I'd be peeling potatoes with the baby
my lap, crying. I had to do all the washing and cleaning as well. Charlie Cammett
by and help with the dishes. He'd drive me home and I'd start to do chores there.
I'm bringing you home for a rest and you just keep on working.

After eight weeks, I was only 94 pounds and I was tired. I went home and told Mother I
wasn't going back. She said what would poor Elizabeth do? I said I didn't know what poor
Elizabeth was going to do, but poor Jean was too tired to go on.
I called my sister Mary in JMIddleborough jand asked if I couid come up there for two weeks to

rest. She was married to Frank Harris who worked in Leonard's Shoe Factory. He said there
were plenty of jobs in the factory and I could easily get one. I said no, I'm an outdoor person. I
didnt get much rest there as they kept on about my getting a job in the factory.
When I got home, Mother greeted me with the news that three men had come by asking for

room and board. She told them the girl who does the work is away. When she comes home if
she says yes, you may come. Good God, Mother, I said, don't we have enough work? Well,
they came by and I said yes, Ralph Whitehouse I disliked. Fred Davis was all right. The other
one was Robert Parker.
He was very skinny and pale. He had on a white cowl-necked
sweater. I said I'd try it for a week. Robert asked me to walk to the Clear Lake Duck Farm with
him and I agreed if Olive might walk with us. On the way home he was holding my hand. By
August we were engaged. Robert had arrived with a Ford roadster, but he soon bought a red
Chevrolet coupe which he polished every day.
After our marriage we went to west Duxbury for the winter to a new house his parents had built.
(Robert Parker: Duck picking was hard work. We got ten cents a duck. Killing and plucking
ducks was considered a trade. A skilled worker could pluck 90 to a 100 ducks a day. There
were five men working at the farm. In later years there was a machine to pluck off the large
feathers. We used a hollow ground knife to scrape the ducks. It took two or three years to
become skilled with this knife. If you cut into a duck you had to take needle and thread and sew
it up. It wasn't considered a genteel trade, but during the Depression it was a job. There were
six or eight duck, farms in Massachusetts in those years; two on the Cape. The other Cape
farm was Mayo's in Orleans. Only Long Island now has fresh ducks. 1953 was the last year
the Clear Lake arm operated. In the winter months we shellfished or cut wood. There was

Interview with Jean Gifford Parker
Continued

no unemployment check. We tried to save a bit while we were working and maybe we went into
debt a little bit.)

When Mother ran the post office, the mail as well as passengers and freight came by express
wagon from the train station in West Bamstable. The mail came in locked bags-separate bags
for each village. There was no rural delivery in earlier days; people had boxes in the post office

and they came in for their mail. Later, Ben Pond delivered mail to the Plains, Newtown,
Pondville, and Skunknet.
Claire and Skip remembered the government sponsored Public Assistance Programs where
food was dispensed form the post office.

The food distribution was carried on at the post office

because it was centrally located. They remembered the huge hanks of bananas hanging in the
post office. (Jean: Those bananas were bought by Mother for the family and weren't for sale to
the public). There was no Social Security, but Franklin Roosevelt started the food distribution
program. All the food came in cans or in bags for the flour and sugar. Skip remembers the
grapefruit. The food came in trucks and the people would line up at the post office waiting for it.
Claire wanted to know if Uncle George was in that program. No, Jean answered, he was in
uniform because he was in the National Guard when it first started.

Before the Depression, life was good on the Cape. We never went cold, except when we
rushed downstairs in the morning to get dressed.
Skip remembers people coming to the farm and offering to work just for a meal or a bed. They
were Cape people, but there was no work in the Depression era.
Jean remembers Irving Bracket who lived in a little house up in the apple orchard It was probably
a chicken coop. He had an old iron brooder coal stove to heat the place.
They traded their time. People shared the work. As Skip says, they kept rough calculations of
the time they worked for someone else. No one worried if they worked an extra day for a
neighbor.

The women always had to prepare the food for the men at haying time. Jean remembers
squeezing lemons for lemonade until she thought she'd drop.
Claire loved to ride the hay wagon.

Skip said before they had the block they'd pitch the hay up

into the mow. They 'd have to strip to the waist and they'd be sweaty and prickly all aver. The
children would throw bay down from the mow and then jump in it. One child would stand watch
at the door to see when Grandpa appeared. If he came they'd pretend to be feeding the cows.
The farm had about 200 acres. It went back to Cammett Road, west of Lovells Lane. There
was a woodlot over near the dump. The cranberry bog was on what was later the duck farm.
They filled in the bog. Pa had beehives around the bog and the gardens.
When Uncle Harold and Aunt Ruth were married, Charles Hamblin built them a three room

house across from the farm on the hill. Their three children were born there.

Later they added
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on the post office that was Margaret Carver's. It stood at the end of Lovells Lane and Main St.
It stood to the front and side of the present Duarte's house. They also added Nora Gifford's post
office building when she gave up the job.

That's where two of the post offices ended up.
When I was sixteen 1 went to work for Mr. and Mrs. Preston Fish, working behind their soda
fountain. The had a fountain with a marble top. They also had two or three marble-topped tables

with iron legs and chairs to match. A salesman came in one day selling magazines. I didn't buy
any magazines, but I did give him a sandwich and he gave me a Butterick Cookbook. It had a
shiny blue and white cover. I took it to West Duxbury with me when I got married, along with
some recipes from my mother.
Customers to the soda fountain came from the village and from those traveling from the
train station in West Barnstable. Villagers came because it was a convenience store selling
bread and milk. We also carried canned goods. E. C. Hall was the brand. They had a
warehouse by the railroad tracks in Hyannis where Cotton Pickin1 Tees are today. Claire thinks
they also carried a brand of canned goods called John Alden,
The store didn't sell meats. The Coop in Cotuit, now the Cotuit Grocery Store, had a butcher, as
did the Village Store in West Barnstable. They both had good quality meats and good butchers.
Next to the Kettle Ho on Main Street, Cotuit, there was another butcher shop. That building has
since been torn down and there is a park there.

Dad never sold meat. He was the licensed county butcher, He did the butchering for the House
of Correction. He did butcher pigs and beef for people if they wanted him to. Butchering was
done in the fail. All the details were carefully worked out beforehand.
Claire remembers the big kettles of boiling water and the very clean tables. The pigs were first
dipped in the boiling water and then brought up on a hook and laid on the table. Claire, Ronnie
and Skip were allowed tools so they could scrape the pig's hair off.
"While older cows were slaughtered, young calves were never slaughtered. Pa didn't believe in
killing young cows. He believed in letting them mature. We never had veal.
At Christmas time and Thanksgiving, there would be thirty-five to fifty people for dinner. As

the children got married, they'd have children, so the family grew. Claire remembers thirty to thirtyfive sitting at a table in the living room. Then about twelve or sixteen would be seated in the
kitchen and there would be another group in the back room (Sue's present day rental
apartment). On the table would be a turkey and at the other end a roast pork.

Sue Davenport has kept Grandma's soapstone sink (this is Claire speaking).
Grandma
had everyone take off their shoes in the entry porch. She never had a barn odor in the house.
In the kitchen she had a gas stove and a combined wood and kerosene stove, That stove finally
had a gravity tank outside so no one had to fill the little oil tanks inside anymore. The uncles
arranged that They could ail do most anything.
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There was a cellarway cupboard for storing canned goods and the three-tiered pie rack.
Mother's hogshead cheese was kept in the cupboard. There was afso a root cellar and one cool
section in the cellar was for butter.

I don't remember Dad cutting ice. We did have an ice box. When Bob had the poultry farm we

had an 18 x 24 foot building that was metal lined in which the dressed poultry was hung. The
boys helped Bob to cut ice for that in the winter. Ice was cut from Griegson's Pond, later Clear
Lake and finally named Hambiln's Pond, probably because Leonard Hamblin had an ice house
there.

One winter it was so cold and the ice so thick that Claire and her cousins were allowed to run
around on the ice. That was on Middle Pond, also known as Run Pond and Indian Lake. Other
people besides the family came to Bob for ice because they had helped cut and store it The
ice was packed in sawdust. This was in the early 1940's.
Where did the sawdust come from? No one is sure, but the farm had a large circular saw for
cutting firewood. You could hear it all over the village when it was running. Firewood was
needed for the stoves in the living room, the parlor and the kitchen.

After Preston Fish, the store was again run by Loring and Ada Jones. Claire remembers
during haying that the uncles would give her 15 cents and send her to the store for a 12 cent
package of, cigarettes. The three cents left she was allowed to use for three pieces of penny
candy. There was no longer a soda fountain. The store now sold meat as well as groceries.

