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Clinton P. Hubbard (1906-1995) was named after his 
grandfather, who was a physician in Lovell at the turn 
of the twentieth century. He married Marion Bemis 
(1906-1984) of Fryeburg and they had two daughters 
born in Lovell—Nancy (1934-2010) and Linda (1940-). 
Clint was a carpenter, Marion was a teacher, and as 
their girls were growing up they moved to Portland, 
summering at their Lovell home on Christian Hill 
Road. Below is a condensed version of their youngest 
daughters recollections of Lovell.
     
     Being a 77 year old female living in Florida and 
wishing every day that I still lived in Maine has made 
me a snitch bitter. Due to my age and finances, I will 
not be able to return to Lovell until my children bury 
me with my parents in the No. 4 Cemetery. However, 
not a single day goes by that I do not think of the 
wonderful summers I spent at our home on Christian 
Hill Road in Lovell, Maine.
     Times were simple back in the early 1940s and my 
family lived that simple life. My mom was a school 
teacher in Portland and my dad was a carpenter. When 
they got married, at a beautiful spot called Conifer, in 
Lovell, my dad built a little house for them to start their 
new life together (160 Christian Hill Road).    
     When it was time for my sister, Nancy, and me to 
go to school, my mom wanted us to move to Portland 
in order for us to get a better education. Also, the little 
house was not set up for winter living. In Portland, 
we lived in big old houses made into apartments and 
enjoyed our school days. As a carpenter, jobs were 
scarce during the winter months but in summer jobs 
were plentiful and Daddy worked regularly. 
     To save money, Mom, Nancy and I would go to 
the “Lovell House” to live and Daddy would come up 
on the weekends. We would get so excited on Friday 

because we knew Daddy would be coming up the 
hill in that big, green DeSoto around 7pm. He would 
bring groceries and would always have a Sugar 
Daddy for us.
     During the week while Daddy was gone, we 
tended the large vegetable garden that we all helped 
plant in the late spring. Nine rows of potatoes, always 
nine, and many vegetables that Mom was able to can 

Clint & Marion Hubbard with their daughters 
Nancy (in back) and Linda
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From the President
     We have a busy summer planned, beginning with 
our Annual Dinner at Ebenezer’s Pub on June 25th, 
followed by our Summer Fair on July 22nd. We are 
also looking forward to the assistance of summer intern 
Adriana Wissmann, an opportunity generously funded 
by one of our members. 
     On Sunday July 22nd we are hosting our Summer 
Fair, which will be part of the Lovell Old Home Days 
activities. Beginning at 10 am, exhibitors will be on 
site with antiques and newer items. Our fast-paced and 
brief live auction, conducted by regional historian and 
storyteller Frank Eastman, will commence at 11am. At 
the same time, we hope to have live music performing 
and antique appraisals. There will be a variety of 
delicious luncheon choices, a display of antique 
automobiles, and more. 
     In preparation for the auction, which is our largest 
fund  raising event, we are trying to gather a fine 
selection of auction items. Any contributions you 
would like to make would be greatly appreciated. We 
are also looking for items to sell in our Antique Shop 
and will gladly accept your donations. 
     Three weeks later, on August 12th, we will be 
conducting our Barn Tour. We hope to have some of 
Lovell’s best barns on tour and if you would like to 
have yours included, please let us know.
     In closing, I want to thank all of our donors and 
volunteers. Over the last few years, the Society has 
been very fortunate to receive many contributions in 
the form of volunteer work, additions to our collection, 
gifts in kind, and financial gifts. Please remember we 
welcome and depend on all of these contributions, no 
matter what form. 
     Best wishes, Catherine Stone

2018 Events

Business Meeting Tuesday, April 17th
Annual Dinner  Monday, June 25th
Summer Fair  Sunday, July 22nd
Barn Tour  Sunday, August 12th
Business Meeting Tuesday, August 21st
Fall Harvest  Sunday, October 14th
Business Meeting Tuesday, October 16th 
Christmas Open House Sunday, December 16th
Business Meeting Tuesday, December 18th

Supporting the 
Lovell Historical Society

There are many ways that friends of the Society 
can help support its endeavors and to assist you 
we have provided various ways one may do so:

General gifting
Specific gifting for a dedicated purpose
Gifts in memory of a special person
Giving a membership to the Society as a gift
Gifting goods or services
Gifting through one’s will or trust documents
Gifting through appreciated stock or other assets

The Lovell Historical Society is a 501(c)(3) 
nonprofit organization and all gifting is tax-
deductible by the donor to the full extent of the 
law.
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for us to rely on for winter meals. She worked hard at 
that old wood stove in our little kitchen but she didn’t 
complain about it. I think she knew that Daddy would 
be proud of all the work she did and she, too, could 
hardly wait for Friday evening.
     After we carried everything into the house and put 
it away, we would go down to my Nana and Grandpa’s 
(my mom’s parents) place on the Saco River in 
Fryeburg. [Walter (1873-1950) and Ida (1880-1960) 
Bemis]. They had a little store that had everything you 
could possibly want or need, or so I thought. A cracker 
barrel, a pickle barrel, lots of penny candy and a soda 
pop container that said Coca Cola in huge red letters 
on the outside. There was cold water and ice inside and 
many different kinds of soda. Daddy and I especially 
liked Moxie and that is what we had very Friday night. 
Also, my Aunty Bea and Uncle Edgar and their four 
kids would come down, my Aunty Teen and Uncle Phil 
and their seven kids would come from across the river 
and Uncle Glen and Uncle Sherwood would be there. 
What a great family time we had. We kids would play 
hide and seek, eat penny candy and drink soda until we 
couldn’t move. You see, during the week when Daddy 
was in Portland, we didn’t have a car to shop and visit 
so we had to cram it all into the weekends.
     When we got home, Nancy and I would catch 
fireflies in glass jars (always with breathing holes in 

Present day view of 160 Christian Hill Road, which was built by Clinton Hubbard

Clinton and Marion Hubbard in Lovell on their 
wedding day, September 6, 1931.
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the lids) and watch them for a while. We always let 
them go before their little lights went out forever. 
There were two bedrooms in that little house but we 
had a screened porch on the front and Nancy and I 
slept out there on old army cots because it was much 
cooler than being inside. We would try to count the 
stars and watch the fireflies, listen to the owls and 
whippoorwills off in the distance and just talk about 
what a nice visit we had at Nana and Grandpa’s.
     We would work in the garden Saturday mornings 
and then, if the weather was good and Daddy had 
a few extra dollars, we would rent a row boat from 
the old boathouse on Kezar Lake. Mom would pack 
a picnic and off we’d go, Daddy rowing us into the 
lower bay of the lake and we three would be telling 
him just what had taken place while he was away.
     Also, I was able to go to the farm up the road and 
help out with the chores with my “Uncle Gene” 
[Eugene L. Flint, 1890-1960], not my real uncle but 
he and his wife, “Aunt Sadie”[Sarah (Darcy) Flint, 
1886-1975], had been friends of Mom and Dad’s for 
so long we called them aunt and uncle. Uncle Gene 
had a small farm with chickens, roosters, cows, lots 
of little kittens in the barn, and one old partially 
dismantled vehicle. It would still function with a lot 
of coaxing and we called it the Doodlebug.
     I just loved going to that farm every day. Uncle 
Gene would let me go out to the lower pastures to 
bring the cows in for milking. I was always barefoot 

and the many things I stepped in just made it all 
the more fun. I would dip my feet in the cold creek 
running through those green pastures and manage 
to go home at the end of the day not smelling too 
terribly “barny”. I was the only “youngsta” Uncle 
Gene let go in the barn with him. I did my job, 
chaining up the cows after I got them into their stalls, 
filling their food troughs with hay, hooking up the 
milking machines, and letting them back out after 
they were brushed and given a little TLC. I would 
then clean up whatever mess there was that day and 
put it in a wheelbarrow. The wheelbarrow was walked 
out the back door of the barn on a long walkway 
Uncle Gene had made from old barn boards. It was a 
good twenty foot drop to the ground so being careful 
was truly a must. I would shovel the manure onto the 
ground and then wash out the wheelbarrow, as Uncle 
Gene insisted on as clean a barn as was humanly 
possible. 
     At the far end of this walkway was a very 
large stump with the sharpest ax ever. When Aunt 
Sadie(who had a few guests stay in the old farm 
house during the summer months), needed a chicken 
for Sunday dinner, Uncle Gene and I would take care 
of getting her the best of the brood. My mother was 
not happy about my taking part in this little ritual but 
I didn’t seem to mind and it was part of farming. I 
just loved that old barn. The cats had kittens regularly 
and they were cute, cuddly, and always had a supply 

Gene and Sadie Flint’s farm at 194 Christian Hill Road
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of milk and mice. I can still smell that old barn when 
I take the time to remember what a grand place it was.
     Uncle Gene had a local man, Mr. Pelkie [Emerson 
Raymond Pelkie, 1923-1996], who worked for him on 
haying days. Those were some of the best days of the 
summer. A few days before it was time to gather the 
hay, Uncle Gene and Mr. Pelkie would take sickle and 
scythe in hand and cut the fields. One of the fields, the 
biggest one, was about two miles away on the other 
side of the lower bay of Kezar Lake. The only way to 
get there was to go over what was called the Narrows 
Bridge. The main reason for the name was because it 
spanned the part of the lake accurately named “The 
Narrows”, but I always said it was because the bridge 
was narrow – and it was. I was not allowed anywhere 
near the fields while they were being cut because of 
the danger with those sharp tools being used by Uncle 
Gene and Mr. Pelkie.
     If the weather would cooperate and the rains held 
off, after a couple of warm, sunny days Uncle Gene 
and I would go with the Doodlebug and the hay rake 
to take up the dried grass into straight, rounded rows. 
The hay rake had a high metal seat on it and Uncle 
Gene would sit up there to lower, rake, and then 
release the rounded rakers. Believe it or not, he let me 
drive the Doodlebug. I was probably 10 or so, and I 
felt like the queen of the entire world. I’m not sure if 
my mom ever knew, at that time, that I was driving 
the Doodlebug and I never saw the need to bring it 
up. When we talked about it years later, she acted 
surprised but, honestly, I think she probably knew all 
along.
     After another day or so, weather still cooperating, 
we would hitch the hay wagon to the Doodlebug and 
head for that “over the bridge” field. Uncle Gene 
drove, Mr. Pelkie pitched the hay into the wagon and 
I tedded the hay. It was hot, scratchy, and my little 
legs would get tired but I loved every minute of it. We 
piled as much hay in that wagon as we possibly could 
and then headed back to the barn. I always chose to 
ride on the top of the hay pile in the wagon just so I 
could look into the clear, cool water of Kezar Lake 
when we went over that darn bridge. I held on for 
dear life but never let anyone know I was the least bit 
nervous. I could actually see trout, pickerel, and bass 
swimming there and couldn’t wait to tell Daddy when 
he arrived on Friday.
     After we got back to the barn, we would pitch the 
hay up into the loft and I would do more tedding, not 
too tight, but just enough to make sure it would all 
fit. By the end of the day, we were all so hot, tired, 
and thirsty Aunt Sadie would come out with a huge 
pitcher of homemade lemonade and we would just sit, 

play with a kitten or two, and relax. What a wonderful 
day it had been.
     Our “Lovell House” sat on a piece of land that 
contained almost an acre. We had beautiful trees. 
One I remember especially, was a Catalpa tree. It had 
huge leaves and what we kids called Catalpa beans 
hanging from it. When I was very young, my best 
friend Jean, from Portland, would come and stay with 
us for a week. Her mom and mine went to school 
together and had stayed friends long after graduation. 
Jean was four months older than I and we got along 
wonderfully. She would ride up with Daddy on Friday 
night, stay the next week and go back with him on 
Sunday. We used to take those big leaves from the 
Catalpa tree and make hats, skirts, baby beds for our 
dolls, and anything else we could think to do with 
them. 
     Another thing about that Catalpa tree I remember 
is that we had family outings under it. On the Fourth 
of July, my Aunty Teen, Uncle Phil and their kids, 
my Aunty Bea and Uncle Edgar and their kids, and 
my Aunt Alice and Uncle Arthur would come for the 
day. The ladies would prepare a grand meal, carry 
everything out to the shade of that huge tree and we 
would all feast away. 
     Our home had a view so beautiful that people 
would stop in their cars in front of the house just to 
look and take pictures. Straight out from the front 
porch our view was the entire White Mountain 
Range in New Hampshire. We would watch the 
thunderstorms come in over those mountains, the 
lightning was a show in itself. It would get very 
dark and the thunder would roll on forever, or so it 
seemed. One day, Daddy and I were standing on our 
front porch watching such a storm approach and all of 
a sudden a bolt of lightning came down, hit the land 
across the road and actually furrowed the ground, 
just as if a plow had gone through. It hissed and the 
thunder was horrendous. Daddy and I turned quickly, 
went into the house, shut the door and never stood on 
that porch during another thunderstorm.
     One of the prettiest sights in that mountain range 
was Mt. Washington. On an extremely clear day, you 
could see that little Cog Railway Train going up the 
side of the mountain. 
     I think I could go on and on about those summers 
that I was so fortunate to enjoy. What makes me feel 
so good about all of it is that I seem to remember 
at the time I knew my life was special. Our family 
was by no means wealthy, but we did have good old 
fashioned ethics and family love. I will cherish each 
and every memory until that day I get to go back to 
Lovell.                           •••
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The Eleanor Walker Collection

A tintype photograph of Lovell Village, the earliest image known to exist. 
Circa 1865.  The imagery, as with all tintypes, is reversed.

     On March 10, 2018 a major gift was made to the Lovell Historical Society.  Our permanent 
collection comes from a large number of donors but a significant amount of our archival 
material and imagery came from the estates of Summer Kimball and Charlotte Hobbs.  We 
now have a third source thanks to a treasure trove of material preserved by Eleanor Walker and 
donated by Norris and Roberta Bennett in her memory.
     Eleanor Lucy Walker (1907-1993) was born in Lovell Village to Preston Barnes & Mary 
(Heald) Walker. She lived unmarried her entire life in the home of her grandmother and worked 
for many years at her father’s store, Kimball & Walker, just across the street. During her 
lifetime, she chronicled the events in her town and collected historical records.
     The “Eleanor Walker Collection”, came to the Society in a 29”x11”x16” wooden trunk such 
as you might see at the foot of a bed.  Miss Walker considered the contents of the trunk amongst 
her most precious possessions. The collection includes some of Lovell’s earliest photographs 
(including the tintype above), postcards, photo albums, scrapbooks of news clippings, and 
genealogical tracings of Lovell’s oldest families.
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Gifts and Donations

We are very grateful for the following gifts received since the last newsletter: Sandra Bell—loan of oil on wood 
painting titled The House at #4 Corner; Norris & Roberta Bennett (in memory of Eleanor Walker)—a large 
wooden trunk containing the “Eleanor Walker Collection” with an important selection of Lovell photographs and 
postcards, five scrapbooks of news clippings, and a large amount of genealogical information on some of Lovell’s 
oldest families; Linda Randall Boucher (in memory of Ruth E. Randall)—permission to scan photos; Howard 
Buker (in memory of Joan Poleski Buker)—1895 Lovell Town Report, Knights of Pythias Insurance Ledger for 
1929-1932; Barry Gilman—collection of photographs and deeds; Glenn Gilman (in memory of Theda Gilman)—
home plate from Lovell’s ball field; Joel & Georgette Hardman—The Murder of Calvin H. McKeen by John B. 
Coffin by David A. Crouse; Linda (Hubbard) Nicoll (in memory of Clint & Marion Hubbard)—written memories 
of summering in Lovell, permission to scan photos; Linda Drew—information on the 1981 proposal to store logs in 
the Mill Pond; Byron Shaw—permission to scan photo; Spencer Ware—permission to scan photos related to the 
Center Hill Lodge; Roger & Jane Williams—photographs of the Kimball-Stanford House in 1998 at the time of the 
Town’s purchase.

Donations for the purchase of oil have been gratefully received from: Bengt & Ulla Bjarngard; Priscilla Brown; 
Lizbeth Ferris; Tom & Jessica King; Ruth Knight; Richard Pilsbury; Mary Sayles (in memory of Bill Sayles); 
Roger & Caroline Sorg; Jim & Rachal Stone.

Cash donations have been gratefully received from: Mary Adams (in memory of Herb Adams); Rosslyn Adams; 
Glenn Allison; Bengt & Ulla Bjarngard; Donna Blake; Arthur Cormier; Charles & Joan Dattelbaum; Dan 
Eaton & Linda Whiting; Elmer Fox; Peter & Linda Gale (in memory of Bryan Ward); Tom & Debra Gilmore; 
Stuart Goodwin (in memory of Gordon “Stub” Eastman); Collier Hands; Ford & Patsy Hutchinson; Jacqueline 
Lewis; Howard & Veronica Mitchell; Richard Pilsbury; Frederic Sater; Robin Siegel; Dave & Becki Stamper 
(in memory of Theda Gilman); Jim & Rachal Stone; David & Alison Tomlinson; Vincent Tortorici; Neil & 
Donna Wilson.

If you have made a donation or given an artifact or other form of historical material and it has not been listed here 
or previously noted, please contact us immediately.  We appreciate the thoughtful generosity of our members and 
friends, and most certainly want to acknowledge and list gifts properly.

_________________________________________________________________________

In Memoriam
We note with sadness the death of the following friends and neighbors.

Timothy J. Barker, 69, of Stoneham, ME, passed away on February 13, 2018. He was born on September 26, 1948 
in Lewiston, the son of Carlton and Mertice Baker. He grew up in Stoneham, attended Fryeburg Academy, and 
received a degree in education from the University of Southern Maine. Tim worked as a school teacher in Maine 
and Florida and also served in the National Guard. He was very involved in numerous historical societies and was a 
member of this Society.
Louise (See) Bingham, 94, of Pompton Plains, NJ, died on December 28, 2017. She was born in Orange, NJ on 
February 14, 1923, the daughter of Edmund and Louise See. She received a MA in Education from William Paterson 
College and spent her career teaching mathematics in Wayne, NJ. She spent most of her summers in the Lovell 
area, first attending Camp Mudjekeewis from 1936 through 1942. Louise was a life member of this Society. She 
was predeceased by her husband Bill and is survived by her four children—Betsy, Barbara, Jim, and Tom—ten 
grandchildren, and two great grandchildren.
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Kay Frances (Dorey) Brown, 80, of Lovell, passed away on November 13, 2017. She was born in Locke Mills, ME 
on March 29, 1937, the daughter of Tracy and Gwendolyn Dorey. She grew up in Locke Mills and Bethel, graduating 
from Telstar High School. She had a career in food services for the Geneva, FL Elementary School. She is survived 
by her husband Gene, six children—Stanley, Terry, Jody, Melissa, Launa, and Steven—and nine grandchildren.
Theda (Stearns) Gilman, 88, of Glendale, AZ, passed away on January 17, 2018. She was born in Lovell on 
December 25, 1929, the daughter of George and Avis Stearns. She attended Lovell schools and graduated from 
Fryeburg Academy. While in Lovell, she worked for the Lovell United Telephone Company and in both the Center 
Lovell and Lovell Village post offices. Theda was a life member of this Society. She was predeceased by her husband 
Gordon and is survived by her two sons—Dale and Glenn—four grandchildren and three step-grandchildren.
Sheila Joanne Hartford, 72, of North Lovell, died on July 21, 2017. She was born in Poland, ME on January 2, 
1944, the daughter of Herbert and Margaret Hartford.
Vivian A. (Loncoske) Lowther, 103, of Morristown, PA, died on February 9, 2018. She was born and raised 
in Ridgway, PA, the daughter of Fred and Ada Loncoske. She graduated from Thiel College and spent time as a 
foreign language teacher. In 1972, she and her husband Bill built a summer home in Lovell at Boulder Brook. She 
was predeceased by her husband and is survived by her two daughters—Vicky Willson and Carolyn—and one 
granddaughter.
Robert B. Russell, 95, of Lovell died on January 19, 2018. He was born on February 22, 1922 in Worcester, 
MA, the son of Robert and Marjorie Russell. He fought in the European Campaign during World War II and 
received a Purple Heart, two Bronze Stars, and three Badges of Valor. Bob had a career as a Civil Engineer for the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts. He is survived by his wife Edna, four children—David, Bobbie, Stephen, and 
Debra Turner—six step-children, twenty grandchildren and step-grandchildren, and eight great-grandchildren.
Louise M. (Seavey) Whidden, 98, of Lovell, died on January 14, 2018. She was born in Fryeburg, ME on June 
24, 1919, the daughter of Waldo and Mary Louise Seavey. She attended local schools and for a time worked at the 
University of New Hampshire. She was a life member of this Society. She was predeceased by her husband Frank 
and is survived by her son Frank, two grandchildren, and two great grandchildren.


