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Abstract: Oral history interview with Priscilla Leavitt, a North Hampton native, 
discussing her childhood, including North Hampton landscape in the 1940s and 1950s, 
and later activities with the North Hampton Historical Society.  
 
Biographical sketch: Priscilla Leavitt and her twin brother Paul were born in 1935, the 
children of Norman Moulton Leavitt and Frances Alma Chase Leavitt.  Norman M. 
Leavitt was a descendant of the Leavitts who settled in Hampton from England in the 
1600s. He was Choir Director and Organist of the Middle Street Baptist Church in 
Portsmouth for about thirty-five years.  He also served as Organist at the Church of the 
Immaculate Conception in Portsmouth for weddings and funerals during that time 
period.  A baritone singer in five different languages, Leavitt directed the Portsmouth 
Community Chorus for many years as well as the Portland, Maine Chorus at Merrill 
Auditorium.  He gave voice lessons to many in the area and had two local radio 
programs in which he sang. 
 
Frances Chase Leavitt, a daughter of Frederick Norman Chase and Emma Elizabeth 
Bolke, was born in Glen Ullin, North Dakota.  After Emma’s death, Frederick Chase 
moved his family to North Hampton and one of his sisters cared for them as youngsters 
while he continued to work in the West for the Northern Pacific Railroad.  Frances, a 
graduate of the Plymouth Normal School, taught at Center School in North Hampton 
and became its Principal.  She continued teaching at the North Hampton School when it 
opened in 1950.  She was a long-time trustee of the North Hampton Public Library and 
a founding member of the North Hampton Historical Society.   
 
Priscilla grew up in the house at 27 Hobbs Road.  The household included her 
grandparents, Frederick C. Leavitt and Fannie P. Leavitt, her parents, and her brother.  
The house remains but the barn was dismantled and reconstructed in Gilmanton as the 
Gilman Year Round Library (GYRL).   
 
Audio recording:  Two sessions totaling approximately 2 hours, 45 minutes. 
Transcript: The 55-page transcript was lightly edited by transcriber Cynthia Swank and 
Priscilla Leavitt. Leavitt provided some additional information incorporated in the 
transcript.  The transcript is full text searchable. 
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Interview with Priscilla Leavitt 
 

Jane Boesch with Jane Robie and Cynthia Swank in attendance 
 

237 Atlantic Avenue, Heritage Commission Conference Room 
 

     19 October 2018 
PL = Priscilla Leavitt 
JB = Jane Boesch 
JR = Jane Robie 
CS = Cynthia Swank 
 
[Recording starts at about 2:10pm] 
 
JB.  This is Jane Boesch from the the NHHS and today we are listening to Priscilla 
Leavitt talk about growing up in North Hampton.  I think she is going to start with 
some memories from going to school at Centennial Hall. 
 
PL.  That’s right. I wrote up something back a number of years ago about one of our 
classes up there at North Hampton at Centennial Hall. It’s called The Treasure Box. One 
time I made a stained glass treasure box, a jewelry box, and this is what I wrote later on.  
 
[reads from written essay that follows] 
 
  The Treasure Box 
 
"The Treasure Box is neither filled with silver,  
nor chocolate - wrapped in gold -  
carefully open the lid in silence  
And memories flow out of old:~  
 
“My mother, Frances C. Leavitt, was a teacher and Principal of the North Hampton 
Elementary School. In 1948, she decided to expose our 7th grade class to the rigors of  
town meeting.  It would be a field day trip from Centennial Hall to the Town Hall along 
Atlantic Avenue. 
 
“This was a special day for us in March. The snow was melting, the sap was running 
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and the sunshine warmed our faces as we happily walked along. I remember more 
about the walk than I do about town meeting.  
 
“There was Stan Knowles, my brother Paul, Patsy Casey, Shirley Allen to mention a few 
of our classmates. 
 
“We walked past Albert Locke's blacksmith shop on the right. There I used to visit on 
occasion after school, finding it fascinating to step over old chains and irons on the 
floor. I watched Albert squinting through smudged, black rimmed  
glasses, flexing his big arms as he moved tongs to a piece of iron and plunged it into red 
hot coals.  

“We walked on past Charlie Seavey's blacksmith shop. It was painted old red and 
covered with vines – it was on the right side. On the left side of the road was Ralph 
Seavey's corn field, still covered with melting snow. And that was a big field then, too.  
No houses. We walked past Seavey's farm on the right where the full silo last fall was 
now near empty after feeding his cattle all winter.  

“Our group walked on down the road past my grandfather's old cow pasture on the 
right. Fred C. Leavitt.  His milk shed standing in the back, near the stone wall. Turning 
to the left of the road was a stand of tall timbers. I have been told many years ago that 
area was marked for the King’s timbers.  

“The sun was shining from the South now, and it made our walk very pleasant as we 
observed the melting snow, the leafless trees, the green pines and the open fields. 
Another pasture on the right appeared and a little path led to a small cabin  
where a man by the name of Link lived.  
 
“Down hill we approached the Four Corners. Ken's Garage was on the right. We looked 
left, then right. No cars were coming so we walked across Lafayette Road.  Here was a 
swamp on both sides. No Irving Gas Station, no North Hampton Village Shopping 
Center. It was just plain swamp. We used to skate on it in the winter.  

“We walked further down the road in view of the Town Hall. We could see Dow's Store 
beyond.  A tall water pump, with its long handle, was standing in the center of the turn- 
around in the driveway. Dow's grain store was near the tracks where Larry’s Custom 
Interiors now is. [as of 2018 it is Dow’s Annex at 225 Atlantic Avenue].  We got 
permission from my mother to go to Dow's Store where we, of course, bought candy. 
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Then, we went to the Town Meeting. There were empty seats up back so we sat down 
respectfully and listened to the concerns of the town.  

“Thanks to my mother, we experienced camaraderie that day, got our exercise, 

enjoyed the sun and learned a little about respect and also politics.  

 
 "The sun is setting now,  
It's time to go with life's new pleasantries -  
So with thanks to God,  
I silently close the lid of my "Treasure Box"  
Which is filled with precious memories." 
 
[end of reading essay] 
 
JB.  Do you still have that box? 
 
PL. Yes, I do.  
 
I have some more things here that I had written down previously, quite a while ago.  
One is about the Myopia Hunt Club.   
 
[reads from the following essay with some additions, omissions] 
 
“The Myopia Hunt Club was from Hamilton, Mass.  Used to come to North Hampton  
once a year courtesy of Elenora Sears.  They came down on the railroad and came off 
the train at Hampton. They came up through and ended up in back of Chris Moore’s 
house which is near Centennial Hall, the big colonial there.   They jumped from Chris 
Moore’s house over the banking and stone walls crossing Post Road into what is now 
Grandview Terrace, then jumping the bars into my grandfather’s field, Fred Leavitt, 
now belonging to the cemetery, over the stone wall into Raymond Hobbs' field, across 
New Road into the field, then Cow Alley.  Breakfast Hill in Rye was the check point. 
Then they continued on through Rye jumping all the stone walls adjacent to 
Washington Road. This occurred in the late 1930's and early 40's prior to World War II.  

“I can remember seeing the horses galloping and hearing the hounds yelp as they went 
across our old field by the North IIampton  Cemetery. Very impressive for a little kid.”  
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This is another one.  
 
[reads written reminiscence] 
 
“Grandview Terrace was a beautiful level field one time owned by the town.  
At the Post Road end towards Walnut Avenue, was a leveled off place where years ago 
they played tennis.  At the other end in back of the Cemetery and next to the Leavitt 
field was a baseball field.  I remember playing up there until it was developed into 
Grandview Terrace.  
  
“Another thing that I remember is when I-95 was being built in the late 1940ts, early 50's 
they took gravel from the back of Chris Moore's house and some of those houses up 
there on Post Road.  making a huge gravel pit and used the gravel for the I-95.  There 
was a ramp built for truck access between these houses and one ramp next to it, which 
provided us with a wonderful place to slide in the winter.   Going down through there 
was fun. 

 “The woods in back of Bill McLane's house and to the side of Seavey's on Atlantic Ave. 
was always called the Warner Pasture. It has been in the Simon Leavitt, Fred, Norman, 
then Paul, Priscilla Leavitt  for many years.  My grandfather’s ]Fred Leavitt[  cows were 
pastured there in the summer and the old milk shed was near the Seavey stone wall 
adjacent to the lot sold off to Reggie Leonard.  

 
 “The corner of Lafayette Road and Atlantic Ave. has not always looked like it does now. 

That whole area was low and swampy, Where the Irving Station is used to be a skating 
pond and then later the town rigged up lights on the other side of the road where now the 
Stevens Shopping Center is. This was then used for town skating in the early 50's. 

 
 “By the way, we also used our old field up in back of our house on 27 Hobbs Road as skating 

place.  It was wonderful because it was not deep, it was all water just collected on frozen ground.  
A lot of Grandview Terrace kids used to come over and sometimes it would be so much ice out 
that I could put my skates on in the shed at my house and just skate right up to the field easily 
and then we had a good time on that.  We even had bonfires up there. It was fun. 

 
 “The other side of the road, we’re still on Atlantic Avenue now where Rite Aid is we also had 

low contained water there - had lots of clay.  I have been told that the bricks used for the chimney 
of our old house on 27 Hobbs Road (1839) the Simon Howard Leavitt house  came from the clay 
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from this old bog hole. It has now been filled in by Simmons when he extended his used car lot 
in 1985. 

 
 [NOT READ but provided to transcriber] “I can remember Grandsir tying his two Gurnsey cows 

on to a lead rope which tied onto his old 1927 Ford cut-down truck made into a tractor, and 
leading them from his house on Hobbs Road to the Warner Pasture on Atlantic Ave. for the 
summer.  

 
 [Takes a break for water] 
 [Jane Robie arrives]  

 
 PL. OK?  
 [reads from essay] 
 “ Horses were a big part of my life for fifty years. I grew up with them from 
infancy. My father, Norman Leavitt, took me at 11 months old on Caesar down in the 
old field on the Hobbs Rd.  He set me in the saddle in front of him putting his big arm 
around me and cantering across the field.  Even though it took my breath away with 
each rock of the horse, I loved it and have loved it ever since. I have ridden in that field 
many times on Peter, Greyfeather, Lindy Lou.  
  
 “As I got older, I wore down my horse shoes riding my white horse Greyfeather 
on the shoulders of the roads all over town. There was a path from Quesers Hill, now 
the high part of Post Rd. that went thru the woods to Dick Goss, then in back of Albert 
Pearson’s gravel pit out onto the South Rd. very near Carolyn Goss Brooks’ house.”  
 
 JR.  Can we ask a question? 
 
 PL.  Sure.  
 
 JR.  I don’t understand where Quesers Hill is.  
 
 PL.  That’s the high part of Post Road. 
 
 JR.  Going south on Post Road? 
 
 PL.  Yes.  Way up on that hill was Quesers Hill and there was aother name for it. 
 



 

 

6 

 JB.  How would you spell it? 
 
 PL. Q-u-e-s-e-r-s 
 
 CS.  So is this by Cherry Road? 
 
 PL.  No, this is heading towards Hampton.  Up on the hill. 
 
 JR. And the trail went off to the right down towards Carolyn Brooks’. 
 

 PL.  South Road.   There was a trail through the woods.  It was an old logging road. It 
went down through in back and [Al] Pearson had a gravel pit. You rode near the edge 
of the gravel pit but there was a path and it came out on South Road. 

 
        JR. They began to call it Grant’s Pit, right?  The gravel pit later. 
 
        PL.  Not that I know of.  Pearson’s Pit, that particular one.   
 

It was a nice ride going through there. 
 
JB.  When was the last time you would have been able to ride cross country like that? 
 
PL.  Because of the changes in the vicinity you mean?  I don’t know.  Maybe ‘60s, 
something like that.  There may still be part of a path down there but it’s probably 
grown up now. 
 
JB.  Did other people ride there, too?  Did you ever see anybody? 
 
PL.  Not that I know of.  No.  There were a few of us.  While we are on this horse 
subject, some of us  – there was a Dalton girl, and also Eleanor Hartigan, guess her 
name was Eleanor Hartigan.  Hartigan’s place which is now the Drum Center. 
 
JB. Oh, she was here as a young girl?  
 
PL.  Yes.  Not Lillian, but there was a young girl.  Her niece. We would ride sometimes 
and we used to ride down Cow Alley,   and that was all dirt.  Also Betsy Horne would 
ride.  She lived next to me on Hobbs Road. 
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JR.  It’s Birch Road now?  
PL.  Yes.  We’d ride from North Road which was paved to Cow Alley which wasdirt at 
that point up the hill.  We would race.  Coming up the hill ‘cause there was nobody 
around and we’d just say, “Let’s have a race.”  Up the road we’d come.   
 
JB.  Up North Road that would come out on Lafayette Road?.   
 
PL.  Not quite that far.  It came up to Elm Road. 
 
CS.  Up Birch to Elm? 
 
PL.  Birch Road is actually Cow Alley.  Some of it.  
 
JB.  Right. 
 
JR.  Did you ever ride out in the woods out in Pagetown behind my place? 
 
PL.  No, I never did. I wish I had, tell you the truth. 
 
JR. If you still had a horse, you could do it now. 
 
PL. I know there used to be a lane or a road, little path went through all the way to ___ 
 
JR. Yes, Walnut Ave? 
 
PL. Yeah, and also it would come out where Lovering Road is. 
 
JR.  Oh, yes.  Up over Pine Hill, there was a road, yes. Right. 
 
PL.  Yes, I never went in there.  Another place I used to go was - they called it Bride 
Hill. 
 
JB.  Right, between Exeter and Hampton Road. 
 
PL.  I remember one time several stray horses would come to our place.  They must 
have known other animals, horses there.  You would see a horse out there somewhere.  
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“Who’s this?”  And one time it was the fellow - his name was Seavey and he ran the 
Hampton Union.  He lived on that Exeter road towards Hampton.  Apparently, his horse 
got loose.  He had a ring for it.  Apparently, he had a lunge line and he was running 
him around on that and there was nothing to hold him.  He came out and came through 
on what they called Bride Hill Road. 
 
JR.  Bashby Road?   It used to be called Bride Hill?   You can see where it comes out on 
Exeter Road. 
 
PL.  I used to ride down through there.  In fact, when we took the horse home, I rode, I 
don’t know, Greyfeather I guess, I rode the horse home and then my father picked me 
up at his house. And drove me home.  
 
JB.  How did you know whose it was?   
 
PL.  I don’t know.  Maybe my father called people and said, “Hey we have a horse.  Is it 
yours? ” That type of thing.  We used to have two or three of them.  One time the police 
followed me and “Oh Lord, what have I done?” I was out on Greyfeather. 
 
JB.  You were speeding. 
 
PL.  “Uh- oh, what have I done, I haven’t done anything. “  He stopped me and this was 
up at Jim Leavitt’s field which is right next to my house years ago.  He said, “There’s a 
horse  loose up there and I was thinking you maybe could get it for me. “ I said, “ OK 
I’ll try. “  I was on Greyfeather at that point so I went up through and the other horse 
followed me and came home and went in the barn and I cross tied and hitched him 
there.  There were several – they’d come home, “Now who’s this?” That was fun.   
 
I used to wear down a set of horseshoes  a month and have to have a blacksmith come 
every month. 
 
JB. Couldn’t you go to one of the ones near you? 
 
PL.  There weren’t any. 
 
JB.  They weren’t still in business? 
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PL.  There were some in Portsmouth that I used to have.  But then they went out of 
business.  Finally I had somebody by the name of Jim Smith and he was from Rochester, 
I think.  He used to come down.  
Anyway, it was good going. Another place was Cherry Road. The path -  actually it 
belonged to the Knowles --  Stan Knowles.  You’d go up through near his house --where 
he built his own house – and go through the woods, and  eventually come out onto 
Cow Alley, down near probably where that playfield is now. Somewhere in there. 
 
JR.  Knowles Field. 
 
PL. I always asked the people if I could go through their property, even just walking.  
They’d usually say yes.  
 
[resumes reading] 
“One of my favorite paths was up there on Cherry Road past Knowles woods, and 
paths turned on occasion to give an interesting turn around the corner, and there was 
diversity  in the Knowles Path with little openings of field, junipers, pines and the 
density of mature high trees which cast shadows on the little wild strawberries and 
dandelions below.  
 
“This time of the year, September and October, were my favorite times to ride because 
the leaves were falling down.  You’d hear the leaves crumpling as you went along.” 
 
JR.  Was there a lot of hunting then? 
 
PL.  Not near houses.  They had sense enough to go up north, I guess.  But now you do 
have to be careful, very careful.  Even down in my woods, down there.  I either put a 
red jacket on but now I don’t go down ‘cause it’s hard walking and, if I fell, no one 
would know where I was. So I don’t. 
 
[resumes reading] 
“Another place was Lovering Road.  It was a  favorite place to ride.  That was dirt and  
seldom traveled, and it  gave diversity -  pines and open low fields. In the middle of its 
length, on the right side of Lovering Road, coming from Walnut Avenue were two little 
summer cabins.  They never seemed to be open and they were kind of a mystery to me.  
Never saw anyone around.  I went though the road there.  
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“Beyond that, the land opened into low swampy fields that reflected blue pools of water 
in the drainage ditches.  As I rode along, my horse flexed his mane approvingly as he, 
too, enjoyed the warmth and beauty that surrounded him as each hoof touched the 
pebbles of the road like a metronome. 
  
“Greyfeather and I approached the little pool by the bridge which reflected  
blue from the sky,  gold from the buds of opening pond lillies. The frogs 
chugged their symphony and Darning Needles rippled the blue and gold waters  
as they touched upon it as if in applause of nature's music. My horse responded with a 
snort in the beautiful afternoon air.  

“These were the times to reflect and take in the atmosphere as one’s youth passed by. 
These were the true God given gifts of contemplation, beauty and a feeling of 
understanding between nature, my horse and myself. It was these pleasures that were 
priceless and could not be bought for any amount. Little did I realize then that it was 
these gifts of joy that would help carry me through life’s challenges.”  
 
That’s what I’ve written.  If you have any questions, I’ll try to answer them.  

.  
 
JB.  What kind of horse was Greyfeather?  
 
PL.  Greyfeather was a wonderful horse.  You’re in for a long story.   
 
All. [laughter]  
 
PL. I had the others.  Lindy Lou was the last one, and she was a great one, too.  But 
Greyfeather was a horse, twelve years old.  Roland Baker who lived in North Hampton 
down on - the back road there- what the heck is the name of it? – in back of Lamprey’s - 
not Chapel Road but the other one where Peter Fuller had his .... 
 
JR.  Maple Road? 
 
PL.  Maple Road. Yep. Roland Baker lived on Maple Road.  He had that big colonial 
house on the corner. He apparently belonged to the Hunt Club in - it wasn’t Myopia – 
but was the Millwood Hunt Club in Framingham as I understand it.  He had this horse 
that had quite a history on him.  He was about twelve years old when we got him.  The 
horse apparently was born over in Ireland, came over from Ireland.  He was an Irish 
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hunting horse. 
 
JB.  Was it a Connemara?  
 
PL.  No, it was an Irish -  somebody said he had blood of Man o’ War in him.  I don’t 
know but that’s what somebody told me. 
 
JB.  Was he grey? 
 
PL.  Grey.  Well, they’re born, that type of horse, is born grey or almost a dark grey and 
they lighten up with age. 
 
He was a big one.  Lot of muscle on him.  Apparently, somebody by the name of 
Sawyer had him out of Boston and used to race him.  They did,on occasion, and jump 
him on level flat ground.  Somewhere along the line he was abused.  I’m sure of it,  
because the horse was afraid of people.  You put your hand up like that and he’d be 
standing up on his two rear feet.  That was Greyfeather.   
 
He was owned by this man down here in North Hampton.  He told that he’d run away 
in a hunt.  He’d take off and go in another direction.  Apparently, they’re supposed to 
be in certain positions to go through, and Greyfeather, if he felt like it, he’d just take off 
and keep on going and they’d holler, “Look out, Baker’s coming through on 
Greyfeather. “ 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
PL. This Mr. Baker decided he’d had enough of that.  He called my father and said, “Do 
you want a horse?” He told him a lot of these stories and Norman says, “Sure, I’ll take 
him.”  So we did.  We got him.  He came in with the big trailer, all the equipment, 
saddle that I have today and all of that and a groom, and some blankets, and the works.  
They said, “ Don’t touch him.  Don’t do anything  – leave him in his stall.”   
 
CS.  How old were you? 
 
PL.  I probably would have been maybe six or seven. 
 
JB.  Ooh. 
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PL.  Maybe eight, somewhere in there.   
 
So my grandmother comes out and she and my grandfather - that’s another story I can 
tell you someday - she knew horses and helped.  They all knew horses years ago.  She 
would come out and talk to the horse and she was known for her sugar cookies.  And 
that’s all the horse needed and liked that. 
 
She got him - we could take the horse out of the stall and everything.  She would come 
out - I was in school so I didn’t know everything going on - when the horse was out in 
the cross-ties in the barn, she’d come out apparently and give him cookies.  She had an 
apron on and everything.  She taught him to say how old are you by pawing. Like this. 
There were in the later years these big knots that were in the middle of the barn floor 
where he had worn down doing this.  She got him to paw twelve.  A number of years 
later I tried and I said, “Greyfeather, how old are you?”  I was just curious.  He starts 
going like this and I counted twelve.  Wonderful horse.   
 
I don’t know whether this is too long. 
 
JR.  No, no. 
 
PL.  I love to talk about this.  People get sick of hearing this after a while.  
 
Dear old Greyfeather.  He was in the barn floor and another time I was talking and 
patting him, his little soft nose.  My father was in, cleaning him out.  I was looking and 
talking with my father.  All of a sudden I realized my thumb was in his mouth.  I tried 
to pull out.  Didn’t hurt.  Nothing.  I said, “Greyfeather, let go.”  Yet he held it right 
there.  I said, “Greyfeather, come on.”  I was afraid he’d bitten it right off.  He finally let 
go.   
 
He was fooling with me.  He knew I wasn’t paying attention to him and he had it in his 
mouth right to here.  I finally got it out. He let it go.  It was a little scar right on there 
where he had just broken the skin a little bit.  It didn’t bleed or anything. 
 
JB.  How old were you when you started actually riding him? 
 
PL.  I don’t know. Greyfeather it might have been –  if you really want to know, I used 
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to sneak him out the barn doors out back – what we called the west end barn doors.  
There wasn’t much width between the hay rack that was in there and the side of the 
barn where it went to the pens and so forth.  I would clean him off. I was kinda small.  I 
wasn‘t old enough to get his bridle on all the way ‘cause he was pretty tall. I would 
stand up on my toes and try to reach the top of his head.  He knew I was trying to reach 
the top of his head.  If it were anybody else he would have been rearing up and gone 
crazy.  And all of a sudden he put his head down and then I could get the bridle on.  He 
would let me do it.  
 
We went out between the hayrack, this amount of space, and I opened the barn doors 
out in the back, and I got him out.  I had the saddle on him. I’d make sure no one was 
looking and take the saddle from what we call the back room and run out to the barn 
with it and put it on him.   
 
Then out back was a big oil barrel that my brother had to use on the old tractor for 
weight.  It was loaded with sand – weight for the winter when they plowed.  So I’d 
climb up on that, so I wasn’t too old, I hadn’t fully grown yet, and I’d climb on that 
saddle and he’d let me. We’d go up in the field. 
 
JR.  Did he always behave for you when you were on him? 
 
PL. Yes, he did. We’d go up and ride in the field out there, back and forth, back and 
forth.  One time my father saw me.  He says, ”Oh my god.”  In fact, I  had built up a 
little jump. 
 
All. [laughter]    
 
PL. I didn’t know anything about jumping at that point, So he hollered at me.  He saw 
me up there and he came out and hollered, “You get right down here.  Come down.”   
“Okay.”  I did.  So they  took that jump down.  They didn’t want me attempting that.  It 
was a good thing, I’d probably broken my neck.   
 
From then on, I used to ride Greyfeather around.  And I’d take him out in back and 
climb up on that barrel and just go out in the field and ride all around there.  And then 
Grandsir one day started laughing.  He says, “I knew what you were doing all along.”  
He says, “I saw you coming out with that saddle.”  He says, “You were all right.”   He 
didn’t say a thing.  Good old Grandsir.  He thought that was funny. 
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I rode a lot on old Greyfeather everywhere. One time – I don’t want to bore you folks, 
 
All.  No, no, 
 
PL. ‘Cause once I get going.   
He would run away with me.  I rode all around North Hampton and some of 
Greenland, a lot of Stratham, going through those roads and coming out on Lovering 
Road; across Lafayette.  You didn’t have any lights, and you didn’t have the mess you 
have today.  I wouldn’t put a horse out there today.  
 
One time I went up South Road, and was out by Pearson’s.  A little before Pearson’s 
area, there was a little house out there with a little black dog.  That’s all he ]Greyfeather[ 
needed.  All he needed was an excuse to take off, and he took off.  That little dog came 
barking out after him, and he took off.  And he had a long stretch, a hunter you know, 
he used to win the races that we had because he had the most comfortable gait of any 
horse I’ve ever been on.  Anyway, he took off and I couldn’t stop him.  I thought maybe 
if I can get him to run into the Pearson’s barn doors, he’d stop.  I tried to turn him.  He 
wouldn’t turn. 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
PL. He kept going straight. He just needed an excuse to get out and raise heck.  Next 
thing I knew I was near Pearson’s gravel pit and there were all rocks.  Pretty good sized 
ones all down the side of the road,  and the horse is there.  And I knew, I expected that 
earth and those rocks to come up and hit me any time.  I knew it.  And, thank God, he 
stayed upright and I went down through there and finally stopped him.   
 
Apparently, Al Pearson was there and saw the whole thing.  I didn’t have time to look 
to see who was around.   ‘Cause the next day he mentioned he saw my father and said, 
“Did you know that she’d gone down there?” And he said, “No, tell me.”   
 
CS.  You didn’t have much choice.  Were there other kids your age who also rode? 
 
PL.  A few.  We didn’t do a lot together but we did on occasion.  In the 50's Harry 
Hooper )from Rye( asked me if I wanted to ride in the Boston Rodeo Parade and I said, 
“Would I!” 



 

 

15 
-15- 

 
Betsy Horne, Eleanor Hartigan and I hired Norman Marston to take our horses to 
Boston.  We rode through the streets of Boston in the Rodeo Parade.  I didn’t take 
Greyfeather – I rode Chyenne, a horse from Hooper’s stables.  It was totally fun! 
 
Greyfeather would run away but he also knew the places I’d let him out and the places 
where I wanted him to walk.  I could hold him back.   Sometimes I would have to stand 
up in the saddle and lean back on him.  He was a real puller – they were double reins, 
he was a real, runaway animal.  And I’m telling you I had muscles up here.  I had 
muscles in my legs. I’d be better off if I was riding today, tell you the truth., because of 
it.   
 
He was a good horse and he was smart and sometimes my hat would fall off.  I thought, 
“I can figure this out.“ So I put a little one of those strings on a little kid’s hat that used 
to be elastic to go under your chin and I’d hook that onto my riding coat and onto my 
hat.  If it came off, which it did on occasion, I could just lean over and pull it back on. 
 
JR.  Did you wear a hard riding cap? 
 
PL.  I did, finally when I got older.  When I was in Boston, I’d go into Beckwith’s riding 
store up there.  They had hard hats.  They had nice riding coats and everything. 
 
JB.  But you didn’t as a child?  
 
PL.  No. 
 
JB. You rode as you were. 
 
PL.  Yes.  It was fun, a lot of fun. I wouldn’t change it for anything.  And Greyfeather - 
he was so smart and he was good to me.  Then Lindy Lou, too.  When he got through 
the ride, I’d come in, I’d either walk him around if he was too hot but he usually  was in 
pretty good condition. He would be all right. 
 
Another thing.   My dog used to go with me.  That was Dickie.  He was a little collie 
dog, part collie, part border collie.  He would go with me all these places.  He would go 
ahead a little bit and then wait and then I’d come along and he was there with me all 
the time. When I would get off the horse, sling my feet across, I sometimes would have 
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a little riding crop and it was mostly on Lindy, my later horse rather than Greyfeather 
because he didn’t like anything like that.   I would sometimes drop that off.   I’d look 
and I’d put the horse back in the barn and here was Dickie with the riding crop in his 
teeth coming out to give it to me.  Isn’t that something? 
 
Both of the horses, Lindy Lou and Greyfeather.   When I’d get through, and I’d be 
leading them on the left side with my right hand, all of a sudden, I’d have to brace 
myself because they’d take their head and go like that right on my shoulder as if to say, 
“That was good, I liked it.”  If you didn’t watch out, you’d fall over.  
JB.  You said you had another horse named Peter? 
 
PL.  Yes. 
 
JB.  That was the first one. 
 
PL.  Yes, Caesar was the first one that I was on.  That was a little black horse my father 
had when I was a little tyke.  Very small. He was black. He was a kind of bad actor.  My 
father would say that he had to take him up in the field and work him out, buck him 
out first before he’d let him on the roads. 
 
JB.  So your father rode, too. 
 
PL.  Oh, yeah.   
 
JB.  Did your mother?  
 
PL.  She did a little bit.  I never saw her ride.  She had riding boots.  I wore them. I still 
have them which she used to use.  And I used them ‘cause they fit me. 
 
JB.  Did your brother? 
 
PL.  No, he did get on once or more but he didn’t care ]for it[.  He was more interested 
in trucks and that type of thing.   
 
It was a lot of fun.  I wouldn’t change it for the world.  This mark right here I got from 
old Greyfeather.  I was down in the field, down where the Mixters built their house, the 
one off of Hobbs Road.  That was a good field.  I would ride in there a lot because it was 
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the hayfield and they kept it.  They were haying and they had )this was old fashioned( 
the hayrack and piles of hay, piled along so far.   I rode down in there and it was fine.  
Grandfather was on top of the load, Paul was there, and my father pitching hay up.  
They were over on the other side.  So I said, “Watch me.”  I thought, “I’m going to take 
Greyfeather and I’m going to zigzag in those piles of hay.  So watch me.” The only time, 
it never fails, smart aleck.  Ok, they looked and all right.  They nearly had a fit.  I started 
and cantered this way and that way and I must have pulled him on the wrong lead 
because he slipped and old Greyfeather went down on his nose.   
 
All.  Ooh. 
 
PL.  And I saw my feet up here.  I went flying through the air.  I held onto the reins, and 
I was on my stomach, flat on the ground.  Greyfeather was up there somewhere, pulling 
me.  The old hay that’s all straw cut and came down through.  That’s my real mark.  I 
keep that on there forever.  
 
Greyfeather took off.  He jumped the fence into Seavey’s field, the cornfield there, and 
then jumped that fence and went into our house, driveway.  They were scared to death 
thinking that I might have been hurt.  I wasn’t.  I was all right.  
 
CS.  Too bad you don’t have a picture. 
 
PL.  Yes, I know it. My feet were right up here.  I went flying through the air.  
 
JB.  So your brother, your father and your grandfather were all raking hay but you 
weren’t expected as a girl to help the haying? 
 
PL. I didn’t have to.  I was out riding a horse. Let them do it. I had done it before.  I still 
have the old pitchfork that I used to feed the horses with. 
 
JB.  Were you expected to do cooking and sewing and.... 
 
PL.  No, I didn’t have to do that.  
 
JB.  So pretty free childhood?  
 
PL.  Yes, it was.  Thanksgiving came around.  My grandmother and mother did the 
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baking and, of course, grandmother prepared weeks prior mincemeat and all that 
business.  You’d come home from school.  Ah, the smell of relish and all kinds of things 
from our own food was – never smell that again that way.  Boy, it smelled good as a 
kid. 
 
And Grammy -- she was a good cook.  She made wonderful cookies and she always 
said, “I don’t care how many kids you have here playing.  I just want you to stay 
around here and there will always be some cookies for you.” And there were. 
 
Just the other day, Tuesday it was, I saw Kendall over there and he mentioned it.  I 
didn’t say anything about it.  He said, “Do you remember those cookies ]all laugh[ And 
I said, “Yeah, I sure do.”  And Stan Knowles was another one.  Boy, those cookies were 
good.  ‘Cause she said anytime you want some, you can have them.  She was a good 
cook. Did a lot of cooking ‘cause my mother was busy with other things. 
 
JB.  But she was also teaching. 
 
PL.  She was teaching and gone all day.  That’s the way it was.  I wouldn’t change 
anything for anything in this world.  It was a wonderful childhood. 
 
CS. These grandparents were your father’s parents.  Did your mother’s parents live 
nearby?  
 
PL.  That is another story.  No, they didn’t and my mother came from North Dakota.  
She was born in Glen Ullin, North Dakota.  Her father, I had met him, Grandpa Chase,  
 
JB.  Chase? 
 
PL.  Chase, Chase was her maiden name.  Frances. 
 
JB.  With a C or an S? 
 
PL.  C-h-a-s-e.  And she came from out west.  Aunt Mae.  Remember Mae Quick? 
 
JB.  Oh, yeah. 
 
PL.  That was my mother’s sister. My aunt. In fact, that little jewelry box that I made I 
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had made for her as a gift one day.  She had it for a long time and then when she was 
about ready to pass away, she said, “I want you to have that box back.”  So I made a 
memory box out of it.  Thinking about her and so forth.  
 
My mother, I think they were pretty near pioneers. She never said that.  They must have 
been when you stop and think about it.  She was born in 1906, my mother,  
 
JB.  In North Dakota. 
 
PL.  Yes. 
 
JB. Was it a state?  
 
PL.  It was, I believe. Yes.  But my mother and aunt.  There were six children.  Aunt Mae 
was the oldest.  Mae Quick.  She was born in 1904.   Mae Chase Quick was born in 1904 
and my father was born in 1905 and my mother was born in 1906.  My mother was born 
in Glen Ullin, North Dakota, one of six  kids.  Her mother’s name was Emma.  My 
mother’s name was Frances Alma Chase.   
 
She was born out west and the reason being my grandfather, Grandpa Chase, had a job 
working on the Northern Pacific Railroad.  He was like a foreman or something along 
that line. 
 
JR.  How did your mother and father meet? 
 
PL. Well, I tell you, my mother’s mother had all these kids, six kids, and she died when 
my mother was seven years old.  Then they had, I think they called her Aunt Verna, 
stayed with them for a while to take care of the kids.  They were building the actual 
town out there you.  Fred Chase also built the railroad and they had church in the 
railroad station.  It was one of the buildings first out there and my mother told me as 
little kids fording across a creek with a horse and buggy  with her mother and a little 
doll.  They didn’t have bridges.  They went across, and I’m thinking “pioneer,” isn’t it?  
I would think so.  And it was deep.  Something happened and the wheel went down in 
and she lost her little doll in the river.  That was pretty wild territory out there. 
 
JB.  So he was left with six pretty young kids. 
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PL. That’s right.  Grampa Chase had one of his relatives, maybe it was his sister and 
aunt that kind of looked out for the kids for a while.  I asked him, “Why did you move 
here?”  And she said, “Well because they thought we would have better education than 
out there at that time.” 
 
JR.  So her whole family, her father and all the kids? 
 
PL.  He came and got them settled and they bought a house over there, Al Pearson’s old 
house.  I don’t know who lives there now.  Near the gravel pit, over there by Pearson’s. 
And I never can quite figure a lot of that out. A mystery. 
 
JB.  So they all essentially grew up here? 
 
PL.  Yes.  My mother and the boys.  The elder kids were at Centennial Hall, went to 
school there.  I suppose my father met them ‘cause he went to school there, too. 
 
JB.  So they were only a year apart in age. 
 
PL.  Yes, exactly.  My mother grew up over there on South Road.  When they went to 
high school, they went to Robinson Female Seminary.  I’ve heard her say that they had 
an old horse and they’d hitch that horse up to a wagon and they’d drive along South 
Road up to the corner of the Exeter Road where the road comes in up there and there’s 
an old house with a barn and they’d leave that old horse in the barn.   
 
They did well.  You know, we turned out pretty well compared to what we could have 
and they’d leave that horse in the barn and catch the trolley. 
 
CS.  What a great commute! 
 
JR.  The corner of South Road and Exeter Road.  
 
JB.  After that.  The corner of Exeter Road and Hampton / Exeter Road. That old house 
and barn at the corner?  
 
PL.  Near there. On this side of it.  One of the houses up there.  I have no clue who lives 
up there now.  That is where they used to go, and then go to school.  Come back, pick 
up the horse, and come back down. 
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JB. Do you remember how many girls? 
 
PL.  Yes. There were four girls and two boys.  They are Mae Irene Chase, Frances Alma 
Chase, Grace Esther Chase, Arthur N. Chase, Roy Chase and Ethel Chase.  
 
JR.  So where did the boys go to school, PEA? 
 
PL.  No, one of them went to some academy in Maine.  He didn’t like it and he took off 
and went home out west where he had a girlfriend.  They made out fine. 
 
All.  ]Laughter[ 
 
PL.  My cousin was still out there. Roy, his name was Roy Chase, too.   There was 
another Roy which is one of  the siblings.  He was the youngest.  And the little fellow  I 
think had polio.  They weren’t sure at that time. They didn’t know what was wrong 
with him but he died at 13 years old.  There are pictures of him up there at the school, 
Centennial Hall.  Carolyn Brooks’ mother, Louise.    
 
JR.  Louise Goss. 
 
PL. Louise Goss.  She told me he was the loveliest little boy.  She liked him. She made 
nicknames for him.  These kids.  Grampa Chase was way out west, working on these 
railroads. 
 
JR. Oh, so he stayed out west? 
 
PL.  He stayed out there. He came and visited once in a while but he was out there on 
those railroads. 
 
JR. Now who was taking care of the kids if he was out there, the aunt?  Verna? 
 
PL.  Yes, she was for awhile here. 
 
JB.  Once they were teenagers, they probably could take care of themselves. 
 
PL.  They were on their own. 
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JR.  Right. 
 
PL. They were on their own, that’s right.  My mother said, “You know we turned out 
pretty good.”  Can you imagine? I can’t, I can’t. I would ask her, “Why did you come to 
North Hampton? How did you know about North Hampton?  And I don’t know. That 
is the mystery.  Whether they knew and would never say anything or not, who knows.  
But that’s it.  The funny part of it is when we were doing research for the Historical 
Society before Pearson, before my mother lived here, there was a woman by the name 
of Mary Chase and they bought the house from her.  And John, and one of those old 
books that has the telephone directories. 
 
You go through some of that stuff.  You never know what you can find. 
 
JR.  Maybe it was a relative. 
 
PL.  It could have been. That’s what I’m thinking. 
 
JB.  Do you remember the other?  Frances, Mae and? 
 
PL.  And Aunt Mae.  There was Ethel Bosacker – her name is now. There was Ethel 
Chase.  She was the youngest.  And the people who come usually once a year to visit 
me are her children. 
 
JB.  The people from Minnesota? 
 
PL.  Yes.  They come every year and visit.   How many do we have now? 
 
JB.  We’ve got Frances, May and Ethel. 
 
PL. OK and Grace.  Grace was an artist, and went to the Museum of Fine Arts up in 
Boston.  She lived in Boston.  Yep. 
 
JR.  Grace Chase?  
 
PL. Yes.  I have some, a little bit of her work that she did. 
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JR. Did she do watercolors? Oils?  Sounds kinda familiar. 
 
PL. It could be, it could be.  She had a place up on Joy Street that was  her studio where 
she lived. She married but she did work up there and I have, I don’t know, a little few 
pictures she drew, portraits. 
 
JR.  Well, William Merritt Chase, where was he from? 
 
PL.  Yeah, I know it.  I think there is some connection way, way, way back.  Because I 
know this latest girl I gave you, Grace, she was very good, very good.  My mother had a 
little bit of art in her.  She wouldn’t admit it but she did. 
 
JB.  Where did your mother train to become a teacher?  
 
PL. Plymouth Normal School. She got awfully homesick up there but she stuck it out.  
 
CS.  How did one get there? 
PL.  I don’t know.  Must have rode. I know the Brown sisters went up there. I don’t 
know how she got there.  Maybe there was a train on something that would take them 
up. 
 
JR.  Where did you get your musical talent? 
 
PL.  My father.  
 
JB.  Oh, he was a musician and that’s what he did all his life? 
 
PL.  Yes, I would be happy sometime to tell you all about him.  We could do that 
another time.  Mrs. Hobson, I don’t know whether the boys that are down there, what’s 
his name, Rob. 
 
CS.  Southworth. 
 
PL.  Southworth knows anything about that or not.  I haven’t heard that he does. 
 
JB.  About the Hobsons and their musical connection. 
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PL. Yes, the grandmother. 
 
JB. ‘Cause they had that big symphony on their lawn, right? 
 
PL.  Yep, that’s right. 
 
JB.  There’s a plaque upstairs in the cage. 
 
PL.  Yes, that’s right. 
 
JB.  From Sevitsky who led the symphony there. ]Note: Fabien Sevitsky[ 
 
PL.  Yes. 
 
JR.  The Fuller’s lawn. 
 
CS.  Hobson. 
 
JB.  Mrs. Hobson. 
 
CS.  She would have been Rob’s great grandmother. 
 
JB.  She would have been –  Katherine was a Hobson, wasn’t she? 
 
JR.  So where was her house?  Alice Hobson’s? 
 
JB.  I’m not sure.  Is it still there? 
 
PL.  Yes.  It’s there. 
 
JB.  Is it on Chapel? 
 
PL. Yes, I would call it Chapel. Mrs. Alice Hobson lived on Chapel Road. I don’t know 
what the number is.  Every time I go by I don’t see a number on it anymore.   
 
But anyway, Norman, my father was just musical.  He picked it up and he had lessons 
and studied singing. 
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JB.  Did he go to Centennial Hall? 
 
PL. Yes. And he also is in that picture that was just this fall put in the town report, you 
know that what do you call it? 
 
JR.  The dedication? 
 
PL.  The Fall thing that I picked up the other day. 
 
JB.  Community News. 
 
PL. He’s in there.  They had an Old Folks Concert and he used to do that when he was a 
young kid.   
 
He learned piano from Gerald Whitman.  Mr. Whitman was a musician and actually at 
one time he lived right next to us on Hobbs Road.  And he used to teach )this 
Whitman(, in Portsmouth.  He had all kinds.  He was a music man like.... the trombone. 
He could teach anything.   
When Norman was young, very young, he took piano lessons, apparently from him, 
and picked it up and he played organ.  He did take lessons, he had a darned good voice.   
I have some of his records at home that were made years ago. 
 
JB.  Really? 
 
PL.  On old tapes and vinyl.  Nothing like what they have today.  Then he had a couple 
of programs on WHEB and WTSN, was it?  Rochester radio programs where he would 
sing for what might have been fifteen minutes or a half hour maybe, no more than that.  
Charley Dale, when Charley ran WHEB in Portsmouth, he had Norman come in and 
sing.  Charles Dale owned the WHEB radio station and hired Norman Leavitt to have a 
radio program in Portsmouth every week.  
 
JR.  That was Governor Dale? 
 
PL.  Yes.  
 
JR.  Oh, he ran WHEB?  
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PL.  Yes, he owned it.  
 
JB.  So did your father spend more time being a professional musician or more time 
farming?  
 
PL.  Professional musician.  He was a darned good one, I can tell you folks that.  He 
was.  He had talent right from the word go.  He also helped me when I was studying 
violin because he could hear me practicing and he’d say, “No, that’s not right.“  He’d 
come in and play the darned thing, some concerto or whatever.  He’d play it and that 
helped me tremendously.   
 
JB.  Now did you start the violin at what age? 
 
PL. Probably six. I took lessons from several violinists who were Portland Symphony 
players. 
 
JR.  Boston Conservatory of Music.  Is that what New England Conservatory is now? 
 
PL.  No, there’s two.  Two different.  New England is different.  That was down the 
street aways on Huntington Avenue.  And the Boston Conservatory was on Fenway 
near the Fenway.  In fact you could hear the ballplayers, hollering.  In there.  On the 
other side of that park. 
 
JR.  You took the train down? 
 
PL.  Yes. 
 
JB.  Oh, you didn’t live in Boston while you were going to school? 
 
PL.  Some days I’d stay ... different classes, I’d stay in there.  Then come home for the 
weekend. 
 
JR.  Did they have a place to stay? 
 
PL.  Yes, they did at the Conservatory.  
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With Norman, he grew up with it.  He really did.  Of course, he knew all those people 
that sang for him.  Down at school, he would conduct a little orchestra and he did study 
voice with several singers in Boston. Way back when he was young. And  Maddie 
Meredith, Madeline Meredith, did you know her?  She was one of them in Boston, too.  
She lived in Hampton and had a studio in Boston, too.  Norman  knew Fiedler.  He used 
to come down here. 
 
JB.  To play? 
 
PL. Probably.  
 
JR.  Are there pictures of Arthur Fiedler when he was here? 
 
Pl.  Yes.  There are.  I’ve got one on my wall. 
 
JR. He loved fire engines, remember? 
 
PL.  Yes, he did, come to think of it.   
 
Norman, he knew the right people, and they realized he had talent.  I guess that’s the 
best way to put it.  He was a fine singer and he could sing oratorio and studied in 
Boston.  
 
JR.  Was he a baritone? 
 
PL.  Yes. Baritone singer.  I’ve got a scrapbook that sometime I’ll bring.  I haven’t 
brought everything in but before I moved I didn’t want any of that stuff to get dumped 
and I grabbed everything up and I have it at my house.  Among other things.  To me it’s 
important.  I hope maybe some time, it would go to the Historical Society because it’s....  
There were opera singers that used to come and some pictures. He did, he knew, he told 
me that he had an offer to sing or help run some of the music at the Perkins School for 
the Blind.  In Boston, or out there.  But he said where he lived so far away, at that time, 
it was not feasible for him to be there.  He wanted to stay here. 
 
CS.  Yes, difficult to get to. 
 
JB.  He wanted to stay in North Hampton. 
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PL. Yes.  I’m just telling you this because it’s the truth, that’s all.  I wouldn’t say it out 
around.  I don’t want people to think that I’m blowing my horn.  
 
JB.  No, but that’s 
 
JR. Important for people to know. 
 
PL.  Fabien Sevitsky was one of the guys, and you have that brass silver-plated plaque 
in the Historical Society.   He was a conductor of the Indianapolis Symphony Orchestra 
and when they were putting these things together, Mrs. Hobson would write to these 
conductors and meet him in New York to pull all this together.  It’s just interesting. I’ve 
read some of it.  I found one thing that I thought Katherine should have, you know, it 
would be her grandmother’s.  It was like a diary of what she did and I read some of it 
but I thought this is personal.  I should give it to Katherine so I did.   
 
JB.  So probably Rob may have it now. 
 
PL. He may have it. 
 
JR. It was quite an artistic  
 
PL.  It was very much so.  It took money and it took the right people to do it. And Mrs. 
Hobson was one of those people.  So they did.  I’ve got pictures at home. They had from 
the Boston Globe and all those papers – there used to be critics that would come down 
to hear the concerts.  They would say “fine program” or whatever.  What else can I say 
about that?  They came down, I just was a little kid so I remember going down to hear 
that. 
 
CS.  Would there be just one extravaganza or would there be a series of concerts? 
 
PL. It was a series.  They might have it for a few nights or something like that.  Mrs. 
Hobson would call up Boston and say, “I’d like stages made or I want the scenery for 
Aida, I want that part down, for my concert.”  She ran the show.  A smart woman with 
the ability to support it.   
 
JR. Did she know Isabella Stewart Gardner?  



 

 

29 
-29- 

 
PL.  Probably.  I can remember going down as a little kid.  It was specially at Christmas 
time.  It was cold.  I always was one of these people who was cold, “I want to go home.”  
I hate being cold. 
 
JB.  So maybe because of your father, you knew more of the people who came in the 
summer and the summer residents. 
 
PL.  Yes.  He’d take me with him sometimes.  I can remember running down there at 
Mrs. Hobson’s.  They’d be talking about outside where they were going to have the 
stage set and all of this and I’d be running around. Run up on the stage. Or you know, 
trotting around, jumping over –  there used to be a little waterway that went through, a 
little bridge to go over it.  I’d play around there.  Do things like that.  It was fun. 
 
I can remember as a little kid sitting inside on the stairway that went upstairs. With a 
bowl I guess it was pea soup.  It tasted good.  It was hot.  I was so cold and that soup 
was good.  It would be at Christmas and somebody else outside, maybe the second 
piazza up there, up above playing a trumpet. Playing carols. 
 
[interruption as all look at North Hampton Historic Resources Town Wide Area Form 
prepared by Lisa Mausolf in 2018] 
 
JB.  The Hobson house is number 4 Chapel Road.  It is a hip roofed wood shingle 
craftsmen, site of open air symphony festivals in the ‘30s.  
 
JR.  Number 4.  I can’t picture it. 
 
JB. I can’t either. 
 
CS. There’s no photo of it? 
 
PL.  I don’t know.  It’s still there. 
 
JB.  See photo 135. 
 
JR. Oh, yeah, I know that house. 
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PL. Yes, that’s it. Sort of yellowish. A little bit on the yellow side. 
 
JR. And right across from that house on the corner is a gazebo. 
 
PL.  Yes, that’s right. 
 
JR.  Do you remember that? Was that incorporated in any of the events that went on? 
 
PL.  No, it wasn’t incorporated to my knowledge.  But there is a house in that field now. 
 
She would call up all these people and I’ve got some programs from those things that 
went on.  I was reading those one day and it said it was NH Federated Music 
organization or something.  And now they have them up to Wolfeboro.  We have a 
series. 
 
JB. In the tent.  I’ve been there once. 
 
PL. I always thought I’d like to - it would be fun to go up there but they always say 
something about “the first” and I think Mrs. Hobson’s was the first rather than the date 
that they have on it now.  And I think it was the same thing.  I wouldn’t be a bit 
surprised if she started it.   
 
JB.  And I believe hardly anybody in North Hampton knows that. 
 
PL.  No.  I haven’t anything because I can’t prove anything but I bet you anything that 
that’s [true]. 
 
JR.  If you say something, there might be somebody who knows more and could figure 
it all out. 
 
PL. Right, there was a program.  There was an autograph that was given through Greta 
McLane.  Sevitsky’s autograph. On something I think she’s given to the Historical 
Society. I saw it one time.  So those are the people that went to it – that generation. 
 
JR.  When you went to high school, did you go to Hampton? 
 
PL.  Yes.  It was Hampton Academy and High School.   
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JR. Then you went from there to Boston Conservatory. 
 
PL.  In time I did, yes.  
 
JR.  Did you do things with your violin playing afterwards? 
 
PL. Yes, I have. I played about seventy seven years.  That’s a long time.  And I still 
could, I’m sure of it.  
 
CS.  Do you still practice? 
 
PL. No I don’t.  
 
All. [Laughter] 
 
PL. I started at six years and I took lessons from different people –  Portsmouth and 
around here.   Fred Cook, he was a Hampton man that used to play in some, I don’t 
know, Cleveland Symphony or some place like that.  
 
When I was a kid, I took lessons.  First lessons I took were from Papa Meredith.  And he 
had music everywhere and he lived in Hampton and this Maddie Meredith was his 
daughter.  She kept the house and was a reputable pianist here and in Boston.  He was 
the “music man”.  He taught horns, my brother took trumpet from him, and he was 
with Ringling Brothers Barnum & Bailey’s circus. 
JR.  Oh, my gosh.  
 
PL.  Yeah, isn’t that something?  You know that there used to be an ]actor[ I can’t think 
of his name now, the Merediths were very talented in different ways. 
 
JR.  Oh, Burgess Meredith. 
 
PL. Anyhow, I can go on and on.  There’s a lot to tell you about down here with Mrs. 
Hobson. 
 
JB. I think for another session.  We kept you going.  You’ve been talking for an hour and 
a half. 
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PL.  Have I?  That’s surprising for me. 
 
JB.  That takes stamina. 
 
[Recording stopped at about 3:50pm]  
 

Interview continued on 
2018 Nov 30 at about 2:37pm 

at the same location 
PL = Priscilla Leavitt 
JB = Jane Boesch 
VJ = Vicki Jones 
JR = Jane Robie 
CS = Cynthia Swank 
 
JB.  This is Jane Boesch.  Today is November 30th.  We are continuing our conversation 
with Priscilla Leavitt.  We’re delighted to have her back to tell us more stories.  Do you 
have any idea where you’d like to start today? 
 
PL. You can ask questions. 
   
JB.  We have a million questions but could you take us through your school days?  You 
started at and always went to Centennial Hall until you finished eighth grade? 
PL.  That’s right, yes.  The school days, they were good.  They were fun and I didn’t live 
too far from the Center School, the Centennial Hall, so it was easy for me to run if I 
heard the old bell ring.  A hand bell, I could hear it – it was quiet enough in town and 
then I’d take off and run up to the school and get in the class.  We had a good time.  
There were Stan Knowles, and some of the kids that age, Shirley Allen was up there, 
and Jimmy Wright was up there.  He lived on New Road.  There were about ten or 
twelve kids in all as the time went on.  It got to be a larger class.   
 
JR.  Were there separate grades or were they combined? 
 
PL. There were separate grades but there were two grades to a room.  My first teacher 
was Louise MacKenzie.  She taught first and second grade.  We learned how to write a 
little bit and how to draw and just, early on, things like trying to read and so forth.  She 
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was a good teacher.  That was first and second grade.  Then third and fourth was on the 
other side of the building.   
 
JB.  Upstairs or down? 
 
PL.  Downstairs.  On the first floor.  That was the third and the fourth.  Third and the 
fourth was on the playground side where the big windows are looking out onto the end 
of the playground.  
 
That was fun.  It was good time, and we all, of course, behaved perfectly. 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
PL.  I remember one time I guess I felt like having one of Grammy’s sugar cookies so I 
ran home at recess and got a cookie and then came right back.    
 
JB.  Did you have lunch at school or did you go home for lunch? 
 
PL.  Both.  I think at first I stayed up there-- probably had sandwiches. And something 
to drink up there, water or cocoa or something like that.   
 
That would have been the third and fourth grade.  Then fifth and sixth came along.  In 
other words, the four rooms and two grades in those rooms.  
 
JR.  Who was your teacher then? 
 
PL.  I’m just trying to think. I think there was one of the – Stan Knowles’ mother was a 
school teacher, Marion Knowles, and I think she had remarried by then and it was 
Schanschieff, her married name. 
 
We always had a Halloween party )that was fun( for all the grades.  We’d all get 
dressed up.  We didn’t go out to the stores and buy clothing like they do now or masks 
or anything.   We thought it was fun just to maybe take a grandmother’s old coat and 
old hat that was stuck up in the attic somewhere and wear that.  That was fun. The 
boys, an old shirt or something that maybe their father had. We did have a good time.   
 
JB.  Would the Halloween party be during the school day or after school?   
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PL.  It was during school. We would have a little parade and all march around.  I have  
some photos of us lined up and I think I’ve given them to the Historical Society. 
 
JB.  I think so, yes.  Was your mother teaching from the time you were in first grade?  
 
PL.  Yes, I would say so.  She taught when my brother and I were in what they call 
Little Folks School and that was like a kindergarten. It was over in Rye on Lovering 
Road.  Or Love Lane, excuse me, Love Lane.  
 
A little house and one of my mother’s friends, teachers, ran it.  My mother taught over 
there. 
 
JB.  Oh, Ok. And then she moved. 
 
PL.  So we all rode together and went over there as little tiny kids.   Then, when I got 
older,  she did some teaching at the Center School up here. 
 
JR.  What grades did she teach? 
 
PL. I remember her on seventh and eight grade. 
 
JB.  Did you have her? 
 
PL.  Yes. Two years. Seventh and eighth grade.   
 
CS.  Did you walk to school with her then or did she go earlier? 
 
PL.  I think she went earlier.  I was always kinda “I hate to get up” that type of thing.  
Then I would get up, there later on.  Of course, when we were old enough – seventh 
and eighth grade – we had our bicycles and that was fun, take them and put them in the 
horse sheds up there, leaning up against one of the timbers.  That was out in back of the 
church and the school. 
 
JB.  Would you ride in all kinds of weather? 
 
PL.  Most kinds.  Not in the winter. 
 



 

 

-35- 

JB.  Not in the real snow. 
 
PL. And ice, anything like that, we walked. 
 
JB.  Did you have to be extra good in your mother’s class? 
 
PL. We were good.  I was about the same anyway, you know.  I got into trouble a few 
times but I didn’t mean to. 
 
JB. And your brother was in the same class? 
 
PL.  That’s right. Yes.  
 
JB.  Did he behave, too? 
 
PL. Yes, he was good. He was all right, he didn’t get into trouble.  I did a few times. 
 
JB.  Doing what? 
 
PL.  I can’t tell you. 
 
All. ]laughter[ 
 
JB. Censored. 
 
PL.  I don’t want to bring anyone else into it. 
And then, at times, my mother would come up there on Saturdays and run a movie.  
We had serial movies.  That was - let’s see if I can remember – it was Clyde Beatty.  
Lions and tigers and things like that.  That was quite a serial.  Lions and tigers were in 
this big old building and they’d scowl around and then Clyde Beatty would come along 
with a whip and start snapping it.  It would keep your attention.  Then you’d want to 
go back the next day or next week and find out how things were going. 
 
CS.  Did the school use the second floor? 
 
PL.  Yes, we did.  We did.  We sometimes had assemblies up there when the whole 
school was brought together.  And the kids had, we had theater, plays and .... 
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JB.  Music? 
 
PL.  Yes. Music.  Of course, a lot of the other organizations used it.  The Grange used it 
at times and they had musical things up there.  I think probably one of the first places I 
played was up at Centennial Hall, the Grange.  I think Gertrude Hobbs asked if I would 
play.  I was small, I don’t remember how old.  I guess I did.  I played up there and some 
of the other kids played.  And we had minstrel shows.  Now, that’s a no-no. 
 
JB.  Right. 
 
PL. We didn’t think anything of it.  It was all right.  We didn’t know any problem.  That 
was fun.  Stan Knowles was master of ceremonies.  He had a tall hat on and we had a 
good time.  One time Patsy Casey who lived right near me on Hobbs Road. She was 
related to the Chevaliers.  But she and I had to be in some show. We were in one of 
those old-fashioned clothes baskets that was probably wide and big.  It was covered 
over with a sheet and we were inside.  Just a certain moment we had to jump out and 
sing “School Days”. 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
JB.  I sang that in a fourth grade show with a little tap dance.   Did you have a 
Christmas pageant or anything at school?  
 
PL.  I don’t remember anything. 
 
JB.  What about Valentine’s Day? 
 
PL.  Valentine’s was a big day.  A big day when we made all kinds of valentines to give 
to everybody.  And my grandmother, she loved to cook anyway, and she made those 
cookies, sugar cookies heart-shaped, and she frosted them with pink frosting. And then 
took a box – a box she would have bought for a dress or something – and lined it all 
with nice paper and she said, “Here, you take these up to all your classmates.”  That’s 
what I did and I was so proud of those.  It was so nice, I was so proud to take all these 
cookies. 
 
JB.  I’d like one. 
 
PL.  They were good.  It was nice.  We had a good time. 
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JB.  And then in the spring, did you have any, like field day or...? 
 
PL.  Yes, we did.  We’d invite another school to come.  It would be an all day affair.  
Greenland kids would come over and we would have jumping and, I suppose, running 
around, playing ball, things like that. 
 
JR. ] unclear sound[ question 
 
PL.  We did have races, I don’t know about the relay.  We probably did. 
 
JB.  I remember potato sack races. 
 
PL.  Oh, really? And then the school had  Badger Farms’ Creameries in Portsmouth 
deliver little Dixie cups with ice cream in them.  And they would come round and pass 
the goodies.  It was fun.  It was simple.  It was what you’d say were the ‘good old days’.  
It was fun. 
 
JB.  Did you have an eighth grade graduation? 
 
PL, Yes, yes, we did.  We had it right up there at Centennial Hall on the stage.  We had 
the ceremony, the superintendent, Mister Roy Gilmore, the teachers, and they would 
present the different names, “please come up and get your certificate”.  We would, and 
that was nice.  They must have had cookies, or little cakes or something afterwards. 
 
JB.  So after eighth grade you went to Hampton? 
 
PL.  That’s right. 
 
Jb. And did everybody or did some people go other places? 
 
PL. No, the majority, everybody went to Hampton High School they called it then 
which was where the new addition is being built on Academy Avenue.  It’s huge now.  
But you can see.  Right.  We had a school bus and I could look from our pantry window  
down where  Ruth Griffin lived. They would pick up her boys up first down there.  
And then, I’d see the school bus and I’d say, “Oops, it’s time to go.  I got to get out 
there.”  And picked up my books and everything and ran out into the driveway and 
they’d come along and pick my brother and me up on Hobbs Road. 
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One thing while I ‘m thinking of it, I want to go back to Center School when we 
graduated from the eighth grade.  We had our baccalaureate service at the church up 
there. Then it was called Congregational. We were all lined up in front, going through 
certain procedures and I looked up the long aisle and who was coming up the walkway 
very nonchalantly my old dog, Dickie. 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
He must have known we were up there and decided the door was open, it was summer, 
and here he comes.  He walked up and we just stood there. And I then got him, just 
took him out, took him downstairs, and home.  He was a good collie. That was funny, 
too. It was embarrassing to me but it was funny, too.  He was a good collie.  
 
JB.  Then after high school, what did you do? 
 
PL.  I kind of liked music. And so, I had played in many churches around here, and so I 
went up to the Conservatory, Boston Conservatory.  I went up, I didn’t stay all the time.  
I stayed about three days at a time and then came home and then go the next week. 
 
JB.  On the train? 
 
PL.  Yes. Practice and play and so forth.  That’s what I did. 
 
JR.  How many years did you go down there? 
 
PL.  I’d say probably four. 
 
JB.  And then did you play professionally? 
 
PL.  Yes, many of the churches all over the area including Boston and Maine. Then I 
decided I’d better learn business.  
 
[laughter] 
 
JR.  A lot of people decided ... 
 
PL.  I didn’t want that but I decided I’d better. I graduated from Macintosh, up in 
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Dover.  Then from there, I got a job.   I had worked a little off and on at a clothing store 
down in Hampton, too, come to think of it.  I decided I didn’t want to do that forever so 
I gotta get going.  So I did.  Then  I worked for an architect in Portsmouth.  It was 
Maurice Whitmer.  He was a good man. 
 
JB.  How did you get back and forth to work? 
 
PL.  I probably had my car. 
 
JB.  You had a car by then?  OK. 
 
JR. What did you do when you worked for him -- just typing or did you assist? 
 
PL.  Taking dictation.  I did letters and helped in there.  I was interested in what the 
men were drawing. Drawing was kinda neat and I would help design some of the 
flooring and patterns which I liked.  I did that for quite a while.  That was basically it.  I 
then worked for Liberty Mutual. 
 
JB.  Oh, you did? 
 
PL. I retired from there. 
 
JR. How long did you work for the architect? 
 
PL. Oh probably, maybe five years. 
 
JB. Was Liberty Mutual where it is now? 
 
PL. Yes.  It was smaller.  It wasn’t actually – when I first moved there, I worked in the 
office of one of bigwigs.  His secretary.  It was over on Green Street where they were 
first.  They had various little places to work.  I worked there.  Then they built the big 
building on Borthwick Avenue and I worked there in computer.  I retired from there in 
1992. 
 
JB.  Computers but you must not have loved them that much because you don’t have 
one now. 
 
All. ]laugher[ 
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PL.  That’s right.   I could do it.  I did it over there but I thought I’m living alone, I don’t 
have kids, kids know all about things like this.  I don’t.  If I get into a mess, there’s 
nobody to help me.  Forget it.  That’s the way it’s been. 
 
JB.  So back in the 70's, you had gotten involved with the Historical Society. That’s when 
it all came about, right? 
 
PL. It was really the 90's. My mother was in the Historical Society apparently, possibly 
when it first.... because the Library, Friends of the Library were the ones that kind of 
decided we should be keeping some of the historical.  So the Friends of the Library were 
the ones that really were the instigators of the Historical Society.  And then they had a 
lot of people interested and they got together and had meetings and so forth.  It went on 
from there. 
 
JB.  So they had a lot of their programs at the Library?   
 
PL.  Yes.  Yes. That’s right. 
 
JB.  But then didn’t they also have programs at the church for a while? 
 
PL. You mean the Historical ? 
 
JB.  The Historical Society. 
 
PL.  When the Library got a little too small.    
I joined in about 1992.  Betty Worden asked me - she was in the Historical Society – and 
that was about the time I retired.  I thought, I kind of liked it.  I liked history and things 
that went on years ago.  So Betty Worden said, “Why don’t you come down to one of 
our meetings?”  
 
I said, “Well, okay, I will.”  And that’s how I got into Historical.  My mother –  I heard 
her talking about it and some of the other people that were older than I.  Started like the 
subject of the old township.  Apparently they went in there and wrote things about the 
township and some of the kids of the town and school made booklets. 
 
JR.  In the 70s. 
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JB.  That was 1977 because my son was in eighth grade then and Miss Hamilton was the 
teacher and they had a whole program over there. 
 
PL.  I remember my mother talking about that.   
 
JB.  So maybe I even met your mother? 
 
PL.  You might have, chances are you did back then ‘cause they went and they had the 
vet – he was a young boy then. 
 
JR.  Simmons? 
 
JB.  Craig Kelleher? 
 
PL. Craig Kelleher.  Kelleher, Craig. And they were all interested and they contributed 
some of those early brochures that we have in the Historical Society.  They were young 
people then but old enough to do those things.  So they helped gather information. 
 
JB.  So go back to...How did you end up with everything in your house? It probably 
wasn’t planned. 
 
PL.  No, it wasn’t.  It got smaller, and people were older and they couldn’t meet or 
passed away and then Priscilla Coffey was the President at that time, and she was not 
well and had to have operations.  There were probably about five of us, one was Betty 
Worden, and I was there and the Brown sisters. 
 
And they said, “Well, we’ll have to close up – there’s nobody here. You can’t do 
anything and I said ”You cannot close the shop.”  I said, “We will keep on going 
somehow and they said, “Well would you be the president?”  And I said, “I will for six 
months.”  I figured by that time I would either like it or dislike it and say forget this.  
And I stayed longer than six months.  
 
All. [laugher] 
 
PL.  So that’s basically how I got into it.  And I realized the importance of budgets and 
all this -- I still realize the importance of it ‘cause everything changes so and each 
generation, you lose a little bit.  You may gain something on the other end.  It’s 
important to keep your feet on the ground.  That’s how I feel. 
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JB.  So you didn’t have meetings at your house, did you? 
 
PL. No, not at my house but they started bringing things. 
 
All. ]laughter[ 
 
PL.  And they’d say “I got .... “ Different people, Fran Winch and Jean Booker -- “I got 
something maybe you - would you be interested?”  “Yes, I certainly would” and I 
would take that and I’d work on it and start something.  By that time, we were also 
using the Library and the New Hampshire Room for exhibits.  We could have exhibits 
in there and I put them together.  I enjoyed it and what we would do is see what we had 
to work with to begin with and then, if we needed more stuff, between Ruth Griffin and 
myself, we filled it up.  We might have cards, with all different Valentines for one, and 
what we did was put them in the case that locked up there and what we would take out 
cloth, possibly, and cover over the books and all the stuff in there. 
 
JB.  Oh, in the ... 
 
PL.  Display those on the shelves.  Then they were all locked up so it was okay.  That’s 
how we would do it.  It worked that way.  And one time it might be all lamps, or 
lighting – what we used years ago, from candles to kerosene lamps, and things like that.  
And, I don’t know, there were other things that we put in there. I’d make up maybe a 
board with a few things on it like you do and that was it.  Then we got more people 
interested.  And then they would come to our meetings, and then you folks took over, 
thank God, and it’s evolved that way. 
JB. How did you, what instigated the move to the cage up above the police station?  
 
PL.  We needed more space and Jenny Landman was a help to us.  A big help.  Jenny 
knew that and we had money enough to buy those cases here and we got permission to 
use that space in here ]the stone building[ for displays from the selectmen.  And then 
we needed more storage so we had a square area ]in Town Administration offices on 2nd 
floor above Police Department[.  A corner where we could store things in – they 
allowed us to do that.  So I took a lot of stuff that was in the NH Room and moved it 
over and documented what had come from so we’d know what, and where it went.    
 
JB.  So there was stuff stored in this building? 
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PL. No, they were in cabinets underneath, those cabinets where the books were in the 
NH Room.   There are cabinets down underneath and there artifacts were stored.  That’s 
where it originally was.  I pulled all that out and documented it.  And then moved it 
over to Town Offices.  
 
CS.  You created the first bit of the master accession list. 
 
PL.  Yes. 
 
CS.  You created the whole thing but that first part would be what you found in the 
cupboard? 
 
PL.  That’s right.  Yes. 
 
JB.  Oh, okay.  
 
PL.  I did list it that way.  Removed from the Library to Town Offices.  Then one day 
after some few years, three, four, five years over there, we had a nice spot, in the corner 
down at the back end and got it all in and everything.  I went in one day and the doors 
were all wide open and there were electrical wires running all through and I said, 
“What is going on in here? This is supposed to be locked.”  And they didn’t tell me that 
they were going to make that a - well I won’t say anything but they didn’t tell that they 
were going to make an office out of it.  And I said, “Well, we need a place to put our 
things.”  A man said , “Well you can have under here” and I said, “There’s no way.”  
There’s a spot over there where you can go from I suppose from the police station up 
over head to the fire and you have to duck your head. 
JR.  Yes, I know where you mean. 
 
PL.  And they said, “Well, you can use this.”  And I said, “There is no way, I’m not 
doing that.”  I said , “We’re not putting our things in there.”   
 
JB.  Good for you.  
 
PL. I mean,  let’s face it.  I had thoughts of something a lot bigger and better than that.  
And finally they said, “Well, OK”and Peter Parker went with me.  He went over and we 
looked at the windows over there, upstairs, the round windows, and we decided we 
could put some UV filters on them, and we did.  And that helped a little bit so the 
artifacts weren’t being blasted with sun all the time over there.  And we did get the 
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cage.  I said, “All right, if we’re going to move, I want it caged off.”  There was no way 
we were going to do it unless we could lock it up.  So we did. That’s the story. 
 
JR.  When was that, when the cage was built? 
 
PL. 1992, maybe 1992.  I’d have to think about that. 
 
CS.  It would have been after Town Offices moved to the second floor so that would 
have been 2000 or 2001. 
 
PL.  It was right around, I think you’re right, Cynthia. 
 
JB.  Because they really didn’t have a plan for that floor in the beginning, right? It was 
kind of just extra space?  
 
CS. Yeah, Fire and Police had training equipment up there and there were records up 
there.  Peter and I saw it - that would have been 1998.  Just on the floor.  There was no 
furniture or anything.  It was just open space that was supposed to be expansion space 
for the Police station.   But no one was using it then, or using it effectively.  There were 
rolled plans, hundreds of them on the floor. 
 
PL.  Must have been awful.  In the meantime, people were coming to my house saying, 
“We have this, would you like it?” and 99.9 % of the time I said , “Yes.  That’s 
wonderful, thank you.” And I’d document it, and send them a thank you note and also 
a copy for them to sign of that, whatever you call it, a deed of gift or loan, whatever.  
And I’d do that. 
JB. How did you make up your documenting system? 
 
PL. I’d gone down to Hampton Historical and asked them and they gave me a copy of 
what they were using at that time.  So I figured I’d make x number of copies of that and 
use it for North Hampton. 
 
JB.  And then when somebody brought in enough, that would be a separate collection? 
 
PL.  Yes. And the first one was the Raymond Hobbs Collection, five big cartons, the 
cartons, these long ones about like this.  I knew Raymond and Gertrude well and they 
had some wonderful stuff in there.  That took a long time to go through and figure out.  
I didn’t have anybody to tell me what exactly to do but I knew it should be done a 
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certain time and so forth.  Raymond had a lot of things.  Those survey books that you’ve 
be going through for ages.  I never had time to really look. 
 
JR.  I’ve done three and then I kind of got off track and I’m still working on the 
collection but I’m doing other stuff. 
 
PL.  There was that old, what do you call it, it wasn’t a deed but it had something to do 
with voting in the Whig vote.  That’s in it. 
 
JR. That’s wonderful. 
 
CS.  A voter check list? 
 
PL.  There were some.  But there I found it interesting where it mentioned Whigs, it 
goes way back.  Some things he had, his father before him. It’s in there and there were a 
lot of receipts from various businesses from way back, like the tin shop.  That one 
comes to mind.  And those are all in there.  And tons of maps. 
 
JR.  Yes.  I was surprised when I looked, I made a copy, I went over all the maps and 
listed all the maps over there and there are some of his plans but not as many as I 
would have thought, the plans would refer back to these survey notebooks. I don’t 
know if he didn’t keep them all or what. 
 
PL. There were some geographical maps that were not rolled up.  They are folded when 
I received them and they are in with, not the map case, but in with his books, the 
cartons, the small ones.  
JR.  I obviously haven’t finished going through the whole thing. 
 
CS.  I guess we get all the boxes out and open them up. 
 
PL.  There should be a list but there again there are some that I don’t have in detail but 
you folks have on some of the others. 
 
JB. Is that a separate one? 
 
JR. Yes. 
 
PL. It tells what so and so gave and the date.  Might be two maps or a vase of something 
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else, a variety of things. 
 
JB. Can I go back to a question about Centennial Hall.  So your mother was still teaching 
there in the 40's when, in the period between when the Wentworth house burned down 
and they actually built the school on Atlantic Avenue. 
 
PL.  That’s right. 
 
JB.  So she was there through the end of Centennial Hall as a school? 
 
PL. I believe so. 
 
JB. Do you remember how she felt about it?  I know there was certain discussion about 
expanding Centennial Hall and keeping that as the school versus building a new one.  
Do you know how she felt about it?  
 
PL. I think she felt that they really needed a new school.  That would be better.  I know 
she did.  They tried to get a new school for quite a few years. And, of course, a while in 
time, a fight if you want to call it, before it came fruition.  
 
JB.  I just read a transcript of one meeting where there was a certain group saying, “We 
could do this to Centennial Hall” and it sounded like it would have just been a big, 
white elephant. 
 
PL.  They knew it was expanding, there were more kids, especially in the 50s.  Late 40s 
there was an expansion in town because of the air base and a lot, even the pilots from 
Boston were - this was their bedroom here – go back when they needed to fly. 
 
JB.  Now did your mother teach at the new school? 
 
PL.  Yes, she did. She retired from the new school. 
 
]interruption at door[  
 
PL.  Centennial Hall was a good old place and a lot of the older people wanted to keep 
it because it was their home, so to speak. 
 
JB.  It sounds like it was the hub of the community. 
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PL.  It was. 
 
JB.  The social life and theatre. 
 
PL.  It was.  The plays I understand were fantastic that they used to put on.  People 
would come even on the trolley cars from Portsmouth to go to the theatre here in North 
Hampton.  They put on, and those people who were putting it on would be Jim Leavitt, 
and his wife, Ruth, those two, and maybe Knowles, Carrie Knowles, some of those 
people up there. 
 
JB.  Did your father play for these? 
 
PL.  He did at times. Yes. In fact, that picture that was in the town ]newsletter[, that was 
the Old Folks Concert.  He had people from the town dressed in old clothes and some of 
the singers also were from some of his choruses he had in Portsmouth.  He put them all 
together.  
 
JB.  Jane, do want to say anything about what you just gave Priscilla? ]printouts of 
newspapers relating to the summer concerts[ 
 
JR.  Those are what we were talking about last time about Mrs. Hobson.  I thought 
you’d be interested in having them.  
 
PL.  Yes, thank you.  I would. 
 
JR.  And this one in the Hampton Beach Advocate  was an ad for the fourth annual 
musical, 1936, and it lists your father’s Fall concert. 
 
JB. He was conducting and then, Saturday, Fabien Sevitsky. Wow. 
 
PL.  Cavalleria Rusticana, then Sunday was Serenade.  50 cent tickets and then Maria 
Koussevitzky – that was Serge Koussevitzky’s wife.   
 
JR. And Fabien Sevitsy was his nephew. 
 
PL.  Yes, they were related. 
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JR.  He shortened his name so he wouldn’t be confused.  
 
PL. I have some pictures and, if you want, I would like you to have them .I’m putting 
them together.  Because I think they should be. 
 
JB.  I think that would be a fascinating thing for people to know about  – the music that 
took place here, and the theatre.   
 
PL.  And this would have been probably two generations ago. 
 
]Garbled – everyone talking.[ 
 
PL. We could do that, that’s true.  A lot of performance and pictures.  Some of them, 
they were all taken by probably Boston photographers you know.  They’re big, this big. 
 
I was looking at some of them the other day.  But yeah, and I do have a lot; Norman had 
a lot.  I would love to have them preserved here if it’s agreeable with you. 
 
JB.  Yes, absolutely. 
 
CS.  You mentioned you had some recordings of your father. 
 
PL.  Yes, I do.  
 
CS.  On what format?  Is that something ...? 
 
PL.  I wondered what we should do with that.  The thing is I enjoy all that and I know 
the value of it because I am part of that family.  Everything my father and I would love, 
I was thinking, I mentioned to somebody, maybe you, but if you want I have at home, 
some records, vinyl and they were done many years twenty-five years every single 
Christmas - Messiah.   Usually he knew all the musicians around the area.  And called 
them up. The singers were from his Portsmouth Community Chorus which rehearsed 
weekly. It might be pretty close to a hundred. Maybe ninety singers from all over and 
for years and years and years.   And they would do Messiah. 
 
JB.  Where would they do it?  
 
PL.  They started out, at least I remember as a little kid, down where the Junior High 
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School in Portsmouth is, Parrott Avenue.  I can remember going in there.  And later on I 
would play in the orchestra and my brother would play trumpet.   
 
He had it in there for many years and what he would do, I don’t know how the man 
did, tell you the truth, he would call up some musicians, maybe a week before or week 
and a half, and say we going to have it on the twelfth and it was always December 
sometimes a snowstorm.  It was always right around then and he said, We are going to 
have a rehearsal at 2 o’clock in the afternoon and then we’ll have the concert that 
night.”  So these guys could come. 
 
JB.  They only had to come once? 
 
PL. That’s right.  And he would rehearse and he would never go through the whole 
thing.  He didn’t have time. He would set the tempos and there was old Gerald 
Whitman who was the music man of this area. And all the people of years ago knew 
him and took piano lessons from him or trumpet or something else.  And he was quite a 
man.   
 
That’s a story in itself.  But they were all very good people, the Whitmans.  They lived 
in Maine. You’d see him getting off the bus or his son would bring him to the concert. 
And he had the old bass viol strapped on his back in one of those canvas bags.  Here 
was this guy, white haired, big handlebar mustache, you know the old-fashioned way, 
Mister Gerald Whitman, musician. 
 
I have pictures of him. He used to teach around here.  The Portsmouth Junior High 
School, Parrott Avene, the Middle Street Baptist Church, then the Portsmouth High 
School were the three places they held the Messiah concerts. 
 
Norman would conduct the concert, put it together, and all would come.  All he had to 
do, I don’t know how he did it, but he would set the tempos of the different things. And 
rehearse the orchestra and the soloists in the afternoon.   You can’t help but think of it 
today as things are.  Just the same.  But I used to sing in that, in the chorus, and I’d play 
violin in the orchestra.  We’d all get together and sit down.  He was all dressed,  had his 
tuxedo on, everybody else would get going.  In the evening we were all there and ready 
to go.  
 
Norman also had a chorus in Portland, Maine.  He also taught singing there.   
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JB. Does anybody else have questions? 
 
JR. I had a question from last week.  You said something about Post Road, going up 
Quesers Hill.  Where did that name come from?  Do you know? 
 
PL.  Must have been someone by the name of Queser. 
 
JR. Oh. 
 
All. ]laughter[ 
 
PL.  I don’t know.  I had seen it on a map.  
 
JB.  Is this your house? ]looking at an aerial photo[ 
 
PL. No, my house is over here, my old house. That one was Jim Leavitt’s.  Two Leavitts,  
side by side. 
 
JB.  And what relation was he? 
 
PL.  Well, they were, back, there were three or four Simon Leavitts. And it goes way 
back when there were brothers.  Another generation comes, and this Leavitt is over here 
and his children, and so forth.  Relations, yes.  Way back, probably five, six generations. 
 
JB.  Where did you find these pictures? 
CS.  These were donated by Judy Barrett.  I did a search on “aerial” and they showed up 
and it actually was very easy.  I was glad I went back and looked. 
 
I do have, this is a question that may not be able to be answered in ten minutes.  We’re 
sitting in the stone building that was the Library when you were growing up.    
 
PL.  Right. 
 
CS.  I know from the research I did for getting this on the State Register that your 
mother was a trustee, one of the library trustees from the 1930s to when the new library 
got built. 
 
PL.  A long time.   
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CS.  I was just wondering what recollections you might have of coming to this library 
and things she might have said. 
 
PL.  Exactly.  Yes, I remember coming here, Bobbi Craig was the librarian a long time.   I 
can remember by mother writing checks out.  She’d go in the other room, the front 
room, at her desk.  She’s writing checks out for people down here in the Library.   We 
used to come down, a lot of kids would come down.  I don’t know if I can remember an 
awful lot except we did come in and there’d be books all around out there and here I 
remember exactly. 
 
JR.  I remember because when we first moved here this was the Library, and the desk 
was right there, the front desk. 
 
PL. Okay.  
 
JR.  And I think there were 
 
PL.  Shelves or something over here.   
 
JB.  Do you know where ..... 
 
]looking at aerial photos[ 
 
JR.  Chicken coops. 
PL.  The hay, horse. 
 
JB.  Can’t think of who has a horseshoe shaped driveway like that. 
 
JR.  Oh, that’s on South Road.  There’s the ??? , that barn is painted red now.  And 
where, you know, Grant’s Pits, the pit was down there. 
 
JB.  At the corner where, sort of on a hill. 
 
JR. Yes, before you start going down toward ???’s house.  You must have ridden 
through the woods there. 
 
PL.  Yes.  Came from Post Road  through that way. That’s Pearson’s.  That’s where my 
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mother and the kids grew up.   
 
JR.  Oh, that’s where the Chases lived? 
 
PL.  Yes, apparently.  That’s where my mother, Roy, Grace, Art and Mae lived. 
 
JR.  Interesting. 
 
PL. Aunt Mae and Grace. 
 
JR.  Look, this looks like the gravel pit.  See all the .... 
 
PL.  I’ll be darned.  I didn’t recognize that.  And this is South Road. 
 
JR.  I should write that on the back.   
 
JB.  Go ahead.  Do you have a pencil? 
 
PL. That house was like... 
 
JR.  Awesome. 
 
PL.  I think so. 
 
JR.  That’s so exciting. 
PL.  What’s the number of that? I can check it. When I get home.   
 
JR. P 230. 
 
JB.  So you still have copies of all your lists? 
 
PL.  Yes, I have a copy.  I’m going to keep it. 
 
JB.  In case we all go crazy. 
 
PL.  I think you folks have a copy of that. 
 
JB.  I’m sure we do. 
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CS.  Multiple.  
 
VJ.  Yes, we have it. 
 
JR.  Your mother’s family, the Chases, they were C-h-a-s-e, right? 
 
PL.  Yes. They came from 
 
JB.  North Dakota. 
 
PL.  They did, but originally Chases were descendants from Salmon P. Chase who was 
in  the government “ In God We Trust”.  From the Civil War. ]Note: Chase )1808-1873( 
was Secretary of Treasury during the Civil War.  He also served as a Governor, U.S. 
Senator, and Supreme Court Chief Justice[ 
 
JB.  Ok.  Civil War era. 
 
PL.  They said we were related, or my folks, my mother was to that branch of the 
family.  The one who said it was a sister to my mother’s father.  Verna, Aunt Verna. 
 
JB.  Was Verna the one that came to take care of the kids? 
 
PL.  Yes.  Aunt Verna.  They used to write a lot to each other as she ended up marrying 
over in England. She married a man by the name of Gibson and stayed over there.  The 
war came  )I met her once and we hit it right off( and she said that they thought she 
should come back because of the war.  And she said, “No, I married Eric Gibson, and 
this is where I am and I will stay here.“  
 
And she did, all her life.  And came over once or twice and we picked her up at the 
airport and she stayed at our house, the old house.  She was very interesting, very arty.  
Talk about that family there were things she wrote and she had boxes and boxes that 
she gave to us.  I’ve gone through most of them that she wrote on the trips around the 
world, everything.  And during the war, all that stuff.  She could draw.  She had a lot of 
humor and she would draw, stick draw something.  She was pretty good at it.  It was 
kind of neat.   
 
JB.  So you still have them ? 
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PL. I did have them.  Yes.  Different stories she’d tell about her trips. 
 
JB.  I’m fascinated by stories about people living in England during the war.   
 
PL. It was interesting.  I was glad I met her.  Of course, she’s gone now.  That was 
Grampa Chase’s sister.  My mother’s aunt. 
 
JB.  Did you ever meet Grampa Chase? 
 
PL.  Yes. A couple of times.  My mother took us out and we went out when we were 
really small twice.  When I was eight years old and eleven.  
 
JB.  To North Dakota. 
 
PL. He was in Billings, Montana when we went out there.   
 
As kids on the train that was really interesting.  We would go through, I do remember 
in Chicago when we changed trains.  It was downstairs someway and we were walking 
forward and I’m gawking around and they were holding onto my hand, “Wham”, right 
into one of those big iron pillars holding the thing up. “Owwww!”  
 
We were pretty good kids traveling and I had the upper berth at times, cause it was two 
days and three nights to get out there.  They had Venetian blinds, regular old blinds, on 
the windows. 
JB.  But there were no windows in the upper berth. 
 
PL.  No, there wasn’t but on the bottom one and we kept that down and we’re slowing 
down.  I wonder where we are.  So I kind of got up to open it up and there was some 
man right there. 
 
All. [laughter] 
 
PL.  It was during World War II and there were lots of soldiers, sailors on those trains 
and they had preference to eating and then the regular people could eat after those 
guys.  Which was OK, it was fine.   
 
One time, Paul, my brother, had to sleep overhead and there was some Army guy 
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below. And all of a sudden, apparently he fell out of the top bunk and landed on the 
guy.  We heard this commotion and the Red Cap came along, and tried to get my 
brother up, back up to the top.  It’s a wonder, especially a military guy, it’s a wonder he 
didn’t get clobbered.   
 
That was a big thing to do at that point.  It was interesting.  And then these fellows --  
they’d all come along, and give us gum.  “Would you like some gum?” “Sure, thank 
you. “  We’d be chewing.  Cause they’d come along and speak to us.  We’d wait as far 
as eating was concerned, until the soldiers were finished.  
 
JB.  Until they ate first. 
 
PL.  Yes.  They had preference and, after they left, it was ok for the others.  That was 
fun.  There was plenty of food. I’m thinking of that video that John Savastano showed 
about the canteen.  About the trains going through a particular town, and they would 
feed them. That was interesting. 
 
VJ.  I don’t think all the troop trains had food.  Poor guys were hungry. 
 
PL. We went out there.  Grampa Chase came east, too, but we were too small to know 
anything. 
 
What else?  I had some letters, postcards and all said “We went here and we went 
there” and “I counted five horses today.”  In fact, Grampa Chase had one horse at his 
place that he was keeping for somebody and I would go out and give it water and talk 
to it and kind of fiddled around.  I never rode it.  I’m glad we had that opportunity 
when we did.   
 
JB.  That’s quite a memory of ... 
 
PL. It was quite a trip.  A couple of times.  The thing was Grampa Chase worked for the 
Northern Pacific Railroad.  He was a foreman, and he took Paul on one of the engines, 
and turned it on a turntable at the roundhouse.    
 
JB. Roundhouse. 
 
PL.  Yes.  So he went around that.  I didn’t.  I’m glad they didn’t ask me because I didn’t 
want to go on one of those.  It was fun - it was a good experience.  Come and go.  Is this 
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on? I  think we’ve had enough, don’t you?     Recording ends at 3:51pm 
 


