Wiltshire to Warwick and Windsor

The semi-fictional story of two branches of one family through the centuries.

The Belanger Family of West Warwick, Rhode Island, U.S.A.;

and our ninth cousin, Diana, Princess of Wales, with her Royal sons of the United Kingdom of England, Scotland, and Northern Ireland.

Roger A. Chatell

PROLOGUE: 1613

Salisbury
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n Wiltshire, England; in the eleventh year of the reign of King James I, in 1613, John HIBBERT
 and his wife went through the busy shops of the town of Salisbury, telling their friends the good news.  Mrs. Hibbert was pregnant.  John was very proud.  The lines on his face would bunch up when he smiled as he talked about his plans for the baby.  Mrs. Hibbert, usually blushing, would just put her hand on John’s shoulder and ask him to stop.  What they didn’t know, what they couldn’t know, is that they would be the progenitors of thousands of descendants over the next seventeen generations.  One would write this passage 384 years later.  Another would marry a prince, and die mourned by hundreds of millions.  And her son would be born an heir to the throne of Great Britain.

The FIRST GENERATION: 1614-1696

The Great Migration:

The Story of Robert Hibbard, Sr.
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rs. Hibbert lie asleep in their cold wooden home.  The midwife closed the curtain behind her and whispered to John, “It’s a boy.”  John said that he would name him Robert.  And he did.  Robert HIBBARD was born in Salisbury, Wiltshire, England. On March 13, 1613/14 they took Robert to St. Edmund's Church in Wiltshire
 to be baptized.  Robert grew up in Salisbury, often playing along the banks of the Bourne, Wylye, and Nadder Rivers.  When Robert was a little older, his father John would take him on little Sunday excursions on the Avon River.  Being outdoors was fun to Robert, but what he really loved was being out on the river with his father.  He loved to run with his friends through the ancient ruins of the extinct city of Old Sarum.  The boys played knights there and liked to think of themselves as kings in their kingdoms.  Six centuries ago, in the 1000s, Robert’s “kingdom” was a bishopric, and was an important center in Saxon times.  Now its fallen stones covered in English moss lay in ruin to host Robert and his friends in their games.  Once or twice, they made a day event of it to play knights and hike out six miles across the countryside to “invade” what they called the “land of the mighty stones."  Robert and his friends had heard stories of ancient rituals at this place that was really called “Stonehenge.”  These trips to Stonehenge were of course done in secret, as Robert’s mother would never have approved.  Robert would get ghostly feelings standing in the center of the circle of massive stones, it was even a little frightening, but that was thrill of it for the boys.  The stone pillars were so high, sometimes it seemed to Robert that he was standing next to Salisbury Cathedral itself.  Back in town the cathedral’s beautiful central spire is the highest in England, standing 404 feet high.
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Robert grew up in Wiltshire hearing of the “New World,” discovered on the other side of the ocean decades ago.  Perhaps a fun place to visit, but certainly not a place to get up and move to!  Word did not travel fast, but Robert began hearing stories from London, 75 miles away, of how King James had granted a charter and sent out a group to start a colony in this New World as a business.  He even named it after himself!  It was called “Jamestown,” but the word was that things had not gone all that well across the vast ocean.  The colony was barely surviving, for sure not thriving.  At the dinner table in their small two-room wooden house, Robert’s father John would tell the family about how the Kingdom of France had started a colony on land filled with people that were called “savages.”  Robert thought that Jamestown must have had these savages too!  France’s colony had an odd name, they called it “Kebec.”


The Hibbard family was not rich.  When Robert was eleven years old, he was a quilling, apprenticed to the weaver Thomas Underhill.  Mr. Underhill lived on the east side of Greencroft Street in Salisbury, just a few blocks from St. Edmund's Parish Church.  As a quilling, it was Robert’s job to sit under the loom and wind the yarn on spools and then feed it out.  It was monotonous work, but appropriate for a small eleven-year-old.  For a week’s worth of work, he earned seven pence, and sometimes eight pence, which would be about $6 or $7 a week in the early 21st century.  Every little bit helped his family.  


When Robert was fourteen, the town held a big celebration.  The town was celebrating its 400th anniversary as a free city.  In 1227, King Henry III had granted Salisbury its charter.  All of the town’s young women were there.  A few had their eyes on Robert, but he never took them too seriously.  Robert’s attention was slowly being drawn to the ocean, and the possibilities he was beginning to see about this so-called New World on the other side.  


For a few years now, Robert had apprenticed as a brickmaker.  He learned how to mix and form bricks, and soon how to lay them.  But ever since his river trips on the Avon with his father, he maintained his interest in great voyages and the ocean.  A young man now, he sometimes went to work with his father for times on the docks in Poole and Weymouth.  He and his father once met and spent the afternoon with a religious lawyer from London named John Winthrop.  They spoke of politics and of religion.  He also explained to Robert how salt can be extracted from the ocean water.  This friendship and skill would serve him well.  Robert became good friends with Mr. Winthrop’s son John Winthrop, Jr., who was about Robert’s age.


The religious and political situation in England was worsening.  There were Separatists who had left England and the church a few years ago and founded a colony called Plimouth.  Robert was finding himself listening more and more to people like the Winthrops who were Congregationalist Puritans.  These people were members of the Church of England who wanted to purify the church, to purge the iniquities of Anglicanism.  Robert agreed that the Church of England should not have any Catholic-like ritual or ceremony that did not have the authority of the Bible.  King Charles I gave no sympathy to the goals of the Puritans, and continued to rule the Church and land absolutely.  Persecution of the Puritans increased, and many thought of leaving England.  The plan at first was to go to Ireland.  But Mr. John Endecott soon started a small Puritan colony in the New World in 1628.  Two years later Mr. John Winthrop, Sr. and Sir Richard Saltonstall secured a charter from the King that gave them the right to organize the Massachusetts Bay Company.  They took the charter and decided to run the company in the New World.  They could build a colony and join the first few Puritans that were already there.  King Charles I had decided to rule England without Parliament, and this by itself was good reason to leave.  


In 1631, the infant colony was in need of young skilled men like Robert, and his friend John Winthrop, Jr. urged him to move to the colony with him.  This caught the adventurous young man’s attention.  He would often ask his parents, “Please, can we go?”  He was young and naive, but nonetheless adventurous.  He wanted to be on a magnificent voyage to this land filled with gold and mystery.  His parents would not hear of it!  Mrs. Hibbert would exclaim in her strong Wiltshire accent, “Dangerous sails on the ocean for months on end, only to die or be killed in a strange land.  It was a sheer wonder that the ships didn’t fall right off the end of the earth!”  If his parents would not endure the voyage, then maybe Robert would go on his own.


Robert had a hard decision to make.  Either leave his family and homeland to start anew, or to remain in his town while his life goes no place in particular.  Robert and his friends were persecuted by their neighbors and fined by the government for disagreeing with the current Church of England.  Maybe if England was a happier place to live, the New World would not be so compelling!  Robert was eighteen now, and he was easy to convince.  The voyage held adventure and all the freedom that Wiltshire could not provide for him.  Robert heard the call of the ocean, and he was about to answer it.  Robert decided he would enlist to work with John Jr. and join the settlement.


The sounds and smells of the ocean were in the air on that March morning in 1631, when Robert boarded the huge wooden and iron vessel.  It was the flagship of eight sea-faring ships that would make the long voyage to the New World.  It was to be the first out of port.  Robert would never see his parents again, or his beloved England.  There was a lot of excitement as the great ship’s sails were lowered and they filled with the cold March wind.  As the massive sailing [image: image5.jpg]


 ship left England, he waved good-bye to his parents and friends.  Over the next two weeks, the other seven ships would depart one by one.  The sight of England grew smaller and smaller, until there was no sign of land.  His descendants would not see England again for another eight generations.


On the three month trip, the conditions were not the best, but everyone kept their hopes up.  And Robert was finally having his grand voyage on the great ocean, he was on his way to the New World, and he would be able to help rebuild his church here, the way it should be.  On deck, Robert looked out around the ship, and all that he could see was water and the other ships, all of which were now en route together.  As the great waves crashed against the hull of the ship, Robert thought back to his excursions as a little boy with his father in their little boat on the Avon River.  The sound of young laughter from so long ago echoed in his mind.  Now a man here on the great ocean, he was accomplishing so much more than he could ever had imagined.  His life was going quite the way he wanted, even though there was much unknown ahead.  The crew and passengers sometimes would sing at night on the decks of the eight ships.  The songs would come from out of the darkness on the other ships.  Everyone knew that things would not be easy, but God was with them.


The New World was providing a new environment for the Puritans to construct a “utopian community” based on their own brand of theology, free of the excesses of English society.  On deck one day, John Jr. told Robert that the new government would help bring about a “Golden Age” and that one day all the nations of the world would copy this form of government.  That seemed a bit much to Robert, but he listened politely to his friend, giving his feelings on their huge undertaking.  There were many stormy days on this voyage, and the powerful storms could only increase Robert’s devotion to God as the ships and crews battled the elements with several close calls.
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“Land!  Land ahead!  Ho! Land!”  The call came from the crow’s nest and there was deafening excitement on deck as the ships first came in sight of Cape Anne.  On this bright June day, the ships moved into Massachusetts Bay, landing not far from the Plimouth colony.  They brought with them the fleet of ships carrying large supplies of food and equipment.  There were plows and other tools, seeds, cattle, horses, and oxen.  These were all welcome additions to the existing small settlement in Salem.  Robert could see Salem village as his ship grew closer.  There were about a thousand Puritans there, and this fleet brought many more!  Robert felt as though he was part of a great migration, and that this was only the beginning!  As the ship dropped anchor, John Jr. was happily met by his father, the governor or the colony.  It was great to the earlier settlers have these new faces in Salem.  Many families had brought furnishings for their future homes.  They brought their milled chairs, and pots for the kitchen fire, and fine plates.  Robert suddenly came to be in great demand for help in building all these new houses!  The Puritans started unloading the ship and making initial preparations.  When Robert met some of the local natives, Robert thought to himself that they were not savages.  A bit different, no doubt, but they were very pleasant and interesting.  He wondered why everyone back in England would tell the stories he heard.  They weren’t true at all.  The Puritans had learned from the native people that their village was on a place called Naumkeag.  The Natives were very helpful in teaching the settlers about the land, and there was trading between the two peoples.  The trading was good because it seemed that the Native people were in dire need of not only better tools and medicines, but also the luxuries of life.  Often the smallest of things were met with amazement from the natives.  Later, the villagers had changed Naumkeag Village’s name to Salem, which is Hebrew for “peace”.  And their new church, the First Church of Salem, was established in town.


On his first Sunday in the colony, Robert followed the dirt path to church for services.  When he entered the small meeting house, he listened to the preacher named Mr. Roger Williams.  Mr. Williams was not very well liked by the church leaders because he preached that the settlers had no right to their land, unless they bought it from the Indians.  Robert couldn’t seem to understand Mr. Williams.  “Why should we pay the Indians for the land if King Charles had granted it to us?” he asked Mr. Williams.  Mr. Williams said that it was not fair because the land was theirs.  That just did not make sense to Robert, because this land was English land.  When Mr. Roger Williams began to preach that the Puritan leaders had no right to compel the colonists to attend the Puritan church, everyone decided to send him back to England.  But before the Winthrops, Robert, and the others could get to him, he had disappeared.  Years later he was discovered to have traveled south to live with the Indians.  He eventually received his own charter from the king for a colony under his leadership that endorsed religious freedom.  It was around a town he started called Providence and included Rhode and some other islands.
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Robert had set up shop as the local brickmaker.  Robert continued to work on more and more buildings, making and laying the bricks.  Robert was starting to feel lonely.  He started to think that he should have paid more attention to the girls buzzing about him years ago back in England.  All of the women his age here were either married or Indian women.  The winters were cold and there was little work in the cold.  But it was now May, and his services were again in demand, as more and more ships brought new settlers into town.  Then on one fateful day, the 24th day of May in 1633, the ship Mary and John appeared on the horizon.  On board was a beautiful young girl named Joanna LUFF.  He met her while helping her parents John and Bridget unload their belongings from the ship.  Mr. Luff was a weaver by trade.  Unlike the coy girls back in England, Joanna really stirred something in Robert.  Maybe it was her adventurous spirit, which was lacked by the Salisbury girls, and matched Robert’s.  Joanna was energetic and beautiful.  Her clothes were worn, and her father had little money, but that only embellished her pioneering vigor.  But she was still young, and Robert would have to wait a while to court her, and win over her parents.


In addition to making bricks and building, Robert was now working with his friend John Winthrop, Jr. on his salt-making venture at Ryall’s Side in Salem.  They made their own salt so that they did not have to rely on salt sent up from Jamestown.  In 1638, he was spending time living in the salt house.  Robert was one of several men working in the salt works.  Robert was spending more and more time with Joanna, who turned to him for solitude from her father, who was often drunk.  John Luff, Joanna’s father, would get drunk and yell and hit Joanna and her mother and sister.  He was even fined by the General Court of Massachusetts in July 1635 for being so drunk.  That was not Mr. Luff’s only run-in with the law.  The next year, after Christmas 1636, he was ordered by the county court to sit four hours in the stocks for resisting arrest.


It was about this time that tension between the towns and the Pequot Natives mounted and a series of raids on the towns and upon the tribes began.  In this Pequot War, members of Salem and other nearby towns surrounded a fortified Pequot village and set it on fire.  Nearly 400 Pequots were burned to death or shot as they tried to escape.  Most of them were women, children, and old men.


It did come to pass that, now in his late twenties, Robert and Joanna were married here in Salem
, and he and his new wife soon began a family.  In remembrance of where they first met, on the day that Joanna disembarked with her family from the Mary and John, Robert and Joanna named their first two children Mary and John!  In 1644, their third child Sarah was born.  Unfortunately, she only lived two and a half months.  Joanna cried for days after they buried the small box holding their baby girl.  In May 1646, Robert and Joanna were officially admitted to communion at the First Church of Salem, and their three children were baptized, including a new baby, also named Sarah.  The next summer, in July 1647, Robert was made a freeman in Salem.  In 1648, Robert Sr. and Joanna had twin sons, Joseph and Robert Jr.  They were their second and third sons.  And Hannah, another daughter, was also born soon thereafter.


Also in 1648, the problems between Joanna’s parents came to a climax.  They separated.  When it was discovered that they were living apart, they had to go to the county court for it.
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The Hibbard Family had little property, but they did live comfortably.  In November 1650, when Robert Sr. was 38, he asked the town selectmen for twenty acres of land for commonage and wood.  It was at the upper end of William Dodge and Rodger Haskal’s land next to the swamp.  It was surveyed and granted.  The family with its six children soon moved onto  this land, on Colon Street.  Joanna was pregnant again, and the eighth child Joanna was born the following February.  In 1653, another daughter, Elizabeth, was born.  And in 1655, the youngest girl was born, Abigail.  Robert Sr. and Joanna were expecting their last child for the spring of 1658, and in April, Samuel was born.  In need of more land, one year later in April 1659, Robert Sr. bought thirteen more acres of upland from Mr. William Hascoll.  


Mary, the oldest, had become involved with Mr. Nicolas Snelling, and they were married in 1660.  Her space in the house was quickly absorbed by the rest of the family, but Robert Sr. and Joanna decided that they could use Mary’s old part of the house as a space for a boarder.  So in 1662, the Hibbards took in a Frenchman for a year.  His rent helped them save for a little more land.  In 1663, after Robert Sr.’s father-in-law John Luff had sold his land at the ferry, Robert Sr. agreed to take the money from the sale, and take in his wife’s parents, who were reportedly getting along a little better.  The in-laws could use the part of the house that the Frenchman had lived in, and Robert Sr. would give John a little piece of land for a garden, if the town agreed to help finance care for Mr. Luff should he become incapacitated.  It was agreed upon, and Joanna’s parents came to live with them.


With the money from the Frenchman’s rent and the sale of the Luff house, in November 1664, Robert Sr. was able to buy a little more land on Cape Anne.  The Hibbard Family lived on the south side of Colon Street in the Beverly section of Salem.  Mr. and Mrs. Hibbard sometimes had a hard time with their youngest, Samuel.  Sam was the youngest and he often acted like the baby of the family usually does.  But he respected his older brothers, who kept him behaved.  In 1666, John Luff was retired by the town, and two years later Robert Sr. called upon the town to help financially support his father-in-law.  When the town offered only 30 shillings, he convinced them to let him have £2 for his “extraordinary trouble and expense.”  Joanna’s father, in his early eighties, died soon thereafter.


In 1670, most of the children were courting, and they began to marry off, which opened up more of the house.  That year both John and Joseph married and went to make their homes on their new land.  Robert Sr. had taught them well as children how to build houses.  Now John and Joseph needed to use this knowledge for their own homes! 


In 1671, Robert Sr. and Joanna’s newly married daughter Mrs. John Swarton was granted part of his Colon Street land as a wedding present from him.  Robert Sr. also gave portions of his land to his other daughters.  In his late fifties, Robert Sr.’s first grandson Zaccheus Hibbert was also born in 1671. It was around this time that Joanna’s mother Bridget Luff, in her mid-eighties, died.  By 1679, Robert Jr., Abigail, and Sam had married.  Sam had left on somewhat bad terms.  The Hibbard house on Colon Street was quiet.  Only Robert Sr. and Joanna remained, now in their sixties.  Looking around his empty house, Robert Sr. remembered how it was when the ten children were at home!
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Raising his family, working as a bricklayer, and attending church in Salem, Robert Sr. lived to be an old man himself.  By now, few in Salem could remember the early days of leaving England, when the Puritans had started the town.  Through the winter of 1683 and 1684, Robert Sr. grew weaker and weaker.  He had recently celebrated his seventieth birthday.  He decided it was time to dictate his will.  He spoke out from his deathbed to his friends Samuell Hardye and John Grover.  He began, “In the name of god Amen, ninth day of Aprill 1684 I Robert Hibbard Sr. of the town of Beaverly in ye County of Essex in New England being though weake in bodye yett of perfect minde and memorye do ordaine constitute and apoint this my Last will and testement...”  He went on to leave first his soul to God “who gave itt” and his body to the earth, to be buried by his wife.  He decided to give his loving wife Joanna their house, barn, pasture and tilling land, the salt marsh grounds by the mill, his property of land and marsh ground near Mr. Woodberyes, his cows and pigs, and all of the rest of his land that he had not already distributed to his children.  His daughters and three sons had land already, and that was their advance inheritance.  Robert Sr. also made provisions for his oldest son John to inherit additional land, about half of what he left for his wife, upon her death.  He had never left any land to Sam, his youngest, who was now married and almost twenty-six.  So in his will he left the homestead and the remaining part of the upland and the marsh grounds to Sam when Mrs. Hibbard dies, but only if “he doth behave himself dutyfully and obediently to his Mother.”  If Sam didn’t take care of his mother, then she could reassign the property.  He left his clothes to be distributed to his sons and ten shillings apiece to his daughters.  Robert Sr. was so weak, he could only sign his will with an “X”.  All in all, his possessions included 34 acres of land, the house, the barn, the orchard, the meadow, the upland, and the salt marsh.  He also had 2 oxen, 3 cows, a horse, 2 young cattle, pigs, carpenter’s tools, chains, iron ware, a grindstone and crank, a plow, 2 rakes and pitchforks, a Cider press, chairs, stools, table, a gun, bedding, books, and clothes.  Robert Hibbard’s possessions were worth over £281, which is equivalent to about $52,000 in the early 21st century.


At the age of 71, Robert Hibbard, Sr. died on May 7, 1684, in Salem, Massachusetts, Dominion of New England.
  Robert Sr. left his wife, 9 children, and 16 grandchildren.  Joanna would live on for another eleven years.  She assumed the property given to her in Robert Sr.’s will.  She lived in the part of Salem that would become the town of Beverly.  A few days shy of a dozen years after Robert Sr., Joanna died in April 1696 in Beverly, Massachusetts Bay Colony.5  She was survived by 9 children, and 28 grandchildren.  Robert Sr.’s property was then moved on into the administration of 53-year-old John, the eldest son.

The SECOND GENERATION: 1648-1736

Twin Towns, Salem and Wenham:

The Story of Robert Hibbert, Jr.
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obert HIBBERT Jr. was born on March 5, 1648 in Salem, Massachusetts Bay Colony
 in the twenty-third year of the reign of King Charles I of England.  Robert Jr. was a twin boy with his brother Joseph.  Joseph and Robert Jr. were their parents’ fifth and sixth children.  Their oldest sister was Mary, who was 6.  Their brother John was 5; he was named after both of their grandfathers, John Hibbert and John Luff.  And their sister Sarah was almost 2.  Sarah was named for their sister Sarah who had died when she was 2½ months old.  Turmoil had prevailed back in England as Oliver Cromwell took control of England and the colonies.  But the death of the king did not effect the Hibbards’ life too much.  Most things in their lives remained the same regardless of what was happening in England.  Robert Jr.’s younger sister Hannah was born when he was one, and when Robert Jr. was two, Joanna was born.  The baby Joanna was named for their mother.  Elizabeth was born when he was four, Abigail when he was seven, and his baby-brother Samuel when he was ten.  As far as Robert Jr. was concerned, his mother Joanna had him taking care of Samuel too much.  Sam was the spoiled baby, and he seemed to get away with everything.  His sisters always did what they wanted, courting boys all the time, and his eldest brother John was always helping their father Robert Sr.  And Robert Jr.’s twin Joseph, he was either lucky, sneaky, or lazy- or all three!  But as much as he felt that his life was not fair, Robert Jr. mostly enjoyed playing with Samuel, and Sam adored him.  


Robert Jr. lived in a home that seemed to get more and more crowded all the time.  There was his father and mother, his five sisters, his three brothers, and himself.  And just when the house got a little more space when his eldest sister Mary married Mr. Nicholas Snelling in 1660, his parents took in a French boarder for more money!  And when it came time for the boarder to leave, his grandparents moved into the ever-crowded Colon Street house in Salem!  Robert Jr. always felt so overrun, but it was nice to have his grandmother living with him.


When Robert Jr. was 18, his grandfather John Luff died.  And about four years later in 1671, his grandmother Bridgett Luff died.  They were both very old.  It was about this time that his eldest brother John and his twin Joseph left to marry the Graves sisters.  Soon after his grandmother’s death his sister Joanna married Mr. John Swarton.


Robert Jr. couldn’t leave that crowded house fast enough.  When he left his parents and his four younger siblings still at home, King Charles II was back in power over the land.  He moved north to Wenham, in the colony.  There he met one of its residents, Mary WALDEN, the daughter of Mr. Edward Walden.  After a brief courtship when Robert Jr. was in his mid-twenties, they were married in Wenham, Massachusetts Bay Colony.
  


In 1674 when he was 26, Robert Jr. and Mary’s first child Mary was born in their home in Wenham.  In 1676, Mary was pregnant again, and Robert Jr.’s little sister Abigail was married to Mr. Thomas Blashfield.  Abigail was always so cute to him, and he was a little sad to see his youngest sister all grown up.  Maybe it even made him feel a bit old.  Robert Jr. decided to carry on his family name when Mary gave birth to their first son.  He named this boy Robert III.  In 1678, shortly after Robert Jr.’s thirtieth birthday, his second son Joseph, named after his twin brother, was born.  In June 1679, Mary’s father Edward Walden died in Wenham.  The autumn of 1679 was a busy time for the Hibbert family. Robert Jr.’s older brother John was engaged to Robert Jr.’s sister-in-law Ruth Walden, and in September, there was another Hibbert-Walden wedding.  And a month later in October, Robert Jr.’s youngest sibling Sam married Mary Bond.  The next year, Robert Jr. and Mary’s fourth child Nathaniel was born.  In 1682, their fifth child and fourth son Ebenezer was born.  In a land left by his grandfather half a century ago, far into the future Ebenezer’s 7-great-granddaughter would go on to marry the heir to the British Throne.  


In 1684, the second daughter Martha was born.  Robert Jr.’s father Robert Sr. became very sick.  Robert Jr. went to the old Colon Street homestead to be with him.  Robert Sr. died that spring.  Robert Jr. sent for his growing family to be with him and his brothers and sisters in Salem.  Robert Jr. inherited the land that was previously awarded to him and other small articles of his father.  
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When Robert Jr. was 38 in 1686, in their home in Wenham, the seventh child Josiah was born.  Around this time, King James II decided to merge all of the colonies into one body that was called The Dominion of New England.  The Dominion was under one governor, Sir Edmund Andros, with no representative government.  This new arrangement, that was not very well liked, only lasted for a couple of years.  Citizens in England rose up and drove the King from the throne.  The new monarchs, William and Mary of Orange, restored the colonial charters, including the one for the Massachusetts Bay Company, and the representation in the colony’s government was regained.  Soon in 1691, Hannah was born to Robert Jr.  


In 1692, a peculiar thing was happening back in Salem.  Robert Jr.’s mother Joanna wrote to him about witches that were being discovered one by one in town.  Joanna was a vocal proponent of finding out everything she could about these witches.  Indeed, the hysteria hit Wenham as well.  At Mr. John Solart’s tavern on Main Street in Wenham Robert Jr. learned that Mr. Solart’s daughter Mrs. Sarah Good and his young granddaughter were in prison in Boston, accused of being witches.  Before this mess, the poor girl would beg for food for her family because of her lazy husband.  “That awful husband of Sarah’s,” Mr. Solart said at the tavern, “He’s the one who should be kept in chains, not my girl!”  All summer the old lady went to court and saw 19 of [image: image12.jpg]


the accused found guilty and hanged.  Robert Jr. read a letter from his mother, “Old George Jacobs was hung today, guilty of being a wizard.  That evil man claimed he was “as innocent as the child born tonight.”  Aligned with the devil was he!  He said that we accuse him of being a wizard and we might as well accuse him of being a buzzard!”  Joanna also wrote to him in July that Sarah  Good was hanged on Gallows hill in Salem.  Mr. Solart’s tavern just never seemed the same after that.  Robert Jr. was concerned about his old mother’s fascination with this hysteria.  But by the time he next got to Salem, it was all over, an awful madness that had gone well out of control.


Robert Jr. was 46 when his daughter Sarah was born in 1694.  That same year, Robert Jr. was united with the church in Wenham.  Reverend Joseph Gerrish spent some time with Robert Jr. and Mary, and expressed his happiness that the Hibbard Family with its nine children was now united fully into the church.  Robert Jr.’s sister-in-law, wife of his brother and sister of his wife, Ruth Walden, had died.  So his brother John was remarried to his new wife Lydia.  Abigail was born in 1696 when Robert Jr. was 48.  Robert Jr.’s mother Joanna Hibbard died that spring.  His family had again made one last trip to the old town of Salem to say good-bye to his dying mother.  Robert Jr.’s brother Samuel and his wife Mary moved into the homestead, as was laid out in their father’s will upon their mother’s death.  Robert Jr. and Mary’s eleventh and last child Lydia was born in 1699.  Robert Jr. was then 51 years old.


1700 was an important year for the Hibbard family.  That summer, Robert Jr.’s oldest child Mary married Mr. Jonathan Crane.  His second son Joseph was also married to Abigail Lyndon about this time.  Robert III and Joseph, in their early twenties, had moved out to the wilderness in Connecticut Colony.  Now, with work disappearing in the colony, Robert Jr. and Mary, in their early fifties, soon followed their sons with their family to Windham in Connecticut Colony.  He brought with him a letter of fellowship from the church in Wenham to the church in Windham.  The move brought them and their possessions by wagon over miles of hills and forest roads.  

In May 1701, Robert Jr.’s twin brother Joseph died at the age of 53.  This was a very sad time for Robert Jr., but he had to move forward.  His faith was tested again the next year when in 1702 his beloved youngest brother Samuel died at the age of 44.  But that year also had the joy of weddings as Robert Jr.’s son Nathaniel married Miss Sarah Crane in the spring and another son Robert II married Miss Mary Reed.

In 1703 when Robert Jr. was 54, his first grandchild, Joseph Hibbard Jr. was born, followed by another, John, in 1704.  Around this time was the marriage of his daughter Martha to Mr. Ephraim Culver, his 6-year-old daughter Lydia’s sudden death, and the death of his son Josiah who was in his early twenties.  

Three more grandchildren filled Robert Jr.’s heart when in 1705 Anne Hebard was born; in 1706 Robert IV was born; and in 1708 Josiah, named after Robert Jr.’s late son, was born.  

In 1709 when Robert Jr. was 61, he attended his son Ebenezer’s wedding to Miss Margaret Morgan.


Robert Jr. loved living here in the young town of Windham where he had the wide open spaces he lacked as a child, but after a few years here, he grew more and more sickly.  When Robert Jr. was 62, he was nearing his end, and he knew it.  But Robert Jr. knew that he had lived an honest and complete life in New England.  He died on April 29, 1710 in Windham
.  Robert Jr. left his wife, 9 children, and 5 grandchildren.  Mary lived as a widow for another 25 years without Robert Jr.  She died on March 7, 1736 in Windham, Connecticut Colony
.  She was survived by 8 children, 21 grandchildren, and 8 great-grandchildren.

The THIRD GENERATION: 1676-1763

Wenham to Windham:

The Stories of Robert Hebard, III and Ebenezer Hibbard
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obert HEBARD III was born on the hot summer day of July 8, 1676 in Wenham, Massachusetts Bay Colony
 in the sixteenth year of the reign of King Charles II of England.  He was the first-born son, and the second child along with his older 1-year-old sister Mary, named for their aunt Mary Snelling.  When Robert III was almost two, his brother Joseph was born.  He was named for their uncle Joseph Hibbert who was twin to their father.  When Robert III was almost three, his grandfather Edward Walden died in Wenham.  Robert III’s brother Nathaniel was born in Wenham too when he was four.  


When Robert III was five, his brother Ebenezer HIBBARD was born.  Ebenezer was born in May 1682 in Wenham, Massachusetts Bay Colony
 in the twenty-second year of the reign of King Charles II of England.  He was baptized in 1683.
  Ebenezer was the fifth in the Hibbard Family.  


Robert III enjoyed his family’s Sunday rides to Salem to visit his grandparents.  And his grandfather loved spending time with Robert III.  When they would arrive at the house on Colon Street, Robert III would run up to his grandmother and grandfather’s door, and Robert Sr. would get up from his chair in his study and shout out to the boy, “Lil’ Rob, Lil’ Rob, I can hear you!”  The children would scream with delight!  They loved their grandfather.  Robert III and his sister and brothers would like to sit by the fire and listen to Robert Sr.’s stories about when he was their age in England.  He told them about Stonehenge and his mighty trips on the Avon River.  They were fascinated about his stories about this distant old land, a world away.  But what the children really loved was the story of his voyage across the great Atlantic.  After their grandmother Joanna and their mother Mary were done with the dishes, they would sometimes come into the room and listen to the grandfather’s stories.  He’d have Joseph on his lap and the others were on the floor.  Sometimes Mary or Robert III would ask their grandmother Joanna if something was true, almost doubting their grandfather’s fanciful adventures.  Joanna would reaffirm her husband’s tales and tell one or two of her own tales about her trip with her family on the Mary and John.  Robert III thought to himself that he could never be a great pioneer like his grandfather was, but he sure might like to try someday!

In February 1684, 7-year-old Robert III and 1-year-old Ebenezer’s mother Mary gave birth to the sixth child, Martha.


That April, Robert III’s grandfather grew very sick.  His father Robert Jr. had gone to him.  By May, the family was in Salem again to bury the grandfather that they loved so much.  Robert III was a boy of seven.  It was very hard for him to say good-bye to his grandfather.  Ebenezer was only two years old.  All of their aunts and uncles were there in Salem with their children, their cousins.
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The next four brother and sisters of Robert III and Ebenezer were Josiah in 1686, Hannah in 1691, Sarah in 1694, and Abigail in 1696.  Hannah was named for their aunt Hannah Hibbard, Sarah was named for their aunt Sarah Hibbert, and Abigail was named after their aunt Abigail Blashfield.


Ebenezer grew to love his old grandmother; much as Robert III had loved their grandfather.  Joanna was now very old, over eighty, and she still lived in the old homestead that their father had grown up in.  If he asked her, she would answer his questions about her home in England so many years ago.  In April of 1696, when Ebenezer was almost 14, their grandmother Joanna died.  The family buried her next to where they had buried Robert Sr. just about a dozen years ago.  Ebenezer could not remember that day that his older brothers talked about, but this was the day Ebenezer would always remember.  Ebenezer noticed that his uncle John was now the head of the family.  Not only did he receive an inheritance of her land, but he was looked at as the head of the family, probably because he was the oldest.  It dawned on Ebenezer that there was no one left who was not born in the colony.  Grandmother Joanna was the last.


Robert III was probably closest to his younger brother Joseph, over all the others.  That should not be a surprise, given their close ages.  They grew up together as best friends.  When he was 22 years old, Robert III and his brother Joseph decided to leave together too.  They left Wenham for the open land of Connecticut Colony.  He figured it was his grandfather’s pioneering spirit in him.  He was made a townsman in the town of Windham in 1698.  He was the first Hibbard in Connecticut Colony.  He had felt that moving out to the country gave him so much more opportunity than he had in the slow town of Wenham.  He was right.  He enjoyed the good life in the open country with its green rolling hills and small babbling brooks.  The winters were cold, but there was much to eat, all you had to do was go out and hunt it.


Back in Wenham, 17-year-old Ebenezer and the rest of the family were overjoyed when their last sibling Lydia was born in 1699.  The next year in 1700, Robert III and Joseph received word from their sister Mary that she was to be married to Mr. Jonathan Crane in July.  The brothers went back to Wenham for the ceremony.  Ebenezer missed his brothers and was very happy to have them back for a while.  He felt much more grown up- now eighteen, and tried to display this confidence to his brothers.  They were doing well in Connecticut, there was a lot of money to be made there, unlike Wenham which was getting crowded.  It was then that Robert III invited his father Robert Jr. to join him there in the wide open colony of Connecticut.  His father eventually did come to live and work with his sons.  Father, mother, five girls and three boys, including Ebenezer went along on the move to Connecticut Colony to live with their older brothers Robert III and Joseph.  Their sister Mrs. Crane was the only one to remain in Wenham, with her new husband.


In Windham, Robert III and Ebenezer’s brother Joseph had married Abigail Lyndon by the time their parents had moved into town.  In April 1702, their brother Nathaniel married Miss Sarah Crane.  

It was around this time that Robert III began courting a daughter of John and Sarah Read named Mary.  He would eventually win her over, and they were to be married by the new year.  Mary’s father was from Boston and her grandfather had also sailed here from England.  He had been from Dorsetshire.  On a sunny but cold December day, on the third of the month in 1702 in Windham, Connecticut Colony
, at twenty-six years old, he was married to Mary REED.  Two years later, their first of ten children, John Hebard, was born.  Mary named him after her father.  


Robert III and Ebenezer’s youngest sister Lydia died suddenly.  It was a very sad time for the Hibbards.  Their sister Martha was married not long thereafter, to Mr. Ephraim Culver. 


When he was 30, Robert III and Mary had their second son in 1706.  Remembering his grandfather who had crossed the Atlantic, he decided to carry on the name in this second boy.  He was named Robert IV.  Soon, Robert III’s teenage brother Josiah died.  This was especially hard for him.  He had loved his brother very much, and Josiah had a lot going for him.  He had had his whole life ahead of him.  For Ebenezer, Josiah was only a few years younger than him, his younger brother closest to him in age.  They too had spent much time together, and he was very saddened.  When Robert III and Mary had their third son in the autumn of 1708, he named him Josiah after his brother.


Ebenezer had started his own life in Windham.  He soon found his wife, the 22-year-old Margaret MORGAN, four years his junior.  They were married on March 10, 1709 in Windham, Connecticut Colony.
  Ebenezer was twenty-six years old.


Robert III and Ebenezer’s father Robert Jr. became sick that winter, and he became worse.  He did not recover in the spring.  On April 29, 1710, their father died at the age of 62 in Windham.  Their sister Hannah was soon married to Mr. Joseph Talcott.  In May, Mary gave birth to Samuel, after Robert III’s late uncle Sam.  The next year in 1711 their first daughter Mary was born, after Robert III’s first sister Mary.  When Robert III was 37 in 1713, their sixth child Joshua was born.  In 1716 David was born.  


In 1712, Ebenezer and Margaret’s first child was born.  She was a beautiful baby girl and they named her Prudence. The next year in 1713, Ebenezer and Margaret had their second daughter Margaret.  

In 1714, Robert III and Ebenezer’s sister Hannah married Mr. Samuel Culver.  In 1715 Ebenezer’s son Nathan was born.  And in May 1718, their son Rueben was born.


Martha was born in September 1718.  She was Robert III’s second daughter, and she was named after his second sister, but she only lived 14 days.  Robert III and his wife and seven children buried her close to her grandfather Robert Jr.  Robert III and Mary didn’t have any more children for two years.  Mary had a hard time getting over the loss of her daughter.  But in the spring of 1721 when he was 44, Hannah was born. Robert III’s third daughter, she was named after his third sister.  She was the last girl.


In 1720, Ebenezer’s fifth child was born.  Margaret named him Ebenezer Jr.  At Ebenezer’s fortieth birthday in 1722, he celebrated the birth of his daughter, Keziah.  He would live to see only her tenth birthday.  


In April 1724, with Robert III at 47 years old, Robert III and Mary’s last child Seth was born.  In June 1724, Ebenezer’s daughter Abigail was born.  The next year in 1725, Robert III and Mary’s oldest child, John, married Miss Martha Durkee.  


In August 1726, 44-year-old Ebenezer’s last child Shubael was born.  That December, just before Christmas 1726, Robert III’s first grandchild, Martha Hibbard was born.  Two years later John Hibbard Jr. would join the family.

In March 1728, Mary’s father John Read, Sr. died here in Windham at the age of 81.  In August 1730 the third grandchild Eleazer Hibbard was born, and in November 1730, Robert III’s second eldest child Robert IV married Miss Ruth Wheelock.

In February 1731, 48-year-old Ebenezer Hibbard gave away his oldest daughter Prudence to Mr. Jabez De Lano. Prudence would deliver Ebenezer’s first grandchild, Clarinda De Lano the day after that Christmas. 137 years later, Prudence’s great-great-grandson Charles Ingalls would head out west with his family to build a little house on the vast prairie.


In January 1732, Robert III’s fourth grandchild William Hibbard was born.  


Ebenezer Hibbard died in October 1732 in Windham, Connecticut Colony.
  He was 50.  Ebenezer left his wife, 8 children, and one grandchild.


Robert III and Mary’s daughter Mary married Mr. Samuel Lawrence in November 1733.  And their son Josiah, whose namesake had died at a young age, also died young, as if the name was cursed.  Josiah died in December 1733 at the age of 25.  In 1734, his grandchild Anna Hibbard was born, and his son Samuel soon married Miss Lydia Kingsley.  Robert III’s mother Mary Hibbard died in March 1736 when he was 59.  Two more grandchildren, Mary Hibbard in 1736, and Daniel Hibbard in 1738, soon arrived.  And his son Joshua soon married.  Two more grandchildren came next, Jedediah Hibbard in 1740 and Lemuel Hibbard in 1742.


Robert Hebard, III lived to be 65, three years older than his father lived to.  He died on June 26, 1742 in Windham, Connecticut Colony.
  He was survived by his wife, 7 children, and 9 grandchildren.  Robert III’s widow Mary lived for two decades in Connecticut Colony after Robert III’s death.  She died on March 7, 1763 in Windham, Connecticut Colony
 at the age of 75.  She was survived by 7 children, 11 grandchildren, and 10 great-grandchildren.

The FOURTH GENERATION: 1704-1801

Centennial in Canterbury:

The Stories of John Hebard, Sr. and Keziah Hibbard Bishop
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ohn HEBARD was born on October 30, 1704 in Windham, Connecticut Colony
 in the second year of the reign of Queen Anne of England.  He was the first born of ten children in his family.  John was named after his grandfather John Read, Sr. and his granduncle John Hibbard.  While John grew up, year after year, he lived in a family growing bigger and bigger.  When he was one and a half, his brother Robert IV was born. Robert IV carried the name of their father, grandfather, and great-grandfather who had left England.  When John was almost four in 1708, his brother Josiah was born.  Josiah was named after their late uncle Josiah Hibbard.


John’s grandfather Robert Jr. grew sick around this time.  John was not only Robert III’s eldest child, but he was also Robert Jr.’s eldest grandchild.  So John and his grandfather had a special relationship, especially since they all lived in the same town.  They would go for walks down Windham’s dirt roads and wave to anyone who happened to drive by in their wagons.  But now, that was to be no more.  In April 1710, John’s grandfather died at age 62.  John was five and a half years old.


John’s brother Samuel was born the next month. Samuel was named for their late granduncle Samuel Hibbert, who their father often spoke of.  When John was six, his mother was pregnant again.  By New Year’s 1712, John had a baby sister, Mary.  She was named for their mother Mary, grandmother Mary, and aunt Mary Crane.  A few days before John’s ninth birthday, his brother Joshua was born.  John knew it, from that year forward, he and Joshua would share birthday gatherings!  And his brother David was born in 1716.  


When John was thirteen, his sister Martha was born.  Martha was named for their aunt Martha Culver.  She lived only fourteen days.  John’s mother took the baby’s death very badly, and John was often consoling his destitute mother.  John’s mother would not have any more babies for a while.  When he was sixteen in 1721, his youngest sister was born, Hannah.  She was named for their aunt Hannah Talcott.


When he was seventeen, John’s cousin Keziah HIBBARD was born on May 19, 1722 in Windham, Connecticut Colony
 in the eighth year of the reign of King George I of Great Britain.  She had at least one older brother named Nathan, after their uncle Nathaniel Hibbard.  Two years later, her cousin John’s youngest brother Seth was born.


John and his brothers and sisters went to school and church with the children of William and Rebecca Durke.  The DURKEE Family had moved to Windham back in 1715.  They all played together and knew each other well.  The Durkees had a rather large extended family that had moved here from Ipswich, Massachusetts Bay Colony.  William’s brother John Durke was the deacon of the local First Windham Church.  John would cringe with fear as Deacon Durke shouted at Sunday service about the demons and tortured souls of those who did not do the Lord’s work.  The deacon was feared, but respected by John.  The Durkee children were one quarter Irish, from their grandfather who came to Massachusetts Bay Colony after Oliver Cromwell’s forces attacked his home in Meath County in Ireland some seventy years ago.  The oldest daughter of the Durkees was Martha.  She was a year younger than John and it came to pass that they fell in love with each other.  In the summer of 1725, the 20-year-old John asked Martha if she would be his wife.  She, of course, accepted, and they were married on September 22, 1725 in Willimantic, Connecticut Colony
,
.  The young couple made their home in Canterbury, Connecticut Colony.  They had a farm that was situated on the so-called Little River, by the village of Westminster. 


John and Martha’s first child was born in 1726.  She was named Martha not only after her mother, but also after John’s baby sister that had died and brought his mother upon so much grief.  This made his 39-year-old mother Mary very happy.  She needed something to be happy about too- she was a grandmother at 39!  In March 1728, John’s grandfather John Read, Sr. died in Windham.  He was 81 years old.  John and Martha’s second child and first son was born.  The 24-year-old John named him John Jr., not just after himself, but also for his grandfather John Read who died a few months back.  John Sr.’s second son Eleazer was born in 1730 at their farm in Canterbury.  That November, John Sr.’s younger brother Robert IV married Miss Ruth Wheelock.  William was born to John Sr. the next year in 1731.  William was named for Martha’s father William Durke, Jr.  He died the next year.  A few months after that in October 1732, Keziah’s father, John Sr.’s uncle, Ebenezer died in Windham.  John Sr. and Martha’s second daughter Anna was born in the summer of 1734.  29-year-old John Sr. was out in the field with his young son John Jr. at the time that Anna was born. 


It was New Year’s Day 1736.  All of the Hibbards gathered at their 81-year-old grandmother Mary Hibbert’s home in Windham.  It had been over 100 years since their ancestors Robert Hibbard Sr. and Joanna Luff had settled here in the New World.  John Sr.’s uncles Josiah and Ebenezer had died, but his aunts and uncles were all there with their families.  John’s parents and brothers and sisters were there, and John Sr. brought his own family of five to his grandmother’s house.  Old Mary was very happy to see her five great-grandchildren, especially the newborn, Anna.  But the real star of the day was John Sr.’s younger cousin, Dr. Joseph Hibbard, Jr.  Joseph had just finished his studies and had opened his medical practice in Windham.  Keziah was there with her mother too.  John Sr. was happy to see his younger cousin, it had been a while since he had seen her.  It was a wonderful gathering with lots of food for all.  The Hibbard family had grown very large over the past 100 years since Robert Hibbard, Sr. left his quiet English town of Salisbury.  It was a great day to have everyone together.  But it would be Grandmother Mary’s last New Year’s.  She died that March.  It was also the last time John Sr. and Keziah saw each other.  She soon married and moved to Norwich.  It would be almost 250 years until any member of Robert III’s family would see a member of his brother Ebenezer’s family.  Not until the world would meet Keziah’s 6-great-granddaughter Lady Diana Spencer when her engagement to the Prince of Great Britain and Northern Ireland would be announced.


In September 1736, John Sr. and Martha’s sixth child was born.  They named her Mary after John Sr.’s grandmother who had just died a few months earlier, as well as after his mother Mary, his sister Mary Lawrence, and his aunt Mary Crane.  One day short of two years later, when John Sr. was 33, another baby was born.  Daniel was born in September 1738.


When she was 16, John Sr.’s cousin Keziah was with her mother visiting her family in Norwich, Connecticut Colony.  There she met a 22-year-old man named Caleb Bishop.  Keziah and Caleb were enamored with each other, and despite their six-year age difference, Keziah married Caleb BISHOP on April 19, 1739 in Norwich, Connecticut Colony.
  Her mother Hannah was not entirely happy with the marriage, because of his age.  But ever since Keziah’s father died six years ago, times were not easy for the Hibbards.  Deep down, Margaret knew that Caleb was good for her daughter.


Back on the Canterbury Hibbard farm, the eighth child Jedediah was born in October 1740.  When John Sr. was 37, his wife Martha gave birth to their sixth and last son Lemuel in February 1742.  It was about this time that John Sr.’s brother Joshua married.


In June 1742, John Sr.’s father Robert III died.  Martha and their nine children spent time at his mother’s house in Windham with him as the two of them conducted all of the arrangements.  Two years later in 1744 when he was 39, John Sr. and Martha’s tenth child was born in Canterbury.  They named her Sarah after Martha’s younger sister Sarah Martin.  John Sr.’s eldest child Martha had just turned 18 and she was engaged to be married to Mr. Ebenezer Burnham.  The couple was married on New Year’s Day 1745 in Hampton in the colony.  In February 1746, Elizabeth was born as the eleventh child.  She was named after Martha’s late aunt Martha Durke.  But the baby was always very sick and they had a hard time with her.  


Keziah and Caleb were getting along just fine in Norwich, married for some time.  In 1743, they sold some of their land to her brother Nathan.  When she was 25 years old, Keziah gave birth to her daughter Lucy BISHOP in Norwich in 1747.  Her and Caleb were very happy and proud.


John Sr. and Martha knew that it was just a matter of time for the sickly two-year-old Elizabeth, and she died in August 1748.  On St. Valentine’s Day 1749, John Sr.’s eldest son John Jr. married Miss Elizabeth Pearl in Canterbury.  With Martha being pregnant at the time of Elizabeth’s young death, when the new baby was born in March 1749, they named her Elizabeth also.  And in October 1750, John Sr. and Martha’s son William married Miss Dorothy Burnham.  Martha was 45 years old in 1751, but she became pregnant one last time.  At the end of November 1751, the Hibbards had their thirteenth and last child, a stillborn daughter.


John Sr. and Martha’s youngest child, Elizabeth, was now five.  She began to get sick just as her sister Elizabeth had before her.  John Sr., in his late forties, did everything he could for his little girl.  But it was all to no avail, as she too died, in April 1753.


In March 1757, John Sr.’s daughter Anna married Mr. Thomas Newcomb.  Two and a half years later, just before New Year’s Day 1760, she died.  John Sr.’s daughter Anna had died at the age of 25.  A few years later when John Sr. was 57, he grew very ill.  The colonies were beginning to squabble with the King and Parliament back in Great Britain.  But that is as much as John Sr. would see as important events began to happen in his colony.  He died on March 23, 1762 in Canterbury, Connecticut Colony.
  He was survived by his mother, wife, 9 children, and 9 grandchildren.


In March 1769, Keziah’s daughter Lucy was all grown up and married Selectman Benajah Strong in his town of Coventry, in the colony.  At the age of 68, Keziah’s husband, Caleb Bishop died on Wednesday, February 16, 1785 in Guilford, CT.


John Sr.’s widow Martha lived for almost forty years after he died.  When she died at the great age of 95, she had had 11 children, 24 grandchildren, and 17 great-grandchildren.  She died on Thursday, October 22, 1801 in Windham, CT.

The FIFTH GENERATION: 1728-1809

Lexington and the Revolution:

The Stories of Lieutenant John Hebard, Jr., and Lucy Bishop Strong
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n the second year of the reign of King George II of Great Britain, John HEBARD Jr. was born on December 9, 1728 in Canterbury, Connecticut Colony.
  John Jr. was the second of thirteen children.  His older sister Martha was named after their mother Martha Durkee and their aunt Martha Hibbard who had died at only a few days old.  Over the next 17 years, Eleazer, William, Anna, Mary, Daniel, Jedediah, Lemuel, Sarah, and Elizabeth would be born.  William was named for their grandfather William Durke, Jr.; Mary was named for their aunt Mary Hibbard; and Sarah was named after their aunt Sarah Martin.
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When he was a baby, his great-grandfather Henry Gould died.  Soon his grandmother Rebecca Durke died too and his grandfather William Durke, Jr. soon after that.  John Jr. grew up on the Little River farm.  He enjoyed working with his father, but year after year, the family grew larger and larger.  As the oldest son of John Sr., John Jr.’s responsibilities grew as well.  His older sister Martha helped their mother Martha with the children.  When John Jr. was seven, his old great-grandmother Mary Hibbert died in Windham.  Five years later when John Jr. was 13 years old, his grandfather Robert III died in Windham.  On New Year’s Day 1745, John Jr.’s older sister Martha married Mr. Ebenezer Burnham in Hampton.


Back in Norwich, John Jr.’s second cousin Lucy BISHOP was born by Christmas time on December 21, 1747
 in the twentieth year of the reign of King George II of Great Britain. 

The Pearl Family had moved to Windham from their 100 year home of Rowley, Massachusetts Bay Colony in the 1720’s.  They were one of the first families that started the town.  One of the Pearl girls was Elizabeth, a beautiful teenager, the oldest girl in her family.  She lived with her three older brothers Timothy Jr., John, and Nathan; her two younger sisters Phebe and Lydia; her half-siblings James, Richard, Mary, David, Abigail, and Phillip; and her father and step-mother Timothy Sr. and Mary Pearl.  She had buried her mother Elizabeth atop the high, windy hill in the North Cemetery in Hampton, Connecticut Colony when she was seven and a half years old.  John Jr. was often in Windham, visiting his family.  Most of them were still there.  Here he met and fell in love with Elizabeth Pearl.  Sometimes, John Jr. would sneak out at night and run from Canterbury to Windham just to meet up with her.  In the summer of 1748, the two lovers met one fateful night.  Much to her dismay, Elizabeth soon was with-child.  They continued to meet, and made plans for a Saint Valentine’s Day wedding.  When Elizabeth Pearl was seven months pregnant, John Jr. married her on February 14, 1749 in Canterbury, Connecticut Colony.
  They were both twenty.  


The next month, in March 1749, John Jr.’s sister Elizabeth, the second bearing the name, was born.  The first had died a few months earlier.


John Jr. and Elizabeth made their home in Canterbury near the Little River farm.  Two months later, John Jr. and Elizabeth had twin baby girls in their home in Canterbury.  They named them Abigail for Elizabeth’s half-sister Abigail Pearl, and the other Elizabeth after her.  John Jr. and Elizabeth were united with the church in Hampton in November 1749.  In 1750 when John Jr. was 21, Elizabeth gave birth to their first son.  Elizabeth named him Timothy after her father Timothy Pearl, Sr. and her brother Timothy Jr.  The next month, John Jr.’s younger brother William married Miss Dorothy Burnham.  


Three months after the baby Timothy’s birth, he died.  John Jr. and Elizabeth were very saddened by the death of their son.  Elizabeth soon became pregnant again.  Their younger daughter Elizabeth soon became sick and died too.  The young family was very grief stricken once more.  Was this a punishment upon them for their deeds?  John Jr. and Elizabeth had only their two year old Abigail.  In the fall of 1751, a girl was born.  Elizabeth decided to name this fourth child after Elizabeth, the daughter they lost.  A month later, John Jr. had a stillborn sister born.


In the spring of 1753, Elizabeth was pregnant again, and in June, a son was born.  Elizabeth named this boy James for her half-brother James Pearl.  This was a happy time for the Hibbard family, but tragedy struck one year later when John Jr. and Elizabeth’s two-year-old daughter Elizabeth died.  But it was not long before Elizabeth became pregnant once more and the next year when John Jr. was 26, another son was born.  He was named John III after his father and grandfather, and uncle John Pearl.


Abigail and James seemed to grow close and liked to help their parents John Jr. and Elizabeth with the farm work and caring for the baby John III at home.  A couple of years passed and in the spring of 1757, John Jr.’s younger sister Anna married Mr. Thomas Newcomb.  On New Years’ Eve 1757, Timothy II was born, named for his brother who died at 3 months.  But as if the name was cursed, this boy only lived two months.  John Jr.’s fourth son died in March 1758.


John Jr. and Elizabeth’s eighth and last child was Timothy III who was born in 1759 when John Jr. was 30.  At the end of the year of 1759, John Jr.’s younger sister Anna Newcomb died in Canterbury at the age of 25.  In March 1762, John Jr.’s relatively young father John Sr. died in Canterbury at the age of 57.  One month later, John Jr.’s younger brother Eleazer married Miss Hannah Farnham in Canterbury and his younger sister Mary soon married Mr. Nathaniel Ware.  John Jr.’s grandmother Mary was 75-years-old and her health was becoming worse.  In the spring of 1763, Mary died.  Later that year in November, John Jr.’s younger sister Mary Ware remarried to Mr. Zebadiah Farnam.  In 1764 John Jr.’s younger brother Jedediah married Miss Martha Porter.  His younger brother Daniel soon married his wife Hannah and his younger brother Lemuel soon married Miss Nancy Baker.  In 1766, John Jr.’s younger sister Sarah married Mr. William Farnam, Jr.


Meanwhile, John Jr.’s second cousin Lucy was married to Benajah STRONG on March 9, 1769 in Coventry, Connecticut Colony
 when she was 21.  Benajah’s father was a Selectman of Coventry.  He was elected to this position by the town, and it was good for Lucy to have gotten involved with this man whose family was a political power in the colony.  Although, of course, she would love him anyway. 


In August 1769, John Jr. and Elizabeth’s oldest child, Abigail, who was 20, was married to Mr. Joshua Huchins in Canterbury.  Around this time John Jr.’s younger brother Lemuel remarried to Miss Hannah Howard.  Another wedding took place in the summer of 1773 when John Jr.’s oldest son James married Miss Susanna Sheperd in Canterbury.  It was a happy day for the family, time to forget for a while the problems in the colony.  It was enduring more and more pressure from Britain.  The Hibbards often discussed these British acts that effected their trade.  A couple of months later, John Jr.’s father-in-law Timothy Pearl died in Windham.  He was buried on top of the hill in the North Cemetery.

Back in Connecticut Colony in 1770, Lucy and Benajah had their first child, a son named Joseph, born in South Coventry.  Over the next three years, the Strong Family grew with the births of a daughter Narcissa in 1771 and another son named Roger in 1773.


In 1774, things were becoming very tense in the colonies.  Britain had imposed tax after tax and many different Acts that restricted the colonists more and more.  Powder and rifles were being stored.  All one had to do was look around to sense that the colonists, or Yankees, were preparing to fight.  There was an atmosphere of tension.  John Jr. and his son John III were often cleaning their guns, against Elizabeth’s protests.  Sixteen-year-old Timothy was less enthused about the crisis.  John Jr. and his sons drilled openly with other Patriots on the open fields of Connecticut Colony.  There were stories heard of Loyalists who were being tarred and feathered in Boston.  John Jr.’s second cousin Lucy Strong’s husband Benajah soon went to the town of Lexington in Massachusetts Bay Colony.  British forces were heavy in the area, and Benajah Strong joined with other Connecticut Patriots under Captain Elias Buell of Coventry.  Capt. Buell and his force from Coventry joined others from across New England.


Under cover of night, on April 18, 1775, British forces in Boston moved north quietly through the streets.  The British planned to seize supplies of ammunition in Concord, Massachusetts Bay Colony and several other towns.  But watchers on the west bank of the Charles River sprang to attention at the sight of two lanterns flickering in the window of the Old North Church in Boston.  This was the signal that was anticipated, that the British forces, or “redcoats” as they were called because of their uniforms, were planning to march through the night down the road to Lexington.  Three Patriots leaped into the saddles of their waiting horses and galloped off into the night.  “The British are coming, the British are coming!” Private Benajah Strong and the others heard the calls of two of those riders, William Dawes, Jr. and Paul Revere.  He left his pregnant wife and three young children back at their house.


The minutemen assembled, and were ready.  Everyone had their muskets and powder horns ready.  As the sun rose, the British patrol marched into Lexington and found the Patriots gathered in ranks on the village green.  Private Strong heard the British commander order the colonists to drop their guns and leave the green.  The colonists started to leave, but Benajah and the others held on to their guns.  Then a shot went off.  Benajah thought, “Who was that?  Was it them?  Was it us?  Was it me?”  Immediately, the British troops fired several volleys into the group of minutemen.  Benajah and the others fought back.  When it was over, eight Patriots were dead.  This first shot of the revolution was called “the shot heard ‘round the world.”


The British troops moved on to Concord where they cut down a liberty pole, set fire to the courthouse, and destroyed several gun carriages.  After clashing with armed Patriot forces, the British started back towards Boston.  By then, the countryside was swarming with angry colonists.  From behind walls and from buildings, the colonists fired steadily at the redcoats as they retreated to Boston.  Their casualties amounted to 73 killed, 174 wounded, and 26 missing.


That summer Lucy gave birth to their son Billy.  The Revolutionary War waged on.  Corporal Benajah Strong saw many other battles.  On Thursday, July 4, 1776, the Second Continental Congress adopted the Declaration of Independence and if the Patriots could win, the United States of America was created.  Everyone was now in too deep.  There was too much at stake.  They could not lose.  They must win this war, or else...  It was a time of much uncertainty.  Lucy was at home with the children while her husband was out fighting.  It was at this time that Billy died, aged one year.  With so much death and injury with the war, how difficult it was to the family to lose a baby.  In 1778, Lucy gave birth to a second daughter, whom she named after herself.


Back in the spring of 1777, John Hibbard, Jr. had moved his family to Royalton, a town in the part of New York also acknowledged as the newly created Republic of Vermont.  Away from most of the fighting, Royalton was a wilderness where the family suffered much by the Indians, who held possession of the wilderness.  He was entrusted with the duty of securing Royalton's town charter from the New York State Government in the summer of 1779 when he was 50.


The following year was a very frightening one.  Nearly 300 Indians terrorized the Royalton Valley in October 1780.  Led by a British officer, they attacked the defenseless frontier settlements here, killing four, and taking twenty-six prisoners.  They burned the entire village.  The captives were hauled back to Canada and sold for eight dollars a head.  Although there were many Indian raids, this Royalton Raid was the most disastrous of them all.

With his family relocated to the neighboring town of Bethel, Vermont, John Jr. had enough and entered the fighting and was made a private in his younger brother Captain William Hebard's company.  At the age of 52, John Hibbard, Jr. marched to New London, whence they were driven out, September 6, 1781, at the time of the massacre at Fort Griswold, the taking of Fort Trumball, and the burning of New London, CT.  Upon the completion of his service, John Jr. was a lieutenant.


In 1780, Lucy gave birth to her sixth and seventh children, the twins Martha and Mary.  It certainly was an adjustment going from having the four children in the house and then now with the two newborns!  Perhaps being a father of twins had its advantages.  In 1781, Lucy’s husband Benajah was elected, as his father was, as a selectman.  Selectman Strong represented Coventry in the Connecticut General Assembly.  It was a great time for the Strongs, with the war evidently coming to a close, and now with this appointment by the people of Coventry.


It was around this time that John Jr.’s son Timothy married Jerusha Lawrence.  During 1781, the war proceeded swiftly to an end.  Trapped at Yorktown between American and French forces, General Cornwallis surrendered in October.  All serious fighting on the American continent ceased. 


In 1782, Billy II was born to Lucy in Coventry, but just as the earlier baby of the same name had, this child also died after having only survived the summer.  But Lucy had been pregnant once again by Billy II’s death, and that winter in early 1783, her last child was born; a son that they named Benajah, Jr.  A son that was named after her husband, having recently become a deacon in the First Congregationalist Church in Coventry.

In spring 1783, John Jr.’s sister Martha Burnham died in Hampton, CT at the age of 56.  The formal Treaty of Paris was signed in France in 1783.  One month later, at the age of 35, Lucy Bishop Strong died on Thursday, November 27, 1783 in Coventry, CT.
  She left behind her husband and seven children.
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The Hibbard family lived for many years in Royalton, and saw Vermont be admitted as the fourteenth state of the union in 1791.  John Jr.’s mother Martha Durkee was 95 years old when she died in Windham, CT in 1801.  Lieutenant John Hibbard, Jr. died in Royalton, VT.
   His will was probated on Thursday, January 17, 1805.  He was 76 years old.  He left behind four children, six grandchildren, and one great-granddaughter.


Deacon Corporal Benajah Strong had lived on 25 years after his wife Lucy’s death.  He could not live to complete a twenty-sixth year.  Two days before the anniversary of his wife’s death, he died on Saturday, November 25, 1809 in Coventry, CT
.  He was 69 years old when he left behind the seven children that now had borne him 28 living grandchildren.

The SIXTH GENERATION: 1759-1862

Young America:

The Stories of Timothy Hibbard, III and Dr. Joseph Strong, Sr.
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 great snowstorm blew outside on the night that Timothy HIBBARD III was born.  He was born on January 4, 1759 in Canterbury, Connecticut Colony
 in the thirty-second year of the reign of King George II of Great Britain.  He was the eighth and last child born to his parents.  He was named after two of his brothers that had died, Timothy II exactly 10 months earlier, and Timothy eight years earlier.  They were named after their grandfather Timothy Pearl, Sr. and their uncle Timothy Jr.  His older sister Abigail, named after their aunt Abigail Pearl, was 9.  His older brother James was 5 years old; he was named after their uncle James Pearl.  And his older brother John III was 3 years old.


Timothy grew up in this small house with his parents, sister, and two brothers.  He was surrounded in Canterbury by a large extended family.  He often got to spend time with his grandparents, both the Hebards and the Pearls.  Grandmother Mary Pearl, was not his real grandmother, she was his grandfather’s second wife.  But that made little difference.  She was just the same to her step-children and grand-step-children.  His great-grandmother Mary Hebard was in her seventies, and Timothy liked when his family visited her too.  When Timothy was three in March 1762, his grandfather John Sr. grew sick suddenly, and died at his home.  One year later, Timothy’s great-grandmother Mary Hebard died.  


Timothy and his sister Abigail spent a lot of time with their grandmother Martha Hebard.  She lived in Windham, but she often came to their house, driving her buckboard.  Timothy and his brother John III liked to tend to her black horse when she visited.  They would unhook him, and set him up in the barn with water and feed.  They liked to brush him down too, and the horse certainly didn’t mind the attention!


Timothy’s sister Abigail finished her schooling, and was frequently courted by a boy named Mr. Joshua Huchins.  Timothy thought it was funny because Joshua was younger than her.  When Joshua and Abigail would spend time together on night walks and such, Timothy and John III would hide in their window and laugh.  This usually got them in trouble with their mother, who found the activity less amusing.  In August 1769, the family gathered for Abigail’s marriage to Mr. Huchins.  Mr. and Mrs. Huchins eventually moved to New York.  Ten-year-old Timothy found life different after that, with his older sister not around, it was just him and his brothers.  And in her absence, there was no one to protect him from James bullying him around.  Timothy soon missed his sister very much!


Meanwhile, in South Coventry in Connecticut Colony, Timothy’s third cousin Joseph STRONG was born on March 10, 1770 in the tenth year of the reign of King George III of Great Britain.
  When he was one, his sister Narcissa was born; and when he was three, his brother Roger was born. 

Joseph showed himself to be very intelligent at a young age.  He enjoyed helping his father with the animals, especially when they got sick.  Joseph considered them his patients!  Consequently, Joseph was able to nurse a sick pig back to health once or twice!  He did do a good job, and as he grew older he took to a lot of reading.


The threat of violence was becoming more apparent, especially with the news coming from Boston.  People were not happy at all with the way that the colonies were being treated by Britain.  In the midst of this, Timothy’s older brother James was married to Miss Susanna Sheperd in town in the summer of 1773.  It wasn’t long after this that Timothy’s grandfather Timothy Pearl, Sr. died in Windham in October. In the cemetery in Windham, 14-year-old Timothy watched his grandfather’s casket being lowered into the ground.  The headstone read, “In Memory of Mr. Timothy Pearl he Departed this Life Oct. 9 1773 in the 79th year of his Age.”  At this site on the top of the hill, Timothy’s mother Elizabeth showed him where her mother was buried, not far from where grandfather was placed. This was Timothy’s real grandmother.  He spent time with his grand-step-mother Mary Pearl that day, to help her along, as several of the family kept her company.
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Timothy’s father and brother John III were becoming very tense about the British situation, some said there would be a war soon.  Timothy tried not to get sucked into the scuttlebutt.  If John III wanted to go off marching with their father, then that was fine with Timothy, as long as it didn’t affect him.  Back in Coventry, Timothy’s third cousin Joseph did not have that luxury.  His father was going off to fight, for real.  Four-year-old Joseph was mad at his father for leaving him.  But when his father returned from the fighting, his stories did captivate young Joseph.  His stories of battle and the injuries and death left in their wake made an impression in Joseph’s mind.  

When Joseph was five, his brother Billy was born, but the baby only lived a year.  When he was eight, Lucy was born, named after their mother, and when he was 10, the twins Martha and Mary were born.


In March 1777, Timothy’s brother John III married Miss Abigail Cleveland.  When the fighting started for real, it scared Timothy’s family.  In April 1777, his father decided to move the family north, away from Massachusetts.  Timothy’s brothers James and John III and their families moved with them too.  They settled in Royalton in that part of the country called Vermont for its summertime, lush green mountains.  But the Revolution continued to follow them.  Ultimately, Timothy’s father did serve in the war, fighting in New London.  


Timothy’s thoughts were far from war though.  He had fallen in love with a girl named Jerusha LAWRENCE.  Her family were loyalists, not wanting independence from Great Britain, but hoping that everything will die down.  They had come to Vermont to get away from the patriots.  Timothy and Jerusha soon married and set up their home in Bethel.
  But they had chosen the wrong time to arrive in this area.  It was in October 1780 that nearly 300 Indians, led by a British officer, terrorized the Royalton valley.  Four were killed in this defenseless frontier settlement.  Twenty-six were taken prisoner, and sold in Canada.  Royalton was reduced to ashes.  Timothy had some building to do.  But here in September 1781, when Timothy was 22, their first child was born.  They named this boy Samuel.  In April 1783, their first daughter was born.  Timothy named her Elizabeth after his mother.


The war for independence was won.  Joseph was almost twelve years old when his younger brother Billy II was born, but the baby only lived through the summer.  Joseph wanted to do something.  How could this be happening?  He felt so helpless.  How could he have helped his brother?  Joseph borrowed some medical books from the doctor in Coventry, and he began reading them cover to cover.  He would get one more baby brother, Benajah Jr., named for their father who was a war hero, a deacon in their church, and a selectman for their town.  But in the autumn of 1783, Joseph’s mother became very ill.  She was only 35 years old when she died in November 1783.  It was tragic to 13-year-old Joseph, to lose his mother at such a young age.  There was little that the doctor, or he, could do for her as she had breathed her last breath.


Back in Bethel, Timothy’s family continued to grow.  In June 1784 his third child, his second boy, was born.  He was named Timothy IV.  The next year Timothy and Jerusha’s fourth child, their second daughter, Mary was born.  Timothy named her for his step-grandmother Mary Pearl. 


Joseph’s teenage years were spent helping his father to raise the other six children, not that his father did not discipline him, on the contrary.  As the first born and the oldest, with a military, religious, and civic leader for a father, he could not live up to his father’s highest of expectations, no matter how hard he tried, and try did he.  He always did his best.  After he finished school, Joseph applied to Yale College, where he did get to attend.  While he studied at Yale, he received word that his grandfather Caleb Bishop had died in Guilford, CT in 1785.  

But up in Bethel, a birth as John was born to Timothy and Jerusha in July 1787.  They named him after Timothy’s father and grandfather.  

It was the next year that Joseph’s 17-year-old sister Narcissa married 25-year-old Mr. Benjamin Davenport.   Joseph Strong graduated from Yale College.  He was 18 years old.  He went on to study medicine under Dr. Lemuel Hopkins of Hartford from 1788 to 1790.  He then attended the University of Pennsylvania’s School of Medicine under Dr. Benjamin Rush until 1792.


In 1789 in Bethel, Timothy and Jerusha had their sixth child, their fourth son, Josiah.  Word came that back in Windham, CT, Timothy’s grandmother, the second wife of his grandfather, Mary Pearl died.  It was not long after grandmother Mary’s death that Timothy’s son Timothy IV died at about six years old.


Dr. Joseph Strong first practiced medicine in Middletown, Connecticut, but then decided he’d like to take his love of medicine and put it to use serving in the military like his father did.  At the age of 22, he joined the young United States army on May 4, 1792.  He was appointed a surgeon's mate in the legion of General Anthony Wayne in the Ohio campaign against the Indians.  The Indians had defeated the American armies twice.  While serving in the Northwest Territory in these bloody battles, Dr. Strong invented the Axle Tourniquet for the control of bleeding during surgical operations.  In 1794, the Indians were well supplied with British guns and powder and shot, and entrenched in a natural fortress of fallen timbers left by an earlier tornado.  General Wayne had such a hot temper, Dr. Strong and the others called him “Mad Anthony.”  Among the 2,000 troops Mad Anthony had trained, and now commanded, there were several hundred tough Indian-fighting Kentucky riflemen.  On the twentieth of August, the Americans struck swiftly.  They first fired a volley and then charged with their bayonets.  The battle was over in less than an hour, and the Indians had been scattered.  This battle came to be called the Battle of Fallen Timbers, and it brought an end to almost twenty years of Indian warfare.  The British finally withdrew from the forts that they had been holding in American territory.  Due to this battle that Dr. Strong aided in, the vast region beyond the Appalachians was now open to settlement.  Surgeon’s Mate Dr. Strong’s four-year tour of duty ended in May 1796.


After he retired from the army, Dr. Strong moved to Philadelphia, PA, having graduated from the University of Pennsylvania before joining the army.  Here he set up his practice in the city.  That summer he met 17-year-old Miss Rebecca Young.  Rebecca lived in Philadelphia all of her life.  She was the daughter of Captain Peter Young, a revolutionary privateer.  They spent the summer together, going to parties and gatherings.  She was fascinated with him.  Dr. Strong decided to marry her.  When he was 26 years old, he was married to Rebecca YOUNG on Thursday, September 8, 1796 at the First Baptist Church in Philadelphia, PA.
  His brother Roger soon married as well.  Him to Miss Mary Fitch.


That November, Dr. Strong went through the streets of Philadelphia on Election Day 1796.  There was a holiday spirit of excitement as the voters lined up outside the hall.  President Washington had decided not to run for a third term, and the choice was Federalist John Adams or Republican Thomas Jefferson.  Dr. Strong went into what would be known as Independence Hall and cast his vote.  In the autumn of 1797, Joseph and Rebecca’s first child was born.  Dr. Strong named her Lucy after his mother who died at the age of 35.  His sister Lucy soon married Reverend Joseph Warren Crossman, a graduate of Brown University and the pastor of the congregationalist church in Salisbury, CT.


In 1798 Vermont was now the fourteenth state in the union.  In Bethel, Timothy and Jerusha’s youngest child grew sick.  At the age of eight, Josiah died.  Saddened by his death, Timothy and Jerusha decided to try to have another baby.  It was not long before another boy was born.  They decided to name him Josiah as well, after their son.  Timothy’s brother John III had become a prominent Baptist minister in Vermont.  It was in July 1800 that he passed away at the age of 44.


At their home in Philadelphia, Dr. and Mrs. Strong had their second child, their first son, in June 1799.  They named him Joseph Jr.  In 1800, Dr. Strong’s sister Martha married a merchant named Mr. J. Walter Rose.  After having a son, he died a year and a half later, and she later married Deacon Eliphalet Whittlesey.  Her twin sister Mary married the blacksmith Mr. Daniel Cutler at that time as well.

At New Year’s Day 1801, with his successful medical practice, and two young children, Dr. Strong was doing very well.  And the good news continued.  On January 29, 1801, at the age of 30, Dr. Strong received his patent for his Axle Tourniquet.  Dr. Strong was a leading local physician and was also a major promoter of the Philadelphia Society for the Encouragement of Domestic Manufacturers.  In April 1801, Rebecca gave birth to the couple’s third child, their second son.  They named him Peter Young, after his grandfather, his middle name being Rebecca’s maiden name.  Eleanor, their fourth child and second daughter, was born in Philadelphia soon thereafter.


Timothy’s grandmother Martha Hebard was now in her nineties.  Timothy didn’t know anyone who was as old as his grandmother!  Still living in Windham, CT, she had seen almost a century of pivotal New England history in the making.  Almost 96 years old, word came to the Hebbard family that Timothy’s grandmother Martha died in October 1801.


It came to pass that the Hebbard family decided to leave Vermont.  Jerusha came to realize that the British were not coming back to the United States.  It had been two decades since General George Washington had won the Revolution, and the Battle of Fallen Timbers had led to the withdrawal of the British from the northwestern forts.  The British possessed Canada as part of their vast empire, and the Hebbard family moved to the province of Quebec.  Amidst French Catholics everywhere, they settled on the shores of Lac Maskinonge with a small group of United Empire Loyalists.  Timothy became friendly with a bachelor living there named Benjamin Page.  He was a Loyalist who had left the colonies for Quebec several years back.  In September 1803, Benjamin married Timothy’s eldest daughter Elizabeth in the closest church, in Sorel.


In December 1804, Dr. Strong delivered his fifth child, the third boy, William.  William lived for eight months before he died in September 1805.  When Rebecca gave birth to another boy in June 1806, she named him William Young.  


In early 1805 Timothy’s father John Jr. died in Royalton, VT.  It was around this time when he was in his forties that Timothy’s daughter Mary married Mr. Charles Dunn.  In 1807, Timothy’s brother James died at the age of 54 in Royalton, VT.  The next year, he had a great honor when his older daughter Elizabeth named her first-born son after him.


In September 1808, Joseph Sr. and Rebecca had another daughter in Philadelphia.  They named her Rebecca.  In November 1809, Dr. Strong’s father Benajah died in Coventry, CT.  And in August 1810, Joseph Sr. and Rebecca’s eighth and last child Lavina was born.  Lavina lived for a year and a half before she died in March 1812.  Dr. Strong could not save his baby.  Dr. Strong went over it in his mind time and again.  He wished that there was more that he could do for his daughter, much like the way he felt when he was a teenager.  Now with two children, dead.  Like as a boy when he felt so helpless when his brother died, or his young mother.  Distraught, Dr. Joseph Strong, Sr. died a month later of yellow fever on Friday, April 24, 1812 in Philadelphia, PA.
  At the age of 42, he left his wife and 6 children.


When Timothy was 54, the wedding of his son John to Miss Mary Armstrong took place in 1813.  She was from a prominent local Loyalist family.  Years later when he was 63, Timothy’s youngest child Josiah II married Miss Anna Hunter in January 1822.


Timothy Hibbard lived a long and full life in the town of St-Gabriel-de-Brandon on the shores of Lac Maskinonge in Quebec.  None of his siblings lived to be over 54.  But he wasn’t like his siblings, in anything!  In his eighties, he died here in Quebec.  He left 5 children, 16 grandchildren, and 6 great-grandchildren.


Dr. Strong’s widow Rebecca lived on for half a century after his death.  She remarried a man named Peter Gardiner and she had a son named Richard.  Having moved to Ohio many years before, she died on Sunday, June 8, 1862 in Piqua, OH.
  She was buried in her daughter Eleanor’s Wood Family Lot in Grandview Cemetery, Chilliacothe, OH.
  At the age of 83, she left 4 children, 13 grandchildren, and 11 great-grandchildren.

The SEVENTH GENERATION: 1783-1863

Pioneer Women:

The Stories of Elizabeth Hibbard Page and Eleanor Strong Wood
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he was born in the seventh year of American independence.  Elizabeth HIBBARD was born on Tuesday, April 8, 1783 in Royalton, Republic of Vermont.
  Named for her grandmother Elizabeth Pearl Hebard, she was the second born child of her parents, and their first daughter.  Her older brother Samuel was one and a half years old.  Her brother Timothy IV was born when she was one in June 1784, and her sister Mary the following year.  Timothy IV was named for their father, and Mary for their grandaunt Mary Farnam.


Elizabeth and her family lived in the wilderness of Vermont.  With its beautiful green mountains touching the sky, Vermont also held Indians in the hills.  The natives did not like the settlers like the Hibbards moving onto their lands, and the family occasionally felt the effects of this disdain.


When Elizabeth was four years old in July 1787, her mother gave birth to another boy, Elizabeth’s brother John.  He was named for their grandfather John Jr. and their uncle John III.  In March 1789, Elizabeth’s younger brother Josiah was born when she was five.


Also living nearby in Bethel, VT, Elizabeth’s grandparents John Jr. and Elizabeth were often at the house.  Her and her grandmother had a special relationship together, probably because she was her namesake.  They spent a lot of time together, especially when Elizabeth’s brother Timothy IV died as just a young little boy.  Grandmother Elizabeth told her about how sad she was when she was Elizabeth’s age, because her mother had died.  Elizabeth knew that as hard as it was to say good-bye to Timothy IV, she could not imagine the pain of having your mother die at her age, as Grandmother Elizabeth did when she was only seven.


In November 1797 when Elizabeth was 14, she endured the pain of seeing another brother buried in Bethel.  Josiah was only 8, and he had died just as their brother Timothy IV did.  Even though her parents were getting older, Josiah’s death brought the family into discussing if they should have another baby.  Elizabeth encouraged her parents to bring another baby to the family, to replace their pain with joy.  Elizabeth’s mother did become pregnant again, and Elizabeth’s youngest brother Josiah II was soon born.


Elizabeth’s great-grandmother lived back in Windham, CT.  Elizabeth never met her grandfather John Jr.’s mother Martha Hebard, but she was told that she was very old.  It was in 1801 that Elizabeth’s family received word that her 95-year-old great-grandmother had died in Connecticut that October.


Meanwhile, in Philadelphia, PA during the presidency of Thomas Jefferson, Elizabeth’s fourth cousin Eleanor STRONG was born about 1802.
  She was the fourth child and second daughter of her parents.  Her sister Lucy was about five years old, her older brother Joseph Jr. was about three, and her brother Peter Young was about one.  


Back in Vermont, the Hibbard family had made the difficult decision to move to land that was still British land.  They loaded up their wagon with all that they owned and prepared to move for good.  Leaving the newly formed United States behind, the teen-aged Elizabeth and her family moved north to Quebec.  They crossed and passed the rising and falling Green Mountains of the State of Vermont.  Soon the mountains were behind them and nothing but flat land lay ahead.  Elizabeth’s father Timothy told the children that they were now in Quebec, on the King’s land.  Elizabeth thought of how they had just left all that she had ever known behind her.  Her friends, her uncles, her grandfather, all left behind in the name of loyalty to the king.  Back in a totally different country that was her home just days ago, were the graves of her two brothers.  She had left them just so that they could live under British rule, as her parents did before the uprising resulting in independence.  It was a sad thought and Elizabeth rode over the flatlands with mixed emotions.
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Passing through farm after farm and town after town, where mostly everyone spoke French, they finally reached their destination.  It was a small gathering of loyalists on the shore of Lake Maskinonge.  Here they were met by families who spoke English!  They all had their views on what has happened in the former colonies with the independence.  One of these men was a bachelor named Benjamin Page.  He lived in the Dautsay area of the settlement.  He was very helpful to Elizabeth’s father in their getting settled in this northern land.


Benjamin became a good friend to the family, and he quickly became enamored with Elizabeth.  He was almost old enough to be her father, but they did fall in love with each other.  The closest church was in Sorel.  The whole family went there on the morning of Monday, September 12, 1803.  They were there at Christ Church in Sorel as the rector married Elizabeth and Benjamin.
  Elizabeth was very happy.  She was twenty years old.  She moved onto his land and they began their new life together.


Now back in Pennsylvania, when Eleanor was about two in 1804, her younger brother William was born.  William only lived for eight months before he died.  Her brother William Young was born shortly thereafter.  
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For Elizabeth back in Quebec, 1805 was an eventful time period.  It was around this time that her first two children Mary and Polly were born, her younger sister Mary married Mr. Charles Dunn, and her grandfather John Hebbard, Jr. died in Vermont.  There was both joy, and sadness.


When Eleanor was about six in 1808, her younger sister Rebecca was born.  She was named after their mother.  Within a few days of this birth in Pennsylvania, Elizabeth and Benjamin’s first son was born in Louiseville, Quebec.  In honor of her father who she loved very much, she named the boy Timothy Hibbard Page.
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Although he was often a distant man, Eleanor’s father Dr. Strong did have one topic that he spoke freely of.  Eleanor, called “Ellen,” and the other Strong children enjoyed listening to their prominent father talk about his experiences in the Army.  Upon visits, their grandfather Benajah Strong would compliment the military subject with his about the Revolution, and the story of his fighting at Lexington.  It did soon come to pass in 1809 though, that Benajah died in Connecticut.  The old revolutionary war corporal, Ellen’s grandfather, was 69 years old.


In 1810 when Ellen was about 8 years old, her youngest sister was born.  She was named Lavina.  Lavina never lived to be 2 years old.  Ellen’s family was very sad by the toddler’s life cut short, but none was more distraught than their father.  It was a bit over a month later that Ellen lost her father too when he died of yellow fever at the age of 42.


Elizabeth’s husband Benjamin was a good farmer, and he provided well for their growing family.  Three days before Elizabeth’s twenty-ninth birthday in 1812, she gave birth to her fourth child, Jerusha.  Jerusha was named for Elizabeth’s other parent, as the previous child was named for Elizabeth’s father.  


Elizabeth was in an interesting place in an interesting time.  At this time in France, Napoleon Bonaparte was conquering Europe.  What the French could not attain was Great Britain.  To help defend itself, the British were determined to destroy America’s trade with France.  While the British were interfering with America’s trade with France, Napoleon forbade trade with Great Britain.  Both countries would impede American shipping to the other.  In a bad attempt to stop the interference, the American president made the mistake of offering exclusive open trade with whichever side first agreed to it.  Napoleon accepted, and Britain interpreted that the United States had chosen to become an enemy.  But unaware that Britain did not seek war with the U.S., congress declared war on Great Britain.  Therein lay the War of 1812.  Elizabeth was a British loyalist from America in a French-speaking land.  The situation of her family could change very drastically, very suddenly, with what was taking place on the world scene.


In 1813, Elizabeth’s brother John married Miss Mary Armstrong.  She was from an important local Loyalist family.  In 1814 Elizabeth and Benjamin had their fifth child, their second son, John Phillip Page.  Over the next few years, Elizabeth Annis and Joseph was born to them.  


In Philadelphia; not too long after the British sailed up Chesapeake Bay, landed, and burned most of Washington, D.C.; Ellen’s eldest sister Lucy married Mr. William Key Bond from Maryland.  Mr. Bond would go on to be a noted judge and congressman.


“Benjamin, Benjamin!”, Elizabeth called out from their wooden farmhouse in Quebec.  Their daughter Mary was there.  She ran out to him, “Pa!  Pa, it’s time!  The baby is coming!”  It was an early summer day in 1817 when Elizabeth and Benjamin’s sixth child was born.  She was their fourth daughter, and was named Elizabeth after her tired mother.  It wouldn’t be long until Joseph, the seventh child and third boy was born.


In Philadelphia, the Strong Family was picking up and heading west.  Ellen’s mother had remarried, and they all moved out to Ohio.  Getting settled in this new western state was difficult for Ellen.  It was much different than the Philadelphia Society that her father had always been a part of.  It was interesting for Ellen to be so far from home, but know that it was here that her father had served when he was in the Army.
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Elizabeth pleaded with her husband.  His hair starting to gray, and his enraged face beginning to wrinkle.  “Elliott!”  He angrily scorned aloud.  Elizabeth knew that he referred to Simon Elliott, the 28-year-old from Lavaltire.  “She’s just a girl!” he yelled at Elizabeth, with Mary crying in one room, and the two frightened babies Elizabeth and Joseph crying in the other.  “She’s your girl,” Elizabeth told him, “not much younger than I when I wed you, and you are how much older than me?”  “How dare you!  I had the decency to marry you, and with your father’s unquestioned blessing!  You were twenty.  Twenty!  She is sixteen!  Sixteen years old, she is a child!  He has turned Mary into a... a....,” he struggled for his words.  Elizabeth interrupted, “He has gotten Mary pregnant, that’s it.  She’s not innocent in this either you know!”  Mary ran out of the house; her 13-year-old brother Timothy ran after her.  Elizabeth and Benjamin’s oldest daughter was pregnant, by Mr. Elliott.  There would be no wedding to help mask the shame that the family felt.  Elizabeth and Benjamin became grandparents in 1822 when the baby was born to Mary.  Mary gave the baby the names of her mother and her.


It was earlier that year in January 1822 that Elizabeth’s youngest brother Josiah II married Miss Anna Hunter.


In Ohio, Ellen and her mother saw him walking by the field, he was barefoot, and wearing ragged trousers and a flour sack for a shirt.  “This really was the frontier!” Ellen thought.  Her mother thought it was odd, because he was planting seeds in the field.  She started a conversation with him, and offered him a meal and a place to sleep.  He was a kindly, simple man who tried to live in harmony with nature.  Everyone sat at the table, with young William and Rebecca listening curiously to the stranger’s stories of his wilderness adventures.  Ellen asked him, “Why is it that you go through the country planting seeds?”  Her mother scorned her, but he said, “No, no it’s all right.  Orchards are much needed, so that people coming later can eat of the Lord’s bounty in this great land.”  The man spoke more earnestly of God as the night wore on.  Ellen’s mother said, “Mr. Chapman, we have prepared a bed for you for the night.”  He said, “Ma’am, it is mighty kind of you, but if it is all the same, the floor would provide sufficiently.”  Ellen was surprised, “The floor, good heaven’s, why refuse the bed that we have?  It’s perfectly proper, sir.”  He told her, “No, the floor will be fine.  I expect no beds in the world to come, so I prefer not to get used to them while I am here!”  In the morning after breakfast, John Chapman bid the Strong children farewell, and he was on his way westward, to plant more apple seeds.  Ellen would not soon forget this strange lovable man whom she always called “Johnny Appleseed.”


While strolling through town one day, Ellen asked her mother, “Who is that?”  Her mother said that it was John Wood, the porkpacker.  Despite the unattractiveness of her mother’s reply, Ellen became enamored with this businessman.  Soon Mr. Wood came to reciprocate her feelings.  He and his brother, born in Virginia, were early merchants in this town of Chillicothe.  They had made a small fortune in the porkpacking business.  Practically old enough to be her father, John was just six years younger than her mother.  John had selected youth as the object of his affections.  On Thursday, March 13, 1823, Ellen, in her early twenties, married John Wood, sixteen years her senior, at St. Paul’s Episcopal Church in Chillicothe, OH.


In Quebec, Elizabeth was 40.  She was also pregnant yet again.  Late in 1823, Elizabeth and Benjamin’s last child, of eight, was born.  She was named Malvina Rebecca, and she was the fifth daughter.  By the summer of the year following, Elizabeth’s oldest daughter Mary had died at age 19.  She left behind the grandchild.  Elizabeth was devastated to lose her daughter, who had always been so helpful to her as her oldest.


Ellen felt that her life was somewhat similar to when she was back in Philadelphia, now with her husband in Ohio, and a good living.  Married a year, and living in Chillicothe, she became pregnant.  In 1825, Ellen gave birth to her and John’s first child, John Wood, Jr.  John Jr. only lived for several months, and was dead the following year.  Later that year, 1826, in October, Ellen and John Sr. had a second son, William Bond, and in June 1828 John III was born.  A fourth son, Thomas James, was born in 1829.  And Ellen and John Sr. had their fifth child, their only daughter Ellen, in July 1831.


In Quebec, the Page Family received a 200-acre land grant, to farm.  The land was shared between them and her sister Mary Dunn’s family.  But at this time, even Elizabeth wasn’t sure of what was going on with her oldest son Timothy.  He had asked a Catholic to marry him.  She was a French woman, not in short supply, but she knew that her son should marry an Anglican.  No one in the family had ever married a Catholic, she wasn’t even sure if it was legal.  This girl was from a family down the street, the Belands.  One of the Dunns in the neighborhood had just married this girl’s sister, so Elizabeth figured that it was possible.  In the end, Elizabeth and Benjamin’s son Timothy married the French girl in February 1832.


At this time in Ohio, Ellen and John Sr.’s sixth child was born.  He was their fifth son George, and Ellen gave birth to him in December 1832.  A week later, on Christmas Eve 1832, the young Wood Family gathered around the fireplace in the home with the new baby on West Fourth Street in Chillicothe.  Carolers sang outside to the delight of the children.  There was a light snow.  It was also a white Christmas at Ellen’s fourth cousin Elizabeth’s home in St‑Gabriel-de-Brandon.  Lac Maskinonge was frozen over.  These Canadian winters were always very cold.  Her sons John and Joseph, warmed themselves by their Yule log, recovering from their day of ice skating with their sisters.  Elizabeth’s son Timothy joined the rest of the Page Family with his new French wife for this Christmas.  Elizabeth’s husband Benjamin impressed everyone as he greeted his daughter-in-law, “Joyeux Noël!”  Over 200 Hibbard Family Christmases had past since their 4-great-grandfather had left England, as Elizabeth’s Page Family in Quebec and Ellen’s Wood Family in Ohio gathered together in celebration of the holiday.


Two years later in September 1834, Ellen and John Sr.’s seventh child Joseph Strong was born.  He was the sixth boy, but only lived for about a week.  The next month, Ellen’s 26-year-old younger sister Rebecca married Mr. Oliver Hazard Perry Anderson, 5 years younger than her.  In February 1835, her youngest brother William Young married Miss Annie Massie in Kentucky.  


In October 1838 in Montcalm, Quebec, Elizabeth’s second son John Phillip married Miss Melissa Clements.  And in February 1841, Elizabeth’s daughter Jerusha became Mrs. David Clark.  It was around this time that her old father Timothy died in his early eighties.


It was a very happy day for the Page family at the Episcopal Congregation Church in Rawdon, Quebec, on a Monday morning in June 1841.  Elizabeth and Benjamin’s two youngest daughters Elizabeth Annis and Malvina Rebecca were both getting married.  Elizabeth married Mr. Leonard Reade, and her sister Malvina married James Robinson.  As both of her baby girls said “I do”, Elizabeth was 58 years old, and her husband Benjamin was in his mid-seventies.


On July 1, 1842, Elizabeth’s husband Benjamin donated a portion of his farmland to the church.  On it was a combination church and schoolhouse building under construction.  Her brother-in-law Charles Dunn was on the Board of Trustees for the new church.


In Ohio, when Ellen was in her early 40’s, it was a big surprise when she became pregnant again, for this one last time.  It had been a decade since she was last pregnant.  “I almost forgot what it was like!” she told her eleven-year-old son George, who was bewildered to see his mother in this form.  In February 1845, Ellen and John Sr. had their eighth child.  The seventh son, he was named Charles.


Ellen’s husband John Wood Sr. had been a councilman, to add politics to his wealth.  He was 62 years old when he died on Saturday, January 29, 1848, in Chillicothe, OH.
  He left Ellen and 6 children.


In St-Gabriel-de-Brandon, on December 28, 1849, Elizabeth’s husband Benjamin donated more of his land to be used as a place for the interment of dead.  It wouldn’t be long before Benjamin had need for the church’s new cemetery.  At the age of 68, Elizabeth Hibbard Page died on Thursday, November 6, 1851, in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon, Quebec, Canada East.
  He buried her in that cemetery from his land in Lac Maskinonge.  Besides her husband, she left 7 children and 22 grandchildren.


In Chillicothe, Ellen ordered the elegant 85 South Paint Street in Chillicothe constructed, and the family moved in.  Her son John III married Miss Jane Mary Dun in 1852.  It was around this time that her son Thomas James died.  To compound this sad event, her youngest son, the surprise child, Charles, died at eight years old in June 1853.  For all its opulence, the house never seemed full after the boy’s death.  In June 1856, she and her 24-year-old daughter Ellen moved to New York City, NY.  Her son George was working there in the city for a man named Frank Work.


In February 1857, Ellen’s daughter married this Mr. Frank H. Work in New York City, NY.  A former resident of Chillicothe, he was now a dry goods merchant in the city.  It was this year that Ellen’s oldest brother Joseph Jr. died in his late fifties in Maryland.  In June 1860, her son George married Miss Sarah McDonald.  Ellen received word that her sister Lucy Bond died that August.


Elizabeth’s widower Benjamin Page had lived to be a very old man.  He continued to live in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon in Quebec for the rest of his days.  In his mid-nineties, he died on Saturday, November 3, 1860, in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon, Quebec, Canada East.
  He was survived by 6 children and 28 grandchildren.  He was buried in the English Cemetery, Lac Maskinonge, in Quebec.  In 1927, a monument was unveiled in this cemetery, in memory of the United Empire Loyalists and founders of the Lake Maskinonge Settlement.  On the plaque [image: image26.png]


affixed to a large stone, they are all named, and most of them are interred in this cemetery, including Benjamin and Elizabeth Page.  Listed along with him are their sons Joseph, Timothy, and John Page.  Their granddaughter Eliza Elliott’s father, Simon Elliott is listed.  And also Elizabeth’s father Timothy Hibbard, brothers Samuel and John Hibbard, and sister Mary Dunn.  “They rest from their labours.” 


When Ellen was about 60 in June 1862, her mother Rebecca died in Piqua, OH at the age of 83.  Ellen traveled by train from New York to Ohio to visit her grave in the family lot at Grandview Cemetery in Chillicothe.  A year later, back in New York City, she herself died in her early sixties.  Eleanor Strong Wood died on Thursday, July 9, 1863, in New York City, NY.
  She was survived by 4 children and 8 grandchildren.

The EIGHTH GENERATION: 1808-1911

Conversion and New York City

The Stories of Timothy Hibbard Page and Ellen Wood Work
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t’s a boy, it’s a boy!” the proud father said.  “First born son in Quebec.” the mother noted.  “Have you decided what he is to be called?” the father asked his wife.  “Will we name him after your father?” he asked.  “Without Pa I never would have come here, and we would have never met.” the mother said, “Given your age in the first place, he was understanding enough.  Yes.  We will name the baby after my father.”  The father was glad.  The grandfather was even happier when he met his namesake.  Timothy Hibbard PAGE was born on Monday, October 10, 1808, in Louiseville, Quebec, Lower Canada.
  It was the forty‑eighth year of the reign of King George III of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland.


Timothy was the first born son.  His mother had lived in the United States when she was a girl, until she came to Quebec with her parents and brothers and sister.  The family were loyalists, who departed from that part of the empire that had achieved its independence.  Timothy’s grandfather, and namesake, was the man who led his family on this long journey from the state of Vermont.  Consequently, Timothy’s grandfather, like himself, was also named for his own grandfather, Timothy Pearl, Sr.


Timothy’s eldest sister was Mary, and she was about 3 years old.  She was named for their aunt Mary Dunn.  His older sister Polly was 2 years old.  When Timothy was 3 years old, his sister Jerusha was born.  She was named for their grandmother Jerusha Lawrence Hibbard.  When Jerusha was to be baptized, with the family making the trip to Sorel, 3-year-old Timothy and their older sister Polly were also baptized at Christ Church in February 1813.

A year and a half later, when Timothy was five, his brother John Phillip was born in 1814, named for their uncle John Hebbard.  
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When Timothy was 8 years old, his sister Elizabeth Annis was born.  She was named for their mother.  When he was about 10, his brother Joseph was born, but everyone called him Josiah instead.  


So there it was, the young Page Family in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon in Quebec.  Timothy would play with his sister Jerusha in the summer in Lac Maskinonge with his other sisters and brothers not too far.  Ma’s at home, and Pa’s at work in the fields.  Those were carefree days, and the years passed.


When Timothy was thirteen, he sat in the corner of his eldest sister Mary’s room with her.  She was three years older than him.  She was crying.  Timothy was comforting her, “Mary, what the matter?”  She couldn’t tell him, she just looked up and quietly continued to cry.  “Come on Mary, you can trust me.”  She looked at him, her eyes full of tears, and he was a little scared, not knowing what was going on.  “Oh, Timothy,” she said.  “What’s wrong?”, he asked quietly.  There was silence for a while.  “I’m pregnant.”  Timothy heart dropped, “What?” he asked gently.  “Oh my God.  With who?”  She sat speechless with the tears rolling off of her face.  Just then their sister Jerusha walked in the room, her long hair about her shoulders, but stopped suddenly as she saw this scene.  “What’s happening?” the ten-year-old girl asked.  Timothy got mad that she was there and told her to go away.  Mary looked the other way and waved her off.  Their younger sister knew enough to leave for now.  Timothy looked back at his sister in torment.  Then it came to him.  “That man?” he asked.  Mary shook her head yes.  She sopped up the strength and said, “Simon.”  Timothy could hardly believe it.  His sister wiped her right eye.  “But he’s so much older than you.”  At that moment they heard the front door close.  Mary got scared, “Pa!”, she said quietly to Timothy.  “Does he know?” Timothy asked.  Mary said, “No.  But Ma does, and some people know.  He’s bound to find out sooner or later anyway.”  Then they could hear the arguing in the back room.  Mary looked at Timothy, “He knows.”  Timothy nodded his head, scared himself.  Over the mumbled argument, they heard Ma raise her voice to Pa, something she never did, “She’s not innocent in this either you know!”  At that Mary pushed Timothy aside and ran out of the room, sobbing as she went.  Timothy struggled to his feet.  “Mary!” he yelled, and ran out of the house after her.


That winter came and went as Timothy’s sister lived through this pregnancy.  Simon Elliott still lived nearby, but there was going to be no marriage between this 28-year-old man and this 17‑year-old girl.  The whole family understood that one mistake was enough in Mary’s life.


In June 1822, his sister Mary gave birth to the baby.  Timothy and his brothers and sisters heard the child’s first crying breaths in the next room.  It was an experience that he would always remember.  Timothy was an uncle at age 13.  He had a niece.  She was given the name Eliza Mary, after Timothy and Mary’s mother Elizabeth, and Mary herself.  Mary felt that it was important that Eliza’s surname be Elliott.


Within a year, something else quite unexpected happened in the Page Family.  Timothy’s mother became pregnant again.  It had been 5 years since Josiah’s birth.  Timothy laughed about what it was like for his father, who had a pregnant daughter last year and a pregnant wife again this year to deal with!  In December 1823, Timothy’s youngest sister Malvina Rebecca was born.  The Page Family was complete.  Timothy was 15.


1824 started out a good year.  The Page Family plus one grandchild in the home.  Timothy and his brother John working together the previous summer with their father in the fields, now enjoying the fruits of their labor in the winter stores.  Eliza, his niece, just turned two.  Things were good, until the unthinkable happened.  As the Quebec snow melted and spring arose, Timothy’s eldest sister Mary grew sick and died.  It was a tragedy for Timothy and his family.  He and Mary had been through alot together.  He saw the last shovel of dirt cast upon the grave of his nineteen‑year-old sister’s grave.  He just stood there, frozen.  He could not believe that she was gone.


Timothy’s schooling was over, and he continued to work at the side of his father as he grew into a strong young man, farming on the shore of Lac Maskinonge in Quebec.


In Chillicothe, Ohio, on Monday, July 18, 1831
, during the presidency of Andrew Jackson, Timothy’s fifth cousin Ellen WOOD was born.  Ellen was her parents’ fifth child, but their only daughter.  Ellen was named for her mother Eleanor Wood, who was called “Ellen”.  Her oldest brother was four-year-old William Bond.  He was named for their uncle William Y. Strong.  The second brother was John III, who was three.  John III was named for an earlier brother who died at age 1 and after their father John Wood, Sr.  And the last of her three brothers was one-year-old Thomas James.


Back in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon, Timothy had dated several British girls, but there was one that stuck.  The problem was, she was not British.  She was French.  That in and of itself may not have been that bad should the couple consider marriage.  But she was Catholic.  But Timothy loved her anyway, regardless of if she went to church here or there, or if she followed Pope Gregory XVI or King William IV.  Timothy loved everything about this girl name Mathilda BELAND.  Catholic or not.


The Belands had been one of the first families in the area.  They have been here for about half a century.  Mathilda’s emigrant ancestor left St-Eloi in France about 50 years after Timothy’s ancestor Robert Hibbard Sr. left England.  The Beland Family had settled in Neuville and eventually came to Lac Maskinonge.  And Mathilda’s family now was no small one.  She was the eighth of twelve children of Joseph and Therese Beland, of which only about seven had survived.  She lived with her parents and her older brother Joseph, her older sisters Henriette and Euprosine, and her younger sisters Hélène and Louise.  Her eldest sister Adelaide had married a couple of years ago.  Her family lived three farms over from the Pages.  Mathilda was a few years younger than Timothy, and she was very beautiful.  He loved the way that she spoke French to him too.  “Je vous aime, Timothée.”


Timothy’s friend in the next farm over was Hector Dunn, and while Timothy was Mathilda’s beau, Hector was seeing her younger sister Hélène.  Once they got married, Timothy felt that the road was paved for him to ask Mathilda, and her father.  Since Hélène had married an Anglican, there should be no problem with Mathilda and him getting married.  The only problem was his own Ma and Pa.  They certainly were never keen of his seeing this Catholic girl, surely they would not be pleased with the marriage.


It was true, Timothy’s parents were not pleased.  He did convince his father that this marriage was going to happen, but it was not as easy to bring his mother around.  She just couldn’t understand her son.  She told Timothy that she had lived here amongst the French Catholics for most of her life, but they had worked hard to carve out a piece of Britain here at Lac Maskinonge.  More and more English Loyalists had moved to the settlement, and they had their own church now in Rawdon.  She asked Timothy how they would raise children if he was Anglican and she was Catholic.  Timothy thought that she did have a good point, but it was a small matter when placed against his love for Mathilda.


The two had grown up together in Maskinonge, and they had been friends as children, and now in love with one another and engaged to be married as adults.  They loved one another, and that autumn of 1831, that was all that mattered in the whole world.


Timothy’s father told him to invite his fiancée for Christmas Dinner, which he did.  The Page house was bustling as the family worked to prepare their meal.  As dinner was almost ready, Timothy went out to pick up Mathilda.  When they returned, his mother was pleased to welcome her, and took the meat pie that she had baked and made for them.  “Joyeux Noël, Madame Page,” Mathilda said in French.  They sat around the table and enjoyed being together.  They discussed the wedding plans, and everybody was excited.  Him and Mathilda, his parents, his sisters Polly, Jerusha, Elizabeth, and Malvina, and his younger brothers John and Josiah.  Also stopping by that day was his aunt Mary Dunn and her family and his uncle John Hebbard and his large family.  The younger cousins joined Timothy and Mathilda on Lac Maskinonge for some ice skating, because the weather was just right and the lake was very frozen.  The Page family enjoyed the waning daylight as night arrived.  There had been so much change in recent years and so much promise in those to come.


The issue of religion was resolved as Timothy and Mathilda decided that the wedding would be at the Anglican church, and any children would be brought up Anglican.  His bride, of course, would always be Catholic.  This wasn’t a big deal to them, but it was the only way to appease his mother.  After this was decided, everyone was happy.  And the wedding was a very happy occasion.  He was married to Mathilda on Sunday, February 5, 1832 at the Protestant Church in Trois-Rivieres, Quebec, Lower Canada.


Back in Ohio, Timothy’s fifth cousin Ellen lived at 95 West Fourth Street in Chillicothe.  When she was one year old in 1832, her younger brother George was born.  When she was three years old in 1834, her brother Joseph Strong Wood was born.  He was named for their maternal grandfather Dr. Joseph Strong.  The baby, however, did not survive.  One day Ellen went to the mercantile with her family.  Her mother asked her, “Ellen, would you please pick a design for your new dress?”  The merchant helped them.  He instructed his 14-year-old stockboy, “Frank, please add this to the Wood’s order and load it onto their wagon.”  The able young man answered, “Yes sir.”  He was known to be a bit daring, riding horses bareback.  Three-year-old Ellen enjoyed a candy stick her father bought for her as she stood on the deck, turning her upper body left and right, watching the stockboy pack their order.  “Hey little girl, is that candy good?”  She smiled and made an affirmative inflection.  “I like your father’s horses,” he said as his hoisted a bag of flour.  “Someday I will have enough money to by myself a horse of my very own!”  The young man was Frank Work, who would soon leave Chillicothe for New York City and make a fortune… and someday, he would be her husband.


Earlier that year, Timothy and Mathilda had their first child.  She was named Mathilda Amanda after her mother.  Timothy was farming their land, a bit away from their parents.  They had bought a small parcel of Mr. Doyle’s land, about 20 lots down the road from their parents.  They were by the river bend, but had no waterfront like their parents did.  In 1838, their first son was born.  They named him Edward.


In the autumn of that year, the young Page Family drove to Rawdon in Montcalm for the wedding of Timothy’s younger brother John to Miss Melissa Clements at the Methodist Church.
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Timothy was Anglican.  Mathilda was Catholic.  This had been the contention point when they were engaged.  They decided that the new baby Edward could be baptized catholic.  A couple of years passed.  When they went to go to church on Sundays, they’d go in the wagon from their farm.  And they would drive down the road, and he’d drop Mathilda and the baby off at the catholic church, and Timothy and his 6-year-old daughter Mathilda would continue on to St. James’ Anglican Church.  Mathilda was pregnant again.  Timothy was in his thirties and it had been about eight years since their wedding.  What was about to happen was very important in the family’s history.  Maybe it was divine intervention, or maybe he was just tired of having his daughter alone and worry about his wife in delicate health with a two-year-old boy.  Whatever the reason was, here is what happened.  One Sunday when they were going to church, he dropped her off at St‑Gabriel-de-Brandon Catholic Church as usual.  But all of a sudden, he stopped, and he got out.  His daughter just sat in the wagon, also confused.  And Mathilda said to him, “Qu'est-ce que vous faites? Pourquoi est-ce que vous venez?”  “What are you doing?  Why are you coming?”  And Timothy said, “I’m going to turn catholic.”  And he did.  He was the first and only Page to turn catholic.  In April 1840 he was baptized at St-Gabriel-de-Brandon Church.  The following month Mathilda gave birth to their second daughter, who they named Patronne.  When Patronne was baptized at what was now the family church, the eldest daughter Mathilda was also baptized Catholic.


In early 1841, there was another Page wedding to attend, as Timothy’s younger sister Jerusha married Mr. David Clark.  It was a happy time, as they were planning their sisters’ double wedding.  That took place a few months later as Elizabeth and Malvina married their husbands in a June double wedding.  Elizabeth married Leonard Reade, and Malvina married Captain James Robinson. 


It was around this time that Timothy’s maternal grandfather, and his namesake, Timothy Hebbard III, died.  The Page Family in Lac Maskinonge continued to grow.  In 1842 Timothy became the father of twins, a boy and a girl.  Edmund and Elizabeth were the third and fourth children, instantly doubling the family’s size!  This second daughter was named Elizabeth after Timothy’s mother Elizabeth Hibbard Page, as well as the baby’s paternal aunt Elizabeth A. Reade and her maternal aunt Elizabeth Armstrong.


In Chillicothe, Ellen was 13 years old when her brother Charles was born in 1845.  Ellen enjoyed helping her mother with the new baby, and she cared for him very well.  They were a wealthy family.  Her father was a prominent businessman and a city councilor.  She was very happy.


Later that same year in Quebec, Ellen’s fifth cousin Timothy became a father yet again, as his sixth child Alfred was born.  The new baby, however, only survived the summer.  It was very sad to have Alfred’s empty crib.  But Mathilda soon became pregnant once again and Timothy’s seventh child, a son named George Albert, filled that void when he was born in 1846.  

In January 1848, Ellen’s father John Wood, Sr. died at the age of 62 in Chillicothe, Ohio.  Ellen was 16 years old.  The teenager was devastated at the death of her loving father.

Timothy was now 40 years old.  In 1849, his eighth child was born, a daughter named Emilie Anna.  In 1851, Timothy’s mother died at the age of 68.  A month later, on the morning after Christmas, his ninth child James was born.  


Built from the inheritance from her late father, Ellen and her family had moved into 85 South Paint Street in Chillicothe.  Her older brother Thomas died about this time.  Ellen was 20 in 1852.  Her brother John III then married Miss Jane Mary Dun.  The next year their youngest brother Charles that she cared for so well, died at the age of eight.  The Paint Street house was beautiful.  But now living alone in it with Ellen was her mother.  Her younger brother George, in his early 20’s, had moved to New York City to work for their uncle William Y. Stong.  In all its wealth, the house was so empty.


In St-Gabriel-de-Brandon in 1855, Mathilda gave Timothy a tenth child, a daughter named Delia.  And later in 1858, when Timothy was 49 years of age, his eleventh and final child was born, a daughter named Marie Louise Virginie.  She was named for her maternal aunt Louise Belan.


Back in 1856 in the empty house on South Paint Street in Chillicothe, Ellen and her mother decided to leave it all behind for New York City where their family was.  Her brother George was doing very nicely for himself in the big city, and their mother put the house up for sale.  That June, it was sold, and mother and daughter took everything they had and went back east.   The train ride from Ohio to New York was breathtaking during the early summer.


When Ellen and her mother arrived in New York City, they could hardly believe what lay before them.  Buildings that went higher and higher; Ellen had never seen anything so large as these buildings!  And so many people, exponentially more than the number of people back in Columbus.  Shipping was coming and going from all over the world.  And the harbor itself, all so amazing.  They were met by her brother George and her uncle William Strong, who took them to their new home in the big city.  George and their uncle William worked for Daily and Work, a dry goods business.  Ellen’s mother was very happy to see Mr. Daily again.  He had been a merchant in Chillicothe before moving to New York City.  Mr. Daily had the family over for one of his outdoor parties early that summer.  Ellen was just turning 25 years old.  It was there that Mr. Daily introduced her to his junior partner, Mr. Frank Work.  Ellen estimated him to be in his [image: image30.jpg]


mid 30’s.  She thought he was very handsome, and quite wealthy.  They spoke about her recent departure from Chillicothe, and he was amazed, as he himself was born and raised in Chillicothe.  He certainly would never recall the little girl with the candy stick as the woman sitting beside him.  On that day many years ago, he was just a teenager and she was one of an endless river of customers he would deal with in business.  “How is it that you never married, Mr. Work?”  He quickly stated, “Please, call me Frank.  I reckon I have been married to my work, and to my horses.”  They spoke of his horses, and made a date for her to accompany him to the trotting track in the upper part of town.  There he introduced her to Commodore Vanderbilt, who spoke of his new steamboat, the Vanderbilt.  “The largest ever built,” he told her.

Ellen and Frank fell in love that summer of ’56, and they were married that winter on February 19, 1857, in the city
.  It was a grand event with many of New York’s most notable people in attendance.  Ellen could not have been happier.  That autumn, Mr. & Mrs. Work had their first child, a daughter.  Ellen named her Frances Eleanor Work after Frank and her mother.  A year later, their son George Paul Work, named for the baby’s uncle.  

Back in St-Gabriel-de-Brandon, tragedy was to come to Ellen’s fifth cousin Timothy.  On March 7, 1859, his wife of 27 years and mother to his 10 surviving children, Mathilda, died at the age of 46.  The family buried her at the Lac Maskinonge Cemetery off of his family’s land.  Timothy was devastated.  His two eldest children Amanda and Edward were in their early 20’s, and helped the family cope without their mother.  Patronne, the twins Edmund and Elizabeth, and Alfred were in their teens.  Everybody came together to help raise the young ones Emily, James, and Delia.  The baby Marie Louise was but 8 months old.  With her mother gone, within weeks the baby grew deathly sick.  Timothy buried his precious baby less than a month after Mathilda.  His wife’s grave was still a mound of soil on that cold, quiet early April day in 1859.

In 1860, the Work family was complete with the arrival of Lucy Bond Work, who Ellen named after her cousin Lucy Bond Robinson, whom she was very close with.  A month after the new baby’s birth, Ellen’s brother George married Miss Sarah McDonald.

In November 1860, Timothy’s father Benjamin Page, in his mid 90’s, passed away.  He too was buried with the other United Empire Loyalists in the cemetery that he had ceded to the church ten years earlier.  He was once again together with his friends and neighbors now, as he was when they left the American colonies.

By October 1861, happiness had returned to Timothy and his children.  His eldest daughter Amanda became Mrs. Louis J. Parent at Ste-Genevieve in Berthierville.  His first of many grandchildren was a couple of weeks old at the August 1862 wedding of his fifth child Elizabeth, who became Mrs. Louis Brisette at St-Andre in Acton.  The following year saw two weddings for the children of Timothy Page.  In February 1863, Patronne became Mrs. Paul Pilon; and her brother Edward married Miss Flavie Raymond in August.
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On June 8, 1862, Ellen’s grandmother Rebecca Young Strong died in Piqua, OH at the age of 83.  Ellen traveled with her mother back to Ohio.  Ellen and her mother saw to it that her grandmother was buried in the Wood Family plot.  A little over a year passed since her grandmother’s death.  On July 9, 1863, Ellen’s mother Eleanor died at the age of 61 in New York.  A couple days after the funeral, the New York City Draft Riots broke out.

United States President Abraham Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation took effect January 1, 1863, and freed slaves in those states or regions still in rebellion against the Union.  It brought formal recognition that the American Civil War was being fought, at least in part, on behalf of black freedom and equality.  This was a major milestone for the citizens of New York City. Although Republicans attempted to keep abolitionists from taking a leading role in New York's antislavery politics during the early years of the war, by 1862 abolitionist speakers drew huge audiences, black and white, in the city.  Increasing support for the abolitionists and for emancipation led to anxiety among New York's white proslavery supporters of the Democratic Party, particularly the Irish.  Ever since Lincoln was elected president, the Democratic Party had warned New York's Irish and German residents to prepare for the emancipation of slaves and the resultant labor competition when southern blacks would supposedly flee north.  To these New Yorkers, the Emancipation Proclamation was confirmation of their worst fears.  In March 1863, fuel was added to the fire in the form of a stricter federal draft law in which all male citizens between 20 and 35 and all unmarried men under 45 years of age were subject to military duty.  The federal government entered all eligible men into a lottery.  Those who could afford to hire a substitute or pay the government $300 might avoid enlistment.  Blacks, however, who were not considered citizens, were exempt from the draft.  New York City Democrats criticized the federal government's intrusion into local affairs on behalf of the "nigger war." They envisioned a New York deluged with southern blacks in the aftermath of the Emancipation Proclamation. On Saturday, July 11th, the first lottery of the conscription law was held.  The city remained quiet through Sunday.  But on Monday, July 13, 1863, between 6 and 7 A.M., the five days of mayhem and bloodshed that would be known as the Civil War Draft Riots began.  The rioters' targets initially were only military and governmental buildings, symbols of the unfairness of the draft. Mobs attacked only those individuals who interfered with their actions. But by afternoon of the first day, some of the rioters had turned to attacks on black people, and on things symbolic of black political, economic, and social power. Rioters attacked a black fruit vendor and a nine-year-old boy at the corner of Broadway and Chambers Street before moving to the Colored Orphan Asylum on Fifth Avenue between Forty-Third and Forty-Fourth Streets. It was a new home large enough to house over two hundred children. Financially stable and well-stocked with food, clothing, and other provisions, the four-story orphanage at its location on Fifth Avenue and Forty-Second Street was an imposing symbol of white charity toward blacks and black upward mobility. At 4 P.M. on July 13, with 223 children inside, the rioters laid siege to the orphanage.  The crowd took as much of the bedding, clothing, food, and other transportable articles as they could and set fire to the building.  Firefighters were unable to save the building.  The destruction took twenty minutes.  In the meantime, the superintendent and matron of the asylum assembled the children and led them out to Forty-Fourth Street.  Miraculously, the mob refrained from assaulting the children.  But when an Irish observer of the scene called out, "If there is a man among you, with a heart within him come and help these poor children," the mob "laid hold of him, and appeared ready to tear him to pieces." The children made their way to the Thirty-Fifth Street Police Station, where they remained for three days and nights before moving to the almshouse on Blackwell's Island.  The Irish man who castigated the mob for not helping the black children was not the only white person punished by rioters for seeming overly sympathetic to blacks.  Throughout the week of riots, mobs harassed and sometimes killed blacks and their supporters and destroyed their property.  Rioters burned the home of Abby Hopper Gibbons, prison reformer and daughter of abolitionist Isaac Hopper. They also attacked white "amalgamationists," such as Ann Derrickson and Ann Martin, two women who were married to black men; and Mary Burke, a white prostitute who catered to black men.  Near the docks, tensions that had been brewing since the mid-1850s between white longshoremen and black workers boiled over. As recently as March of 1863, white employers had hired blacks as longshoremen, with whom Irish men refused to work. An Irish mob then attacked two hundred blacks who were working on the docks, while other rioters went into the streets in search of "all the negro porters, cartmen and laborers . . . they could find."  But in July 1863, white longshoremen took advantage of the chaos of the Draft Riots to attempt to remove all evidence of a black and interracial social life from area near the docks. White dockworkers attacked and destroyed brothels, dance halls, boarding houses, and tenements that catered to blacks; mobs stripped the clothing off the white owners of these businesses.  Black men and black women were attacked, but the rioters singled out the men for special violence. On the waterfront, they hanged William Jones and then burned his body.  White dock workers also beat and nearly drowned Charles Jackson, and they beat Jeremiah Robinson to death and threw his body in the river.  Rioters also made a sport of mutilating the black men's bodies, sometimes sexually.  A group of white men and boys mortally attacked black sailor William Williams—jumping on his chest, plunging a knife into him, smashing his body with stones—while a crowd of men, women, and children watched.  None intervened, and when the mob was done with Williams, they cheered, pledging "vengeance on every nigger in New York."  A white laborer, George Glass, rousted black coachman Abraham Franklin from his apartment and dragged him through the streets. A crowd gathered and hanged Franklin from a lamppost as they cheered for Jefferson Davis, the Confederate president.  After the mob pulled Franklin's body from the lamppost, a sixteen-year-old Irish man, Patrick Butler, dragged the body through the streets by its genitals.  Black men who tried to defend themselves fared no better.  The crowds were pitiless. After James Costello shot at and fled from a white attacker, six white men beat, stomped, kicked, and stoned him before hanging him from a lamppost.  With these actions white workers enacted their desires to eradicate the working-class black male presence from the city.  The Civil War and the rise of the Republican Party and Lincoln to power indicated to New York's largely Democratic white workers a reversal of power in the nation; black labor competition indicated a reversal of fortunes in New York City itself. White workers sought to remedy their upside-down world through mob violence.  In all, rioters lynched eleven black men over the five days of mayhem.  The riots forced hundreds of blacks out of the city.   

The Work Family was petrified, and did not venture outside for the duration of the riots.

Timothy’s fourth child Edmund was married in February 1865 to Miss Exilda Marotte at St-Ephrem Church in Upton.  At the age of 57 and still working their farm, Timothy was getting old with two teenagers still in the home.  James was 15 and Delia was 11.  All of his older children had married and had their own families now.  He found love again when he married Marguerite Lafosse in April 1866 at Ste-Genevieve in Berthierville.  She was 51.  In November 1866, Timothy’s seventh child George was married to Miss Malvina Charron at Ste-Cecile Church in Milton.

Back in New York, Ellen got word that her brother John III had died in October 1865 in Wabash, IN, at the age of 37.

A major economic reversal began in Europe and reached the United States in the fall of 1873. The signal event on this side of the Atlantic was the failure of Jay Cooke and Company, the country’s preeminent investment banking concern. The firm was the principal backer of the Northern Pacific Railroad and had handled most of the government’s wartime loans.   Cooke’s fall touched off a series of events that encompassed the entire nation. The New York Stock Exchange was closed for 10 days. Credit dried up, foreclosures were common and banks failed. Factories closed their doors, costing thousands of workers' jobs.  The dry goods firm of Daily & Work could not withstand the strain, and was close to bankruptcy.   Frank Work went to his friend Commodore Vanderbilt and asked for his help.  Vanderbilt loaned him the money that he needed to save the firm.

The public tended to blame President Grant and Congress for mishandling the economy. The causes were much broader, however. The postwar period was one of frenetic, unregulated growth with the government playing no role in curbing abuses.  More than any other single event, the extreme overbuilding of the nation’s railroad system laid the groundwork of the Panic and the depression that followed.   

Vanderbilt went on to persuade Frank to sell out his dry goods firm, which he did in order to concentrate on speculating in the stock market, with his suggestions.  Frank went on to build his family fortune this way, building an estate worth millions of dollars.  He went on to start a banking firm with his wife’s cousin William Strong.   Together they were involved with the banking and brokerage firms of Work, Davis, & Barton; Frank Work & Co.; Scott, Strong, & Co.; and Strong, Sturgis, & Co.

In Quebec, Timothy’s youngest son James Page was 23 years old when he married Miss Mathilda Raymond of the same age at St-Louis-de-Gonzague in October 1875.  She was first cousins with his sister-in-law Flavie Raymond Page.

In September 1876, Ellen’s 49-year-old brother William Bond Wood died in Wabash, IN.  

THIS BOOK IS INCOMPLETE.  IT WAS CONCEIVED SHORTLY AFTER PRINCESS DIANA DIED.  IT SUPPOSED TO END WITH ME LEARNING OF HER DEATH.  IT FOLLOWS HER ANCESTORS AND MINE DOWN THROUGH THE GENERATIONS AS TIME SEPERATES BROTHERS’ FAMILIES INTO VERY DISTANT COUSINS.  IN THE LATE 1990’S, I WORKED A LOT ON IT.  BUT ONLY RARELY SINCE I BEGAN WORKING FOR THE BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA.  I REALLY HAVE NO TIME, AND ALL MY CREATIVE ENERGIES PRETTY MUCH GO INTO MY JOB.  I REALLY ENJOY WORKING ON THIS THOUGH.  OUR ANCESTORS ARE A WITNESS TO HISTORY, AS ARE WE.  BUT THIS IS WHERE THE STORY ENDS, AT LEAST FOR NOW PERHAPS.

THANKS FOR READING!

ROGER CHATELL – 2009

NORWICH, CT

chatell@juno.com
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