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by Daisy Dopp 
 
Daisy Dopp lived most of her life on the Glover 

farm that is now home to the Bread and Puppet 
Theater.  When her husband, Jim, died in 1970, 
Daisy Dopp moved to a home in the village, and 
spent some of her time writing articles recalling 
life on the farm.  Most were published first in the 
Newport Daily Express.  Elka Schumann 
befriended Daisy Dopp and, in cooperation with 
the Old Stone House Museum, collected and edited 
a collection of her columns.  This is the third of a 
series of these columns with illustrations by Peter 
Schumann and photographs provided by the 
Glover Historical Society, the Chronicle will 
publish from time to time. 

 
Four short years ago, instead of sitting at the 

typewriter at 5:30 on a cold winter morning, I 
would have been stoking the big old Glenwood 
stove with kindling and large sticks of dry wood 
before going to the barn.  I would don warm 
clothing and put on rubber boots before venturing 
forth.  After taking a peek at the low degree 
recorded on the thermometer outside the window, 
I would stumble sleepily out through the shed to 
the stable.  

 Lifting the latch, a blast of air, warmed by 
over 50 head of cattle, would greet me.  The barn 
cats with kittens tagging along would rush up to 
say good morning.  Jim would be putting the 
milking machines together and sterilizing the 
equipment.  Opening the door into the feed floor, 

two lines of bovine faces would turn in my 
direction in anticipation of breakfast.   

Our roan mare Roxie would then open the 
door to her manger with a bang, while her hooves 
pounded imperiously on the floor for attention. 
Sandy’s homely intelligent head would protrude 
from his crib and nicker softly and politely to let 
me know he felt hungry.  In both boxes would go 
the grain, followed by generous helpings of hay in 
the cribs.   

For over 15 years a little pet crow by the 
name of “No Name” added her raucous cries along 
with the animals for our attention.   

Early morning chores down on the farm 

Names are submitted by your family and friends, but if you’d like your name removed or your town 
changed, please let us know. Once you’ve submitted a birthday, no need to resubmit next year.

SUBMIT BIRTHDAYS ONLINE AT  
www.bartonchronicle.com/birthdays 

or e-mail their name, town of residence, birthday (no year) to 
ads@bartonchronicle.com, or mail them to the Chronicle, ATTN: 

Birthdays, P.O. Box 660, Barton, VT 05822. (No phone calls, please.) 

       Happy    
Birthday   

to the following people!Raymond Cote, Holland.............................April 6 Brooklynn Letourneau, Richford ..........April 6 Nicole Lafleur, Orleans ..............................April 7 Ron Letourneau, Richford........................April 7 Rachel Lafont, West Glover......................April 8 Marilyn Maxwell, Island Pond................April 8 Audrey Charland, Derby ...........................April 9 Carl Chaffee, Albany....................................April 9 Bryanna Trottier, Wheelock .................April 10 Terry DeGreenia ........................................April 10 Arva Foden, Derby Line..........................April 10 Daniel R. Kipp, Derby ..............................April 11 Makyla L. Bacon, Troy .............................April 12 Sheila Tremblay, Island Pond...............April 12 Lucinda Hunter, Derby Line..................April 12 Holly Tetreault, North Troy ..................April 12 Andrew Wilder Todd, Canton, NY......April 13 Michael Greenwald, Newport Ctr.......April 13 Jennifer Hoenigsberg, Shelburne .......April 13 Al Larosa, Keene, NH ...............................April 13 Breanne Silvestro, Barton......................April 14 Michelle Olden, Brownington ..............April 14 Ned Andrews, Glover...............................April 14 Xander Boutin, Glover.............................April 15 Gary Thomas, Derby ................................April 15 Reg Shafe, Newport..................................April 15 Lorraine Brasseur, Irasburg..................April 15 Rene Fortin, Holland................................April 15 Geraldine Moulton, E. Charleston ......April 15 Derek Piette, Irasburg.............................April 16 George Komendat, Barton.....................April 16 Jacob Wolf, USAF, Anchorage, AK .......April 18 
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BANNERS,Roadside Signs& Signage?

We want  
your favorite 

recipes! 

Send your favorite recipes, 
typed or clearly written, to:  

the Chronicle Recipe Box,  
P.O. Box 660, Barton, VT 05822   

or email to: 
ads@bartonchronicle.com.  

 
Be sure to include your name, 

address, and telephone number 
in case we have a question.  

Shear 
       TECHNIQUES

802-754-6200 
Owner: 

Tammy Flint-Butler

INDUSTRIAL PARK LANE 
ORLEANS, VT

Tues. & Thurs. 9-5 
Wed. & Fri. 9-8 

Tues. & Fri. 8 a.m.–5 p.m., Wed. & Thurs. 1–8 p.m., Sat. 8 a.m.–12 noon.

UNISEX 
S•A•L•O•N

KAREN 
CHAFFEE 

(802) 754-8731 
719 LEBLANC ROAD, BARTON, VT 05822

Tillie Smith, Owner 
5043 U.S. Rte. 5, 

Countryside Commons 
Unit H, Newport, VT

 Sunless 
Maintenance 

tips to guarantee natural 
“Just off the beach”™ color

(802) 334-9315
“A Cut Above”

Monique LaPlante ~ Stylist: 
Wed., Thurs. 9"5. 

Shelby Blake ~ Stylist: 
by appointment only. 

Ellen Valley ~ Stylist: Mon. 8"3, 
Thurs. 11"7, Fri. 8"4, Sat. 8"2. 

Karen Leach ~ Stylist, Manicures, 
Pedicures: Tues. 8:30"3, & Wed. 8:30"6. 

Robin Ballinger ~ Stylist: By appt. 
Savannah Glodgett ~ Stylist: 
      Mon., Fri. & Sat.

Thinking spring? 

Come in and get 

your new hair-do!

(Continued on page nine.)
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Taking the cold fork handle into my hand to 
start feeding the hay, Jim’s little beagle hound 
usually came crawling down from the top of the 
big pile to give my hand a warm, wet kiss of 
welcome before going into the cow stable.  The 
sweet breath of the eager cows would push out in 
clouds of steam on the cold winter air.  The 
electric motor would hum and the milkers would 
begin their rhythm, destined for little children in 
Boston.   

After hay had been fed to both strings of 
cattle, our attention would go to the 10 or 12 little 
heifer calves tied behind the young cattle.  It was 
their turn to have grain and hay, as well as water, 
and from the other stable a fresh supply would be 
brought to them, according to their individual 
needs.  Fresh straw had to be given then for their 
beds and one had to be careful not to be hit by 

playful feet.  I always stopped and inspected 
them, especially if one was not doing well.   

With the animals fed, I would descend the 
steep stairs to the poultry pen with a pail of water 
in one hand and a pail of egg mash in the other.  
On went the lights and on went the crazy noises 
poultry make when one feeds them.  These sounds 
from poultry drive hen haters almost out of their 
minds.  Those sounds for people who like poultry 
it is almost like music.   

I recall one time I was feeding them some 
warm mash.  I had been working in the sugar 
place and some of the snow was on my feet.  I had 
a pail of warm mash in each hand.  My foot 
slipped and we coasted down the stairs and 

landed at the bottom.  The breath was jolted out of 
me and I landed feet first, seated with my head 
resting on a stair and each elbow was in a pail of 
warm mash.  Several hens were standing close to 
me.  They squawked and flew away but they came 
back.  One big Rhode Island hen staggered away, 
making frightened cries.  From then on she 
always walked like a duck. 

By the time my usual chores were done, Jim 
would be nearly finished milking.  I would hurry 
into the house to get a warm breakfast for us.  
Our cat, who lived in, would meet me as I entered 
the door , mewing for the menu.  The clatter of 
milking machine pails in the backroom told me 
Jim was hungry, too.  Then we would sit down 
and eat, after which Jim would be ready to start a 
day’s work. 

September 4, 1976

Hens’ music drives haters crazy 

See solution in Section B.

CROSSWORD

See solution on page 32

(Continued from page eight.)


