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U
ncovering Fairhaven’s 
history was like an 
Easter egg hunt — each 
new find was a prize in 

itself.
Tucked away in private 

homes, in basement archives, 
in old books with bindings that 
crackle from lack of use were 
the accounts and artifacts of 
everyday people who cared 
enough about their present to 
save it for the future.

It took curiosity to follow where their clues led as well as the help of 
today’s historians to ferret out their meaning.

What follows in these pages is an inkling of what led Fairhaven to 
where it stands today.

In the earliest decades, records were scant. The picture of life in the 
early 1800s was narrowed to a few accounts in some crumbling, yellowed 
newspapers or in books about other cities. Early Fairhaven could only be 
seen in the reflection of what was happening in New Bedford, the country 
and the world.

It was a world event — the War of 1812 — that wrested the town from New 
Bedford’s purview. And it would take some time for Fairhaven to find its legs.

But by the mid-1800s, it did. Whaling was shaping the present. The town 
had its own voice in the newsprint of ‘The Star.’  The sense of adventure 
and possibility extending from our shores was palpable: one of our own 
sailed solo around the world, the Far East visited our home, a Fairhavenite 
pioneered a religion, fortunes were made and lost and made again.

Fairhaven was a magnet for artists and philosophers, and the wealth of 
the seafarers was evident in the homes that cropped up in town. Political 

discourse was active and social groups 
flourished by the end of the century.

Fairhaven was the place to be.
The 1900s were a boom-time for 

the town. Henry Huttleston Rogers 
built ‘The Castle on the Hill” and the 
buildings he bequeathed highlighted 
the “fair” in Fairhaven. Majestic 
works of architecture were wrought 
by the local-boy-turned-tycoon and 
his friend Mark Twain – a world-
reknowned author who boasted 
their beauty and dedicated their 
openings.

Our history in the 20th century 
was increasingly a microcosm of the country around us: The Industrial 
Age came to town with Atlas Tack; the bootleggers and rumrunners of 
Prohibition worked our shores. We weathered hurricanes, blizzards and 
world wars with the rest of the nation.

As technology advanced and the country joined the “global community,” 
Fairhaven moved along with it. By the end of the 20th century, Fairhaven 
had struck a balance between honoring its history through preservation, 
re-enactments and education, and living in the modern age.

And the 21st century has just begun. While technology and the 
environment top the news of the day, this new century’s history largely 
remains to be written.

This special section begins the task.
In it, we celebrate the unique and sometimes surprising history of 

Fairhaven. We’ve selected a timeline of events that shaped the town, 
showcase some of the world-famous people who called Fairhaven home and 
give a glimpse into some of the details that colored hometown life over the 
past 200 years. 

Each story, each photo tells the tale of Fairhaven. They’re the gifts of the 
past to enjoy today.

Cover photo by Jack Iddon
Jack Iddon, a 1959 Fairhaven High School graduate, started as a freelance photographer 
in 1979 and became a staff photographer for The Standard-Times in New Bedford, in 
1986. He became the chief photographer in 1996 and after 20 years as a photojournal-
ist, Mr. Iddon retired and has returned to freelancing. Since then, he has been provid-
ing photography, website design and maintenance for the Congregation of the Sacred 
Hearts of Jesus and Mary in Fairhaven and has photographed the congregation’s mis-
sions in New Mexico, South Texas, Washington, DC, Mexico, India, and the Bahamas. He 
also provides photography and mentoring for the Nativity Prep School in New Bedford. 

Celebrate the present of Fairhaven’s past

Today’s Historians 
Those who see history most clearly 
have contributed to this publication in 
crucial ways:

Paul Cyr, curator of special collections 
at the New Bedford Free Public Library, 
tells Fairhaven’s history as a complex, 
sometimes comical story. His ability to 
name the singular events that shaped 
the larger narratives was uncanny. 

M.L. Baron is an arm-chair historian 
whose personal archive is a treasure 
trove of 20th-century Fairhaven. His 
photos, research and interests are 
expansive – a window into the not-so-
distant past.

Chris Richards lives the history he 
chronicles. As director of tourism for 
the Town of Fairhaven, he’s educated 
tourists and residents about the town’s 
rich history and colorful characters 
through time. As both a tourism profes-
sional and a former newspaper colum-
nist, “Mr. History Person,” his drive has 
made history a hands-on experience. 
His Mr. History Person blog, fairhaven-
history.blogspot.com, had the most 
complete timeline of the daily events 
that shaped the town in modern times.

Joseph Thomas and Jay Avila of 
Spinner Publications are more than 
guardians of Fairhaven history, they 
are the shepherds of it, gathering 
writers from across the area to tell 
the stories of the extensive photo 
collection they possess. Without their 
meticulous preservation efforts and 
their generous support, this publica-
tion and the town’s awareness of its 
roots would be greatly diminished. 

Deb Charpentier, archivist at the Mil-
licent Library, is perhaps the town’s 
most fervent protector and champion 
of Fairhaven history. 

Charpentier has scavenged private base-
ments and public building attics, moving 
debris and leafing through endless docu-
ments to uncover the clearest picture of 
history possible. Her knowledge is deep, 
her devotion is strong.

Her construct of history evolves with 
every new fact and clue she unearths. 
And where most look at history as 
a snapshot, Charpentier sees it as a 
movie that will change and develop 
over time. Her input and assistance 
were invaluable.

—Patricia Pronovost

Fairhaven 1812-2012
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Fort Phoenix in the early 1900s.
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British attack 1814

Fairhaven’s beginning - 1812

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT 

W
elcome to Easterly New Bedford.
As a greeting, it would be accurate, but 

it lacks the succinct, descriptive ring of 
the town’s incorporated name, given on 

Feb. 22, 1812: Fairhaven.
Once a part of a territory inhabited by native 

Wampanoags that included New Bedford, Acush-
net, Dartmouth, Westport and parts of Tiverton, 
R.I., Fairhaven’s documented history reaches back 
to a visit from Captain Bartholomew Gosnold back 
in 1602. Plymouth colonists purchased the area 
from the sachem Massasoit and his son Wamsutta 
in 1652.

But not many accounts exist of Fairhaven’s sepa-
ration from that city. In an event besmirching the 
town’s own name, a heavy storm with gale winds 
and an unusually high tide swept away the town’s 
original records back in 1815. It appears Fairhaven, 
a translation of the Wampanoag word “sconticut” 
meaning “fair haven,” arose out of a figurative storm 
of philosophical differences between its residents 
and those across the Acushnet River.

Local historians tell of brawls between New Bed-
ford merchants and Fairhaven farmers or debates 
between the Quakers of the western region and the 
Puritans of the east.

Documented accounts are obscure and the 
spoken tales of the event have the “heard-it-from-
a-friend-of-a-friend” quality of folklore. Aside from 
some yellowed, crumbling newspapers and a few 
passages in hardcover histories of New Bedford 
and Fairhaven, the story of Fairhaven’s beginning is 
an exercise in speculation.

What is clear is that the founding of Fairhaven 
is tied to the War of 1812, or at least the events that 
led up to the war with Great Britain that began on 
June 18 of that year.

In the early 1800s, New Bedford and the area that 
would later be called Fairhaven was a booming ship-
ping port, exporting goods throughout the world.

The country as a whole, having gained freedom 
from England just a few decades prior, was acutely 
aware of its position as an “independent” nation, 
free from the constraints of a far-flung overlord.

But the United States would be a pawn in the con-

tinuing battles between Great Britain and France.
The British government put pressure on “neutral 

American” ships and merchants to stop all trade 
with countries under the jurisdiction of the French. 
The British Prime Minister threatened to halt the 
shipping of British goods to the states if the states 

failed to comply, according to the New-Bedford 
Gazette of Nov. 15, 1811. An ongoing embargo of 
shipping to both countries had severely damaged 
New Bedford’s economy already, with some ships 
being captured, their cargo confiscated.

The British government was, in fact, pressing 
American sailors into their service, according to 
“History of New Bedford and its Vicinity,” by Leon-
ard Bolles Ellis in 1892. In 1811, the United States 
consul at London reported 14,000 Americans “serv-
ing under compulsion in the British navy,” he wrote.

The merchant mariners of New Bedford feared a 
war would cause further loss to the fleet, spelling 
financial calamity for their city.

The country was leaning toward war.
“We have to assert … (and) protect our neutral 

character, our national independence of maritime 
oppression … the “tug of war” must again be tried,” 
reads an account of an address by President James 
Madison to Congress in 1811 in the New-Bedford 
Gazette.

The future Fairhavenites, a largely Democrat-Re-
publican population, thought entering a war would 
end the oppression wrought by Great Britain, ac-
cording to “Old-Time Fairhaven,” written by Charles 
A. Harris in 1947.

The rift between New Bedford’s anti-war fed-
eralists and Fairhaven’s Jeffersonian republicans 
“demanded a division,” according to Harris.

Though the prospect of splitting from New Bedford 
appeared to be controversial within Fairhaven, the bill 
to incorporate as a town passed the Legislature, ac-
cording to the New-Bedford Gazette of Feb. 21, 1812.

TOWN DIVIDED
Several times during the 1800s, petitions were 

signed to annex Fairhaven back to the city of 
New Bedford, according to “Old-Time Fairhaven” 
by Charles A. Harris. The rationale for rejoining 
the city was comparable business interests, their 
rise as whaling superpowers – Fairhaven was the 
second-largest whaling port in the world during the 
industry’s heyday – and a joint push to build manu-
facturing jobs in the 1870s. These attempts failed, 
however, and Fairhaven continued on its own path.

Acushnet breaks away
Though originally 13 miles in 
length, according to “Old-Time 
Fairhaven, a 1947 history of 
the town by Charles A. Harris, 
Fairhaven lost 6.5 miles when 
Acushnet separated from the 
town in 1860.

Fairhaven Academy
Founded by Congregationalists in New Bedford in 1797, 
it was the first area school to educate girls.  Its name 
changed to Fairhaven Academy after the town’s incor-
poration. Among the skills learned was embroidery. 
This sampler, left, stitched by Rebecca Nye, is dated to 
1812. The school closed in 1816, but its building, right, 
still stands today near Fairhaven High School.

1812
Fairhaven separates  
from New Bedford over 
divergence of poilitical 
views

1815
Fierce gale and  
uncommonly high tide 
destroy all town records

1814
An early morning attack on Fairhaven is 
attempted by landing boats of The Nimrod. 
Militia in Fairhaven fire guns. British do 
not come ashore

1817
Old Burying Ground (now 
Willow Park) becomes a 
public cemetery

 Patricia Pronovost

The New-Bedford Gazettes of 1812 carried this call 
to arms, in anticipation of war with Great Britain. 
Soldiers were asked to muster in Fairhaven.

Fairhaven’s peaceful birth on the brink of war
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1820s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

Y
ou’ve seen the work of 
William Bradford.

His paintings of whale 
boats listing in angry waves, 

seascapes bathed in amber light or 
the blue-white glow of icebergs are 
icons of maritime life in the 1800s.

His artwork is displayed as 
far away as Windsor Castle, the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New 
York, and at the Smithsonian in 
Washington, D.C., and as close by as 
the New Bedford Whaling Museum.

Bradford’s life began and ended 
in Fairhaven, but the intervening 
years showed the artist was a pioneer 
in the truest sense: He ventured to 
the unforgiving Arctic Sea aboard 
wooden ships that would become 
entombed in ice, 
breaking free to skirt 
the ice floes and 
icebergs that dwarfed 
them.  And he painted 
scenes no one had 
painted before.

An explorer’s 
artist, he captured the 
adventure of seafaring 
and the plays of light 
and shadows in the 
exotic Arctic region. 

William Bradford 
was born in 1823 to 
a Quaker whaling 
merchant who 
attempted to train 
his son to be a 
merchant on shore, 
according to a New Bedford Whaling 
Museum exhibit of Bradford’s work. 
He failed as both a young apprentice 
in a dry-goods store and later as the 
owner of a clothing store, by his own 
account.

“I spent too much time in 
painting to succeed,” Bradford 
said. He would go on to write an 
account of his famous voyage 
aboard the Panther, in “The 
Arctic Regions Illustrated with 
Photographs Taken on an Art 
Expedition to Greenland,” in 
1873.

He was a self-trained artist 
in his early days and began by 
sketching and painting what he 
saw on the docks of Fairhaven 
and New Bedford harbors. 
Inspiration was everywhere and 
the friendly, energetic Bradford 
was enthralled by all he saw.

Bradford built himself a 
studio at the end of Main Street 
with windows on each side 
for ample lighting and view, 
and it sat up on posts, so the 

tide could run 
underneath it.

He honed his 
craft in relative 
solitude, but his 
ambitions ran to 
the wild.

It was the fervor 
to find a Northwest 
Passage to Asia 
through the Arctic 
Sea that would propel 
Bradford and his work 
to their peak.

Stories of 
shipwrecks and lost 
voyagers compelled 
him.

“(The stories) 
made so powerful 

an impression on me that I was 
seized with a desire, which became 
uncontrollable, to visit the scenes they 
described and study nature under the 
terrible aspects of the Frozen Zone,” he 
wrote.

Bradford started with short sails 
to Maine or Nova Scotia, but as 
his reputation for creating moody, 
reflective work grew, so did his 
success.

Bradford would make six voyages to 
Labrador in the 1860s, three of which 
included photographers to create a 
visual account of the journeys.

Fame found him when he returned 
with the sale of  “Sealers Crushed 
by Icebergs,” in 1867 for $12,000, 
among the highest prices paid for an 
American painting at that time.

The buyer offered Bradford $20,000 
more to finance the adventure that 
would define the artist – a working 
trip to Greenland along with the 
famed Arctic explorer Isaac Hayes.

It was on this trip he sketched and 

photographed what had scarcely 
been documented before – icebergs, 
glaciers and polar bears.

“None of the bergs were very 
large, but no two were alike, and as 
the “Panther” moved rapidly along 
between and amongst them, the 
scene could be compared to nothing 
but the quick-changing views of a 
kaleidoscope,” he wrote.

The Greenland voyage yielded 
hundreds of drawings and oil sketches. 
More than 400 photos were taken, 
providing inspiration for future work.

Over the years, Bradford lived in 
New York and San Francisco, but 
always maintained a summer home 
in Fairhaven. When he died in 1892 
in town, he was buried in Riverside 
Cemetery.

Bradford captured Arctic adventure

Header here
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1820
First Post Office in Fairhaven is established 
in the ell of the home of Joshua Drew on 
the corner of Main and Central streets. 
Drew was the town’s first postmaster

1828
A library  
is established  
in town

1826
The town’s first physician, 
Dr. Mayhew, establishes 
an office in Fairhaven 
Village

The Old Stone School house in North 
Fairhaven appeared much as it did in the 
1820s in this 1978 photo by Natalie  
Hemingway.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Private collection

William Bradford’s “Fishing Boats on the Bay of Fundy” was painted in 1860. He was 
the protege of Albert VanBeest, a well-traveled Dutch painter, and served as a mentor 
to fellow Fairhavenite Lemuel Eldred, who found his own fame in art and drawing.

 Patricia Pronovost

William Bradford’s grave at 
Riverside Cemetery is marked 
with a glacial stone from North 
Greenland.

Bridging Communities
In 1828, leaders of Fairhaven and New Bedford 
agreed on a novel way to manage road costs 
– they’d split them. Fairhaven voters agreed 
to put up $300 for the Head of the River 
Bridge, if New Bedford did the same. The bridge 
spanned the Acushnet River near what is 
known as Main Street in Acushnet today.

Getting the goods
Bartholomew Akin didn’t have a general store, per 
se. But he was the purveyor of nearly anything 
you needed in the 1820s. Records at the Millicent 
Library show those indebted to Akin, according to 
“Old Time Fairhaven,” a book by Charles A. Harris. 
The first debtor in the ledger? The town of Fairhaven 
owed 70 cents, for one gallon of New England Rum. Courtesy of “A Brief History of Fairhaven,” By John Gillingham

Old Stone School
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By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

F
airhaven was awash in 
prosperity in the 1830s, the 
signs of which are literally on 
display today. 

Black and white plaques are 
perched on the trim of many 
houses in the center of town, 
commemorating the shipping 
captains who lived there.

The markers are discreet: On Green 
Street, Capt. David N. Kelley House 
carries a simple plaque. So does Capt. 
Peleg Gifford’s. But the plaques and 
the homes’ hand-hewn architecture 
are subtle reminders the captains 
could afford craftsmanship on land 
after their time at sea.

Whaling provided much of 
Fairhaven’s wealth, particularly 
between 1830 and 1857, when it was 
at its peak.

Ships launched from Fairhaven 
circled the world and visited every 
ocean, every climate from the tropics 
to the Arctic, in search of the whales 
that provided bone for use in everyday 
objects like combs and corsets and 
blubber that could be rendered into 
oil to be used as fuel for lamps or 
machinery lubricant.

Fairhavenites worked both on land 
and sea and were praised for their 
hard work and courage, according to 
John Gillingham, et al, who wrote “A 
Brief History of Fairhaven,” in 1903.

“Whalemen were to meet a foe in 
its own element, in small boats which 
he could crush in an instant with his 
ponderous jaws, or could break into 
pieces by a stroke of his flukes or a 
blow of his tail,” he wrote. 

Though whaling wasn’t exactly 
a new venture — New Bedford and 
Nantucket had booming ports — 
Fairhaven was uniquely positioned 

both by geography and in 
manpower to capitalize on the 
booming business. 

By 1838, Fairhaven was the 
second busiest whaling port in 
the country, according to state 
records, surpassing Nantucket 
because of its proximity to New 
Bedford — a port connected by 
rail to faraway towns.

The shallower Fairhaven 
side of New Bedford harbor 
was ideal for shipbuilding and 
launching. Vessels would leave 
from Fairhaven and return, 
cargo-laden to New Bedford, 
where they would unload or 
become floating cash-and-carry 
purveyors of dry goods.

In the early days, whales 
could be captured as close by as 
Provincetown or Block Island, 
R.I., but success led to a scarcity 
of close prey.

“This required the building 
of vessels, small at first, but 
gradually larger and larger, 
as the pursuit of the whales 
required longer voyages to 
capture them,” according to 
Gillingham.

Hundreds of ships left from 
Fairhaven in its heyday from 1830-
1857. The industry peaked in 1855 
when 50 vessels left from Fairhaven’s 
port, according to Harris.

Herman Melville, author of “Moby-
Dick,” left from Fairhaven aboard the 
new whaleship “Acushnet” in 1841.

Shipbuilding spawned a boom in 
many trades — cutting and hewing 
of timber, the transportation of 
lumber to the docks, carpentry, 
blacksmithing, caulking and 
painting, Harris wrote. Rope was 
manufactured and rope walks strung. 
Riggers, sail-makers and coopers 
were needed. 

“Prosperity, brought about by 
successful whaling voyages, made 
a busy community,” Harris wrote. 

A score, like that of the Niagara 
of Fairhaven, would bring 3,200 
barrels of whale oil and 50,000 
pounds of bone. The value of such trips 
would be in the hundreds of thousands 
of dollars, Harris said.

Spermaceti candleworks sprang 
up in town. Windmills that powered 
gristmills dotted the landscape and 
flourished as long as the industry 
lasted.

Whaling continued until 1857, 
when a national financial crisis 
“overtook the community,” according 

to Gillingham, and the discovery 
of petroleum as an “illuminant” 
displaced more expensive whale oil.

The industry would never bounce 
back. Its death knell came with the 
Civil War, when several Fairhaven-
based whaling ships were destroyed at 
sea by Confederate ships financed by 
the British, who saw an opportunity 
to destabilize the nation’s economy. 
Fairhaven captains lost their ships and 
their capital to build new ones.

Launching whalers, reaping rewards

Header here
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1835
Candle Works erected 
on Middle Street; The 
Fairhaven Bank was 
established

1836
Part of Rochester 
annexed to the town

1830
Methodist Chapel erected 
on Main Street; Fairhaven 
Bank chartered

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Whaling bark Wanderer, above, circa 
1918. A cooper shop, right, was one  
of many industries associated with 
whaling in Fairhaven.

1835
“The Crab,” formally named “The Fairhaven,” was the 
first financially viable ferryboat that ran between the 
town and New Bedford. Service lasted nearly 100 years

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Delano traded tea;  
opium was a second stock
Warren Delano II wasn’t only known as the 
grandfather of President Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, he was a merchant mariner 
who made his fortune as the head of the 
Russell Company, trading tea in China. But 
there was a secondary market the Russell 

Company took part in: opium.

Opium trade was booming in the 1830s and 
‘40s, according to Spinner Publication’s 
“A Picture History of Fairhaven.” Delano’s 
letter home distanced his business from 
the moral question of the trade.

“… As a merchant, I insist that it has been 
a fair, honorable and legitimate trade … 
(carrying) no weightier objections than in 

the importation of wine, brandies and spirits 

into the United States.”

Delano returned to Fairhaven a wealthy 
man in 1848, lost his fortunes in the 
economic Panic of 1857, but rebuilt his 
capital with another China mission. He 
died in 1898. His daughter Sarah Delano 
(Roosevelt) would give birth to Franklin in 
1882.
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By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
Special correSpondent

F
irst, they borrowed a boat. They placed 
one-and-a-half bushels of rice, firewood and 
water inside it. They set sail.

The five Japanese fishermen, admittedly 
young and inexperienced, followed other fishing 
boats off the coast of Japan on a January morning 
in 1841, hoping to catch their fill.

But they lingered too long and a storm kicked up. 
Nature’s fury and boys’ folly 
broke their boat and the crew, 
including a 15-year-old boy 
named Manjiro, were set adrift. 
A craggy spit of coast came 
into sight and the crew swam 
for the rocks on Hurricane 
Island.

It was here that the journey 
of the first Japanese man to 
live in the United States began. 
Manjiro’s own account of the 
tale, complete with his own 
illustrations of Western culture, 

was published in the book “Drifting toward the 
Southeast,” a translation of a book series he wrote in 
Japan in 1852.

Manjiro, as he was called, and his crewmates 
spent five months as castaways on Hurricane 
Island before they were rescued by Fairhaven 
whaling Captain William H. Whitfield.

The captain knew that bringing them back 
to Japan could prove fatal for the crew. The 
government of Feudal Japan took any contact with 
the West as a threat. 

“Those Japanese who had contact with foreigners 
were regarded as spies or Christians and were often 
executed,” according to Junya Nagakuni in her 
preface to the English translation of Manjiro’s book.

Whitfield took the four older crewmembers to 
Oahu, Hawaii, but Manjiro, a boy, was asked if he 
wanted to continue on the ship’s course to Fairhaven.

He remained in Whitfield’s care and was 
educated at the Oxford Point School in North 
Fairhaven. He learned navigation and worked part 
time as a cooper, building the wooden barrels that 
carried whale oil and water aboard ships. 

Manjiro absorbed Western culture. He sailed, 
whaled and eventually even prospected for gold in 
California as a “forty-niner,” Nagakuni wrote.

His experience in Fairhaven would both enrich 
and imperil him, as he returned to his native Japan 
in 1851. He arrived in his home province of Tosa, 
was imprisoned and interrogated for 10 months.

During that time, he showed Japanese officials a 
world map and traced the course of his travels. He 
was forced to draw a “fumie,” a Christian medallion 
depicting two figures – a facsimile of a Madonna 
and Child – and step on it to prove he had not 
adopted Christianity.

But Manjiro’s account proved too exotic for 
officials to understand, according to his book. 

The authorities 
finally hired an 
artist, watercolorist 
Kawada Shoryo, 
to paint the things 
Manjiro described.

The four-book 
series Hyoson 
Kirykau, translated 
as “A Brief Account 
of Drifting Toward 
the Southeast,” was 
presented to the ruler 
of Tosa, in an effort to 
enlighten the leader.

Manjiro’s 
captivity coincided 
with the arrival of 
Commodore Matthew 
Perry’s flotilla of 
“Black Ships” in 
Japan’s Edo Bay. The 
purpose of Perry’s 
ships’ visit, according 
to Manjiro’s account, 
was to deliver a 
letter from President 
Millard Fillmore 
to the Tokugawa 
Shogunate, 
pressuring them to 
open Japan’s borders 
and ports. 

The Shogunate saw Manjiro’s knowledge of the 
West as an asset. He was named as a secretary to 
the government and was appointed as a samurai 
in service to them, Nagakuni wrote, a rarity for a 
man with a humble fisherman’s background. As 
a samurai, he was allowed to take the surname 
Nakahama, in honor of his home region.

Manjiro became a professor at Tokyo Imperial 
University and was part of the first diplomatic party 
ever to visit the United States in 1860.

According to Nagakuni, Manjiro has a prominent 
place in Japan’s history.

“When the Japanese talk about the beginning of 
the modernization of Japan … Manjiro… always 
comes to mind,” Nagakuni wrote.

Castaway led Japan to the West 

1840
Henry Huttleston 
rogers, Fairhaven’s  
benefactor, was born  
in Mattapoisett

1841
Meeting House built at 
center and Walnut streets

1845
With the passing of whale oil and the advent of 
steam engines, coal sheds were built on Fish 
and robinson wharves

 courtesy of Spinner publications

Illustrations from Manjiro’s 
book, “Drifting Toward the 
Southeast,” tell the tale of 
his journey from Japan to 
Fairhaven and back. At left 
is “The Ship’s Stern.” “Meal 
Bell and American People,” 
above, shows a sailor and  
officer in Western clothing. 

Ship vs. Bark
Why are some whalers called ships and 
others barks? It’s in the rigging, according 
to “Rites and Passages: The experience of 
American Whaling” by Margaret Creighton.

A bark, a vessel with square rigging — sails 
set athwart (across) the ship — was useful 
for long voyages and took advantage of 

changing wind patterns. 

“Ship” rigging — sails set along the same 
plane as the fore and aft of a ship — was used 
for maneuverability on coastal fishing trips. A 
look at the aft-most masts in the illustration, 
left, shows the difference in the sail plan.

In whaling it wasn’t unusual for a ship 
to change rigging mid-voyage, but not 
necessarily to improve a ship’s performance.

If a trip were a bust, according to Paul Cyr, 
curator of special collections at the New 
Bedford Public  Library, re-rigging the ship 
would give a boost to the crew.

Superstitious sailors knew that changing a 
ship’s name would be bad luck. Changing the 
rigging, however, was not.

“Change your rigging; change your luck,” 
according to Cyr.
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1848
the Beacon, far left, is 
erected at Fort phoenix

courtesy of Spinner  
publications

Landmark rises

Manjiro Nakahama
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1850s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA A. PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

A time-darkened painting of a Native 
American woman hangs in the Millicent 
Library, its gilded frame gleaming in 
contrast to the tanned face it surrounds.

The plaque below the Albert Bierstadt portrait 
reads “Martha Simons, The Last of the Narragansett,” 
but the artist was wrong.  She was Wampanoag, 
historians repeatedly claim, the last full-blooded 
Cushena Wampanoag to live and die in Fairhaven.

Her recorded story is modest, a snapshot of her 
life chronicled by Henry David Thoreau and local 
historians. She was the solitary remainder of a 
once-powerful tribe’s life in the town – a history that 
began to unravel when King Philip’s War ended, 
more than 180 years before Simons was born.

Her ancestors were called “Cushena,” taken from 
the name of the river “Cushenagg” that was sailed 
by Capt. Bartholomew Gosnold in 1602.

According to Franklyn Howland’s “History of the 
Town of Acushnet,” published in 1907, Gosnold was 
the first to document the tribe who lived in today’s 
Fairhaven, one of three under the sachem Massasoit.

The Cushena lived on both sides of the Acushnet 
River and were reported to be friendly and generous 
hosts, offering animal skins and furs, tobacco, 
turtles and other gifts to Gosnold and his party.

Fifty years later, Plymouth colonists bought the 
territory that makes up present-day Fairhaven 
from Massasoit and his son Wamsutta, according 
to Fairhaven’s town timeline, and eventually it was 
settled by the English.

But King Philip’s War erupted in 1675, 
destroying the coexistence of the native people 
and the settlers, sealing the fractured fate of the 
Wampanoag community in Fairhaven.

“This sickening event was the beginning of the 
extermination of the Indians from this locality. 
Many went elsewhere. Others remained and became 
civilized, educated and Christianized on a reservation 
of about one acre located on the west side of the road 
on Sconticut Neck,” according to Howland.

But even before they were confined to the 
reservation, the Cushena frequented Sconticut 
Neck and the Acushnet River, noted for abundant 
natural beauty and resources.

“To the native Indians, the Acushnet River must 

have been a most valuable source of livelihood, as 
well as of pleasure,” according to Daniel Ricketson’s 
“History of New Bedford,” published in 1858.

In that more pastoral time, woodlands stretched 
to the shore and the waters were rife with sea life, 
an “abundant variety of scale and shell-fish, such 
as tautog, scup, bass… [quahogs], clams and …
oysters,” according to Ricketson.

And it was at the tip of Sconticut Neck, on the 
small Indian reservation, that the last living member 
of this community remained — Martha Simons.

“She is the last of her race, a lone and almost 
forsaken creature, a sad but interesting sight 
to visit,” Ricketson writes. “[She is] of so little 
consequence, even in her own estimation, as to be 
surprised that any stranger should find anything in 

her, or her race, to interest him.”
Henry David Thoreau, in his journal dated June 

26, 1856, wrote of his meeting Martha Simons at 
her “hut,” on the narrowest part of the neck.

“She had half an acre of the real tawny Indian 
face, broad with high cheek-bones, black eyes, and 
straight hair, originally black but now a little gray 
parted in the middle,”  Thoreau wrote.

“She had a peculiarly vacant expression, perhaps 
characteristic of the Indian, and answered our 
questions listlessly, without being interested or 
implicated … as if hardly present there.”

Referring to her as  “the squaw,”  Thoreau claimed 
she couldn’t speak the Wampanoag language and 
knew little of her tribe’s history. She had always 
lived among the whites, she said, and worked for 
them from the age of seven.

Thoreau’s description of her surroundings was 
dismal: a “miserable tortoise-shell kitten … a stone 
chimney, a small cooking-stove without fore legs … 
a bed covered with dirty bed-clothes.”

And it appears, from Thoreau’s journal entry, that 
her social standing was equally bleak.

“A conceited old Quaker minister, her neighbor, 
told me with a sanctified air, “I think that the 
Indians were human beings; dost thee not think 
so?” He only convinced me of his doubt and 
narrowness,”  Thoreau wrote.

According to Howland, Simons lived in her hut 
until she was “enfeebled” and moved to Fairhaven’s 
almshouse. She died on July 12, 1858.

Official town records documented her passing 
as Martha Simons White, her married name, a 
“colored” person who died from consumption. 

The hand-written ledger states she was buried at 
Woodside Cemetery in an unmarked grave.

The Panic of 1857
A financial crisis rippled through the nation. 
Fairhaven, a center of agricultural and 
whaling commerce, felt the shock.

“Banks closed … payment was suspended, 
insolvent notices were numerous,” wrote 
Charles A. Harris in “Old-Time Fairhaven,” pub-
lished in 1947. “After the outbreak of the Civil 
War, all coins seemed to disappear … this led to 
the issuance of tickets, due bills ,” he wrote.

The government took measures to keep funds 
flowing in unorthodox ways. Postage stamps 
were used for change.

“These stuck together, and proved most 
inconvenient,” Harris wrote. 

After a second attempt at a postal currency, a 
temporary bill called “shinplasters” was used 
in Fairhaven to keep business moving. The low-
denomination bill was discontinued in 1878.

Simon was the last Cushena Wampanoag

Bloomerism!
What was more scandalous: the 
short hoop skirt or the bloomer 
pants visible beneath it? The 
risqué fashion created by Amelia 
Bloomer, a suffragist, wasn’t just 
confined to the big cities. Thanks 
to Fairhaven’s whaling industry, 
local ladies used whale bones that 

literally “supported” the fashion 
statement. 

Three brave bloomer-wearing 
Fairhavenites caused a stir worthy 
of newsprint: “A correspondent 
states that two young ladies have 
recently appeared in the full Bloom-
er… costume in Fairhaven, and one 
in North Fairhaven,” wrote Charles 
A. Harris in “Old-Time Fairhaven.”

1852
Town’s first high school  
dedicated at the former  
Methodist Chapel on Main Street. 

1858
Town House, railroad 
station and windmill at 
Oxford destroyed by fire

1850
Population reaches 
4,304; Riverside 
Cemetery is dedicated

1854
Fairhaven Branch 
Railroad constructed, 
steam engines fired 
by wood

1859
Kerosene lamps 
approved as streetlights

 
Courtesy of Millicent Library

Albert Bierstadt’s painting of Martha Simon hangs 

Courtesy of victorianlondon.org

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

First high school



Searching for your first home?

Where you can find: Featured Homes, Open Houses, Photo Tours,
New Personalized Tools, Search by Agent, Search listings
across the SouthCoast, Search by Real Estate Company, 

Weekly House & Home Profile

Find it in here

SOUTHCOAST
HOUSEANDHOME.COM

Delivering Your Life. Daily.

T
h

e
 S

ta
n

d
ar

d
-T

im
es

, N
ew

 B
e

d
fo

rd
, M

A
, T

h
u

rs
d

ay
, J

u
n

e
 2

8
, 2

0
12

 P
ag

e
 1

2



P
ag

e
 13

 T
h

e
 S

tan
d

ard
-T

im
es, N

ew
 B

e
d

fo
rd

, M
A

, T
h

u
rsd

ay, J
u

n
e

 2
8

, 2
0

12
1860s Fairhaven 

By PEGGY AULISIO
EDITOR, THE ADVOCATE

and PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

T
he Civil War took the lives 
of quite a few young men 
from Fairhaven as the 
North battled the South in 

an attempt to save the Union.
When President Lincoln called 

for 75,000 volunteers to fight, 
Fairhaven held a special town 
meeting to gather a force.  A $100 
bounty would be paid to each of the 
original 33 soldiers the town sent; 
33 being the quota the government 
felt was fair to send from a town of 
its size. Lincoln expected the war to 
be a short one and requested volun-
teers for a three-month tour of duty. 
A $50 payment would be made to 
the soldier when mustered and the 
remaining $50 paid when the com-
pany was sent to service, according 
to “Old-Time Fairhaven,” written by 
Charles A. Harris.

A recruiting office was opened 
on the corner of Water and Center 
streets. The first two volunteers, 
ages 60 and 80, were rejected.

The town held a series of War 
Meetings, according to Harris, at 
which rousing speeches were given 
to inspire potential volunteers. And as 
recruits trickled in, the gravity of the 
impending war was growing. Tours 
of duty were extended three years, a 
$250 bounty offered to volunteers. 

The town gathered to send off 
troops on Sept. 15, 1862 with a 
community party replete with 
flowers, brass bands, special 
church services and presentations 
of ceremonial swords to company 
commanders. Company I, Third 
Regiment boasted 90 men when 
they mustered with groups from 
New Bedford and Middleboro.

The war would last four years.
Veterans Agent James Cochran 

has been able to document 248 
Fairhaven men who served in the 
Union Army or Navy. While many 
survived, of those who died, as 
many died in battle as from disease 
or as prisoners.

Amos Tripp, a 19-year-old farmer 
who served in the 28th Regiment, 
was killed on Dec. 13, 1862, in Fred-
ericksburg, Va.

John M. Thompson, a painter, was 
wounded in Petersburg, Va., on June 
17 and died 10 days later.

Loring P. Taber was wounded in 
Petersburg. He died in Washington, 
D.C., and was buried in Arlington 
National Cemetery.

Francis H. Stoddard, 18, died of 
wounds received in North Carolina.

Phineas Peckham Jr., 34, a cabi-
net maker, was wounded on Nov. 7, 
1863, at Rappahannock Station, Va. 
He died on Nov. 28, in Washington, 
D.C., where he was buried.

J. Arthur Fitch, a second lieuten-
ant, was killed in action during the 

battle of Chapin’s Farm, Va.
Henry L. Bosworth Jr., a private, 

was killed in action at Westchester, Va.
John Bryant, a private, was killed 

in action at Fredericksburg, Va., and 
buried in the South.

Benjamin Cowen, a lieutenant in 
the U.S. Navy, was killed in action in 
Corpus Christi, Texas, while serving 
aboard the steamer Sachem.

Barnabas Ewer Jr., a major in the 
infantry, was killed in the battle at 
Cold Harbor, Va., which took the lives 
of 7,000 men in its first 20 minutes, 
according to the PBS website for the 
Ken Burns series on the Civil War.

William A. West, a quartermaster 
in the U.S. Navy, died of wounds on 
April 15, 1863, and was buried in the 
South.

James Miller was wounded and 
died as a prisoner of war. Joseph S. 
Caswell died in Anderson Prison. 
Ebenezer B. Hathaway, who served 
in the Navy, died at Navy School 
Hospital in Annapolis in 1865 from 
a lack of food and essentials in 
rebel prisons.

Soldiers, sailors braved the Civil War

Bates began Adventist faith
Joseph Bates was a native son 
who would grow to be a man of 
God, co-founding the Seventh-
Day Adventist church.

The son of a Fairhaven farmer, he 
served as a cabin boy aboard a 
ship that was forced into service 

by the British in the War of 1812, 
according to “Fairhaven: A Lens 
on History,” written by Ralph 
Hickok in 2008. After his return, 
he was involved in the Washing-
ton Street Christian Church.

But in the 1840s, after hearing 
lectures by a visiting preacher 
who believed the world would 
end between 1843 and 1844 

with the second coming of Je-
sus Christ, Bates was so moved, 
he became an anti-slavery and 
temperance activist. He founded 
the Fairhaven Temperance 
Society, abstaining from alcohol 
and working on the Sabbath, and 
the movement he began grew 
throughout the state and region.

In 1860, Bates, with James 

and Ellen White, founded the 
Seventh-Day Adventist Church, 
named for its belief that Satur-
day - the seventh day - is the 
Sabbath and that the second 
coming - or Advent - of Christ is 
imminent, according to Hickok.

Today, the Seventh-Day Adven-
tist Church has more than 17 
million members worldwide.

1864
Banks were allowed to issue their own currency in the 
1860s. Fairhaven Bank changed its name to the National 
Bank of Fairhaven after the National Bank Act of 1864 
ensured this currency, in part, by government bonds.

1868
The Soldiers and Sailors 
Monument is dedicated at 
Riverside Cemetery

1869
Gale winds blow 
down Congregational 
Church steeple and 
sweep toll bridge away

 Peggy Aulisio

This photo, circa 1912, shows Civil War veterans posing on the steps of 
Fairhaven Town Hall.

Leading the ‘Stone Fleet’
Fairhaven’s shipbuilding prowess would be 
pressed into service during the Civil War in an 
unconventional way in January 1862.

Fairhaven-built ships would become part of 
the Stone Fleet – a flotilla of ships that would 
be filled with 
stones and 
sunk into 
Confederate 
harbors, pre-
venting their 
ships from 
sailing out 
to European 
ports to bring 
back military 
supplies for 
their troops.

Surplus ships 
were needed, 
according 
to Everett 
Allen’s 
account in “A 
Picture History 
of Fairhaven,” 
by Spinner Publications, and whalers docked 
in Fairhaven were sought.

The Amazon and the Rebecca Simms were both 
bought by the federal government from their 
Fairhaven owners for about $4,000 apiece. 
Holes were bored – then plugged – in each 
ship and Fairhaven farmers sold 7,500 tons of 
stone that was loaded in each.

Skeleton crews sailed the ships to the critical 
Southern ports. The holes were uncorked. The 
Rebecca Simms, the fastest in the Stone Fleet, was 
first to sail into Savannah.  Its captain, J.M. 
Willis, watched as the crowd of ships listed, their 
masts mingling and tangling as they sank.

“The ships became mere hulks upon the 
water,” Willis wrote.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications/ 
New Bedford Public Library

Courtesy of Spinner Publications Courtesy of Spinner Publications
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1870s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
Special correSpondent

“T
he Star” was a name born 
of necessity.

Charles Dean Waldron 
had the idea and the 

drive to create Fairhaven’s first 
hometown newspaper in 1879. 
What he didn’t have was the “type” 
– literally, the tiles to typeset the 
paper’s banner.

He borrowed an incomplete set of 
letters from a friend and in a creative 
exercise akin to playing Scrabble, 
Waldron cobbled together a name for 
his publication from the 
tiles he had: ‘The Star.’

It published for 87 years, 
refining its name to ‘The 
Fairhaven Star’ in 1880, 
and carried the news and 
social commentary of a 
growing town though 1966.

In 1879, Fairhaven was 
a town eager to foster 
an identity apart from 
neighboring New Bedford. 
New Bedford’s newspapers, 
like the Mercury and the 
New Bedford Republican 
Standard, covered some 
of Fairhaven’s news, but 
the town deserved a voice 
of its own, according to its 
founder.

The Star’s first edition 
ran an editorial by Waldron:

“Are not our facilities for doing 
business equally as good as those of 
our neighbor across the way? New 
Bedford has a railroad, so have we. 
She has the streetcars, churches, 
public halls… and haven’t we?

“...Strike while the iron is hot and 
while yet ye have a newspaper!” 

Though initially free, the paper 
was a business venture. Waldron’s 
intentions had integrity, however, 

based on this front-page note to 
readers:

“We cannot expect the public 
support unless we merit it, therefore 
it will be for our interest to make our 
paper all that it should be,” he wrote.

He had left his job as a newspaper 
production worker in New Bedford 
to start The Star, which was produced 
entirely on credit its first edition.

He served as reporter, advertising 
salesman, compositor, circulation 
manager and newsboy.

He printed that first copy at the 
presses of the “Mercury” newspaper 

and according to a 1929 
anniversary  edition of the 
paper, Waldron loaded a 
wheelbarrow of the first 
editions, walked across the 
New Bedford-Fairhaven 
Bridge and hand-delivered 
them to prospective 
readers and advertisers.

Production moved 
to Waldron’s home on 
Oxford Street and later 
to 43 Centre Street. He 
later published from two 
locations on Main Street.

A hand-crank press 
printed the paper until 
1887, when a steam-
driven press fueled with 
petroleum took over, 
according to “Old-Time 

Fairhaven,”  by Charles A. Harris.

Early editions of “The Star” 
resembled other papers of the day. The 
first front page boasted a large ad for 
a shoe store and an unnamed sailor’s 
first-person account of a journey from 
Liverpool to Australia.

There was a bit about a prank 
between rival fire stations in town 
and ads for grocers and druggists 
lined one page. Common products 
like hand moisturizer and pens took 

on an exotic air with advertisements 
touting “The Working Man’s Cerate” 
and “Stylographic Pens -- A pencil 
which writes ink, never needs 
sharpening and never wears out!”

Decades passed and the paper 
changed along with the times. 
Photographs eventually appeared on 
its pages. Hard news led the front page.

On December 22, 1966, a four-inch 
story blended into the news of the day: 
“Fairhaven Star to Change Hands”

An agreement was made to sell 
“The Fairhaven Star” to a corporation 
headed by George Gray, owner of 

WBSM radio and publisher of “The 
Dartmouth Chronicle.”

The Fairhaven Star’s editor, John 
B. DeGraw, signed the deal and 
was reportedly remaining as a 
news editor, but the paper would be 
managed outside of Fairhaven. 

Production was slated to begin on 
January 1, 1967, but no new papers ever 
appeared. After 87 years, it appears The 
Fairhaven Star came to an end.

Fairhaven was without a local 
paper from 1967 to 1980, when “The 
Advocate” began publication. It is still 
in publication today.

‘The Star’ shone light on everyday life

Minding others’ business
Social conscience isn’t a new idea. 

In The Star of 1879, debtors were 
publicly flogged: 

“William’s many creditors may possibly 
be glad to learn that he has become a 
church member, in good standing. ‘Con-
stancy, thou art a jewel.’”

A lady’s reputation was important:

“A young miss, having accepted the 
offer of a youth to gallant her home, 
afterwards fearing that jokes might 
be cracked at her expense if the fact 
should become public, dismissed him 
when about half-way, enjoining his 
secrecy.

“Don’t be afraid,” said he, “of my 
saying anything about it, for I feel as 

much ashamed of it as you do.””

The concept of “Ladies Night” also 
isn’t modern:

“A social assembly will be given at 
Phoenix Hall, next Thursday evening. 
Gentlemen will not be admitted un-
less they hold cards of invitation, but 
all ladies are cordially invited to be 
present and will be admitted free of 
charge.”

1870
Fairhaven Bridge, lost in a 
storm in 1969, is rebuilt as a 
free bridge

1876
U.S. government gives 
three cannon from Fort 
phoenix to another post; 
fort abandoned

1873
Ferry service was discontin-
ued between Fairhaven and 
new Bedford

1872
the barracks at Fort 
phoenix set on fire

Ferry service ends

The staff of ‘The Star’ posed for a  
photo for  the paper’s 50th  
anniversary in 1929. The paper’s 
founder, Charles Dean Waldron, is 
third from the left. At right, the mast-
head from the first edition of ‘The 
Star’ in 1879.

An ad from the first 
edition of ‘The Star’ 
in 1879.

courtesy of Spinner publications

Phoenix Hall was a center of social 
life.

courtesy of Spinner publications
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1880s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

F
rank Gifford wasn’t 
a famous boy, but 
he earned a spot in 
Fairhaven’s history on 

July 4, 1888.
His triumph: paddling a 

tub farther and longer than 
any other teenage boy in 
town from the local fish 
market out into Fairhaven’s 
harbor. He earned a gold 
dollar coin that day and 
his name was recorded 
for posterity in the official 
account of the Antiques and 
Horribles Parade.

The Antiques and 
Horribles Parade is a long-
lost tradition in Fairhaven, 
documented in the 1870s and 
1880s — though the very idea 
of serious documentation 
flies in the face of the 
parade’s purpose. Shameless 
mockery of small town life 
and politics was the order 
of the day. And the general 
buffoonery of its participants wasn’t just 
required, it was celebrated.

Always irreverent and at times offensive by 
today’s standards, the parade skewered society, 
yet drew in participants and a robust audience. 
It became so popular, the procession grew into 
a larger celebration, which included a clambake 
and the crowning event – the famous tub race.

The first Antiques and Horribles Parade on 
record was in 1876, according to “Old Time 
Fairhaven” by Charles A. Harris.

It was an early morning affair. At 5 a.m., 
about 60 “fun provokers” were joined by a 24-piece 
tin band from New Bedford for a raucous romp 
through town. 

The parade was led by an all-male marching 
band dressed in women’s clothing – hoop skirts and 
bonnets. Their name, the Woman Suffrage Band, 
lampooned the Women’s Rights movement.

They were followed by a ragtag gathering of 
revelers: Aging horses pulled dilapidated carriages 
with players acting the part of the honorary mayor 
of Fairhaven and his wife. Children dressed like 
hobos, clowns or in blackface, and adults did the 
same. Some marched while others rode in their 
own “chariots” with slogans like “White-wash taken 
in” or “When we get married, trouble begins.”

The whaleboat Oxford was 
on a truck pulled by three 
horses. The “crew” were the 
sons of Neptune on a hunt for 
sea monsters, their intrepid 
captain struggling to keep the 
ship’s course. 

The “Declipendence of 
Indignation” was read at 
the parade’s end and an 
old covered carriage bore 
the words, “Slack Men of 
Fairhaven, Fall In. Fairhaven 
Police on Duty Again.”

Antiques and Horribles 
Parades weren’t unique to 
Fairhaven, however.

The mockery was a New 
England tradition dating 
back to the 1840s, when it 
arose from the “disorderly 
and drunken training days” of 
those last conscripted into the 
militia, according to Yankee 
Magazine reporter Jane 
Nylander.

The Antiques and Horribles 
were a counterpoint to the 
typically patriotic July 4 

parade. “Antiques” referred to the threadbare 
old uniforms some revelers wore. “Horribles” 
donned more elaborate costumes and makeup.

Today, Fourth of July in Fairhaven is a friendlier 
affair. Traditional band music accompanied Boy 
and Girl Scout troops and veterans in uniform 
marching down Green Street to Fort Phoenix.

Children hold banners or pull festooned 
wagons and candy is tossed along the parade 
route. Fire trucks have taken the place of 
tired oxen pulling ragged wagons. No ships 
have been pulled down the street in recent 

memory. 
And the revelers  — adults and children — dress 

in Colonial garb or their best red, white and blue to 
mark the day. 

The only antiques in the parade are old-time 
cars. And the satire of the horribles has no place in 
today’s modern celebration.

The ‘horribles’ live on
The “horribles” still walk Fairhaven’s streets today, but the 
focus of the event is Halloween costumes and fun.

The North Fairhaven Improvement Association sponsors an 
annual parade in late October that travels from Benoit Square 
to St. Mary’s Church, where costumes are judged and prizes 
awarded in different age groups and categories.

‘Antiques and Horribles’ ruled the streets

Electric, phone all the buzz
It all started with a rumor. Fall River 
and New Bedford were going to be 
connected by telephone. 

It was true. And once the wires were 
connected to the Fairhaven side of 
the bridge, residents were primed for 
the technological adventure.

“It was a new experience to have a 
lady play and sing at Dr. Atwood’s, be-
ing joined in the song by several ladies 
in Mr. Hunt’s parlor,” wrote Charles A. 
Harris in “Old Time Fairhaven.” 

Topping this achievement was 
electric light, which would arrive in 
1889.

The town’s newspaper office, ‘The 

Star,’ was the first to be lit, and its 
illumination would draw a crowd.

The electric wiring was completed by 
3:30 p.m. on Dec. 2, and the switches 
were flipped. 

“The little building… became the cen-
ter of attraction,” Harris wrote. The 
office was filled to capacity for the 
dawn of electricity.

1880
Telephone service 
arrives in Fairhaven 

1882
Fairhaven Improvement  
Association is established. It  
is still active today

1885
Rogers School opened; at 
left, an early school “bus”

1886
Trolley extended on Main Street from 
Fort Phoenix to Riverside Cemetery

Rogers School opens

 Courtesy of Spinner Publications

The Antiques and Horribles Parade lampooned the formal July 4 festivities in Fairhaven. Offen-
sive by today’s standards, participants mocked racial, ethnic and social groups.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Electricity debuted at ‘The Star’ 
in 1889.
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1890s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

T
here is solitude and then there is 
being alone. 

Those who sail enjoy the 
peacefulness of a solo excursion, 

a respite from everyday life. But Joshua 
Slocum wanted to be alone on the seas — 
completely self-reliant and self-sustaining. 

He achieved this feat, becoming the first 
man to sail around the world solo.

It took the Fairhaven man more than 
three years to circumnavigate the globe on 
a boat he essentially built himself, starting 
in 1895, and his achievement still inspires 
adventurers today. The personal account of 
his trip “Sailing Alone Around the World,” 
tells the tale of water and weather, kinship 
with nature and the native people he would 
briefly encounter.

Joshua Slocum was born in Nova Scotia 
in 1844 to a long line of seafarers. After 
commanding his own vessels for 20 years, he 
moved to Fairhaven in 1892 at the request of a 
friend who was offering him a ship.

He was somewhat duped in receiving the 
Spray, a boat that had been on dry land, covered 
with canvas for seven years before Slocum had his 
way with it.

Rebuilding the boat became a spectacle for 
neighbors who ribbed him about the venture, Slocum 
wrote. He felled and steamed timber to be bent 
as the Spray’s ribs, he caulked and painted its 
bottom. After 13 months of labor and about $500 in 
materials, the Spray was set to sail.

He took the boat from Fairhaven to Boston, from 
which he set sail April 4, 1895, his heart light.

“I felt there could be no turning back,” he wrote. 
“I was engaging in an adventure the meaning of 
which I thoroughly understood. I had taken little 
advice from anyone, for I had a right to my own 
opinions in matters pertaining to the sea.”

Slocum headed east and came upon the Azores, 
his first port of call. After indulging on plums and 
local cheese, Slocum fell ill his first night at sea. In 
foul weather he secured the Spray as best he could 
and set its course, but became delirious with fever.

His delusion, however, conveyed Slocum’s 

confidence: The imagined pilot 
of Christopher Columbus’s 
Pinta stood at the boat’s wheel.

“Lie quiet, senor captain 
… and I will guide your ship 
tonight,” his vision assured him. 
Come morning, the Spray had 
stayed its course.

As Slocum’s journey dotted 
the coast of Spain, he would 
dock and meet with the crews 
of other vessels. But not all he encountered were 
friendly. As he headed for the Suez Canal, he 
changed his route after a brush with pirates.

“I saw by their movements they were now 
preparing to strike a blow.”

But the pirates’ vessel hit the crest of a wave 
awkwardly, breaking the boat’s progress. The same 
wave overtook the Spray’s deck and Slocum ran to 
his cabin and grabbed his loaded rifle.

He returned to the deck to find the pirates gone.
Much of Slocum’s trip ran smoothly, by 

comparison. He had ample provisions on his boat, 

and the sea provided more. Flying fish 
would find themselves on his deck. A sea 
turtle became an unexpected treat. 

He was alone in his travels, however, 
and that proved a potential hazard when 
the Spray ran aground in Uruguay.

Slocum, alone in his lifeboat, had a 
potent reality check when it overturned.

“I suddenly remembered that I could 
not swim,” he wrote.

The Spray was freed with the tide and 
repaired and the journey continued.

At the Straits of Magellan, his will and 
experience were tested. The gateway to 
the Pacific was a dangerous route filled 
with shipwrecks, tricky shoals and erratic 
currents.

In a failed attempt to cross, Slocum was 
blown southward and eastward, forcing 
him to circumnavigate “the wildest part 

of Tierra del Fuego” back to Sandy Point, where 
he had been anchored weeks before. A second 
attempt was a success.

“I felt the throb of the great ocean that lay before 
me. I knew now that I had put another world 
behind me and that I was opening out another 
world ahead,” he wrote.

A peaceful leg of the trip followed, as he caught 
the trade winds in the South Pacific.

“I had already found that it was not good to be 
alone, and so I made companionship with what 
there was around me, sometimes with the universe, 
and sometimes with my own insignificant self; but 
my books were always my friends, let fail all else.”

To a degree, the boat was a sentient being, with a 
reckoning of its own. Slocum trusted the Spray as 
an extension of himself.

“I just lashed the helm and let her go…” he wrote. 
He also had immense faith in himself.
“If I doubted my reckoning after a long time at 

sea, I verified it by reading the clock aloft, made by 
the Great Architect, and it was always right.”

As for a mechanical navigation tool, he used a 
tin clock he purchased for $1 as a chronometer 
throughout the trip.

In the end, Slocum sailed his 36-foot Spray more 
than 46,000 miles. He reached “home” at 1 a.m. on 
June 27, 1898, in Newport, R.I.

Slocum’s solo voyage was the first

Mark Twain’s Fairhaven
“Books are the liberated spirits of men.”

Mark Twain boasted the value of both the 
contents and the comforts of the Millicent 
Library in 1894. The “light and grace and 
harmonious color” pleased Twain when 
he visited the library built by his friend, 
Henry Huttleston Rogers.
They met in 1893 and Rogers, an oil mag-

nate, sorted out the finances and copy-
right considerations of the prolific Twain. 
They had a close, if unlikely relationship, 
given that one was a titan of industry 
and the other an artist. Twain visited  
Fairhaven again and again, according to 
Earl Dias, who wrote about the friendship 
for the Millicent Library in 1976.

The letter about the Millicent Library 
is but one of Twain’s opinions. He also 

spoke at the dedication of the Town Hall 
in 1894, and gave an address at the lay-
ing of the cornerstone of the Unitarian 
Church, both bequeathed by Rogers.

A memorial to the author is in the read-
ing room at Millicent Library. A bronze 
plaque bears his likeness along with a 
famous quote: “Always do right. This will 
gratify some people and astonish the 
rest.”

1890
“Big Hattie” Bowen, a Fairhaven woman who toured 
the country as the largest white woman alive, died in 
New York of an apparent stroke at age 49. She was 
reputed to have weighed 783 pounds at her peak

1891
A cornerstone is laid for the Millicent Library, built 
in memory of Millicent Rogers, the late daughter 
of town benefactor Henry Huttleston Rogers

1895
Electric cars in 
Fairhaven; John 
Cooke monument 
erected

1891
Atlas Tack  
Corporation 
formed

Millicent Library

Joshua Slocum, as he appeared before 
launching his round-the-world  solo sail 
in  1895. At right, a plaque at Poverty 
Point marks his achievement.

Mark Twain and Henry 
Huttleston Rogers

Coutesy of Millicent Library

Patricia Pronovost
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By WILLIAM A. MONIZ
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

I
t’s been said that the only thing Henry Huttleston 
Rogers didn’t give Fairhaven was its name.

“He would have if it were possible,” mused 
Debbie Charpentier, archivist at the Millicent 

Library, itself a gift from the town’s benefactor.
During his lifetime, Rogers gave the town 

four public buildings, built a hotel and a factory, 
constructed a park, established a water works, 
donated a Masonic lodge and financed a church 

honoring his mother.
After earning his wealth in the 

oil refining business, ultimately 
becoming the vice president and 
chief operating officer of John D. 
Rockefeller’s Standard Oil, the 
philanthropist began his largesse 
to his hometown with the Rogers 
School on Pleasant Street in 1885. 
He built both the water works and 
the library that honors his late 
daughter Millicent in 1893. For an 
encore, he built the iconic Town 
Hall in 1894. Rogers’ friend Mark 
Twain spoke at its dedication.

But it was in the first decade of the 20th century 
that Rogers really got rolling, or more aptly, 
bankrolling. In 1901, in an effort to spur downtown 
commerce, Rogers gave the Concordia Lodge 
Masons a new three-story building at 20 Center St. 
The gift came with one string attached: That it be 
named the George H. Taber Lodge after Roger’s 
uncle, then Massachusetts’ oldest living Freemason.

While Rogers was building the mammoth Atlas 
Tack factory in 1902, plans were already in the 
works for the magnificent Gothic-style Unitarian 
church dedicated to his mother, Mary Eldredge 
(Huttleston) Rogers, completed in 1904. The 
following year saw the construction of Center 
Street’s Tabitha Inn, named after Rogers’ great 
grandmother, Tabitha (Crowell) Huttleston.

In 1906, Rogers was to outdo himself with the 
gift of the palatial Elizabethan-style high school 
designed by the firm of Brigham, Coveney, and 
Bisbee. Constructed predominately of granite 
quarried from the town’s Fort Phoenix ledge, 
Rogers insisted that the building be opened on 

the 50th anniversary of his graduation from the 
original Fairhaven High School. 

Construction sped along on first two, and 
then three shifts daily in a race to meet Rogers’ 
deadline. In a photo finish with the appointed day, 
on April 10th 1906, the school’s first pupils entered 
the school staying only for two periods of largely 
ceremonial classes.

The ornate interior was lavish by public secondary 
school standards, including stained glass windows, 
marble floors and elaborately carved woodwork. The 
gym sported the first indoor high school basketball 

court in the 
country. 

The “Castle on 
the Hill,” as it was 
known locally, 
was not without 
its practical 

innovations. According to historian Mabel Hoyle 
Knipe, it was one of the first Fairhaven buildings to 
use natural gas. Rogers had provided the school with 
its own small coal gasification plant. With Edison-like 
foresight, Rogers had provided  it a steam-powered 
electrical generator. The building had the only lights 
in town during the Hurricane of 1938 when it served 
as a shelter.

Although Rogers financed the construction of 
Cushman Park in 1908, the high school was the last 
building he would give the town before his May, 
1909 death.

1900s Fairhaven 

Architectural gems are Rogers’ gifts

Fairhaven’s floral accolades
Fairhaven florist Peter Murray was 
the first to develop pink carnations 
in 1904. The flowers were wildly 
popular and the 23-year-old Scot-
tish immigrant was reportedly paid 
$16,000 for a single flower by a New 
York company, according to Spinner 

Publications’ “A Picture Post Card 
History of Fairhaven,” published in 
2003. The flower was used for the 
coronation of England’s Queen Mary 
in 1911 and was subsequently called 
the Windsor Pink. 

The development of this popular flow-
er enabled Murray to open his own 
florist shop on Washington Street.

Fairhaven’s fairways
Fairhaven Golf Club was founded in 
1900 on 14 acres south of River-
side Cemetery. The six-hole course 
was open to its 100 members for 
an annual fee of $5, according to 
“A Brief History of the Town of 
Fairhaven,” by John Gillingham.

1900
Bathhouses moved from 
Pease Street to Fort 
Phoenix

1904
Typhoid hits 
Fairhaven

1901
Beginning of 
Rural Free 
Delivery

1908
Gold Bond Medicated Powder first manufactured  
and packed in distinctive gold tins on Main Street  
by two doctors from Providence, R.I. 

Gold Bond PowderFt. Phoenix Beach

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Rogers’ gifts to the town include (clockwise, from top left): 
Fairhaven High School, Unitarian Church, Rogers School, Town 
Hall, Tabitha Inn and Millicent Library.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Courtesy of Spinner PublicationsCourtesy of Spinner Publications

Henry  
Huttleston  

Rogers
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1910s Fairhaven 

By WILLIAM A. MONIZ
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

T
he Titanic went down, Fenway Park opened 
up and a man parachuted from an airplane 
for the first time. It was 1912, and against 
this backdrop, Fairhaven was celebrating its 

100th year of incorporation.
The second decade of the 20th century saw the 

town in transition. 
“Whaling, and the shipbuilding that went with it 

were essentially done,” said Chris Richard, director 
of the Fairhaven Office 
of Tourism. “And fishing 
as we know it today had 
not yet caught on.” 

Even as war clouds 
gathered in Europe 
foreshadowing World 
War I, the town found 
time to celebrate its 
centennial. According 
to Fairhaven Veterans’ 
Agent James Cochran, 
six years later, the town 
would send 387 men and 
women to fight in the 
“War to End All Wars.” 
Fifteen would not return. 

Despite new-fangled 
inventions like the 
horseless carriage, life 
continued at a bucolic 
post-Victorian pace 
except for one island of 
industry.

Fairhaven’s benefactor, 
Henry Huttleston Rogers, had died in 1909. But adding 
to his legacy of civic-minded gifts, the new factory that 
he’d built in 1902 continued to hum away as the town’s 
largest employer. In 1913, a 100-foot-long addition to 
Atlas Tack solidified its place as the largest and most 
modern factory of its kind in the world.

During most of the 20th Century, “The Tack” as it 
was known locally, would push out millions of tacks, 
nails, rivets, eyelets and bolts.  

“Almost everybody in town had somebody in the 
family working at Atlas Tack,” said Richard.

It would operate until 1985, when it faltered with 

sporadic labor difficulties, new technologies, pollution 
problems and foreign competition. In 2007, after a two-
year, $21 million environmental cleanup, the 20-acre 
Pleasant Street site and nearby Boys Creek were 
returned to an uncontaminated, nearly natural state.

On the other end of the town’s employment scale, 
but with no less an iconic Fairhaven name, was 
Gold Bond Powder. Having acquired the formula 
from physicians of the Rhode Island State Medical 
Association in 1908, Arthur W. Guilford mixed and 
packaged the powder in his small shop at 47 Main St.

Despite relying solely on word-of-mouth, the 
product flourished, and 
in the centennial year 
of 1912, Guilford sold 
the business to one 
John M. Chapman. The 
new owner opened 
distribution channels 
for the powder and 
in 1914 a can of Gold 
Bond became the very 
first New Years Baby 
gift. During World War 
II, every man drafted 
for service received a 
free can.

In 1965, long-time 
employee Timothy 
Shea acquired what 
was then called “The 
Gold Bond Sterilizing 
Powder Company.” 
With his son Robert, a 
registered pharmacist, 
as president, Shea 

consolidated in a three-story Fairhaven building. 
According to the company’s website, “Only three men 
were required to operate the manufacturing process 
during this period. All raw materials were delivered, 
mixed and processed under a secret formula behind 
locked doors.”

For years the business remained a small family 
operation with Robert finding time to moonlight as 
a pharmacist at Finn’s Pharmacy in New Bedford. 
Gold Bond has twice changed hands and is now 
owned by Chattem Chemicals, Inc. of Chattanooga, 
Tenn. 

Town receives Samurai sword 
Swords are often associated with war, but 
Fairhaven was presented a Samurai sword in 
1918 as a gesture of love and honor.

The Ambassador of Japan, Viscount Ishii, 
visited Fairhaven on July 4 to present the gift 
from Dr. Toichiro Nakahama, the son of Manjiro 
Nakahama, a castaway sailor boy who was 
rescued by whaling captain William Whitfield. 
Manjiro would become the first diplomat from 
his native country to the United States and 
never forgot the people who set him on his life’s 
path.

Hundreds gathered for the sword presenta-
tion dressed in their finest clothes. Relatives of 
Whitfield and schoolmates of Manjiro attended 
the service. Naval Reservists and regulars from 
Fort Rodman marched in formation from the 
center of town to the stadium at Fairhaven High 
School. American and Japanese flags ringed the 
stadium and the ambassador spoke of Naka-
hama’s gratitude for the kindness American 
citizens showed Manjiro when he lived in this 
country.

“[The sword] stands for the loftiest concep-
tions of chivalric honor and virtue,” he said. “To 
the old Samurai of Japan ... the sword was the 
symbol of spotless honor.”

Industrial age comes to Fairhaven

From fruit punch to pomade, 
Browne’s had it all 
The pharmacy in the Phoenix Block was a 
wonderous place. In 1910, Frederick Browne 
Sr., bought Levi Snow’s Drug Store and the 
Browne family ran an emporium of remedies 
and delights until 1971.

According to “A Picture History of 

Fairhaven,” by Spinner Publications, the 
pharmacy sold Irish moss “cultibalm,” a 
salve for chapped hands, Browne’s 5-cent 
cigar, “imported” from Boston and irregular 
chocolates from NECCO, which were sold dur-
ing the Depression.

A favorite remedy was Jamaicol (pictured, 
right) a cough suppressant made from one-
third rum, one-third honey and one-third cod 
liver oil. 

1912
New Fairhaven 
Bridge is begun. 
It is stll in use 
today

1916
Engine house of the 
Fairhaven Branch 
Railroad is razed

1917
Fairhaven sent more than 300 men to fight in World 
War I. Pictured are some of the troops, who posed for a 
picture on the steps of the Millicent Library

1912
Town celebrated its 
Centennial with parades, 
parties and specially 
written poems

 Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Atlas Tack workers in the early 20th century.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Courtesy of Spinner Publications A
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World War I
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4 1920s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

P
art of Fairhaven’s charm is its 
hidden coves and inlets. In East 
Fairhaven, marshes at the end 
of quiet streets offer a peek out 

onto Buzzards Bay through brush 
and tangled vines. On West Island, 
untouched stretches of beach lay far 
from where roads can meet them.

And on Sconticut Neck, farmland 
rolls out to the sea, providing a 
secluded oasis from prying eyes.

The perfect spot for a crime, in the 
eyes of Prohibition scofflaws.

The rumrunners, a network of 
alcohol-smuggling ships 
and the smaller boats 
that relayed the booze 
to shore, were fast 
moving and profitable 
in the 1920s and ’30s. 
And more than a few 
Fairhavenites were part 
of the syndicate.

When the Eighteenth 
Amendment to the 
Constitution was enacted 
in 1920, the sale and 
production of alcohol was  
banned throughout the 
country. That didn’t dim its popularity, 
however, and a black market was born. 

Fishermen would cash in on their 
seamen’s skills to ferry liquor to 
shore and evade Coast Guard patrols. 
Farmers would accept a few hundred 
dollars to turn a blind eye to late-night 
visitors carrying crates of booze across 
their land. The boat builders who had 
crafted yachts and fishing boats would 
reinforce the pilothouses and create 
false bottoms in the holds to hide 
banned cargo, according to “The Black 
Ships,” a book by former Standard-
Times Editor Everett S. Allen.

Fairhavenites arrested in the trade 
had their names splashed in the 

headlines of the day: Thomas Kelley, 
Mary Gloria and Frank Butler, the 
reported owner of the Nola, a 48-foot 
rumrunner built to look like a yacht.

Known as “the queen of the rum 
fleet,” its pilothouse, hold and stern 
were armor plated, her portholes 
made of bulletproof glass. Armaments 
were needed for the machine-gun fire 
these boats would face. 

And Casey Boatbuilding in 
Fairhaven would craft them.

Casey played a role in forwarding 
the traffickers’ efforts, building as 
many rum-running boats as anyone 
in the Northeast, according to Allen, 
who interviewed a master boat 

builder of Casey’s who 
began his trade in 1927, 
the racket in full swing.

Major Casey – his name, 
not his title – owned the 
shipyard and was said to 
be a very religious man. He 
didn’t believe in smoking 
or drinking, and christened 
the boats he knew would 
be used as rumrunners 
with ginger ale.

But Casey-built boats 
would relay cases of booze 

from large ships and run them ashore. 
Some of the smaller boats were flat-
bottomed, designed for beaching, the 
boat builder said.

“They could take 600-800 cases off 
the big boat and because they didn’t 
draw more than a foot, foot-and-a-
half of water, they could run right 
inshore,”said the boatbuilder.

Speedboats didn’t become the 
popular vehicle until 1925. They 
were “all deck and hold,” he said, to 
maximize storage.  “Some of those 
boats were making two trips a week 
when the moon wasn’t full.”

“We built at least a half-dozen 
rumrunners that were made to look 

like yachts,” he said. “Some … looked 
like small draggers, although often as 
not they had no fishing gear.”

The Coast Guard patrolled the 
waters of Buzzards Bay and Vineyard 
Sound, chasing boats suspected of 
smuggling, boarding them to check 
their holds and showering them with 
gunfire if they fled.

The sea battle was only part of the 
fight in Fairhaven.

Dotting the coast were small 
nooks – coves hidden by brush. The 
landowners were approached for 
access to these beaches. 

One farm that was a link in the 
trafficking chain was Sea View Poultry 
Farm, four miles down Sconticut 
Neck. The farmhouse, which still 
stands at 770 Sconticut Neck Road, 
served as storage for the contraband 
after the Coast Guard traced the 

stock of the ship Accuracy, which was 
seized off the coast of Dartmouth on 
May 1, 1935.

A land, sea and air raid — and an 
anonymous tip — led federal agents 
to the house, according to an article 
in the Oct. 22, 1978 Standard-Times 
by Margaret A. Charig.

After a two-hour search of the 
farm yielded no alcohol, the breeze 
brought investigators a clue.

“Strong smells often waft from 
chicken coops, but revenuers know 
‘hooch’ when they smell it.”

They found 2,458 cases of smuggled 
alcohol hidden under the hen house, 
valued at $196,000 at its discovery.

“There will never be any 
estimate as to the amount of liquor 
successfully landed… For every boat 
caught, a dozen or more landed their 
loads and got away.”

Smugglers had hooch on land and sea

Casey boats circled the world
Major Casey’s foray into building rum-
runners was a small asterisk on his 
varied career as a craftsman. He built 
yachts, fishing vessels and during World 
War II, Army rescue ships. And it was a 
Casey boat that sailed to the discovery 
of the North Pole by Robert Peary.

Pundits slow to grasp Crash of ‘29

The ‘Fairhaven Star’ front-page columnist, 
entrepreneur and future Babson College 
founder Roger W. Babson was skeptical 
about the “Investment Craze” that gripped 
the nation in the summer of 1929, but even 
after the stock market crash of October, he 
assured readers conditions weren’t dire.

“The country is fundamentally sound,” the 
Star of Nov. 1 read. “Now that [stock mar-
ket investors] have got their finger burnt 
they will settle down again to earn an hon-
est living.”

Fairhaven’s progress continued through the 
Depression, however, with the first addition to 
the high school dedicated in 1931 and exten-
sion of Huttleston Avenue to Spring Street as 
part of the new U.S. Route 6 in 1934.

1924
East Fairhaven 
School is built

1928
Ten years after Pvt. Ernest J. Benoit was killed in 
World War I, a square at Main and Adams streets 
was dedicated to his memory and all those who 
died in service

1929
Cara Rogers Broughton, daughter of Henry Huttleston Rogers, donated 
188 acres to the National Trust in England. The land includes  
Runnymede, the meadow believed to be the site for the signing of the 
Magna Carta, which served as the foundation for modern democracy

 Courtesy of Spinner Publications

A rumrummer, a schooner loaded with barrels of booze, sits low in the water 
after being seized by government agents.

Courtesy of Millicent Library

Standard Times

Frank Butler, left, was  
arrested aboard the 
Nola.

Broughton’s historical contribution
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1930s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

I
t’s a view that only sailors once 
had.

A walk along Fort Phoenix on 
the Hurricane Barrier brings you 

to the center of New Bedford harbor 
and with your back to the sea you can 
spot a relic – a small black and white 
lighthouse. By today’s standards, the 
tiny tower looks quaint; a playhouse-
sized version of the tall towers that 
loom over distant rocky coasts today.

But the Palmer Island Lighthouse 
was an important outpost. It had 
guided ships through the busy harbor 
since 1849. After 90 years of service, 
this small stone building stood, 
without the protective embrace of the 
Hurricane Barrier that stands today. 
It faced the Great Hurricane of 1938, 
its dutiful captain keeping its beacon 
bright, even as tragedy befell him.

Capt. Arthur A. Small and his wife Mabel enjoyed 
life in Fairhaven. When not servicing the lighthouse, 
Arthur Small painted; Mabel was a member of the 
Fairhaven Mother’s Club, a group that still meets 
today. They had lived on Palmer Island since 1919 in 
a small house adjacent to the lighthouse, a boathouse 
and an oil house.

“Whenever they say anything about a 
lighthouse keeper, they always act as if he were 
some kind of hero,” said Arthur Small, as told to 
his son, for PBS’s “The American Experience: the 
1930s,” produced in 2009.

 “We’re not heroes. Here I am on this island, 
perfectly safe, working and painting pictures, 
while you wander around … crossing streets with 
automobiles…  whizzing by, just missing you by 
a few feet. Why, you people take more chances in 
a week than I do in 10 years.”

September 21, 1938, would put the lie to that 
notion.

It was a normal day, though warmer than usual. 
A full moon and the Autumnal Equinox would 
increase the tide for those who paid attention to 
such things, but the gale that began blowing at 
noontime wasn’t cause for alarm, according to 

The Standard-Times and Morning Mercury. By 
3 p.m., however, chimneys would topple in 100 
mph winds and houses along the shore would be 
reduced to matchsticks. A devastating hurricane, 
with wind gusts that topped 168 mph at the Blue 
Hill Observatory, slammed the New England coast, 
striking residents unaware and claiming the lives of 
hundreds along its path.

The Hurricane of ’38 left a swath of rubble 
along its track from the West Indies, through Cape 
Hatteras and into New England. An estimated 500 
people lost their lives in the path of the storm – 88 
from the New Bedford area, six from Fairhaven, 
alone.

And notable among Fairhaven’s victims was 
Mabel Small, wife of the Palmer Island lighthouse 
keeper, who, in a frantic effort to save her husband, 
lost her own life.

Events unraveled when the lighthouse keeper 
noticed the storm’s approach. In an effort to protect 
Mabel, he sent her to the oil house – the highest point 
on the island – that was already flooded with three feet 
of water. As he left her, the tide was surging, and he 
realized he had to swim through debris to get back to 
his post.

“I was hurt and she knew it,” he said. 

From the water, Small saw his wife 
hurry to the boathouse to fetch a 
rowboat to rescue her husband. He swam 
underwater and when he resurfaced, he 
knew she was swept away.

“Seeing the wave hit the boathouse 
was about the last thing I remember. I 
must have been hit by a piece of timber 
and knocked unconscious,” Small said.

When he came to, he was 
surrounded by wreckage and Mabel 
Small was gone.

The lighthouse keeper managed to 
return to his post and keep the light 
burning throughout the storm. When 
two friends noticed the devastation 
on Palmer Island the next day, they 
arrived to evacuate Small.

The lighthouse and the oil house 
– where the keeper had brought his 
wife for safety – were the only things 
standing.

A simple, five-paragraph report 
detailed the actions of the Smalls during the Great 
Hurricane and was sent to the Superintendent of 
Lighthouses in Washington, D.C.

“(It was) one of the most outstanding cases of 
loyalty and devotion that has come to the attention 
of this office,” wrote the commissioner of the 
Bureau of Lighthouses.

Small was granted a two-year paid leave, after 
which he retired, with full benefits.  A small plaque 
was placed at the entrance to Fort Phoenix as a 
tribute to Mabel Small’s bravery.

Fury of ‘38
The force of the 
storm hitting the 
New England 
coast was so 
strong, it reg-
istered on the 
seismograph at 
Fordham University in New York.
 
A fast-rising tide caused a 12-foot tidal surge 
in New Bedford streets. Cars were covered 
with water before they could be moved. Small 
buildings and boats were carried away and an 
estimated two-thirds of boats in New Bedford 
Harbor sank or broke from moorings.
 
Homes were lifted off their foundations and 
floated away. Boats were lifted to land atop the 
Fairhaven Bridge and one even landed on the 
lawn of Fairhaven High School. 
 
The storm was quick in its devastation, and tides 
receded to normal levels by 7 p.m. that night.

Keeper’s wife perished in ’38 storm 

President returned to homestead
Franklin Delano Roosevelt visited his grandparents’ home 
at 39 Walnut St. every summer, right through his adult-
hood, according to Fairhaven’s Office of Tourism.

The last visit he made to the family homestead was in 1936 
as the 32nd president of the United States, when he and 
his wife Eleanor stopped in after a campaign speech in New 
Bedford.

1934
Huttleston Avenue extended from Adams 
Street to the junction of Spring and 
Washington streets; “Mattapoisett Road” 
to become part of the new US Rte. 6

1930
Fairhaven’s own airport was opened in 1930 in an open field 
on Mill Road, according to local historian M.L. Baron. Sound 
Airways, Inc. served passengers and freight traveling from 
the mainland to Martha’s Vineyard and Nantucket.

1935
Passenger service is  
discontinued on the 
Fairhaven Railroad

Passenger service ends

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Palmer’s Island lighthouse was deactivated in 1962, but is still used for per-
sonal navigation today.

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

Courtesy of M.L. Baron

Courtesy of Spinner Publications
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8 1940s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

T
he early 1940s were filled with “what ifs.”

What if we entered the war? What if 
the fight came here? What if planes flew 
overhead to bomb our homes? What if 

submarines lurked just offshore?
A 48-foot tower in Fairhaven answered: “We’d be 

ready.”
The U.S. Army Corps of Engineers built the 

square, concrete tower, barracks and mess hall for 
24 men during World War II on the southern tip of 
West Island. The Army occupied the spot in 1941 
after the United States entered the war. 

The lookout post, which still stands in the parking 
lot of the town beach, was part of a Fire Control 
and Coastal Defense Artillery network. Patrols 
there would report any possible targets to artillery 
troops in Newport, R.I. It was one lookout tower in 
a long chain that snaked up the eastern seaboard, 
according to a 1993 article in The Standard-Times.

During World War II, the threat of attack was very 
real, according to Robert M. Barrows, who wrote 
about the war from a child’s perspective in his book 
“The Way It Was,” published in 2000.

“No one knew if or when a German air attack on 
the East Coast might occur, but practice air raid 
alerts were held from time to time,” he wrote.

Booklets showing the outlines of enemy aircraft 
were distributed throughout the community and 
everyone was on alert for planes and for the 
submarines said to be navigating beneath the 
waters off Fairhaven.

Barrows recalled gathering in the school 
auditorium with other fourth-graders to hear 
President Roosevelt’s speech to Congress and the 
declaration of war. His earliest memories of wartime 
included the “black out” enforced along the coast.

“Our house lights had to be hidden by thick 
curtains at night and the upper half of our 
automobile lights coated with black paint,” he wrote.

Fairhaven residents, old and young, took 
responsibility to help the country and its soldiers.

“With the bombing of Pearl Harbor, that did it,” 
said Geneva Viveiros, who moved to Fairhaven in 
1941. “Everyone wanted to get into the war effort.”

She recalls the changes she saw at home as a 
teenage girl. Sugar was rationed. Buttons had to 

replace the elastic on the waistband of her skirt. 
Ritz Crackers substituted for apple in a “mock 
apple pie” recipe. 

But ladies in town also contributed in more 
active ways, she said, like the “Knitting for Britain” 
volunteers, who made individual squares that 
would be stitched together for blankets, then 

shipped overseas.
While Fairhavenites provided comfort and took 

cover, the soldiers on West Island sought to protect 
the home front. Their activities were classified – no 
residents knew for sure the Army’s role in town.

The specifics of the installation are still a source 
of curiosity today.

Was it more than a watch post? Could it have 
engaged in a firefight with enemy craft?

There is no evidence of guns having been 
installed at the tower, though it was a normal 
feature of this type of structure.

M.L. Baron, an historian and resident of West 
Island, has looked for evidence of a gun installation 
at the former Army post.

He offers that a “man-made 6x6-foot concrete 
foundation, found deep in the woods, out of 
nowhere” could have been a gun placement. Hidden 
in thick brush on the northeast corner of the island, 
the placement would have been ideal, he speculates.

The barracks and mess hall were dismantled, 
but the tower remained after the war. The town 
acquired it in 1953, when the land surrounding 
it was used to establish a town beach. And the 
structure was pressed into service again in 1956, 
when it was rededicated for use in Civil Defense. 

Civilian lookouts – the Ground Observer Corps 
– used the tower when Cold War threats loomed, 
according to Baron.

Residents-turned-aircraft-spotters manned the 
lookouts in two-hour shifts. The 168 observers 
maintained a lookout 24 hours a day, seven days a 
week.

In addition to the West Island tower, volunteers 
built a lookout at Fort Phoenix, under the direction of 
Eldred Besse, a member of the American Legion Post 
who had served as an anti-aircraft ordinance officer 
in World War I. Besse served as chief air raid warden 
for Fairhaven, according to The Standard-Times.

The advent of a Distant Early Warning system 
and NORAD (North American Aerospace Defense 
Command) led to the disbanding of the volunteer 
observers in 1959, according to the Air Force.

Today, the black-and-white lookout tower is a 
perch from which seagulls scan the waters for 
food. But it’s an icon of Fairhaven’s role in WWII 
and a symbol of the residents’ readiness to heed 
the call.

A place to watch the wartime skies

World War II memorial project
The original Fairhaven Honor Roll monu-
ment, left, was dedicated on Memorial 
Day 1944. It was a wood-frame sign 
with plate glass covering the plastic 
tiles naming servicemen.

In 1980, the original wooden structure 
was dismantled. A stone wall with a 
bronze plaque replaced it. But where did 

the original go?

Millicent Library Archivist Deb Charpen-
tier spent years looking for the original 
panels for the town’s archives. She found 
them when she wasn’t looking — at Fire 
Engine House No. 3, on Spring Street.

Fast action saved the panels, which were 
damaged by vandals and family members 
of soldiers who had plucked their names 
from the sign for keepsakes.

Charpentier’s research into the panels 
led to an ongoing project at the Milli-
cent Library to verify the soldiers who 
served. Errors were discovered on the 
original monument, she found. People 
who served weren’t listed. Some listed 
as killed in action weren’t.

Families can visit www.millicentlibrary.
org to correct information on behalf of 
their servicemen.

1940
Charles W. Morgan, former glorious 
whaler, leaves Fairhaven for restoration 
and display at Mystic Seaport in Mystic, 
Connecticut

1945
The “Ark,” built as Bauldry’s 
Stable, collapses on the 
edge of Cushman Park
 

1942
Ration stamp books are 
distributed for goods like 
meat and canned foods

Charles W. Morgan leaves port 

 Courtesy of M.L. Baron

The West Island tower was commissioned and 
used for classified operations by the Army in 1941.  
During the 1950s, it served as a civilian lookout 
post for the Ground Observer Corps until that group 
was disbanded in 1959.

Courtesy of Spinner PublicationsThe Standard-Times The Standard-Times

Fairhaven Sesquicentennial Brochure
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1950s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

F
irst, it was a bountiful food source, a place 
where Wampanoags would take canoes to 
fish and dig clams.

Then it was a grazing field, a place where 
farmers would actually “swim” their cows to feed.

But by the 1950s, West Island changed. A post-
war housing boom began throughout Fairhaven  
and young married couples, like Albert and 
Marjorie Jones, were tending the roots of a family 
tree that would take hold on this 535-acre island 
off Sconticut Neck.

They were a young couple living just north of 
Boston.

Albert had returned from the war and in 1946 
he was going to college while 
Marjorie worked. They didn’t 
have children then and when 
an intriguing opportunity 
arose, the lively Marjorie 
jumped up to seize it.

She was listening to the 
radio when she heard the ad 
for Fairhaven Estates.

House lots were for sale – 
6,000-square-foot lots on a place called West Island.

She grabbed her mother and took a ride to 
Fairhaven.

“It was $10 down, $10 a month,” she remembers 
with a laugh. “The lot cost $600.”

Fairhaven Estates was a real estate development 
that put 150 houses on West Island in three years. 
What started as an undeveloped island accessible 
only by boat became a summer cottage community 
with its own telephone line, electric plant and a 
causeway with a guard shack, according to M.L. 
Baron, West Island resident and local history buff.

Fairhaven Estates Inc. would bulldoze a lot, 
when purchased, and they would sell you a house 
“shell.” Really, though, it was Marjorie and Albert 
who were sold.

“By 1952, we had the beginning of a house,” 
Albert said. “In those days, the town had no 
problem (with you) digging a well.”

A number of veterans bought into Fairhaven 
Estates and a community of friends grew quickly 
out of love of the island and out of necessity in the 

somewhat rustic beginnings of the development.
“We built together – the men,” Albert said. 

The projects included the community house on 
Causeway Road. “There were enough professionals, 
plumbers, etc.,. We just built it together.”

“It was a unique, wonderful community – a blue 
collar summer community,” he said.

Not everyone was welcome, as was evident 
in the whites-only restrictions that appeared in 
certificates of title conveyed from Fairhaven Estates. 
The U.S. Supreme Court deemed these racially 
restrictive covenants, once common on West Island 
and beyond, unenforceable in the 1940s, but they 
can still be found in records at the Bristol County 
Registry of Deeds Southern District.

But it was a close community nevertheless — 
a neighborhood that seemed to expand every 
summer as the families who owned cottages 
expanded their numbers.  

“We had five kids in school,” Marjorie said. “The 
day schools closed, our bags were packed (for West 
Island.)”

“Fathers came down on weekends,” she said. On 
Friday nights, couples would meet to play bridge. 
Saturday afternoon, the dads would go golfing.

“Mothers spent days at the beach.”
A church-based youth program was run at the 

community center during the week for kids ages six 
to 16. Starting at 9 a.m. there were crafts, swimming, 
sports and dances.Children would be sent home for 
lunch and back home again at 9 p.m.

“They charged the enormous price of $2 a week,” 
quipped a wide-eyed Marjorie.

The ties made over those idyllic summers have 
lasted for decades, especially for the Jones children 
who still return to West Island every August for a 
reunion with their “summer friends.”

Today, West Island is both a summer getaway and 
a year-round enclave of residents who prize a little 
solitude just a causeway away from the mainland.

The Jones are among the year-rounders. In 1989, 
they moved to their modernized cottage for good. 
Their five children, 12 grandchildren and their soon-
to-be 14 great-grandchildren all enjoy the home.

“We fell in love with it. Our kids fell in love with 
it,” Albert said. They tell their parents, “You’re never 
going to sell the cottage; it’s the homestead.”

 “To all the returning veterans, they really 
established ‘The American Dream,’” he said.

“It’s the best-kept secret on the SouthCoast.”

Post-war boom developed West Island

Polio fears prompt delay
Fears of a polio outbreak kept 
Fairhaven schools from opening 
on time in the fall of 1955.

The start was delayed two weeks 
in Fairhaven, New Bedford, 
Acushnet and Mattapoisett after 
parents insisted on the closing, 

which had not been recommend-
ed by the Board of Health.

The decision came on the heels 
of a summer outbreak in the 
Boston area. While Jonas Salk 
announced the creation of a 
polio vaccine in April of that 
year, Fairhaven had six or seven 
cases of the disease, with one 

fatality after suffering three 
fatalities the previous year. 

Doctors were split on whether 
closing the school would prevent 
polio’s spread, but agreed that 
keeping schools closed would 
ease parents’ minds, according 
to the Fairhaven Star of Sept. 8, 
1955.

1951
Dana Farm on Adams Street 
ceases its retail dairy sales

1958
Congress authorizes the 
construction of the Hurricane 
Barrier to protect the inner 
harbor from storm surge

1956
Town Meeting approves increasing house lot 
sizes to 10,000 square feet because of the 
“building trend of ranch houses and Capes 
with breezeways and attached garages

1958
Fairhaven Junior High School 
opens with Elizabeth Hastings 
as its principal. The school 
would later be renamed for her

Dana Farm

 Courtesy of M.L. Baron

The cottages of Fairhaven Estates dotted West Island in 1952.

Courtesy of Gates Foundation Global Health Initiative 

Courtesy of Spinner Publications
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1960s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

I
t’s said to be the largest 
structure of its kind.

The New Bedford-
Fairhaven-Acushnet Hur-

ricane Barrier extends from 
Fort Phoenix into New Bedford 
Harbor, stretching its curved 
stone arm toward its mate on the 
other side. The two limbs rarely 
touch, however, since the enor-
mous steel gates that connect to 
enclose the harbor remain open, 
allowing ships to pass.

In May 1966, the Army Corps 
of Engineers and local dignitar-
ies dedicated the stone barrier 
that would protect the inner 
harbor, the New Bedford fleet 
and the towns of Fairhaven and 
Acushnet from the devastating 
tidal surge that accompanies 
hurricanes.

It was an idea borne of des-
peration. In 1954, two devastat-
ing storms caused more than 
$26 million in damage to the 
New Bedford area. Hurricane 
Carol hit on Aug. 31 and Hurri-
cane Edna came ashore 11 days 
later, causing widespread flood-
ing in the center of Fairhaven. 

Green Street turned into a 
running river. Men rowed boats 
from door to door. Front steps of 
homes were completely sub-
merged in the waters estimated 
at more than eight feet deep. 
Recent memory still held the 
Hurricane of 1938, when a few 
hours’ rain and wind devastated 
the coast, leaving six dead. 

“Out of chaos, however, came 
constructive concerted action,” 
read the booklet commemorat-
ing the barrier’s dedication.

The plan to build a dike was 
inspired by an article in The 
Standard-Times proposing a 
“breakwater be constructed” to 
protect the communities from 
floodwaters, according to the 
booklet. Business and civic lead-
ers lobbied the state and federal 
government to create the wall.

Local leaders sought a protec-
tion plan and secured funding 
to build it. The cost of the bar-
rier was $18,386,000, a relative 
bargain when compared to the 
cost of storm damage, according 
to the Corps of Engineers.

The proportions of the bar-
rier are impressive: 9,100 feet of 
earth and rockfill with a stone 
armor for protection. The harbor 
barrier from the Fairhaven side 
to Palmer Island is 4,500 feet  
long; the dike on the New Bed-
ford side, 4,600 feet. Visible from 

Fort Phoenix is a 150-foot-wide 
gate across the harbor’s naviga-
tion channel.

Since its construction, how-
ever, the barrier has been spared 
the test of a Category 3 storm, 
like those of 1938 or 1954.

In 1991, the barrier was 
closed against the tides of Hur-
ricane Bob, a Category 2 storm. 

In addition to being a protec-
tive structure, the barrier has 
become an integral part of the 
park at Fort Phoenix. Walk-
ers stroll across its paved top. 
Dogs trot along its path, sniff-
ing at the clam shells dropped 
by seagulls flying above it. 
People climb a few feet down 
from its top to sit on its golden 
rock “armor” to fish or catch 
the view of the Butler’s Flats 
Lighthouse or the Elizabeth 
Islands.

State protects Fort Phoenix Beach
Fort Phoenix has a long history as a battleground. It was 
the site of the first naval battle of the Revolutionary 
War. It served the country during the War of 1812, when 
the HMS Nimrod attacked the town, its crew invading and 
burning homes in Fairhaven. Barracks were filled there 
during the Civil War.

But Fort Phoenix has also been a place to relax. Children 
climb its wide, sloping stone. Picnickers stretch out on 
its grass. Today, tennis players volley and a playground 
stands like an open-air castle on its shore.

And then there’s the beach. Fort Phoenix was named a 
state beach in 1960, but it has been used by generations 
of beachgoers.  In the early 1900s, trolleys ran directly to 
it. Over the years, bathhouses and pavilions have been 
built, and removed, from its grounds.

What is constant, however, is the scenery and the experi-
ence of stretching out on the sand, skipping stones on 
the shore and taking a dip in the Atlantic on a short 
beach with a long history.

A wall to keep the water at bay

Town marks 150 years
The Fairhaven Sesquicentennial Parade and an evening band con-
cert in Cushman Park capped a week-long celebration of the Town of 
Fairhaven’s 150th anniversary. At left, parade queen Martha Jean 
Moseley, left, and her attendants Katheryn Lawton and Margaret 
Ann Rezendes, ride the royal float. The Brothers of the Brush, from 
left, Walter Silveira, William MacLean, James Lanagan and Walter 
Barowicz took part in a contest to see who could grow the finest 
beard for Fairhaven’s 150th anniversary.

1960
Town Infirmary or “Poor Farm” at Route 6 
and Sconticut Neck Road sold to a  
developer who would build a bowling alley
 

1965
The Henry H. Rogers monument on the 
traffic island at Huttleston Avenue and 
Main Street moved to the southwest 
corner of the high school lawn

1966
The new St. 
Mary’s Church 
is dedicated on 
Main Street

1968
Charles Pittle sells to Berdon Inc. the 
property which will become Fairhaven’s 
first large-scale shopping plaza, Berdon 
Plaza on Huttleston Avenue

Almshouse sold

 The Standard-Times

The Standard-TimesThe Standard-Times

Courtesy of Spinner Publications
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4 1970s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

KEVIN P. O’CONNOR
CORRESPONDENT

O
h, the snow! It was heavy and 
wet, then light and fluffy. It 
piled up quickly and drifted 
into mini-mountain ranges 

kids would dream of scaling and 
adults would dread shoveling.

Everyone knew a storm was coming. 
Nobody guessed it would always be 
known as The Blizzard of ’78.

The storm whipped up when three 
air masses – one from Pennsylvania, 
one from Georgia and another off the 
Atlantic – converged over Southern 
New England.

The weather system stalled under 
a high-pressure system in eastern 
Canada and voila, a blizzard with an 
intensity to cripple a region was born.

It started snowing late in the morn-
ing on Feb. 6, a Monday morning, and 
it came down fast – at first an inch an 
hour. Then two inches. Then three.

The snow was heavy and wet, accord-
ing to weather watcher M.L. Baron, but 
after 12 hours the temperature dropped 
and the lighter, dry snow began. This 
gave the accumulation a heavy, wet base 
with a blowing, drifting top. 

Tree limbs fell and power was lost 
in spots throughout the region. More 
than two feet of snow fell.

But what fell from the sky was only 
part of the story. The real story is what 
the snow wrought: outright paralysis.

Fairhaven residents recalled their 
storm stories in The Standard-Times in 
2003, the 25th anniversary of the storm:

n  n  n

“I was working on a tugboat out of 
New Haven, Conn. By the time (our) 
relief crew boarded, the storm had 
intensified and the snow was about two 
feet deep. 

After traveling 20-30 miles I was 

stopped by the National Guard and 
told to leave my car on the highway. 
The National Guard took me, along 
with many others, to shelters. 

The following day I was taken to 
my car and I was able to go just 30-40 
more miles, however I found a motel 
just outside of New London.

The snow drift was so high I didn’t 
know if I was in the back or front of 
the motel. Luckily, the owner was 
outside and he guided me to the front 
and I got a room for the night. Next 
morning I went out to get my car and 
couldn’t find it. I was told the only way 
to the New Bedford area would be via 
Newport, so I headed that way. 

I left Bridgeport, Conn. Monday 
morning and I didn’t get to my home 
in Fairhaven until Thursday noon. 
Needless to say, my family breathed a 
sigh of relief when they saw me com-

ing up the driveway.” 
— Roger W. Pires, Fairhaven

n  n  n

“Any person of Chinese descent will 
never forget this storm. It was Chinese 
New Year’s starting Monday, Feb. 6. The 
Charlie Wong family was snowed in at 
the Cathay Temple for several days.

What a great time and celebration 
we had to usher in the year of the 
horse, 4676.” 

— Suzie Wong, Fairhaven
n  n  n

“I was 8 years old and remember 
getting ready with my younger sister 
to go outside. My Mom had these 
crazy looking snowsuits she would put 
us in. We couldn’t wait to get outside, 
but to do that we had to first try to 
shovel the snow on the outside of the 
door to get into the yard.

The first thing we did was to dig out 

the sled. Even with the snow drifts reach-
ing my stomach, we still thought it was 
the best day of all time. Once the sled 
was out, my sister, my mom and myself 
all headed up to Mac’s Soda Bar on 
Sconticut Neck road for a hot chocolate 
and a burger -- a ritual we performed 
any time there was a snowstorm.

My mom would pull us on the sled 
up the street where we used to look 
forward to the rich-tasting hot chocolate 
while we were sitting on the bar stools 
of Mac’s, where we felt all grown up. We 
looked forward to going because there 
was a wonderful man who worked there 
named Myles who used to entertain us 
with magic tricks. Mac’s never closed, 
so we knew that once we got up the hill 
we could warm up with good company 
and a great atmosphere.” 

— Kathy Paiva, Fairhaven
n  n  n

“Oh, the blizzard of ‘78! -- little did 
we know what we were in for! I recall 
weather forecasters predicting snow, 
and boy did we get it! It was fun at 
first, kind of a forced vacation -- my 
husband and I didn’t have to go to 
work, my 6-year-old son had no school 
-- but as the days passed it started to 
wear a little thin.

I lived in an apartment on Belleville 
Road at the time and none of the 
roads were passable for days. As luck 
would have it, we were within walking 
distance of Mars Bargainland, which 
had a grocery store at the time. My 
friend, who lived a block away, and I 
walked to Mars and hauled back as 
much bread, milk and whatever else 
we could fit on her son’s little sled. At 
least we didn’t go hungry!

But my best memento of this event 
arrived nine months later, almost to 
the day, when my second son was 
born! (I guess you can only watch so 
many old movies!)” 

— Janice Dexter, Fairhaven

Life frozen by the Blizzard of ’78

Father’s Day Race helps non-profits run
The annual Fairhaven Father’s Day Road race start-
ed in 1974 by Allen Days as a fundraiser for local 
charities and scholarships. And  38 years later, it’s 
still a popular way to spend a Sunday in June.  

Fathers and sons run it together, but the field of 
participants has broadened and grown from a few 
hundred earnest runners in the ‘70s to a record-

setting 1,764 runners in 2011.

In recent years, the race has raised thousands of 
dollars and has made donations to the Fairhaven 
Fire and Police departments, the Senior and 
Recreation centers, Shepherd’s Pantry and The 
Standard-Times Neediest Families Fund. 

Two $1,000 scholarships are awarded annually and 
dozens of smaller gifts are given to school groups, 
civic organizations and other scholarship funds.

1973
A “portable” classroom building 
is installed at Oxford School to 
accommodate the new public 
kindergarten program

1975
A Colonial Fair is held in the center of 
town. The event’s success prompts the 
Fairhaven Improvement Association to 
hold an annual Homecoming Day Fair

1971
Macomber-Pimental Field on Bernese Street 
is created in memory of three boys, Charles 
and Russell Macomber and Mark Pimental, 
who drowned in a boating accident

1976
Mary D. Silveira, 67, is 
murdered in her Green 
Street home. The case 
is never solved

Homecoming tradition begins

The Standard-Times

Cars were buried and abandoned at the height of the storm.

The Standard-Times
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6 1980s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA A. PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

L
ocals called it Acid Pond, the 
rainbow-colored lagoon of goo 
located in the marsh behind 
Atlas Tack Corporation.

People lived near Acid Pond. 
Children attended school by it. A 
town center grew up around the 
industrial dumping pit belonging to 
the nail and tack manufacturer, once 
the largest such company in North 
America. Atlas Tack operated from 
1901 to 1985 and was the town’s 
largest employer for much of the 20th 
century.

But production practices came with 
an unintended cost. According to the 
records of the U.S. Environmental 
Protection Agency (EPA), the 
dumping of waste from metal 
fabrication and polishing that began 
in the 1940s led Atlas Tack onto a 
list of the most toxic abandoned 
properties in the nation. 

In 1988, Atlas Tack was named a 
“Superfund” site.

“Superfund” refers to the federal 
program designed to clean up sites 
like Atlas Tack. The Comprehensive 
Environmental Response, 
Compensation and Liability Act of 
1980 was enacted to fund the long-
term remediation and monitoring of 
these places nation-wide.

Aside from the most visible 
contamination — Acid Pond — the 
EPA determined that surrounding 
creeks, like Little Boys and Little 
Girls, were damaged by seepage and 
overflow of the chemicals from an 
unlined dumping pit that was dug 
behind the factory. Shellfish beds at 
Priest’s Cove were contaminated and 
groundwater surrounding the plant 
also showed significant levels of 
chemical pollution. 

The heavy metals and solvents 
contaminated a 20-acre tidal marsh. 
And according to the EPA’s initial 
studies, 7,200 people lived within a 
one-mile radius of Atlas Tack.

A hazardous stew of cyanide, 
toluene, ethyl benzene, PCBs and  
other toxins were detected in the air, 
soil and even in the timbers of the 
buildings on the Atlas Tack property.

The decades-long process of clean- 
up began as a homegrown effort, 
according to The Fairhaven Advocate. 
In December 1980, 120 residents of 

the Atlas Tack neighborhood signed 
a petition to the Board of Selectmen 
to address growing concerns about 
pollution on the site and its effect on 
the health of nearby residents.

“… (A) rank odor hovers in the air,” 
wrote Steve Dubin of The Advocate.

“The pond itself is somewhat 
obscured by tall weeds and a 
faltering, wire fence. A rock thrown 
into (the) chemical taffy elicits not 
a splash, but a plop and a thick, 
bubbled gurgle.”

The selectmen pursued an 
investigation, which led to state 
Department of Environmental Quality 
Engineering (DEQE) involvement. 

Ultimately, the EPA took on the case.
Though the site was placed in the 

National Priorities List in 1988, the 
EPA’s investigation of the scope of the 
contamination took 10 years.

Actual clean up, which included 
building demolition, excavation 
and wetland restoration started in 
2005 and was completed in 2007, 
according to EPA reports. 

It cost $21million to clear the site. 
Nearly 108,000 tons of contaminated 
soil and debris were removed.

According to the EPA’s final 
site report, cleanup is complete, 
though the EPA will monitor the 
groundwater at Atlas Tack until 2018, 
when the Massachusetts Department 
of Environmental Protection (DEP) 
will oversee the land.

Today, Atlas Tack’s main building 
stands abandoned, windows broken, 
trees and vines overtaking its brick 
walls. Acid Pond looks like any other 
pond. It’s part of a marsh behind a 
building where muddy pools peek 
out from between the tall grasses 
and weeds. The property is lined by a 
fence, and the trucks that have hauled 
away tons of soil are gone.

Royal visit
In 1987, 
Japanese 
Crown Prince 
Akihito and 
his wife 
Princess 
Michiki visited 
Fairhaven on 
an American 
trip abbrevi-
ated by the 
illness of 
the Prince’s 
father, 
Emperor Hirohito.
 
The royal couple, Japan’s current 
emperor and empress, visited 
Fairhaven and New Bedford 
-- sister cities to Tosa Shimizu 
City, birthplace of Manjiro “John” 
Nakahama, the first Japanese 
person to live on American soil. 
He was rescued from a shipwreck 
by Fairhaven’s Capt. William H. 
Whitfield, and went on to begin 
diplomatic relations between the 
US and Japan.

Toxic waste fouled Atlas Tack site  

Grassroots effort protects land
Development was in the air. The tell-
tale signs – rows of wooden stakes, 
orange tips peeking through the brush 
– signaled that the “back side” of 
West Island was being studied.

M.L. Baron, a long-time resident 
of West Island, wanted to know 
what was up. His friend, the late 

Dave Szeliga, a former local fisherman 
and Fairhaven Board of Public Works 
member knew the deal: a developer 
wanted to build 100 homes on West 

Island. The land was being surveyed.

Baron and Szeliga Save West Island, 
Inc. to preserve the forest and marshes 
for wildlife, particularly the birds that 
live and migrate across the island. 

In December 1988, the state an-
nounced it planned to purchase more 
than 338 acres on West Island for 
$1.6M. The land is now the West Island 
State Reservation.

1980
The first issue of the weekly 
Advocate is published by 
Gilbert Vieira

1985
Opening ceremonies are held for 
the Job Paths program for mentally 
disabled adults at the former Job C. 
Tripp School

1987
The Fall River Diocese of the 
Catholic Church dissolves the 
Sacred Hearts Church parish in 
North Fairhaven

Drive-In closes

 Patricia Pronovost

Once one of the largest nail manu-
facturers in North America, Atlas 
Tack was closed in 1985. Three 
years later it was named a “Super-
fund” site by the Federal Govern-
ment because of heavy contamina-
tion of the buildings and soil. Clean 
up was completed in 2007.

Courtesy of M.L. Baron

Courtesy of Spinner Publications

1985
The Fairhaven Drive-In Theater at 
the intersection of Route 6 and 
Bridge Street closes after about 
30 years of operationThe Standard-Times
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1990s Fairhaven 

By BETH PERDUE
STAFF WRITER

C
hange is never easy and 
changing an icon can be nearly 
impossible.

But that was the challenge 
the town of Fairhaven faced in the 
1990s when residents were forced to 
make a tough choice — renovate the 
high school or lose state accreditation.

Of the five magnificent buildings 
that Henry Huttleston Rogers gifted to 
Fairhaven, the 1906 gothic high school 
with its castle-like facade and lavishly 
designed interior is perhaps the most 
beloved.

Many Fairhaven residents come to 
love the building as teenagers while 
climbing its Italian marble stairs, 
passing through its oak doorways 
and looking out through stained glass 
windows.

So, when faced with the emotional 
task of modernizing the building or 
maintaining old traditions, residents 
did the only thing they could —  they 
did both.

In 1994, after much discussion, the 
town got behind an approximately $19 
million project to bring high school 
facilities up-to-date with a unanimous 
Town Meeting vote and a nearly two-
thirds favorable vote on a town-wide 
ballot.

But they balked when it came to 
changing Room 7, a beloved senior 
homeroom furnished with 200-plus 
antique wooden desks with inkwells 
arranged in uniform rows.

If the high school is the town’s 
castle, then Room 7 is akin to its 
throne room, and dismantling it was 
going too far for some in Fairhaven 
who responded by drawing a line in 
the sand and telling officials, ‘This far 
and no further.’

To this day, Room 7 maintains its 
early 20th century appearance. Too big 

to function as a regular classroom, the 
room was being used as a study hall, 
detention room and senior homeroom.

But in 1995, the building committee 
felt the magnificent space had other, 
better uses, and in February of that 
year they voted to dismantle it. 

“Boy, I ran into a fire-storm,” recalls 
Bernard Roderick, then superintendent 
of schools, about the reaction to that 
vote. 

Although the battle for Room 7 was, 
in some ways, a minor piece of an ulti-
mately successful, multi-phase renova-
tion plan, for some it was the heart of 
the matter.

“They’re carving the heart out of 
that old school by dismantling that 

room,” a 1995 newspaper report quotes 
Fairhaven resident Robert Hamilton as 
saying at a meeting held just after the 
building committee decision.

Residents quickly banded together 
to maintain the room, forming “Citi-
zens to Save Room 7” and putting a 
referendum question on the April, 1996 
ballot. Although non-binding, both 
the school and building committees 
agreed to abide by the town’s decision. 
And the town spoke loudly, voting 
1,555 to 929 in favor of keeping Room 
7 as it was.

Although he had a vision for using 
the room more effectively, Roderick 
said he understood the need to bow 
to the community’s desire. “We lost on 

that one, but I don’t regret it,” he said.
Still, Roderick is proud of the project 

that he helped shepherd from its incep-
tion to its finish in 1999. He remem-
bers it all began rather badly with an 
accreditation visit in 1993.

Roderick recalls standing in the 
back of the Knipe auditorium, next to 
School Committee member Louis Kru-
ger, as New England school accredit-
ing auditors gave their report from the 
stage. Even today, he remembers the 
sinking feeling he had as he realized 
the high school was not going to pass.

Today, Roderick credits the reno-
vation experience and the threat of 
losing accreditation with galvanizing 
a town into action and building public 
support for educational projects that 
continue today.

But back then, he remembers think-
ing, “Oh boy, now what do we have to 
deal with?” 

From that moment until the dedica-
tion ceremony in early 2000, Roderick 
and many other townspeople’s lives 
were consumed with the construction 
of the new 85,000-square-foot addition; 
the upgrading of the 1906 building; and 
the demolition of a 1930s annex.

“It was good timing to the accredita-
tion issue,” said Roderick. “The 1990s 
and the issues relative to FHS could 
be said to have had a major impact on 
the public’s perspective on education 
and the resources necessary to provide 
a quality education for the students of 
Fairhaven moving into the 21st cen-
tury.”

Although the town’s benefactor  
didn’t have a chance to voice an opin-
ion, Roderick believes Henry Hut-
tleston Rogers would ultimately have 
been pleased with the community’s  
decisions.

”I can’t help but think that were 
he alive to see it, he would have 
approved,” he said.

Update left room to grow, ‘Room 7’ to remain

Phoenix Bike Trail rolls
Rollerbladers weave around cyclists, who ride past 
runners, who jog past mothers pushing strollers. 
People of all paces and faces move along the Phoe-
nix Bike Trail, a 3.5-mile paved route that connects 
the center of town with the Mattapoisett Rail Trail.

When the ribbon was cut on the path in 1999, it 
wasn’t without controversy. Residents who lived 

along the trail worried about noise and inconve-
nience caused by people on the path. Those resi-
dents brought a lawsuit against the town, but were 
overruled in court and construction began in 1998.

Since its opening, an extension loop on the path 
was created near Arsene Street leading out toward 
Little Bay, but the main path is varied in its scen-
ery: stately homes, lush wetlands, an old green-
house complex, farm lands and sea scapes line the 
way.

1992
Walmart opens 
in Fairhaven 
Commons plaza

1997
The Livesey Skate Park is officially opened 
at Livesey Park during the North Fairhaven 
Improvement Association’s Fun Fair and Car 
Show

1990
A recycling program is started at the town landfill 
on Bridge Street for aluminum, tin, glass, certain 
plastics, newspaper, cardboard and white metals. 
A leaf composting operation is begun as well

1991
Ruth Galary becomes the 
first woman in the town’s 
history to be elected to the 
Board of Selectmen 

Livesy Skate Park

 The Standard-Times

During the 1994 renovation and expansion of the high school, Fairhaven High’s 
“Room 7” was preserved as it was built in 1906.

Peggy Aulisio

The Standard-Times
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Fairhaven’s living historians
The Fairhaven Militia isn’t your typical reenactment 
group. They may fire the occassional musket and 
dress in period war uniforms, but when they first 
mustered in 2003, it was with a mission of educa-
tion.

“We present a much more rounded picture of life in 
Fairhaven,” said Chris Richards, a founding officer 
and Fairhaven’s Director of Tourism. Women and 

children join the “soldiers,” the women demonstrat-
ing cooking and talking about crafts and farming. 
Children play with Jacob’s Ladders, croquet or other 
era-specific games, providing a living history of 
camp life.

The militia was inspired by Richards’ volunteer staff 
who led tours of Fort Phoenix in costume, and today, 
the group hosts two encampments for area militias 
and, of course, the Fairhaven Militia has the honor 
of firing the cannons at Fort Phoenix every July 4.The Standard-Times

2000s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

and BECKY EVANS
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

T
he beaches of Fairhaven aren’t 
considered pristine in a travel 
magazine sense of the word.

The sand can be coarse. 
The seaweed in some spots is 
abundant. Short stretches of coast are 
interrupted by vegetation or boulders. 

But Fairhaven’s beaches have a 
rustic, natural beauty and complex 
ecosystems that are valued. They 
were threatened on April 27, 2003.

That day, the beaches transformed.
Blobs of semi-solid oil – tar balls – 

swept in on the tides. Mats of slick, 
blackened seaweed spread out at 
the high-tide mark, a viscous sheen 
rippling over the texture of the 
vegetation. The occasional shore bird 
waddled along the receding waves, 
wings futilely attempting to flick 
off an unfamiliar dark coat. Rocks 
spattered with oil stuck out like 
darkened moles on the tan sand.

Bouchard Transportation’s No. 120 
barge had torn its hull on a shoal in 
Buzzards Bay and its cargo, No. 6 fuel 
oil, spilled into the water and came 
ashore. 

In the days and weeks that 
followed, the oil fouled beaches and 
salt marshes, killed loons, sea ducks 
and other birds, damaged nesting and 
breeding spots for protected birds 
like the piping plover and roseate 
tern and contaminated herring runs.

Cleanup crews in yellow, hooded 
suits stuffed oil-coated debris into 
white and blue bags. Some bending, 
some squatting, all intent on cleaning 
up the beach along Causeway Road, 
Hoppy’s Landing and other coastal 
spots, gathering the evidence of an 
accident that would damage 90 miles 
of coastline and would temporarily 

close 180,000 acres of shellfish beds 
on Buzzards Bay.

Investigators learned the mate on the 
Evening Tide, the tugboat charged with 
bringing the barge safely through the 
bay, had left his post. The barge drifted 
off-course and the mate wasn’t in the 
wheelhouse to hear radio warnings 
about the barge’s position.

When the barge hit a shoal, its single 
hull tore. Its contents spilled.

Fairhaven residents were dismayed 
by the damage to their property and 
in the case of fishermen and shell 

fishermen, their livelihood. 
“In World War II, there were all 

kinds of tankers that sunk, but it 
was out in the open ocean.  If this 
had been out in the open ocean, 
they could have just skimmed it. But 
now, it’s going to wash in and out 
with every tide,” said Robert “Hoppy” 
Hobson, a commercial fisherman 
who owned property that fronted 
Buzzards Bay.

The Coalition for Buzzards Bay 
said the protection of local waters 
has changed immensely in the years 

since the Bouchard oil spill.
There had been a “wild west” 

mentality before the accident, 
according to coalition Executive 
Director Mark Rasmussen. Barges 
weren’t monitored, tug escorts weren’t 
required, pilots weren’t required to 
have federal licenses and there were 
no drug and alcohol laws governing 
the business.

Since the spill, the Massachusetts 
Oil Spill Prevention Act now requires 
single- and double-hulled barges 
carrying more than 6,000 barrels 
of oil to hire tug escorts through 
Buzzards Bay, Mount Hope Bay and 
Vineyard Sound.

A licensed deck officer on the tug 
must serve exclusively as a lookout, 
and detailed records of shipmates 
must be maintained. And a 24-hour 
advance notice must be provided to 
the Massachusetts Department of 
Environmental Protection before 
transit through Buzzards Bay.

Both Bouchard and the mate of 
the tug Evening Tide pleaded guilty 
to violation of the Clean Water Act. 
Bouchard paid the federal government 
$10 million in criminal fines and mate 
Franklin Robert Hill served six months 
in federal prison. Bouchard spent $40 
million on cleanup as required under 
federal oil pollution law. The company 
will also pay for damage to natural 
resources outlined in a 2011 Natural 
Resources Damage Report.

Richard J. Wozmak of EnviroLogic, 
LLC, a group overseeing the cleanup 
for the state, said the impact of the 
spill has faded over time.

“I do believe that when you think 
about the size of this release and you 
walk the shoreline today, you can see 
that the cleanup was comprehensive 
and that it is very difficult to spot any 
residual oil that may have been left 
behind ...”

Oil spill blackened the coast

2003
Hoppy’s Landing, an area of Long 
Island, is purchased by the town 
from Robert “Hoppy” Hobson for 
use as a public boat launch

2005
Final classes are held at the old 
East Fairhaven School. A new 
school is slated to be built. Officials 
vote to close Oxford School 

2008
The first Fairhaven Farmer’s 
Market is held on the west 
lawn of Fairhaven High 
School

2000
The Northeast Maritime Institute is 
founded by Angela and Eric Dawicki. The  
school teaches professional seamanship 
to students from around the world

The Standard-Times

A barge spilled its cargo of No. 6 
fuel oil. The slick washed up on 
Fairhaven’s beaches, coating the 
shore and causing the closing of 
shellfish beds. 

The Standard-Times

Maritime institute opens
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2010s Fairhaven 

By PATRICIA A. PRONOVOST
SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

T
he comments written on the blades told the 
tale.

“More Power to You!”
“Wind Power Forever!”

Then:
“Welcome to UnFairhaven”
“Your presence no longer makes me feel my town 

is a Fair Haven”
A divisive plan to construct two energy-producing 

wind turbines in Fairhaven came to fruition in 2012, 
when the wind towers off Arsene Street began pro-
ducing power.

The $8 million project 
to generate electricity 
from wind power and sell 
the renewable energy 
credits to the Massa-
chusetts Clean Energy 
Lab was met with both 
harsh criticism and fierce 
support by residents, 
who voiced their views 
through protests, at pub-

lic hearings and through Town Meeting votes.
A 25-year lease was given to CCI energy for town 

land adjacent to the waste treatment plant and 
Lumus Construction Inc., would develop the site. The 
397-foot turbines began producing energy in May 
2012, though the turbines were still considered in 
their “test” phase. 

Fairhaven was a pioneer in the region – the first to 
host wind turbines as part of a renewable energy plan.

There were 27 wind energy projects installed in 
Massachusetts between 2001 and 2011, according to 
the Executive Office of Energy and Environmental 
Affairs. Governor Deval Patrick set a state-wide goal 
that 10 percent of the state’s energy load come from 
renewable energy.

Residents living close to the turbines had other 
goals, however. Health concerns, noise complaints 
and a drop in property values were among the rea-
sons they opposed the project.

Even after the turbines are up and running, 
residents who live in their shadow are pushing to 
demonstrate the noise the turbines produce, taking 
decibel readings and documenting the experience of 

living near the project. Lost sleep and migraines were 
among the concerns aired at a meeting of Fairhaven 
Windwise, a residents’ group opposing the project 
and the Board of Health, according to The Standard-
Times.

“It’s the constant whoosh, whoosh, whoosh,” said 
Karen Isherwood, who lives near the turbines. “I 
couldn’t sit in my house for four hours Saturday and 
they aren’t even turned on permanently.”

But the project developer has said that nature 
would mitigate any noise the blades produce.

“On a day like today there’s not much wind, so it’s 
not loud. But on the other end of the scale, when it’s 
really windy out, I’d suspect the wind itself would 
mask the sound of the turbines,” said Sumul Shah of 
Lumus Construction. “Wind is a funny thing.”

Protestors at the dedication of the turbines carried 
signs decrying a lack of information from Fairhaven 
officials about the construction of the projects and 
concern over possible health issues from it.

Opponents sought financial assurances from the 
developer in the form of bonds to cover the effect of 
property devaluation and potential health problems. 
To date, no bond has been posted.

Since the turbines were started, the Board of Health 
has received 130 health complaints ranging from prob-
lems with light flicker, pressure headaches and sleep 
loss. The board is set to ask the state Department of 
Environmental Protection to investigate the project.

Members of Windwise are relieved the state will 
investigate their claims, but remain skeptical about the 
noise study, which won’t address shadow flicker, an 
effect said to cause nausea, or “infrasound,” which is a 
noise lower in frequency than what humans can hear.

“…We’ll take what we can get from the state,” said 
John Methia of Windwise.

— Beth Perdue, Curt Brown and Ariel Wittenberg 
contributed to this report.

Wind power divides residents

Rogers School set for final bell
“A third-grader at the Rogers School 
might look at an old photograph and 
see a great-great-great grandmother at 
the same age sitting in the same class-
room,” read an opinion piece in a 2011 
Standard-Times. But the same won’t 
be true for a third grader in 2013, when 

the Rogers School building will be left 
vacant for the first time since 1885.

With its crumbling façade and leaking 
roof, the Rogers School building had 
outlived its usefulness as an elemen-
tary school, according to a majority of 
voters. But the prospect of closing the 
neighborhood school was an emotional 
blow to many who saw a touchstone 

of their childhoods and a jewel in the 
crown of Henry Huttleston Rogers’ 
legacy diminished.

Rogers’ students will be shifted to 
a new Leroy L. Wood Elementary 
School building when construction is 
completed in 2013. And the Rogers 
School building will remain — ready 
for another use. 

2010
Town is awarded a $254,200 grant to 
protect 59 acres on New Boston road. 
The area is part of the Mattapoisett 
River drinking water aquifer

2011
Shining Tides Quilt Guild of Fairhaven 
made and sent 79 quilts to Japan to 
help those left homeless by a  
devastating earthquake and tsunami

2010
The first annual Fort Phoenix Polar Plunge brings 
brave bathers to frigid waters in memory of domestic 
violence victims. Its proceeds are used to provide 
scholarhips to Fairhaven students

Fort Phoenix Polar Plunge

 Cape Cod Times

Members of Fairhaven Windwise, above, gave their 
support to Falmouth residents, refuting a report 
saying there is no direct harm from wind turbines. At 
left, an 80-meter high wind turbine is visible above 
the center of town. Far left, Mike Botelho and “Syd-
ney” autograph a blade of the wind turbine built on 
town land off Arsene Street.

The Standard-Times

The Standard-Times

The Standard-Times

The Standard-Times
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“Will this wonderful civilization  
of today perish? Yes, everything perishes.  

Will it rise and exist again?  
It will — for nothing can happen  

that will not happen again.  
And again, and still again, forever.” 

— Mark Twain, “Fables of Man”

Fairhaven Today 

 The Standard-Times

Clockwise, from top left, modern-day Min-
utemen march in the July 4 parade; an 
impromptu jam session in the gazebo at 
Fort Phoenix State Beach; graduates of 
Fairhaven High’s class of 2012; seagulls 
swoop at Fort Phoenix; children peer at the 
dedication of East Fairhaven Elementary 
School. 
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