“Baked Potatoes in My Pockets”, by Dorothy Bodwell, 1977

Excerpts regarding Clare Thomas (CT) Tom Bodwell

1909 - Hot baked potatoes were put in Dorothy’s pockets to keep her hands warm while walking to school in Bethlehem, NH.  Home was an old farmhouse to the Bodwell children who did not have an easy life because of their father's lingering illness that drained the family emotionally and financially. There was a 24-year age span between Sara, the eldest, and Dorothy, the last born. Tom bought a pineapple field – for which his father had to pay – on the Isle of Pines (in the Caribbean, near Cuba.) When Tom got home he was put to work hauling logs from the woodlot and cutting them into suitable lengths for stove and fireplace.

 

1910-1916 - Sara is living in Boston with her English husband Frank Hawking. Tom worked for Sara as her chauffeur for awhile (while Sara sold the steak sauce???) and then he took a job in a munitions factory in Ohio. 

 

1919 - CT Tom Bodwell marries Inez Whitcomb, the "gal;" he'd been "sparkin" after his father Franklyn died. Tom and Inez lived as caretakers of the Bodwell family farm which had been sold to a Colonel Lewis, the inventor of the machine gun. Dorothy continued going to school while living with Tom and Inez. 

 

1928-1930 - Tom and Inez and their two daughters Natalie and Lucille are now living in Littleton, NH. Dorothy Bodwell has married Don Kennedy. Tom and his family and Dorothy and her husband make weekend drives to Whitefield, Crawford Notch, Franconia and Franconia Notch. Don Kennedy worked for New England Power and Light but lost his job during the Depression.

 

March, 1930 – (Depression) Tom Bodwell offers to take Don Kennedy on his staff at the Flume Reservation in Franconia Notch, New Hamphire. "The Flume was a narrow, rocky gorge where white water raced between steep mossy walls, and for a fee tourists were taken by bus to a boardwalk that led through it. The Old Man of the Mountain overlooking Profile Lake, and Echo Lake that mirrored Mount Lafayette and Canon Mountain, were all in a state park that was administered by the New Hampshire Society for the Protection of Forests. There were gift shops and a small restaurant, and Tom was manager over all.”  Don's work was to design and supervise the building of a new boardwalk through the gorge, to drive the bus in emergencies, and to make drawings for a new administration building.  Dorothy and Don's new home was the second floor of a white farmhouse in Franconia village. Weekends were spent fishing and climbing Mount Lincoln, Mount Liberty, and Cannon Mountain with a blanket roll on our backs and a frying pan with two eggs. "One time we climbed with the light of flashlights." Summers were delightful, but when the days grew short and cold we had to plan for the winter. The Flume Reservation closed for six months. Tom wanted Don to continue drafting plans for the new building and the nice Sawyer family who owned the house we lived in said that rent money could wait until paychecks were coming in again.  "Don cut wood in Tom's forest and he carried it home in the rumble seat daily." After the birth of two children, Dorothy and Don moved to a house in Lexington. 

 

1938 - In the fall of 1938 New England was hit by a fierce hurricane. Don had gone to the Flume to do some job for Tom so we were alone that windy day. The wind was not only strong, but warm, coming from the south, rather than the usual off-the-ocean east wind. There was a frightening and breatheless feeling in the air. Within an hour trees came crashing down across the roads and live wires were dangling. One tree, a foot in diameter just "cracked off". Don came home 7 days later and said the woods in Franconia Notch had been blown down like matchsticks and then when every available man had cut and sawed trees and branches to open the road they discovered that a landslide coming down the side of Mount Lafayette had made a worse barrier.  

The book ends in 1938.

