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Sharon (Rivers) Leonard wrote: In 
1998, as part of a project started by the 
Sharon Massachusetts Historical So-
ciety, Mom (Irene Powers Rivers) had 
been asked to write down or record a his-
tory of her early life. She would start and 
stop and redo this written project in her 
favorite recliner chair in her lap some-
times shared with her sweet cat Bibby. 
I have tried to piece together her story 
and will share some of that with you.

In New Hampshire there are two 
mountains: Kearsarge, the one with the 
fi re tower and the fl ashing light on it, 
and Ragged Mountain, that now has a 
beautiful ski area on one side of it. In 
between the two mountains is a lovely 
little town called Andover that will al-
ways be home to me.

I was born March 16th, 1914 in a 
home in the center of Andover, now part 
of the campus of Proctor Academy, to 
Ruth Rosina Phelps and Henry Richard 
Powers. I have wonderful memories of 
my dad who lived into his seventies, but 
my only memory of my mother came 
from family and her friends telling me 
of her. She died of pneumonia before 
my third birthday and my brother Rich-
ard (Powers) was only four months old.

My grandmother, who had already 
raised a family of three boys and one girl, 
took us into her home and was our beloved 
Nan. This country home near the covered 
bridge is still in the family today.

Back in the days before electricity or 
radio, we had a huge kitchen stove with 
a hot water tank on one end and a round 
pot-bellied living room stove with my 
dad’s Morris chair nearby. Dad owned 
a wood lot with open fi elds and an old 
cellar hole a mile or two away. He cut 
wood for our stoves, and when we were 
old enough, we stacked many a cord 
in the sheds. We picked strawberries 
there in June, planted potatoes in May, 
and harvested enough hay every year 
for our one cow. Everyone had chick-
ens, hens, and at least one pig, so no 
one lacked for food. In those days you 
could even kill two deer, all of which 
got us through the winters. It seemed to 

me that Nan cooked all the time. There 
were always biscuits, doughnuts, pies, 
and cookies in the pantry, and so much 
milk that we made our own butter and 
had a pan of milk sitting on the warm 
part of the stove to whey for the best 
cottage cheese.

Wash days were no fun as we hand 
scrubbed everything over a washboard. 
Then on Saturdays we fi lled the washtub 
for our bath – in winter by the stove. In 
the summer we would bathe in the river. 
Our bathroom was a long walk through 
a shed and a long barn to a three-hole 
outhouse. One hole was child size.

We lived within sight of the one 
room, eight grade schoolhouse, and I 
followed everyone to school when I was 
too young to attend. I’ll never know 
whether the teacher decided to give my 
grandmother a break, or whether she felt 
sorry for me, but when I was only four 
years old, the teacher said I could stay 
in school. I must have done ok because 
when I fi nished second grade, I skipped 
third grade. In a one-room schoolhouse, 
you found it easy to hear and learn all 
the others lessons. I remember loving 
school with good friends, good teach-
ers, playing a fun dictionary game, and 
spelling bees. I still remember the smell 
of hot cocoa and potatoes baking on top 
of the school wood stove in the winter. 
I remember Mrs. Sanborn setting Ai’s 
broken leg after a toboggan accident. 
I remember the bigger boys carrying 
water to school from a pump near Scott 
Trumbel’s chicken houses.

Scott and Jeanie Trumbel had a beau-
tiful home with a porch across the front. 
I used to be there a lot, admiring all the 
beautiful dishes in her glass China cabinet. 
They had a “summer kitchen”, and I can 
remember the table legs sitting in small 
tins of water to keep the ants off the food.

We lived down over the hill with 
Charles Wilson, a jeweler and clock re-
pairman. There were fi ve bedrooms in 
the house, and two of them were used 
by Charles Wilson. That front room 
was fi lled with beautiful clocks and 
watches, and there were always people 

coming and going from surrounding 
towns. If it wasn’t to have a watch or 
clock repaired, it was some man who 
was learning his part for the Masons. 
With the doors closed to that room, my 
grandmother used to have to shoo us 
away as we were trying to listen. Most-
ly all we heard was tick tocking and the 
different chimes of the clocks.

My grandfather Phelps lived nearby 
and had a sleigh and beautiful horses, 
and many a sleigh ride we had tucked 
in under a bearskin robe. The few peo-
ple who had cars put them away for the 
winter. The cold, snowy weather made 
the roads very diffi cult. The roads were 
rolled by huge snow rollers. This was 
great for sleigh rides and sledding. We 
owned a Travelers Sled which was 
like two sleds put together with a long 
seat between them. We would start at 
Huntoon’s hill and come down through 
the covered bridge, go up over the hill 
in back of our house, down through the 
mill yard, and across the main road and 
down through a fi eld. It was at least a 
mile and we would walk back up and do 
it all over again.

The Huntoons were our friends, and 
we were always playing there. Our cow 
was walked that mile to pasture in the 
summer by my brother Richard, and 
since I was usually there with Mildred, 
I brought the cow home at night.

When I was 12, I graduated from 
elementary school and went to Proctor 
Academy. In March of my freshman 
year, I went for a short walk with friends 
in a raging blizzard and came home to 
chills and the next day had pneumonia. 
It was in the days before penicillin. I 
was very ill and in bed for seven weeks. 
I recovered, thanks to my family’s care 
and a good country doctor, plus bottles 
of Scott’s Emulsion. I even had to learn 
to walk again, and I didn’t get back to 
school until September. They gave me 
a chance to try sophomore year, but I 
knew I was so much younger than ev-
eryone else that I decided to join the 
class to graduate in 1931. I enjoyed my 
years at Proctor, and it has been a part 
of my life since, as I’ve returned for 
class reunions and been class secretary 
and class agent.

My grandfather, Albert Powers, had 
been a caretaker of the Ragged Moun-

tain Fish and Game Club started in 
1900 to “preserve and develop Ragged 
Mountain’s natural resources”. My dad 
went to work there also and was care-
taker for 47 years. My kid brother, Skip, 
was caretaker for a number of years, 
and now his son, David, is following 
the tradition.

My father and grandfather were 
building a house for us to move to on 
Ragged Mountain so there would be 
someone on site all the time. When I was 
13, my dad married Bernice Huntoon, 
who was just nine years older than me. 
I moved to Ragged with them, and my 
brother Richard stayed with Nan to be 
near his school.

After graduating from Proctor Acad-
emy, I worked at Colby Jr. College and 
at a store of a lady who had a sandwich/
ice cream shop in Andover.

My granddaughter, Cyndi, asked 
me how I met Grampa (Harry) Rivers. 
One winter I stayed during the week at 
a home next to the Proctor Academy 
campus and was interested in Harry, a 
football, baseball, and basketball star. I 
especially admired his beautiful pos-
ture. I’d stand in the window watching 
for him to be walking by on his way to 
school and try to time my walking to 
school with his. As Cyndi says, “You 
fi nally caught up with him, didn’t you 
Nana?” On June 28, 1935, when Harry 
and I were both 21, we got married and 
moved to a two-room apartment on 
School Street in Saco, Maine.

Sharon’s notes: This is just a snapshot 
of my mom’s early years in Andover. 
Mom and Dad moved from Saco, 
Maine to Portsmouth, New Hampshire 
and in 1952, to Sharon, Massachu-
setts. There was never any question as 
to where home was. We would spend 
many a weekend, holiday, and sum-
mer vacation in Andover, and often it 
would be Memorial Day weekend when 
we would head north to open the Riv-
ers Homestead, visit the graves, and 
place fl owers for loved ones and fam-
ily. Irene and Harry are “home” in their 
resting place – Proctor Cemetery. The 
Rivers Homestead is now owned by 
Irene and Harry’s granddaughter (my 
daughter) Kym Arena and her family. 
All of our family still loves going home 
to Andover.

Reminiscence

Irene Powers Rivers

Consider Woodcrest V illage…

A re you ready for a change? Woodcrest Village Assisted 
  Living will provide you with one of the most positive 

changes you’ve encountered. A friendly enjoyable atmosphere, 
beautiful apartments, daily activities, common relaxation areas, 
endless amenities and a supportive and professional staff  that is 
second-to-none. Come visit Woodcrest Village assisted living 
and fi nd out how you can make positive changes in your life. 

Isn’t it Time
for a Change?

Assisted Living in a 
Gracious Village Setting
356 Main Street, New London, NH 03257
(603) 526-2300  www.woodcrestvillage.com
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