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By Linda Grant
For the Beacon

To a ten-year-old boy named Kenny 
Grant in the 1950s, Andover meant 
Bradley Lake, the coming of the train 
at Potter Place, and the Lorden farm at 
the bend in Bradley Lake Road where 
it meets Hall Road. He and his parents, 
summer folks from Baldwin, Long 
Island, would stop to buy fresh eggs, 
maple syrup, and wonderful heavy 
cream, which was as thick as ice cream. 

The Lordens had corn as sweet as 
could be. If you bought a dozen ears 
you would get about 16, since the ears 
of corn were so small. Attached to a tree 
in their driveway was a little blackboard 
with a list of items for sale. 

It was always Goldie, Dorothy’s 
mother, who came to the door when 
you knocked, since Dorothy was rather 
shy. It was a thrill for Kenny to see the 
ponies that were boarded for Camp 
Marlyn and the ox with the scary horns 
that used to haul the boulders in the 
wagon.

Dorothy Lorden was born in 
Andover on December 13, 1931. As she 
grew up, she always admired her Aunt 

Theresa’s farm that was past the Potter 
Place covered bridge. Her upbringing of 
living off the land offered her a lifestyle 
with many values that remained with 
her. She was born when America was 
changing, but her family held onto the 
late 19th century ways.
Two Women And A Farm

In 1957, the young boy Kenny and 
his dad would see Dorothy’s father, 
William Lorden, sitting on a chair on 
the porch. It was only a couple of months 
later that Dorothy’s father had passed 
away, leaving the farm to Dorothy and 
her mother, Goldie. They ran the farm 
as best as they could after Mr. Lorden’s 
passing.

When the cows in the pasture 
needed milking, they would call on 
their neighbor, Frank Matthews, and 
he would come and tend to the cows. 
Kenny used to love to watch Frank milk 
the cows on his three-legged stool. Once 
milked, the cows would stroll through 
her pastures with purpose, guided by 
the stonewall barricades that ran like a 
maze on her 100-plus acre property. 

The rolling hills of her land were 
nestled on the slopes above the fl ood 

plains of the Blackwater River. The 
landscape had woodland trails and was 
cleared in spots, making way for the 
cornfi elds, pastures, and amazing views 
of Ragged and Kearsarge Mountains.

Dorothy’s farmhouse had been 
built in 1794 by the Langley family. 
About a hundred years later, the house 
was purchased by Doctor Rowe, who 
added onto the original house and 
was the fi rst to own a car in the area, 
in the very early 1900s. Dorothy’s 
father purchased the house from him 
and commenced farming; true New 
England “hardscrabble farming.”

Farming was hard for Dorothy and 
her mother; they had to carry pails 
of water to replenish the crops. One 
time a skunk had fallen into the well 
and poisoned the water. On another 
occasion her crops were damaged by 
raccoons and rabbits. 

New Hampshire winters were very 
hard, and Dorothy and Goldie would 
take turns sitting up at night to be sure 
that the house didn’t catch fi re from 
the wood-burning stove. In spite of all 
this adversity, Dorothy had a positive 
outlook and forged on. Dorothy’s 
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The Lorden Homestead on Bradley Lake Road …  Photo: Linda Grant … was demolished in October. Photo: Charlie Darling

mother Goldie died in the winter of 
1977, leaving Dorothy the legacy of the 
Lorden Homestead.

At one time, the Lordens had a camp 
on Bradley Lake and a small home 

in town. Toward the end of her years, 
Dorothy wanted a vehicle so that she 
could drive to church and to town. She 
sent a letter to her brother Bill, who 
worked at Benson’s Chevrolet. She asked 
him, “Please send me one blue car.”
Kenny’s Last Visit

Fifty years later, that same 10-year-
old boy Kenny returned with his 
children to her home. It turned out to be 
his last visit.

Her front door was slightly open, 
held together by planks and hanging 
on only one hinge. It was needless to 
knock, so he just called out, “Dorothy, 
Dorothy, it’s me, Kenny! I’m here with 
my two children who have baked a 
homemade apple pie for you.” 

After a couple of minutes, there 
came a sweet, silver-haired lady in a 
fl annel shirt who replied in a rather shy 
way, “How wonderful to see you again, 
and how nice of you and your children 
to bring this to me.” Kenny left with a 
heavy heart, knowing how lonely she 
must have been and feeling it may have 
been his last visit.

With the passage of time, the home 

Only the barn remains.
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