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INTRODUCTION 
 

 

 

 Why am I interested in my ancestors? Well, why not? A lot of people are 

interested in theirs. Not only about royal successions or confusing inheritance fights. It 

just seems to be a natural urge or perhaps even a fascination. Where did I come from? 

Some may be excessively proud and some others may be ashamed, but I believe that most 

people are at least a bit curious. 

 Maybe there are religious or philosophical stimulants like fear of death or regret 

that precious life is so short in the grand scheme of things. If I can trace a drop of my 

blood back four centuries, perhaps I can feel like I have stretched out my life a little. And 

looking ahead, my grandchildren will carry me forward beyond my own physical 

lifespan. I keep in close and loving touch with all 14 of mine and find it awesome that I 

have contributed a drop or two of my blood to their presence on Earth and to their 

potential for creating future life. 

 In practical terms my initial motivation for tracing my ancestors was greatly 

enhanced by the fact that much of the work had already been done by somebody else. I 

couldn’t possibly have done it all by myself going back to original sources. The person 

who put it together for me and many others was Samuel Bradlee Doggett who produced a 

prodigious work entitled “A History of the Doggett-Daggett Family” published in 1894. 

 The book covers several different lines of Doggetts, including one relating to 

“Thomas Doggett of Marshfield, Massachusetts and his Descendants” that runs through 

240 pages and nine generations starting in 1607. Each descendant is assigned a code 

number and can be related to parents, siblings, spouses and children, all with code 

numbers of their own. My grandfather, Laurence Locke Doggett, well known to me, was 
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in the ninth generation and it is easy to identify his father, grandfather etc. all the way 

back to the original Thomas. And the book provides interesting descriptions of the life, 

family, work etc. of each of these people. The author offers the following comments in 

the preface of his book: 

 “A desire to know my own Doggett ancestry led me to begin a search of the 

records in 1876. 

 “In the search I found branches of my own line who had changed the spelling of 

the name to Daggett, while other branches had moved to distant parts of the country. 

 “In trying to find these branches I had correspondence and gathered information 

of families who were descended from different immigrant ancestors. 

 “Wishing to know more of these families and their ancestry, I began a thorough 

search of the early records. This search has occupied my spare moments from 1876 to the 

present time (1894). The records of more than forty Massachusetts towns have been 

examined; the county records of Suffolk, Norfolk, Plymouth, Bristol, Barnstable, Dukes, 

Essex, Worchester, and Middlesex have each added some points to the record, while an 

examination of more than three hundred and fifty volumes at the State House, in Boston, 

and many books in public and private libraries, were among the methods used to gather 

what relates to our family in Massachusetts. 

 “I have also examined county, town, church, and private records in Nova Scotia, 

New Brunswick, Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, Rhode Island, Connecticut, New 

York, Pennsylvania, Maryland, and Virginia; have called on many members of the family 

in different parts of the country; have corresponded extensively, and have received more 

than twelve hundred letters in answer to my inquiries. 

 “The amount of material having become so large, and so long a time having been 

devoted to its collection, I have thought best to now (1894) submit the history to my 

kinsmen, believing the facts thus made known may lead to the correction of errors and 

aid in bringing to light the points that are wanted to connect the several branches of the 

family.” 

        SAMUEL B. DOGGETT. 

 Impressive! 
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 I have thus been enabled to place myself in the 11th generation of a documented 

father to son line starting with my great great great great great great great great 

grandfather, Thomas Doggett(1), and as he was born in 1607 and it is now 2004 our 

family of sequentially identified persons covers a period of almost four centuries or one 

fifth of the way back to Caesar and Christ. Or half way back to Richard the Lion Hearted 

(1157-1199). 

 The table on the next page provides some basic information about the ten father 

and son Doggetts, Direct Doggett Liners (DDLs) who made up the generations in the line 

from the original Thomas down to my father. 

 It is striking that all of them except my father lived a long time, ranging in 

longevity from 71 to 92 years. However, it seems that these particular people manifested 

some kind of a survival of the fittest capability, because they all had at least one sibling 

who died young. Of the 40 siblings listed there were six who died in infancy or early 

childhood, eight more before the age of 30 and another seven in their 30s and 40s. I am 

aware of only two of the DDLs who were outlived by a sibling. Experience Doggett made 

it to age 90 as compared with her brother Simeon(5)’s 85 and they both beat out the other 

six siblings in that family by considerable margins. The other person who lived longer 

than a DDL sibling was my Aunt Ruth who lived to be at least 68 whereas my father 

Clinton Locke(10) died of illness at 43. 

 All of the ten DDLs were married at least once and they all had children, lots of 

them, 44 through the first seven generations. There were no divorces until my father left 

my mother before I was born, although he at least is said to have married her about nine 

months before my emergence. All of the marriages during the nine generations ended 

with the death of a DDL or a spouse. And the first nine DDLs spent most of their adult 

lives in conjugal bliss. The duration of their marriages ranged from 36 to 61 years. Mom 

and I tied this record on February 4, 2004 and are still counting. 

 It seems that getting married and having kids was just the normal thing to do, 

especially in the early times. Our ancestors lived in small rural communities and there 

was plenty of work to be done by parents and children both inside the home and on the 

 
 NOTE: A number in parentheses following a Doggett name identifies the person’s place in the ten 
generations of Doggetts featured in this family story covering the period from 1607 to 1957. 
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surrounding farmland. And perhaps the parents were conscious of the fact that they might 

lose a child or two. 

 Also they didn’t stray from Massachusetts for five generations. Our ancestors and 

their fellow citizens had already had enough trouble getting settled and establishing their 

homes, farms, churches, schools etc. right where they were and, in practical terms, there 

wasn’t much of any other place to go to and a lack of means to make a big move. 

Besides, why expose your family to Indian raids? 

 The first small movement was on the part of the Reverend Simeon Doggett(6) who 

was educated at Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island and was in demand as a 

minister in several other states, but his roots remained in Massachusetts. It wasn’t until 

Samuel Wales Doggett(7) took his family to South Carolina for 19 years that the pattern 

was broken. And then Simeon Locke(8) settled in Iowa for all but three of the last 66 years 

of his life, taking Horace Greeley’s advice to “go west, young man.” Big Grandpa was 

born there in Manchester, but came back to Massachusetts to serve as President of 

Springfield College for 40 years followed by a long retirement in nearby Longmeadow. 

My father, Clinton Locke(10), was born in Massachusetts and so was I. 

 At first, farming was the obvious way to survive and to become somewhat more 

affluent through increasing land ownership albeit on rocky New England soil. And it was 

difficult to avoid public service as there was such a great need for it before local and 

federal career services were established much later. I think our ancestors were proud of 

their contributions and enjoyed the esteem that came with their service to the community. 

 Although farming was a major occupation for the first five generations, some 

tentative ventures into private business began with Thomas(3). And as he spent his whole 

life in the coastal town of Marshfield, it was a natural thing for him to become involved 

in shipping enterprises. The tradition was continued by Thomas(4) and his siblings who 

had some amazing adventures with pirates. 

 Our early ancestors seem to have been quite well educated and articulate, mostly 

as the result of study at their own initiative. However, a shift toward more formal 

intellectual activities began with our first college graduate, the Reverend Simeon(6), who 

became a Protestant minister while also engaging in teaching at educational institutions. 
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THE DIRECT DOGGETT LINE: FATHERS AND SONS 

(1607 – 1957) 
                 Marriages 
  Years of Years Longevity       Num- Yrs. Dur- Number of 
Name  Birth/Death Total In Mass. Profession   Siblings ber ation  Children 
 
Thomas(1) 1607 – 1692 85 55 Farmer / Public Servant n.a. 3 41 5 
 
 
John(2) 1642 – 1718 76 76 Farmer / Public Servant 4 3 37 5 
 
    Farmer / Ship Owner / 
Thomas(3) 1676 – 1737 71 71 Public Servant 4 2 36 5 
 
 
Thomas(4) 1706 – 1788 82 82 Farmer / Ship Owner 4 1 43 8 
 
 
Simeon(5) 1738 – 1823 85 85 Farmer / Carpenter 7 1 53 4 
 
Reverend 
Simeon(6) 1765 – 1852 87 76 Minister / Educator 3 1 55 8 
 
Samuel 
Wales(7) 1800 – 1872 72 56 Lawyer / Educator 7 1 48 9 
 
Simeon    Lawyer / Educator / 
Locke(8) 1829 – 1914 85 19 Public Servant 8 1 54 3 
 
Laurence 
Locke(9) 1864 – 1957 92 59 College President 2 2 61 2 
 
Clinton 
Locke(10) 1898 – 1941 43 25 Journalist 1 2 n.a. 1 
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The next three in the DDL were also educators while two of them practiced law in 

addition. My father was a newspaper man. 

 It is interesting that public service faded away considerably from the Doggett CVs 

after the third generation, but picked up again with Simeon Locke(8) in Manchester, Iowa. 

I think this may have happened because Manchester was being newly settled at that time 

and, like the New England towns two centuries earlier, was in great need of institution 

building. Simeon did indeed build up an impressive record and seems to have been much 

loved by his fellow citizens. 

 As far as I know, all of the DDLs and their wives were of English origin except 

for my mother who was the daughter of Swedish immigrants. Perhaps there was also a 

Scottish wife back there somewhere which both English and Scottish people would have 

considered to be a huge difference. Anyway it was certainly advantageous in many ways 

– economically, politically, educationally, socially, etc. – to have gotten in on the ground 

floor and then to have consolidated your family position over the years. It wasn’t really 

until the middle of the 19th century that melting began inside the pot. And even then it 

was usually the second generation of a family that was successful rather than the first. So 

I would say that by the time of Big Grandpa(9) our family had achieved or been given a 

considerable head start. He wasn’t just a Bulgarian peasant checking out of Ellis Island 

and directly into the presidency of Springfield College. 

 Another point of some interest is that our early ancestors were not all 100 percent 

red-blooded PATRIOTS like the present-day inhabitants of the flag-draped red areas of 

the USA political map. Marshfield was even known as a “hotbed” of Toryism before the 

outbreak of the Revolution and it maintained an organization called the “Associated 

Loyalists of Marshfield” in which 300 persons were enrolled. Simeon Doggett(5) did not 

feel it was right for the colonies to rebel against the mother country and so when the 

Patriots took control he was placed under arrest and confined to his farm. 

 Moreover, in another conflict, one of our family members Samuel Wales 

Doggett(7) found himself on the wrong side when he moved back to Massachusetts in 

1838 after having spent 16 years in South Carolina where he married a Southern lady, 

Harriet Wotton. His residence in the South having made him pro-slavery in politics, he 
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was unpopular among the Abolitionists in New England and so never attained the 

position in public life for which he was eminently fitted. 

 And, of course, religion transcended everything I have mentioned above although 

there were quite a few differences of opinion among the various religious leaders who 

were telling everybody what and how they should be worshipping. Thus our early DDLs 

knew their Bibles well and made sure that their children knew their Bibles well. They 

found ample time for religious devotion amid diversions for things like survival. 

 Our first Thomas (1607-1689) dealt with his soul as follows in his will of January 

1689: “I Thomas Dogget, of Marshfield, being grown aged, yet of sound mind and 

memory, praysed be God. Do make this may last will, and testament, in manner and 

forme following: first I comit my soul unto ye hands of God, my savior and my Body to 

desent Buriall, when it shall pleased God to take me house, with sure and certain hope of 

a joy full resurrection, and reunion of Soul and Body to Eternall Glory through the 

gracious merits of Christ, our Lord our only saviour.” 

 The next four DDLs signed off in more or less the same way, and then the 

Reverend Simeon(6) came on to make a career of religion. Samuel Wales(7) and Simeon 

Locke(8) were lawyers and educators, but their orations were often heavily laced with 

religious references. Big Grandpa(9) studied religion as an undergraduate and graduate 

(seminary) student at Oberlin and also in Europe where he got his Ph. D. and he spent 

much of his time teaching you men to become good Christians. I believe, however, that 

he did not succeed in this effort with my father, Clinton Locke(10). 

* * * * * 

 Let us now have a quick look at the lives and times of our ten Direct Doggett 

Liners (DDLs) before ME(11). 

 Thomas Doggett(1) was born somewhere in England in 1607 and emigrated to 

New England in 1637 on board the Marey Anne of Yarmouth. His passage was paid for 

by Thomas Oliver, and our Thomas(1) worked for that Thomas for about one year in 

Salem to repay the debt. He moved on to Concord for five years, then to Weymouth for 

ten and eventually to Marshfield for the remaining 39 years of his life. He died in 1692. 

 Thomas outlived three wives and was the father of five children, one born in 

Concord and the rest in Weymouth. He started in America without any land and 
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apparently no assets of any kind, but he seems to have worked hard and to have gotten 

quite a bit of help from his wives. He also received some small stipends during his long 

career of public service. By the time of his death he had become a modest landowner and 

a respected elder of the community. He was referred to as “Goodman Doggett” in the 

record of a town meeting of 16 November 1657. 

 Some of Thomas’s public service functions included townsman, selectman, grand 

juryman, swine controller, pork stock improvement committee member, wood burner, 

surveyor, liquor consumption inspector and collector of funds for maintenance of the 

ministry. 

 Thomas had dealings with some famous historical people like Miles Standish and 

John Alden and was the next-door neighbor of Peregrine White, the first person to be 

born among the Pilgrims of Massachusetts. It seems that everybody knew everybody at 

that time and place. Thomas purchased his long-term residence from Comfort Starr, and 

by an amazing coincidence the descendants of this gentleman established a Comfort Starr 

history prize at Oberlin College where it was won by our very own grandson, Thomas(13) 

in the Direct Doggett Line. 

* * * * * 

 John Doggett(2), 1642-1718,had an easier time of it thanks to his father’s 

thoughtfulness and generosity and to the general softening with time and effort of the 

harsh conditions faced by the first generation of settlers. In particular, John received a 

substantial grant of land from Thomas(1) some 20 years before the death of Thomas and 

shortly before John’s first marriage. 

 John(2) was born while his father still resided in Concord and then moved with the 

family to Weymouth for ten years and finally to Marshfield for his last 65 years. Like his 

father, John was married three times, but was outlived by his third wife. He had five 

children by his first two wives, all born in Marshfield. Two of John’s children died in 

infancy and a third as a young adult. 

 John’s land ownership gave him status as a proprietor which caused him to be 

“admitted as a townsman of Marshfield.” Thus on 30 May 1677 his estate was increased 

by the addition of land allotted to “certain proprietors of the town.” And later there were 

two other occasions when he benefited from the official sharing out of common lands. He 
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was also able to purchase land to round out his establishment. Moreover, John sometimes 

rented additional nearby property to enhance his productive activities. For example, “he 

and his brother, Samuel, hired the flats on the north bank of the town river so as to obtain 

the salt hay that they could obtain there.” 

 During his 26 years of public service off and on from 1682 to 1708 John carried 

out duties as a constable, surveyor of highways, grand juryman and tithingman, often 

repeating these assignments in subsequent tours. He became a “freeman” in 1689 and was 

admitted to the Church in 1697 presumably after showing considerable evidence of being 

a good and devout citizen including his service as a tithingman which involved squeezing 

his fellow citizens in support of the church. 

 John’s sister Hannah married Ebenezer White who was a Mayflower descendant, 

thus anointing our family with this snobbish, though interesting, honor. William White 

and his wife, Susanna, crossed over on the Mayflower and were on board the ship 

anchored in Cape Cod Harbor when their son, Peregrine, was born. Peregrine grew up 

and married Sarah Bassett and they had seven children including Daniel who in turn grew 

up and married Hannah Hunt. They too had seven children including Ebenezer who 

became the husband of our very own Hannah Doggett. 

* * * * * 

 Next came Thomas Doggett(3), 1676-1736, and as I have mentioned he and his 

sister Hannah were the only surviving children of John(2) at the time of his death in 1718. 

As Hannah was married to Peregrine White, John felt that she didn’t need much help and 

so he willed her two cows, a feather bed and some iron pots. Thus Thomas(3) had the 

good fortune to receive just about everything else except that he had to take care of his 

step-mother, Rebecca Brown Doggett, who lived on for 13 years after the death of 

John(2). Among the various items temporarily bequeathed by John to his “beloved wife 

Rebeckah Doggett” were “firewood to be brought to her door and cut fit for her, two 

barrels of cider per year and Ł8 a year of which half in corn at market prices and the 

other half in money or bills.” John specified that Thomas(3) would be responsible for 

providing Rebecca with these items along with related services. Maybe Thomas was 

happy when she died. 

* * * * * 
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 Thomas(3) was born in Marshfield and lived there all his life. He married 

Experience Ford in 1698 and they had six children. Experience died from these and other 

efforts after 30 years of marriage. Thomas married Sarah Philips in 1730 and this lasted 

until his death in 1736. No children. 

 Thomas appears to have been born so well satisfied with his land holdings that he 

actually sold some of them although he also did some buying. And he shared twice in 

distributions of common lands. 

 He showed considerable versatility as a public servant, performing the duties of a 

trial juryman, grand juryman, clerk of the court, “field director,” enforcer of swine laws, 

journeyman, policeman, constable and surveyor of highways. 

 Apart from his public service Thomas(3) ventured into the private sector. It was 

quite a natural thing for him to get into the shipping business as he lived right there on the 

water and his Uncle Samuel was the owner of one sloop and part owner of another. 

Thomas(3)’s estate was valued at more than Ł1,000 which must have been quite a 

bit of money if you take into account the 267 years of inflation between 1737 and 2004. 

Dozens of interesting items are listed in his will. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas Doggett(4), 1706-1788 was born in Marshfield and lived there for 35 

years at which time (1741) he moved with his family 15 miles southwest to Middleboro 

where he spent the remaining 47 years of his life. Thomas married Joanna Fuller in 

Marshfield on 11 December 1728 and they had eight children between 1729 and 1742, all 

born in Marshfield including the last one after the family move to Middleboro. Three of 

the children died young. 

 Joanna consolidated our family Mayflower connection as follows: She was the 

daughter of John Fuller who was the son of Samuel Fuller who was in turn the son of 

Doctor Samuel Fuller who came over on the Mayflower. Reference Mayflower Families 

Through Five Generations, General Society of Mayflower Descendants, 1975. 

 Thomas was 30 at the time of his father’s death in 1737 and he inherited 

Thomas(3)’s “sword, belt, land and mansion” plus Ł30 and a Mulato servant. It wasn’t 

quite all of the land because Thomas’s brother John received “one half of the cedar 

swamp” in Pembroke. 
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 Thomas began to dispose of his land in Marshfield just four years after his 

inheritance as he prepared to move to Middleboro where he purchased an 88 acre farm 

that became the family homestead. 

 There is no mention in the Doggett-Daggett book of public service on the part of 

Thomas Doggett(4) although he was credited with the title of “yeoman” in both 

Marshfield and Middleboro. Some sort of activity in the private sector is suggested by his 

eventual bequeathal to his son Simeon(5) of his rights to iron ore in the Middleboro area. 

Records show he was a part owner of a sloop, called Middleboro. 

 So Thomas continued his father’s shipping interests on the North River and 

probably participated and supported the maritime activities of his brother John and his 

cousins Amos, Joseph, Samuel and Noah who were generally prosperous, but also had 

some remarkable adventures at sea including a few disasters. 

 Captain John’s sloop, the Swan, “in her passage from Jamaica to Boston ran 

aground at the mouth of Boston Harbor and thereby suffered great damage both as to 

vessel and cargo.” John also had the misfortune of being captured by pirates off the coast 

of Antigua, a story that was written up in detail in the Boston Evening Post of 30 January 

1774. 

 Closer to home and in greater tranquility Captain John “kept the Doggett Ferry” 

across the North River between Marshfield and Scituate starting in 1730, and after John’s 

death in 1755 his young son, Captain John Junior, took over this task. 

 Thomas Doggett(4) died in Middleboro on 11 August 1788 at which time he had 

five living adult children including Jabez 55, Seth 52, Simeon(5) 50, Experience 48 and 

Joanna 46. He bequeathed to them in various measures his homestead farm and buildings, 

meadowlands, woodland rights, iron ore rights and some Ł and shillings. Quite ample, 

though in five parts. 

 Thomas was 82 at the time of his death and he survived his wife Joanna by 17 

years. Their marriage lasted 43 years. 

* * * * * 

 Simeon Doggett(5) was born in Marshfield on 4 January 1738 and was only four 

years old when the family moved to Middleboro. He lived in Middleboro all his life and 
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died there on 6 May 1823 at the age of 85. A calm life without too much moving around 

seems to be good for you. 

 Simeon was a farmer and joyner and he appears to have become fairly prosperous 

as he was able to send at least one of his sons to college and his daughter to boarding 

school. He was also helped out by his above-mentioned inheritance at age 50 of 

substantial land plus the iron ore interests of his father, Thomas(4). 

 Simeon and his brother Jabez were soldiers during the French and Indian War 

(1755-1763) in a company led by Captain Benjamin Pratt of Middleboro. Jabez was 

wounded at Fort Ticonderoga on 8 July 1758, but the two brothers remained in Captain 

Pratt’s company and are mentioned as having been at Oneida Station, New York on 28 

September 1758. 

 Simeon married Abigail Pratt who had been born and raised in North Carolina 

(and apparently not related to Captain Benjamin Pratt). She was a devout Episcopalian 

and seems to have caused Simeon to become the same. Abigail may have come along 

with some land because they sold seven acres of meadow in Middleboro just two years 

after their marriage. They established their homestead in Middleboro along the highway 

from Plymouth to Taunton. And they had four children born in Middleboro between 1761 

and 1775. 

 Although Simeon had served in the French and Indian War, he opposed the 

colonial rebellion against the Mother Country. And for his Tory views he was forbidden 

by the Patriots to leave his farm. He was rehabilitated like most other Tories soon after 

the (French-aided) American victory in the Revolutionary War. 

 Simeon was blessed with twenty grandchildren all born within his lifetime, 

including twelve in Middleboro, seven in Taunton and one in Raynham. Just a little 

spreading out. Not much. 

* * * * * 

 The Reverend Simeon Doggett(6) was born in Middleboro, Massachusetts on 6 

March, 1765 and died at the age of 87 on 20 March 1852 in Raynham. Unlike his 

forebears, his teaching and preaching career caused him to move around quite a bit to 

other places such as Providence, Taunton, Mendon, Boston, Charleston, South Carolina 

and Jacksonville, Florida. 
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 As a child, Simeon was heavily influenced by his mother, Abigail Pratt Doggett, 

who pressed her Episcopalian version of religion upon him. However, somehow his 

parents sent him to Rhode Island College (later Brown University) which was a Baptist 

institution for men. One way or another he was well into theology by the time he 

graduated in 1788. 

 There was no doubt that Simeon would become a preacher, but he actually started 

his professional career as an educator, first as a tutor at Rhode Island College from 1791 

to 1796 and then as Preceptor (headmaster) of Bristol Academy in Taunton from 1796 to 

1813. 

 While teaching at Rhode Island College Simeon met Nancy Fobes, the daughter 

of one of the senior professors there and they were married in Taunton on 29 October 

1797. They had eight children all born in Taunton between 1798 and 1814. Two of them 

died young. Their marriage lasted for 55 years with Nancy surviving Simeon by two 

years. 

 Big Grandpa had this to say about Nancy’s father: “On one occasion I visited the 

old Doggett homestead in Mendon, Massachusetts. In the garret was a peculiar apparatus 

used by Professor Fobes in his experiments to produce perpetual motion. I also recall a 

family tradition that my grandmother, who was of the next generation, used to say when 

any of the Doggetts showed any peculiar characteristics: ‘There is that crazy Fobes blood 

again.’” 

 Simeon’s vocation as a minister became official in May 1793 when he received a 

license to preach the Gospel from the Rhode Island Convention of Congregational 

Ministers. So now he was a Congregationalist and he preached as such from time to time 

while still Preceptor of Bristol Academy. 

 This shift in fidelity started to come about while Simeon was still a college 

student when he began to examine for himself the various systems of church government 

and discipline and especially to inquire whether the form in which he had been brought 

up was justified by Scripture. Eventually after careful scrutiny it seemed to him that the 

Congregational and not the Episcopal order manifested the original form of church polity. 

(I won’t dispute this conclusion.) 
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 The Reverend Simeon served as Pastor of the Congregational Church in Mendon 

from 1815 to 1831 and of the Second Church in Raynham from 1831 to 1845. His last 

seven years were spent happily at his home in Raynham enjoying his family and his fine 

library. The engraving on his tombstone highlights the main events of his life and 

concludes as follows: “A true man, dignified, urbane, resolute, discreet, a Christian 

humble and devout, a preacher earnest, plain and sincere. He adorned the doctrine he 

preached with simplicity, purity and faithfulness.” 

* * * * * 

 Coming now to the seventh in the Direct Doggett Line of fathers and sons, 

Samuel Wales Doggett was born in Taunton, Massachusetts on 9 July 1800 and died in 

Mendon, Massachusetts on 27 August 1872. 

 Our various references describe Samuel(7) in glowing terms: “A man of fine 

scholarship and great personal charm, rare manly beauty, undaunted courage, and 

unrivaled colloquial powers. Few men were ever endowed with nobler instincts. His mind 

was one of striking originality and his favorite study was of the British classics. Above all 

Samuel was a man who did not yield his convictions in the face of criticism.” (Like W? 

Stay on message!) 

 Samuel studied law and, for reasons not known at Lou Baguié, he moved to 

Abbeville, South Carolina at the age of 22 and undertook a law practice there. However, 

the following year he moved on to Charleston where he founded a seminary for girls that 

attracted the patronage of Charleston’s best families. 

 He married a “cultivated Charleston lady, Miss Harriet Wotton” on 29 March 

1824 and they had nine children of which the first six were born in Charleston between 

1824 and 1836 and the other three in Mendon between 1839 and 1845. The family moved 

from Charleston to Mendon around 1837 because of the cholera epidemic. 

 In addition to operating his own school, Samuel collaborated with Harriet’s 

brother, John, in the promotion of “free schools” in Charleston and the suburb of 

Hampstead. 

 The Lou Baguié archives include a collection of handwritten “orations” delivered 

by Samuel Wales Doggett in Charleston with titles like these: “The Sack of Rome in 

1527, The Siege and Surrender of Rhodes in 1522, Lecture on Temperance, On the Law 
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of Compensation, On War, Lecture on Beauty, Lecture on the Passions, On Man, Lecture 

on Education, Contrasted Powers of Good and Man, In Hope of Eternal Life, 

Redemption, and On Rest. 

 After the move from South Carolina Samuel spent the remaining 34 years of his 

life in Mendon where he bought his father’s farm. Not much is known about what he did 

all those years. It seems that he was limited in Massachusetts because his residence in the 

South had made him pro-slavery in politics. He thus never attained the position in public 

life for which he was eminently fitted. He is mentioned as having served briefly on a 

couple of town committees. 

 Samuel lost two of his sons who fought on the Union side during the Civil War. 

Theopolis was killed at Shiloh in 1862 and Lawrence died in the Andersonville Prison in 

1864. 

 Harriett survived Samuel by some twenty years and spent most of her widowhood 

at the home of her son, Simeon Locke Doggett(8) in Manchester, Iowa. And so Big 

Grandpa(9) came to know her very well as he was 28 when she died. He said this about 

her in his autobiography: “I remember her as a quaint, elderly lady in a lace cap and a 

black-silk dress. She would sit at the piano and in a sweet treble voice sing the songs of 

the old South. She often told me stories of her Charleston days.” 

* * * * * 

 Simeon Locke Doggett(8) was born on 29 March 1829 in Charleston, South 

Carolina during the time that his father, Samuel Wales Doggett(7) was running a seminary 

for girls there. However, the family moved to Mendon, Massachusetts circa 1837 to 

escape the cholera epidemic which was worse in Charleston than in New England. 

 Simeon’s diaries make no mention of grammar school or high school, but a great 

deal about his dedication to self-education. He became a man of cultivated speech, 

skillful in public speaking and in writing, well-read, liking to embellish his speech and 

writing with Greek and Latin phrases. 

 Our archival treasures at Lou Baguié include letters and other documents written 

in flowery language by Simeon Locke at Mendon when he was between the ages of 16 

and 23. There are 43 of these papers running to a total of 118 pages. In a letter of 9 

January 1851 (age 21) he informed his brother Samuel, that the nine siblings in the family  
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were collectively 150 years old, 46 feet high and weighed 943 pounds. And later that year 

he told his cousin, Aristides, that he was in favor of annexing Cuba (hard to tell when this 

guy was serious). 

 Simeon was admitted to the bar at Worcester in May 1856, but virtually without 

formal training. Again he accomplished this almost entirely through self-study. He 

thereupon took Horace Greely’s advice to “go West, young man.” 

 His first stop westward was in Dubuque, Iowa where he remained for a year and 

married Mary Anne White there on 15 July 1857. They had been courting in 

Massachusetts ever since Christmas 1852. There was a further short stop in the small 

settlement of Greeley where Simeon taught school to get them through the winter. 

 They settled in Manchester, Iowa where they built a four-room house at the corner 

of Union and New Streets of the newly laid out town and were never able to move from it 

as they were too poor to do otherwise. 

 In their old age in September 1911 when Simeon was 82 and Mary Ann was 80 

they moved in with Big Grandpa and Carolyn in Springfield, Massachusetts. Sadly, Mary 

Ann died that very month. Simeon wrote a sonnet entitled “Bereavement” which will 

make you cry. It did me. 

 Since there was little chance to build a legal practice in a town of less than 1,000 

people, Simeon and Mary Ann established a “Select High School.” Mary Ann taught 

English and related subjects plus piano while Simeon taught German, French, Latin and 

Greek besides giving frequent lectures on general topics. Ministers and doctors gave 

special lectures and the whole town participated in the school’s debating society. But 

alas, after only six years the school had to be closed as adequate salaries could not be 

paid to teachers and suitable facilities were not available. 

 Simeon and Mary Ann’s first child, Walter Wotton Doggett was born on 1 

January 1861, but died on 13 November 1862. Laurence Locke (Big Grandpa) and his 

twin sister, Lizzie, were born on 22 December 1864. Big Grandpa in his autobiography 

provides this vignette of his childhood: “My education began in my father’s home and 

was dominated by his literary interests. I remember the long winter nights when my twin 

sister, Mary “Lizzee,” my mother, and I gathered around the kerosene lamp with its 

crystal pendants while father read aloud with dramatic feeling the Arabian Nights, 
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Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield, and the works of Scott, Dickens, and many others. The 

most constantly read book of all was the Bible. The evenings ended with family prayers, 

my father reading a chapter, followed by all of us kneeling at our chairs for the prayer.” 

 Mary Ann was a large and gentle and soft-spoken woman, “much beloved for her 

friendly ways and her good works. She was one of the good women who were trying to 

support the Congregational Church by having church sociables where supper was served 

at ten cents a plate. She used to entertain the company at her home, though it was 

necessary to take out the bed to make room for the visitors.” She wrote an Operetta 

entitled “The Rainbow or the The Quest of Goldylocks” for her grandchildren (my father 

and Aunt Ruth). 

 An entry in Simeon’s diary dated Monday, 10 April 1865 read as follows: “The 

town has been wild with excitement today over the news of Lee’s surrender. No other 

purpose could be attended to. I was taken by main force and required to make a speech 

which I did after getting to the Hotel. Did little business today.” 

 Following the collapse of the Select School in 1864 Simeon resumed his efforts to 

pursue a career as a lawyer which, supplemented by sales of produce from their vegetable 

garden and a cow, enabled the family to eke out a living. 

 Through it all, Simeon maintained his dignity. Big Grandpa had this comment 

about him: “I do not remember that my father ever left home without wearing his high 

stovepipe hat and conventional Prince Albert coat and carrying his gold-headed cane. It is 

related that one of the neighbor’s children, seeing him pass by, one day cried out: ‘Oh 

Maw, there goes Mr. Doggett all buttoned up.’” 

 In addition to his law practice, Simeon began taking an active part in the growing 

town’s civic affairs. In 1865 the town petitioned for incorporation. Simeon Doggett made 

the necessary canvas of the population without pay—there were 832 persons. He wrote 

the petition in his impeccable English, and he was the chief mover in the orderly 

procedure. 

 Three years later, he was elected Mayor, and then again and again for a total of 

five terms. He was elected justice of the peace for many terms, he was city clerk for 

thirteen years, and served on the school board for many years. He was a mainstay in the 

town’s debating society. He was much in demand as orator of the day in Manchester and 
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surrounding towns. He was faithful in his support of the Congregational Church, and was 

president of the County Shakespeare Club for many years. 

 In sum, Simeon Locke Doggett(8) never made much money but became one of 

Manchester’s most highly respected citizens and was considered to have been responsible 

for much of the town’s intellectual and social growth. 

* * * * * 

 Laurence Locke Doggett(9), known to my children as “Big Grandpa,” was born in 

Manchester, Iowa on 22 December 1864 along with his twin sister Lizzie, the venue of 

this occurrence having been determined by his father’s decision to “go West” in 1857 and 

his marriage out there to Mary Anne White, his fiancée of many years back in 

Massachusetts. 

 The family was intellectual, but poor because of the lack of opportunities for them 

to get rich locally through activities in their particular fields of expertise which were 

mostly law and education. The house was full of the great books albeit with cheap covers, 

and the Bible was much read. There were family prayers every evening before bed. 

 Nevertheless Laurence seems to have had a happy boyhood without a room of his 

own at home. He took pride in contributing to family wellbeing by performing chores in 

the house and garden and earning money doing odd jobs for the more affluent neighbors. 

There was still time for fun and games with the other boys living nearby including 

swimming in the creek. He graduated from high school as the “top boy” in a class of four 

that included three girls. I would say that he was basically a good boy and not a nerd. 

 He considered studying law in Iowa and then practicing with his father, but 

decided with Simeon’s support to go to college at Oberlin, taking advantage of an offer of 

a room and board job. He also saved money for two years between high school and 

college working in a variety store. 

 Oberlin was no nonsense in its academic and social activities at that time and 

deeply into religion. Laurence didn’t mind any of this and he made a “profession of faith” 

in his freshman year. He joined the Second Congregational Church and became active in 

campus religious life. He was especially attracted to the student YMCA which he joined 

as a sophomore. He became president in his senior year. 
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 By the time of his graduation from Oberlin Laurence was well along toward a 

lifetime quest to perform service aimed at improving the country (and perhaps the world) 

by training young men to be both good Christians and good productive, and service 

oriented, people in general. He started to relish the idea of training young men to become 

YMCA Secretaries. 

 Laurence then embarked on an amazing nine-year period of religious studies, 

YMCA work and other social service. During these years from 1886 to 1895 he studied 

for four semesters at the Oberlin Theological Seminary, one at the Union Theological 

Seminary in New York, one at the University of Berlin and three at Leipzig where he 

received his Ph. D. Mixed in with these studies he served in increasingly senior YMCA 

positions in Ohio and performed social work in Michigan and New York. After Leipzig 

he became YMCA State Secretary for Ohio. 

 At this time the national YMCA authorities were looking for somebody to serve 

as President of the small new Springfield Training School for YMCA Secretaries and 

they decided that Laurence Doggett would be the perfect man for the job. Laurence 

Doggett thereupon accepted to the dismay, but also goodwill, of the Ohio YMCA people 

who had waited so long for him while he was studying in Germany. 

 Meanwhile Laurence had married Carolyn Durgin, daughter of a distinguished 

minister on 3 October 1894 and the two of them settled down in Springfield for a very 

long time. Big Grandpa’s career at the college lasted from 1896 to 1936 while Carolyn 

was the college’s cultural queen until her death in 1932. She taught English Literature, 

Music Appreciation and Art History and was the hostess of many an elegant tea party at 

the presidential residence. They had two children: my Aunt Ruth born in 1896 and my 

father Clinton Locke born in 1898. 

 Big Grandpa was totally dedicated to the college and he built if from almost 

nothing to a highly respected institution known worldwide. He built it physically through 

his exhausting fundraising efforts that claimed much of his time and he built it 

philosophically and intellectually toward the goals he had so clearly in mind. The 

Springfield College logo was a triangle representing Spirit, Mind and Body. 

 He came out of his extensive studies of religion with moderation in his faith and 

respect for science, and he often found himself in difficulty as a college president when 
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liberal (yet Christian) faculty members were attacked by fundamentalist contributors to 

the college’s meager financial resources. He stood by his professors in every case and 

had to give up some precious sources of revenue because of this. 

 Big Grandpa had a very strong international outlook and he took great pride in the 

diversity of his student body and in alumni of more than 100 nationalities who had 

returned to their homelands to serve as YMCA secretaries or in other related work. He 

loved “his boys” and they loved him. (Bad connotation in 2004!) At the time of his 

retirement he was given a world tour funded by Springfield faculty and other friends 

during which he received a hero’s welcome from alumni all along the way for some 18 

months. He was accompanied by his second wife, known to us as Aunt Olive, whom he 

had married in July 1934. 

 I lived under Big Grandpa’s roof from 1923 to 1933 because of the failure of the 

marriage between his son and my mother. He sent me to the best schools and to summer 

camps and often had college students looking after me. My mother married Ralph 

McShane (The Admiral, at that time Lieutenant), in 1927 but was unable to extract me 

from Springfield until the year after the death of Carolyn in July 1932. 

 Big Grandpa enjoyed a gracious retirement for 21 years with the title of President 

Emeritus. He and Aunt Olive settled in the small town of Longmeadow about three miles 

from Springfield and spent their winters in Bradenton, Florida. He often visited the 

Springfield campus, but never interfered in any way with college operations. He would 

walk around and talk with students and faculty who always greeted him with great 

pleasure and respect. 

 He was also a well known figure around the town of Springfield and he never 

failed to attend the lunches and other functions of his favorite clubs when he was in town. 

He received many honors such as doctoral degrees from various colleges and medals 

from the governments of Czechoslovakia and Estonia. 

 Aunt Olive saw to it that Big Grandpa would enjoy a happy and dignified life 

during those last 21 years. And when he began to slip away in the autumn of 1957 she 

cabled me in Athens to come quickly if I wanted to see my grandfather alive one more 

time. It was a saddening and yet most satisfying experience. He obviously recognized me 

and knew that I had come to him from afar to say goodbye. 
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 Niko had the last word in a speech that he delivered on the occasion of Big 

Grandpa’s induction to the YMCA Hall of Fame on 14 October 1997. The crowd was 

charmed by his expressions of pride and affection for his “Big Grandpa” on behalf of our 

whole family. 

* * * * * 

 My father, Clinton Locke Doggett(10), lived for only 43 years and I saw him only 

twice that I can remember. I was told almost nothing about him or about his relationships 

with my mother or the circumstances of my birth. 

 Mother and I seem to have had a tacit understanding not to mention him, 

especially after her marriage to Ralph in August 1927 when I was not quite six. She did 

once say to Mom that I was born nine months and five minutes after her marriage to my 

father. 

 I now have some letters and other documents that had been stored for many years 

in the attic of my cousin Melinda (daughter of my father’s sister, Ruth) until Melinda’s 

death in September 2002. They throw some light on the short and apparently star-crossed 

life of my father. 

 I have been impressed by his personal appearance in photographs (better looking 

than me) and by his writing and speaking skills that show up in the various texts now 

available to me. However, I have also become aware that his career and indeed his life 

were stunted by the disease of alcoholism which may have been a contributing cause of 

his early death although he seemed to have been highly productive during his last year. 

He had been treated in a sanitarium in about 1933 when he was 35, but with ineffective 

follow-up. 

 A few vignettes of my father’s early life in Springfield are portrayed in the diary 

entries and letters of his big sister, my Aunt Ruth. The atmosphere at home comes 

through as what I would call stuffy or even plonking from the viewpoint of a young boy. 

Ruth writes of Clinton playing the violin, being required to learn Psalms and looking at 

photographs taken during his mother’s trip to Egypt. The family sang “part songs” after 

dinner. 

 After Ruth left home for college in 1916 her letters to her parents show affection 

for her brother, but also convey the impression that she and her parents considered him to 
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be a charming problem. It also became obvious that Big Grandpa cared much more for 

his attractive and successful daughter than he did for his son. And there lay the potential 

for revolt and purposeful underachievement. I have the feeling that Clinton craved the 

love and approval of his father all his life. 

 Clinton was old enough during the period of US participation in World War I to 

be registered for the draft, but, following a period of drift after high school he got a job 

with a company producing picric acid that apparently was an important military 

ingredient. And so he remained a civilian and was able to start college in the fall of 1918. 

 Big Grandpa and Carolyn had hoped that Clinton could go to Brown, but the 

college that actually accepted him was Boston University. I suppose he dealt with his 

academic work adequately, but the main references I have on file related to basketball 

and fraternity fun and games. 

 As I was born on 11 October 1921, Clinton must have met my mother at least 

nine months before that, i.e., before 11 January 1921 at which time he was about half way 

through his junior year at Boston University. And after that there are basketball and 

fraternity pictures in his album dated during the time that I was inside my mummy’s 

tummy. 

 I know nothing about things like marriage and divorce, but there were some legal 

proceedings that lasted for about three years which ended with Clinton’s freedom. 

Meanwhile I had been placed in the care of my paternal grandparents, and my father had 

started buying furniture and settling in with Josephine Jenkins who turned out to be just 

about the best thing that ever happened to him although maybe not to her. I have 

calculated that they were eventually married sometime during 1930. 

 I was shocked at age 82 when I read a letter that my father had written to his 

parents on 30 July 1927 in which he referred to me as “the boy” and to “the crime of his 

birth.” However after I stopped being an inconvenience to him he must have said to 

himself: “Hey, this kid is my son and actually quite a nice kid at that.” So during a visit to 

Springfield in the late 1920s he gave me a baseball signed by all of the great 1927 

Yankees like Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig. And in 1936 when I was playing touch football 

with some other kids in front of my house he drove up and we had a nice chat. 
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 Clinton started out his professional career as a reporter for the Springfield Union 

in about 1923 and then moved to Washington where he served as a correspondent for the 

Hartford (Connecticut) Times and later for the New York Journal of Shipping and 

Commerce. 

 He became Chief of the United States Shipping Board Information Bureau in 

about 1926 and I gather was a loyal and somewhat important staff member. The written 

record shows him often defending the Board against private sector criticisms and 

describing its good works in building the American merchant marine and regulating its 

operations in the national interest. 

 Clinton delivered a major speech at Big Grandpa’s favorite club (“The Club”) in 

Springfield on 14 August 1928. The speech covered just about every conceivable aspect 

of American shipping from the shipbuilding and sailing prowess of the early settlers to 

the roles of both public and private shipping after World War I. It was indeed a tour de 

force and I hope Big Grandpa told him he was proud. 

 Changes in the leadership of the Board and other politically related developments 

caused Clinton to move to a new job with the International Merchant Marine Company in 

1932 and he was still associated with them in 1936. They never actually fired him, but 

much of this four-year period was blighted by his illness. 

 In a letter to Aunt Olive the long-suffering Josephine described the sad events 

over a period of “two years and nine months” (about 1933 to 1935) including the daily 

routines at the sanitarium and the failed recovery thereafter: “He wants me to get drunk 

with him. … He wants to feel the world against him.” 

 Somehow it seems that Clinton was finally able to resume quite a successful 

career from 1936 to 1941 as Shipping Editor of the New York Journal of Shipping and 

Commerce. He was still writing impressive articles about American shipping and German 

submarines in the early months of 1941, but he died in September of that year in 

circumstances I have never known. 

 So that is the story of Clinton Locke Doggett the First, warts and all, based on the 

limited information at my disposal. There are quite a few negatives, but it’s not all bad. I 

haven’t written him off. 
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 Besides I owe my life to him as do two other Clinton Locke Doggetts plus all of 

my other children and grandchildren. He was the rather tenuous tenth generation in the 

Direct Doggett Line going back to 1607. As an only child I was also a somewhat 

uncertain link. But “Apres moi le deluge.” 

* * * * * 

 There will now follow ten chapters describing in greater detail the lives and times 

of the first ten fathers and sons in the Direct Doggett Line (DDL) plus three annexes 

entitled as follows: 

 A – The America(s) of our Forefathers, 1607-1957 

 B – Extracts from Letters and Essays of Simeon Locke Doggett(8), 1846 – 1953 

 C – Events in Marshfield and Mendon, 1676 – 1872 

 Annex A is presented purely for reference purposes. As a non-scholar of 

American history I compiled notes as I went along to help me visualize the emerging 

American national ambiance that probably had some bearing on the lives of our 

ancestors. Certainly the America of my father, Clinton Locke Doggett(10), was quite 

different from the America of our earliest documented ancestor, Thomas Doggett(1). 

 Also as I peeked into the windows of four centuries I often found irresistible 

opportunities to entertain myself and possibly others with my hilariously funny jokes and 

my smart-assed commentaries on religion and politics. 

 Annex B relates to one of the most precious of our ancestral treasures. Simeon 

Locke Doggett(8) between the ages of 16 and 23 was an amazingly gifted and prolific 

writer, and we are fortunate to have on file at Lou Baguié a large collection of letters and 

other documents that he produced at that time. 

 The papers were located, organized and transcribed from beautiful, yet 

discouraging handwritten form to easily readable, typed text by my cousin Melinda. 

There are 43 documents running to 188 typed pages single-spaced. Great stuff but rather 

too voluminous to be reproduced in their entirety and so I massaged these creations into 

14 categories and then clipped out excerpts that I considered to be the most informative 

and entertaining. All of which resulted in Annex B. 
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 Annex C for general background purposes presents descriptions of some of the 

circumstances and events that occurred in the towns of Marshfield and Mendon between 

1676 and 1872. 

 The titles and subtitles of the annexes are as follows: 

ANNEX A – THE AMREICA(S) OF OUR FOREFATHERS (1607 – 1957) 

A1: From the Birth of Thomas(1) up to His Arrival in America, 1607 – 1637 

A2: Continued through the Death of Thomas(1) 1637 – 1692 

A3: Continued through the Death of John(2) 1692 – 1718 

A4: Continued through the Death of Thomas(3) 1718 – 1737 

A5: Continued through the Death of Thomas(4) 1737 – 1788 

A6: Continued through the Death of Simeon(5) 1788 – 1823 

A7: Continued through the Death of Reverend Simeon(6) 1823 – 1852 

A8: Continued through the Death of Samuel Wales(7) 1852 – 1872 

A9: Continued through the Death of Simeon Locke(8) 1872 – 1914 

A10: Continued through the Death of Clinton Locke(10) in 1941 and Laurence 

Locke(9) in 1957 

 

ANNEX B – EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS AND ESSAYS OF SIMEON 

LOCKE DOGGETT, 1846 – 1853 

B1: How to Start a Letter 

B2: Siblings 

B3: Family Farming 

B4: Family Financial and Legal Affairs 

B5: Career Development 

B6: The Good Farmer 

B7: The Unfaithful Wife of Seth Hastings 

B8: Woman as She Ought to Be 

B9: Women’s Rights 

B10: Religion 

B11: Politics and Foreign Affairs 

B12: Capital Punishment 
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B13: The Dreaded Individual (Cholera) 

B14: Death of the Reverend Simeon Doggett 

 

ANNEX C – EVENTS IN MARSHFIELD AND MENDON, 1676 – 1872 

C1: Some Happenings in the Town of Marshfield During the Lifetime of Thomas 

Doggett(3), 1676 – 1737 

C2: Some Events in Marshfield, 1728 – 1792 

C3: Some Events in Marshfield, 1784 – 1824 

C4: Some Selectins from the Annals of Mendon, 1818 – 1872 

 For those who may wish to know even more about the ten people immortalized 

herein, I cordially invite you to explore the archival treasures displayed in fairly good 

order on the top floor at Lou Baguié and in Niko’s basement. The voluminous and 

diverse memorabilia on offer include books, letters, essays, sermons, photographs, 

personal belongings and even two large oil paintings of the Reverend Simeon Doggett(6) 

and Samuel Wales Doggett(7). 

 The relevant archival books lined up on the Doggett Bookshelf at Lou Baguié 

include the following: 

 A History of the Doggett-Daggett Family by Samuel Bradlee Doggett, Boston, 

Press of Rockwell and Churchill, 1894. Reprinted by the Higginson Book Company, 

Salem, Massachusetts. 

 Mayflower Families Through Five Generations, Volume One, edited by Lucy 

Mary Kellogg, published by General Society of Mayflower Descendants, 1975. 

 History of Marshfield, Volume I, by Lusander Salmon Richards, Plymouth, The 

Memorial Press, 1901. Reprinted by Higginson. 

 Ditto, Volume II, 1905, reprinted by Higginson. 

 History of the Town of Middleboro, Massachusetts, by Thomas Weston, Boston 

and New York, Houghton Mifflin and Company. The Riverside Press, Cambridge, 1906, 

reprinted by Higginson. 

 History of Taunton Massachusetts From Its Settlement to the Present Time by 

Samuel Hopkins Emery D.D., Syracuse New York, D. Mason and Co., Publishers, 1893. 

Reprinted by Higginson. 
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 Annals of the Town of Mendon from 1659 to 1880 compiled by John G. Metcalf, 

M.D., Providence, Rhode Island, E. I. Freeman and Co., Printers to the State, 1880. 

Reprinted by Higginson. 

 Man and a School, Pioneering in Higher Education at Springfield College, by 

Laurence Locke Doggett, Ph.D., President Emeritus International Young Men’s Christian 

Association College, Association Press, New York, 1943. 

 Doggett of Springfield, A Biography of Laurence Locke Doggett, Ph.D., by 

Lawrence K. Hall, Springfield College, Springfield, Massachusetts, printed by Sowers 

Printing Company, Lebanon, Pennsylvania. 

 And finally I recommend visits to the towns (including their historical societies) 

where our Doggett ancestors lived, farmed, taught, preached, performed public service, 

married and produced offspring. The table entitled “Doggett Ancestor Residences” may 

serve as a guide for such explorations. 
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DOGGETT ANCESTOR RESIDENCES 

 

ENGLAND MIDDLEBORO CHARLESTON, SC 

1607 – 1637 THOMAS(1) 1741 – 1788 THOMAS(4) 1822 – 1838 SAMUEL WALES(7) 

SALEM 1741 – 1823 SIMEON(5) 1829 – 1838 SIMEON LOCKE(8) 

1637 – 1638 THOMAS(1) 1765 – 1782 REV. SIMEON(6) MANCHESTER, IOWA 

CONCORD PROVIDENCE 1857 – 1914 SIMEON LOCKE(8) 

1638 – 1643 THOMAS(1) 1782 – 1787 REV. SIMEON(6) 1864 – 1882 LAURENCE LOCKE(9) 

1642 – 1643 JOHN(2) 1791 – 1796 REV. SIMEON(6) OBERLIN 

WEYMOUTH TAUNTON 1882 – 1890 LAURENCE LOCKE(9) 

1643 – 1653 THOMAS(1) 1796 – 1830 REV. SIMEON(6) GERMANY 

1643 –1653 JOHN(2) 1800 – 1822 SAMUEL WALES(7) 1893 – 1895 LAURENCE LOCKE(9) 

MARSHFIELD MENDON SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 

1653 – 1692 THOMAS(1) 1815 – 1831 REV. SIMEON(6) 1896 – 1957 LAURENCE LOCKE(9) 

1653 – 1718 JOHN(2) 1838 – 1872 SAMUEL WALES(7) 1898 – 1918 CLINTON LOCKE(10) 

1676 – 1737 THOMAS(3) 1838 – 1857 SIMEON LOCKE(8) BOSTON, MASS. 

1706 – 1741 THOMAS(4) RAYNHAM 1918 – 1923 CLINTON LOCKE(9) 

1738 – 1741 SIMEON(5) 1830 – 1852 REV. SIMEON NEW YORK / WASHINGTON D.C. 

   1923 – 1941 CLINTON LOCKE(10) 
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CHAPTER 1 

THOMAS DOGGETT(1), 1607 – 1692 

Thomas Doggett(1) was born somewhere in England in 1607 and emigrated to 

New England in 1637 on board the Marey Anne of Yarmouth whose master was William 

Goose.  It took them more than two months to make it across the Atlantic in some 

discomfort. 

It seems that Thomas in order to gain his passage had engaged himself to a certain 

Thomas Oliver. It was a common thing for gentlemen of some means to take an 

apprentice or servant, paying the expenses of his passage, and after their arrival 

employing him to work to repay the amount. Even some men of distinction would cross 

over as servants if they were somehow otherwise blocked by authorities. 

The Marey Anne finally docked at the port of Salem and this is where Thomas 

Oliver settled at the age of 36 along with his wife, Marey 34, two children, Thomas and 

John, and two “servants” THOMAS DOGED 30, and Marey Sape 12. 

 A number in parenthesis following a Doggett name identifies the person’s place in the 10 
generations of Doggetts to be featured in this family story covering the period from 1606 to 1957. 
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Apart from that grand voyage across the Atlantic, our Thomas didn’t get around 

very much.  His four main places of residence during his lifetime were all less than 30 

miles from Boston.  There were no promenades along the Champs Elysée or shopping 

excursions to Hong Kong.  He stayed in Salem working for his sponsor long enough to 

pay his passage and then moved to Concord in 1638 where he lived until 1643.  He 

resided thereafter in Weymouth for ten years and finally in 1653 settled permanently in 

Marshfield where he eventually died on 18 August 1692 at the age of 85. 

Almost everybody got married in those days, and divorce had not yet become 

fashionable. All three of Thomas’s marriages ended with death of the wife which perhaps 

provides some indication of the hardships of life at that time and place. There was need in 

each household for both a man and a woman to face up to all of the hard work that had to 

done both inside the house and on the surrounding land. Moreover, large families were 

commonplace and the children were expected to carry an appropriate share of the load 

without question.  

Almost nothing is known about Thomas’s first wife, not even her name, although 

the official records of Concord show that “the wife of Thomas Doggett” died on 23 June 

1642. It is assumed that she was the mother of Thomas’s first son, John Doggett(2). 

Thomas soon married for a second time in 1643 to Elizabeth Humphrey, the 

widow of William Fry of Weymouth who died on the 28 October 1642. Neither the bride 

nor the groom had stayed single for very long between marriages. 

William Fry and his wife Elizabeth had two daughters, Elizabeth born on 20 

December 1639 and Mary born on 9 January 1642. William was a “freeman” and had 

twelve acres of land allotted to him in Weymouth in 1636. He also owned a home lot of 

four acres where the family house was located. The 16 acres were willed to Elizabeth to 

be passed on to the daughters after her death. 

Elizabeth Fry Doggett died in 1652 after nine years of marriage to Thomas, and 

presumably, all of her five children, three by Thomas and two by William Fry, stayed on 

in Thomas Doggett’s one-parent household. They were all just kiddies at that time, none 

over 13. Maybe Thomas had to get some help around the house or maybe the two Small 

Fry were farmed out to the Fry family. Not known. 
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 Thomas’s third and final marriage, which lasted for 30 years from 1654 to 1684, 

was to Joana, the widow of Thomas Chillingsworth, who had been one of the first settlers 

in Marshfield and quite a prominent man in public affairs. Also a large landowner. Apart 

from being fined on 4 December 1638 for keeping a hog unringed, Thomas 

Chillingsworth was widely recognized as a distinguished member of the community in 

Lynn, Sandwich and eventually in Marshfield where he spent the last seven years of his 

life from 1645 to 1652. Oddly he is referred to as “a shoemaker” in Plymouth Colony - 

Its History and People, 1620-1691. 

He was helped along substantially by Thomas Hampton of Sandwich who died 

without family and in his will of 21 March 1637 left his estate to several people with 

Thomas Chillingsworth as one of the main beneficiaries. Also on 16 April 1640 he was 

among the residents of Sandwich granted meadowland. And on 4 October 1648 

Chillingsworth bought one half of a six hundred acre tract of land in Marshfield from 

Edmond Freeman, the other half having previously been sold to Arthur Howland. 

Chillingsworth was a prominent “freeman” and performed a variety of public 

services such as jury memberships, Constable of Duxbury, Surveyor of Highways in 

Marshfield, member of the public school board and Deputy of the General Court at 

Plymouth. 

When Thomas Chillingsworth finally died sometime in 1652 he left Joana and 

their four daughters: Elizabeth, who died prematurely on 28 September 1655 plus 

Mehitabel, Mary and Sarah all three of whom were eventually married. The local 

authorities made Joana administrator of her husband’s estate. The Plymouth records note 

that Joana had promised her four daughters £10 each at the times of their marriages. If 

one were to die, her share would be divided among the others. Performance of this 

bequest was jointly guaranteed to the court by Thomas Doggett and Joana. 

And so it can be seen that Thomas’s second and third wives presented him with 

six step-daughters along with themselves. I figure that his marriage to Joana in 1654 

brought the total number of children in the household to ten, ranging in age from 2 to 16, 

with yet another to be born the following year. However, Joana’s daughter, Elizabeth, 

died that same year. 
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The record presents all of the above information in bits and pieces, but does not 

comment on the apparent convergence of bodies or provide any clues as to where they all 

slept at night. I thought that Thomas had quite a small house. 

I have attempted to summarize Thomas Doggett’s main vital statistics, including 

estimates where needed such as years of birth of Joana’s daughters by Thomas 

Chillingsworth. 

SOME VITAL STATISTICS OF THOMAS DOGGETT(1) 

RESIDENCES 
Years 

Place From To Duration 
England 1607 1637     30 
Salem 1637 1638      1 
Concord 1638 1643      5 
Weymouth 1643 1653     10 
Marshfield 1653 1692 39 

Total      85 

MARRIAGES 
 Years 

Names of Wives  From To Duration 
Name unknown 1640 1642 2 
Elizabeth Fry (widow) 1643 1652 9 
Joana Chillingsworth (widow) 1654 1684 30 

Total       41 

CHILDREN 
  Relation to Years of  Place of Age in 

Name   Thomas D. Mother     Birth      Birth     1654 
John(2)    Son First Wife 1642 Concord    12 
Hannah    Daughter Elizabeth 1646 Weymouth    8 
Sarah    Daughter Elizabeth 1650 Weymouth    4 
Samuel    Son Elizabeth 1652 Weymouth    2 
Rebecca    Daughter Joana 1655 Marshfield -1
Elizabeth   Step-daughter Elizabeth 1639 Weymouth 15
Mary    Step-daughter Elizabeth 1642 Weymouth 12
Mehitabel Step-daughter Joana 1637E Marshfield 13E
Elizabeth   Step-daughter Joana 1638E Marshfield 15E
Sarah    Step-daughter Joana 1641E Marshfield 9E
Mary    Step-daughter Joana 1642E Marshfield 11E

 Age at the time Thomas(1) married Joana. 
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 Incidentally the last two step-daughters, Mary and Sarah, were involved in a 

rather sensational fracas after Sarah became the second wife of Samuel Sprague and 

Mary was married to John Foster. On 3 October 1665 Justice Eames complained against 

Samuel, Sarah and John for concealing a document concerning lands formerly belonging 

to Thomas Chillingsworth and for withholding the lands by violence. Wish I knew more 

about this. 

 It is fortunate that our Thomas had two sons mixed in with all of the ladies in the 

household. Otherwise this male chauvinistic piggery tracing of an all-male Direct 

Doggett Line would have been cut off right at the start. But son John Doggett(2) rose 

(pardon the expression) to the occasion magnificently by siring four sons, although one of 

them died in infancy, and one daughter. 

 As may already be evident by now, the ownership and working of land was a 

central feature of life for most of the early settlers, and Thomas was no exception. He 

started without any land and apparently no assets of any kind, but he worked hard and got 

quite a bit of help from his wives. He also received some modest stipends during his long 

career of public service described below. 

 The twelve acres inherited by Elizabeth Fry were available to Thomas during the 

nine years of their marriage and perhaps also at least until her two daughters by William 

Fry were grown up and married. The much larger estate inherited by Joana was in effect 

shared by Joana with Thomas throughout their long marriage. Indeed the records 

sometimes referred to these inherited lands as the property of Thomas Doggett. 

 There were at least five occasions on which Thomas was able to supplement the 

inherited lands by means of purchases. The first of these culminated at a town meeting on 

16 May 1659 when Thomas came up with “one barrel of beef toward the purchase of the 

lands of Mr. Bulkley in Marshfield.” Later in the same year he bought 120 acres “with 

buildings thereon” from Comfort Starr; the price is not mentioned but he got it 

“according to usual custom by twig and turf with all and singular the privileges 

mentioned in the deed.” Then on 1 March 1664 he bought from Peregrine White “the 

meadow ground lying on the north side of the great brook running to said White’s 

dwelling house.” And as of 14 October 1672 he became owner of one of the seven lots 
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making up “Cedar Swamp.” A final recorded purchase was of a 100-acre lot at 

Namakasett for £28 on 3 March 1674 from William Turning of Eastham. 

There is a remarkable reference in the Marshfield records to a dispute over the 

border between the Chillingsworth lands inherited by Joana and those of the next-door 

neighbor, Arthur Howland. The court ordered that the settlement would be arrived at 

“according to decision and testimony from Captain Standish and Mr. Alden.” Great 

historic stuff! (NOTE: Arthur Howland was one of three sons of  Henry and Margaret 

Howland who came to Plymouth – his brother John arriving on the Mayflower. John 

married Elizabeth Tilley, and their daughter Ruth married Thomas Cushman. Robert 

Cushman, their son, married Prudence Sherman, Thomas Doggett(1)’s grand daughter.) 

I have looked up the two famous gentlemen assigned to this dispute in EB to 

refresh my memory and found that they both came over on the Mayflower (as did Arthur 

Howland’s brother John) and became distinguished members of the community in and 

around Plymouth. Captain Standish served as military leader when they arrived and later 

became assistant governor and treasurer of the Plymouth colony. John Alden served for 

many years as assistant to the governor of Massachusetts. There is no historical evidence 

for the story that Miles Standish asked John Alden to propose marriage for him to 

Priscilla Mullins as told by Longfellow. However, John apparently did speak for himself, 

as he married Priscilla and they had 11 children by which time the much-desired lady 

may have become somewhat less glamorous. 

In Marshfield, The Autobiography of a Pilgrim Town the Doggett/Howland 

dispute and its settlement is described as follows: “In 1647, one half of this tract was sold 

to Arthur Howland, to be paid in three years. This was the half next to the bridge on 

South River. In 1648, the other half was sold to Thomas Chillingsworth, shoemaker, to be 

paid in cattle or corn in three years. After Chillingsworth died in 1652, his widow 

married Thomas Doggett. Thomas and Arthur Howland then fell out and had a good 

quarrel. On the 18th of June, 1656, John Alden was appointed by the court to go to 

Marshfield and settle the dispute by establishing a line between the two properties. Who 

was right we cannot now know, but Arthur Howland was probably the aggressor, if we 

may infer anything from his court record, which was a long one. For instance, at one time 

two constables were sent to his house to evict a visitor, alleged to be a Quaker. The hardy 
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old planter offered physical resistance to the officers of the law and in the end threw them 

both out of the house. 

“To return to the land matter, John Alden impaneled a jury whose verdict was that 

Arthur Howland should divide ‘where the fence now stands from the upland to a little 

creek which is the first corner that lyeth easterly from a great rock in the meadow, and a 

straight line from the said fence in a northwest course to the northeast corner of Barnard 

Tuel’s land,’ which line if protracted through a few hundred feet farther would strike 

Ferry Street, just north of Zion’s Hill. Tuel’s land is what has recently been known as the 

Aunt Sally Chandler place. It is probably a fact that the house now standing here was 

built before 1656. The line referred to is about a mile long and remains today the division 

of woodlots conveyed from the two properties.” 

Thomas Doggett’s more or less permanent residence in Marshfield came to be one 

located on the property he had bought from Comfort Starr. The house was said to be 

located “in a field overlooking the marshes, the two rivers and the ocean, on the side of a 

hill, yet protected by it near a spring of clear, cold water.” The house had been reduced to 

stones by the time the Doggett-Daggett book was compiled (1894), but the author, 

Samuel Bradlee Doggett, stated that some of the oldest inhabitants of the vicinity were 

able to identify the site of the “Doggett House” about 30 feet square and a barn not far 

from it. SBD also noted that “out on the marsh there is an oasis of cedar trees, old and 

gnarled, called ‘Doggett's Cedars,’ and beyond where the surf breaks on the beach is 

‘Doggett's Beach,’ names which have clung to the spot to the present time (1894) among 

a few of the older inhabitants.” 

Gina and I had the great good fortune to be taken on a tour of Marshfield on 3 

May 2002 by Mr. Gilbert Burns, a board member of the Marshfield Historical Society 

which enabled us to identify as closely as possible some of the main features of Thomas 

Doggett (1)’s last home and its surroundings. 

We drove along Peregrene White Drive and came upon a stone marker engraved 

as follows: 
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PEREGRENE WHITE HOMESTEAD 
HE WAS BORN ON THE MAYFLOWER 

NOV. 20, 1620 
SETTLED ON THIS ESTATE 

AT MARRIAGE 
AND HERE SPENT THE REMAINDER 

OF HIS DAYS 

And we took lots of pictures of a nearby small house that was said to be a replica 

(or refurbished original?) of part of Peregrene White’s residence. The following is said 

about this in Marshfield, A Town of Villages, 1640-1990: “A portion of the Peregrene 

White house stood for many years, and tradition has it that a small part of the old house is 

incorporated in the present house on Peregrine White Drive. Five succeeding generations 

of Whites continued to live in the old homestead. A grandson of Peregrine’s, John White, 

inherited the farm from his father, Daniel. In 1700 John married next-door neighbor 

Susanna Sherman, daughter of Samuel Sherman and SARAH DOGGETT. Settlers 

William Sherman and THOMAS DOGGETT had land adjacent to the Whites at Snake 

Hill.” 

This same document also contains a sketch of “Centre Marshfield Village” which 

shows the Peregrine White Farm (including a legendary Apple Tree that survived until 

1848) with Thomas Doggett’s property just a little to the northeast. Snake Hill and 

Telegraph Hill are shown to the west. The White and Doggett properties are sketched in 

just to the west of the junction of the North River and the South River and there is a note 

explaining that the old mouth of the rivers had been closed by a storm in 1898. Mr. Burns 

showed us parts of the two rivers as they flow today and also gave us a general idea as to 

how they had been in 1898 and presumably in Thomas Doggett’s time. 

Thomas Doggett(1)’s retirement home is also mentioned as follows in History of 

Marshfield: “Thomas Doggett, the first, bought a farm in 1659, where he lived until his 

death in 1692. This farm was a portion of the upland overlooking the mouth of the North 

River and an extensive view of the ocean beyond. It was the first farm on the Marshfield 

side of the river, with one of the dividing lines starting opposite the point where the North 

and South Rivers enter the sea." 

With cameras clicking we went on to take pictures of the cedar trees near the 

Peregrine White house that we will call the “Doggett Cedars” and we visited the nearby 
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beach about 100 meters in width between Marshfield and what is now the small resort 

town of Scituate. The beach was rather desolate looking with nobody on it. We’ll call it 

“Doggett’s Beach” although the name is different now. The signs there convey these 

messages: 

HELP RESTORE REXHAME BEACH 
PLEASE STAY OFF THE DUNES 

AND VEGETATION 
No Vehicles 
Allowed on 

Beach or 
Dunes 

Enforced 
$50.00 Fine 

EMERGENCY 
VEHICLES 

ONLY 

Rexhame was the original name of the town that became known as Marshfield. 

The following is a copy of the sketch of Marshfield: 
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By an amazing coincidence, a present-day Thomas Doggett, who is in the 13th 

generation of the direct Doggett father to son line, won the Comfort Starr prize for history 

at Oberlin College in 1999/2000 and 2000/2001, some 342 years after his ancestor, the 

first Thomas Doggett, bought from Comfort Starr the land which became the site of his 

permanent home. 

The Comfort Starr Scholarship Fund was established by Merritt Starr (Oberlin 

1875) who wrote the following to the college treasurer in a letter of 27 May 1902: 

“Referring to the name ‘Comfort Starr’ I may mention it was my father’s name and that 

of several predecessors in line, including the founder of the family in America (1635) 

who was one of the Charter Board of Fellows of Harvard College from 1636 to 1650.” 

Currently, Comfort Starr prizes are awarded at Oberlin in history, anthropology, 

economics, politics and sociology. 

Comfort Starr was a doctor. He is mentioned as follows in The Duxbury Book, 

1637-1987: “Comfort Starr, Duxbury’s first doctor, came from Cambridge in 1638 when 

he bought a dwelling house and land from Jonathan Brewster. Although he had received 

a grant of 120 acres between the North and South Rivers in 1638, and was admitted as a 

freeman in Duxbury the following year, he left Duxbury for Boston where he died in 

1659.” He is also listed among those “able to bear arms” in Appendix J to Plymouth 

Colony, Its History and People, 1620-1691. 

As a result of his purchases of land from Comfort Starr and Peregrine White, 

Thomas became a next-door neighbor of the rather famous Peregrine. The records show 

that “the Doggett House” included an old cellar “on a line with the house of Peregrine 

White and not very far from it.” 

Peregrine White (1620 – 1704) was the first English child born in New England 

and eventually outlived every member of the company into which he was born. He was 

given the name Peregrine as a token of the pilgrimage then in progress. More about him 

later. 

(It took several references to Captain and Mister to wake me up to the fact that 

Peregrine White and Comfort Starr were both males. The name “Peregrine” seemed so 

very stylish and “Comfort” recalled those Korean ladies who were called upon to soothe 

weary Japanese fighting men during World War II.) 
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* * * * *

Thomas’s long career of public service is mentioned in specific references 

stretching out from 1648 (age 41) to 1684 (age 77). He served in a wide variety of 

capacities and was re-elected year after year to several of the positions. Some of his 

functions mentioned in the town records included townsman, selectman, swine controller, 

wood burner, constable (refused by him), surveyor, committee member to settle a dispute, 

grand juryman, tax collector of funds for maintenance of the ministry, juryman to lay out 

a highway, liquor consumption inspector and member of a committee to improve pork 

stock. 

In the record of a town meeting of 16 November 1657 Thomas is referred to as 

“Goodman Doggett” and is called “Goodman Doggett” in papers relating to the property 

of Comfort Starr. It seems that “goodman” was a term of civility given by the Puritans to 

a specially prominent church member of mature years. However, the designation was 

challenged by the Reverend George Leonard who wrote that he “had transcribed about a 

thousand names to my list of town officers, and this is the only instance in which the tittle 

“Goodman” is used.” 

The only black mark that I have found on Thomas’s otherwise distinguished 

record of public service was in relation to his absence during the first hours of town 

meetings of 18 May and 13 August 1657 for which offenses he was fined sixpence in 

each case. 

 After his retirement Thomas was honored as follows in a poem written by a lady 

named Mrs. Sigorney: 

“While moving on thro’ Marshfield’s vales, 

Mid the balm of her summer breeze, 

With a peaceful smile on his honor’d brow, 

A fair old man she sees; 

Full many a change in the Mother Land, 

From the cottage to the throne, 

As well as here, in this younger sphere, 

That reverend sire hath known.” 

* * * * *
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Thomas died on 18 August 1692 at the age of 85 and was buried among his fellow 

townsmen (and women) in the old First Burial Ground, sometimes called the Winslow 

Ground. However, it is no longer possible to identify his gravestone. It is interesting that 

much later, in 1852, Daniel Webster was also buried there at his special request. Webster 

when frustrated by adverse political developments in the course of his high-level duties 

would seek refuge as a gentleman farmer. He owned farms in several states, but his 

favorite was the one in Marshfield on the Massachusetts coast. 

I would say that Thomas did a commendable job of disposing of his assets, 

particularly as he started doing this some 20 years before his death. I heartily approve of 

this intelligent practice, especially as he seemed to have much more land than he needed 

for his own use during the years of his retirement. 

The first of these early distributions was to John(2) on 20 April 1672 at which time 

John was 30 and soon to be married to Persis Sprague. Thomas gave John “one half of all 

my uplands and meadow which was formerly land of Comfort Starr deceased.” Then on 9 

June 1673 he gave land to his son-in-law Samuel Sherman, the husband of his daughter 

Sarah. However, a description of this land is not available at present. 

A third distribution was made on 20 March 1681 to Thomas’s second son Samuel 

including “one half of all my lands in Middleboro and places adjacent which said share of 

land formerly purchased of William Twining.” And on the same date he also gave John 

the other half of the land in Middleboro plus some land in the valley of Marshfield. 

Thomas’s bequest to Samuel is confirmed in the following record of a Marshfield 

town meeting of 6 February 1683: 

“In consideration of the love and fatherly affection I have for my natural 

and loving son Samuel Dogget as also for divers other good causes All my land 

both unpland and meadow which I now have in Marshfield, that is to say more 

particularly the moiety of all that farm that I formerly purchased of Mr. Comfort 

Starr being that part of said farm whereon I now live according as it is marked 40 

and bounded between my son John Dogget and myself as may appear by 

indenture of part under our hands and seals, reserving the use during life, also all 

that tract of land purchased of Lieut. Peregrine White lying north of a great brook 

next adjoining to the southerly  part of my other meadows with the same reserved, 
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with the moiety of one half part of the land granted to me and others of my 

neighbors at the heads of our lots by the town aforesaid.” 

In his will of 20 January 1689 (age 82) Thomas deals first with his soul as 

follows: 

“I Thomas Dogget, of Marshfield, being grown aged, yet of sound mind 

and memory, praysed be God. Do make this may last will, and testament, in 

manner and forme following: first I comit my soul unto ye hands of God, my 

savior and my Body to desent Buriall, when it shall pleased God to take me 

house, with sure and certain hope of a joy full resurrection, and reunion of Soul 

and Body to Eternall Glory through the gracious merits of Christ, our Lord our 

only saviour.” 

This is the first and only specific reference to religion in the Thomas Doggett(1) 

dossier.  However, there can be no doubt that religious faith was a very big thing every 

day in the life of Thomas and his family. For Thomas and the other pilgrims of that day 

religion was what life was all about and the solace for all of the hardships endured by that 

steadfast first generation of immigrants to the New World. 

 The will goes on to re-confirm the major bequests already made: 

“And for the disposall of my outward estate my mind and will is it shall be 

disposed as followeth: I having formerly given unto my son John Dogget the one 

half of my farm, and divided the same unto him as by one instrument bearing date 

the 20th day of March 1681 may appear which he is in possession of. 

And having also given to my sonn Samuel Dogget, a deed of the other half 

of my farm I live upon with other lands. 

And to avoid all other controverces as concerning the Lands intended to be 

granted by the aforesaid Deed to my son Samuel, I do hereby declare and hereby 

give and confirm unto my said son Samuel Dogget, all that half of ye aforesaid 

farm which I am in possession of, viz: house, outhouses, orchard, half Barns and 

Lands, whatsoever, both divided and undivided or lying in common with my son 

John or otherwise. 

To have and to hold to him the said Samuel Dogget his heirs and assign 

for ever.” 
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Finally there were some residuals to be neatly categorized and distributed: 

“My debts and funerall expenses being first paid, I give and bequeath to 

my daughter Sarah Sherman’s children viz: to Prudence, Sarah and Susanna, ten 

shillings apiece and all the remainder of my estate to be divided amongst the rest 

of my children viz: to my sons John, Samuel, and Hannah Blancher’s children, 

and Rebecka Wilder, my son John to have two fifths parts thereof, or double to 

any other of my children, and my son Samuel to have one fifth part thereof, and 

my daughter Rebecka one fifth part thereof, and my daughter Hannah's children 

one fifth part thereof.” 

At the time of Thomas’s death John was 50, Hannah 46, Sarah 42, Samuel 40 and 

Rebecca 37. For some reason Thomas passed over John and made Samuel executor of the 

will. 

Sarah had already been remembered in the form of land given to her husband and 

now her three daughters were to be given ten shillings each while Thomas’s other four 

children were to receive the remainder of the estate; John 40% and the others 20% each. 

Why the difference? Also it seems that Sarah’s share was a little thin overall. 

There is no mention in the will of the six step-daughters. 

The residual items to be divided up among Thomas’s adult children, other than 

Sarah, were inventoried and valued on 23 August 1692, i.e. five days after Thomas’s 

death and were listed in a document certified under oath before Judge William Bradford. 

They are referred to as “ye goods and chattels of Thomas Doggett, late of Marshfield, 

deceased.” 

There were some noteworthy items on the list such as four cows, a heifer, a horse 

with bridle and saddle, two swine, a feather bed and furniture and some intriguing smaller 

things. It also appears that the estate owed £1 and one shilling for the processing of his 

demise. The complete listing was as follows: 

 £ s

. 

d

. To his Cash 2 7 6 
Wearing apparel 3 7 0 
4 Cows at 38s. Ye Head 7 1

2 

0 
1 – 2 year old heifer 1 4 0 
1 horse Bridle & saddle 4 0 0 
2 swine 1 0 0 
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A feather bed and furniture 6 1

0 

6 
Towels and table linen 1 9 9 
2 remnants of homespun cloth and 

shrouds 

0 1

5 

3 
Saws and wedges and other tools 0 1

4 

0 
A chest two bedsteads and cords 1 4 0 
1 tray and ½ doz spoons 0 2 9 
Vessels of Pewter 0 1

8 

8 
Vessels of Brass 0 1

8 

0 
Vessels of Iron 0 1

5 

6 
2 chains and a trammel 0 1

7 

0 
A whelot rod chain 0 2 0 
Vessels of wood 0 5 0 
To his Books 0 6 0 
Cob irons, spit tongs and shtd 0 1

0 

0 
A chain, ditching knife and 

grindstone 

0 1

0 

0 
 -

------- 

-

------- 

-

------ The estate Indebted ye bill 7 0 0 
Charge 1 1 0 
    

 

As no total is given I will attempt to supply it although the way the British count 

their money has always been rather confusing to me. Nevertheless, at 12 pence to the 

shilling and 20 shillings to the pound I have come to a total of £35, 11 shillings and 

tuppence for the overall value of Thomas’s goods and chattels. Probably a fairly 

significant amount if you consider world inflation during the 309 years since his death. 

Maybe the four beneficiaries picked over the items, amicably or otherwise, 

applying the valuations to round out the total authorized share of each, or perhaps they 

had a garage sale and divided up the cash. Don’t know. 

And so, that was it for Thomas, our first documented Doggett. 

* * * * * 

With a view to adding some perspectives on the life and times of Thomas Doggett 

the First, I have compiled a few notes on his places of residence in a small part of the 

New World from his start in Salem to his end in Marshfield. Also some overviews of 

settlement activities, Indians, hardships, occasional fun and games, politics and 

RELIGION in the area around Boston during the 17th century. (Ref. Annex A, Parts I and 

II.) 
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Thomas debarked at Salem only seventeen years after the pilgrims landed at 

Plymouth in 1620 and thus his lifetime, which lasted until 1692, spanned much of the 

earliest history of America. Never mind the Indians, the Vikings and lots of European 

explorers. It has become customary to regard the settlement activities around Jamestown 

starting in 1607 and Plymouth in 1620 as the fundamental origins of our nation as we 

have come to know it. 

In some ways Thomas did well to hold off for those 17 years after Plymouth as 

these were very hard years indeed for the first people to settle in that area. Faced with 

hunger, cold, disease and Indians, many of the early immigrants did not survive or simply 

gave up, while the hardier or luckier ones held on to create homes, farms, churches, 

towns and a new generation of kiddies to carry on to better times in the future. 

Regarding Thomas’s places of residence after his short stay in Salem (Concord, 

Weymouth and mostly Marshfield): 

Concord is located on the Concord River 20 miles northwest of Boston and it was 

the first of the English settlements away from the tidewater and ocean commerce. The 

town was incorporated in 1635 with the name of Musketaquid, but was re-named 

Concord as an indication of peaceful settlement with the Indians. The church of Concord 

was formally organized on 6 April 1637. 

Perhaps I can obtain a book entitled Concord in the Colonial Period by an author 

with the surname of Walcott. In an excerpt quoted in the Doggett – Daggett book he 

states that “this tract of land, about six miles square, was occupied, in a sense, by two or 

three hundred Indians, and was called Musketaquid. The meadows transverse by the 

sluggish rivers that ran by devious windings to the northward were bordered by tracts of 

upland that had been burned over and brought into cultivation by the natives, and 

afforded a large area of cleared land that was very attractive to the English settlers. The 

woodland was for the most part covered with pine. Shad, salmon, and alewives abounded 

in the rivers and brooks, which were also the haunts of fur-bearing animals.” 

The Reverend Bulkley and Mr. Flint had some property, but the rest of the 

Concord company were plain people, of humble station in England, and of small means, 

who hoped in the New World to better their condition, and to enjoy unmolested the 

simpler forms of religious worship that their tastes and consciences approved. The first 
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houses were humble structures with thatched roofs, and, very likely, wooden chimneys, 

oiled paper serving in place of window glass. Emerson says of them: 

“Beneath low hills, in broad interval, 

Through which at will our Indian rivulet 

Winds mindful still of sannup and of squaw. 

Whose pipe and Arrow oft the plough unburies: 

Here in pine houses, built of new fallen trees, 

Supplanters of the tribe, the farmers dwell.” 

“It is impossible to overestimate the trials and actual suffering that were 

endured by the pioneer families. Here as elsewhere in the colony, a close 

grappling with the facts was followed by inevitable disappointment. The 

meadows were wet, the soil was found to require hard labor to make and keep it 

productive, and it is written that the people were “forced to eat their bread very 

thin for a long season.” It cannot be wondered that some sickened and died by 

reason of the unaccustomed hardships and severity of the winter weather, while 

others lost all faith in the success of the enterprise, sold their estates for a little, 

and departed.” (Doggett- Daggett) 

Concord is most famous for the resistance of its Minutemen to British soldiers on 

19 April 1755 described by Ralph Waldo Emerson as “the shot heard round the world,” 

but more about this later. 

* * * * * 

Next for Thomas came Weymouth which is located just twelve miles southeast of 

Boston on Hingham Bay and the Weymouth Fore and Back Rivers. It was settled in 1622 

as Wessagusaus Plantation and the second oldest English community in Massachusetts. It 

depended mainly on farming and fishing and became the disposal point for the earliest 

expeditions around Massachusetts Bay. The town was incorporated in 1635 and named 

for Weymouth, England. 

The Doggett – Daggett book says this about it:  “Weymouth was more advanced 

than any other place in New England except Plymouth in having the priority as to the 

presence of a physician, Dr. Nicholas Byram, who came to Weymouth in 1638, and 

remained there twenty-four years. The town is bounded on the east side by Hingham, on 
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the west by Braintree, and has on the north a well-protected water frontage on an arm of 

Massachusetts Bay, about twelve miles from Boston; so it was considered a most 

desirable location at the time of the removal there of Thomas Doggett.” 

* * * * * 

Marshfield is of special interest to our family because Thomas Doggett(1) moved 

there in 1653 and then he and eventually his offspring stayed right there until his great 

grandson Thomas Doggett(4) moved with his wife and children to Middleboro in 1741. 

That made 88 consecutive years of Doggett family residence in Marshfield during which 

time many things happened in Massachusetts and elsewhere in the American colonies. 

The following are a few excerpts from History of Marshfield by Lysander Salem 

Richards, 1901: 

“Marshfield we find first mentioned in colonial History [Palfrey’s N.E. His.] in 

1632, eight years before its settlement as a town. Plymouth was fast becoming an area too 

small for the farmer colonists of that town, hence some of the larger and more 

progressive landed proprietors began to look about them for larger fields, and they found 

in Marshfield not only extensive, but excellent pastures for their cattle. A new church was 

established and in 1640 the place became a town called Rexhame, soon renamed 

Marshfield and was incorporated in that same year. The name was probably suggested by 

the presence of extensive marshes occupying some 5,000 acres along the town’s eastern 

borders. 

“The original English settlers at Marshfield found the ground around already 

tilled by the Indians who cultivated corn, one of the greatest products of today, the 20th 

century. Into a hill of corn they put a couple of alewives, or other fish, and thus gave us 

of the 20th century a hint in the growth of this staple article; hence the Indian was the 

earliest user of commercial fertilizers. At the time of John Smith’s voyage along our 

coast, years before the advent of the Pilgrims, there were large and thrifty fields of corn 

grown by the “poor” Indian. The country in Marshfield and thereabouts, except on the 

marshes, was covered with a large growth of trees, chestnut, hickory, oak, maple, pine, 

also the hazelnut, beechnut, butternut, and shagbark. It was indeed pleasant for our 

forefathers to locate in a region where the strawberry, the raspberry, the Mackberry, the 

huckleberry and the cranberry grew in abundance, and then they were delighted to find in 
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their midst the mountain laurel, the azalia, the rhododendron, the gentian, the asters, and 

the water lily. Our North River to the sea furnished abundant cod, shad, halibut, trout, 

herring, smelt, haddock, and pickerel. Again, they were blessed with a large supply of 

pigeons, geese, ducks, quail, partridge, woodcock, and wild turkey. Bears, wolves, and 

wildcats chiefly constituted the dangerous animals, but they could hunt the moose, the 

deer, and the raccoon for meat, and for fur, the beaver, the otter, the skunk, the sable, and 

the fox, and Marshfield at the beginning of the 20th century is yet troubled by foxes and 

raccoons, who make their meals on chickens, ducks and geese in the farmer’s poultry 

yard.” 
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CHAPTER 2 

JOHN DOGGETT(2), 1642 – 1718 
 

 

 

 

 John Doggett(2) was born in Concord, Massachusetts sometime during 1642 as 

Thomas Doggett(1)’s first child and the only one by his first wife of name unknown who 

died in that same year. During childbirth? 

 As mentioned in Chapter 1 above, Thomas Doggett(1) moved to Weymouth in 

1643 and married the widow Elizabeth Fry (nee Humphrey) who lived for just nine years 

after that as Thomas(1)’s second wife and John(2)’s step-mother until 1652. Thomas(1) then 

moved to Marshfield in 1653 and married another widow, Mrs. Joana Chillingsworth in 

1654. As John(2) was only twelve years old at this time and Joana lived for another thirty 

years she was presumably the main maternal influence in his early life. 

 Another condition of his twelve-year-old outlook was that he found himself with 

one brother, three sisters and six step-sisters (if there is such a term). I wonder what he 

did when he had to go to the bathroom. Fortunately they seem to have had quite a bit of 

land around the house. 
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 And also, the town of Marshfield where he lived for the next 65 years was 

obviously the geographic pole of his existence. No doubt he knew by heart the history of 

the place from 1653 to 1718 (Annex C). Happily, references have been building up here 

at Lou Baguié since my visit there on 3 May 2002. (Especially History of Marshfield, 

Volumes I and II by Lysander Salmon Richards, 1901.) 

 Like his father before him, John Doggett(2) was married three times, and the 

deaths of his first two wives after rather short marriages seem to be an indicator of the 

hardships of the times, perhaps even more for women than for men when the rigors of 

childbearing and the inadequacy of health care are considered. 

 John’s first wife was Persis Sprague, not a widow. They were married in nearby 

Hingham in 1673 when he was 31 and she was 30. They had three children including 

Thomas Doggett(3) who will appear below as the subject of Chapter 3 carrying on in the 

direct line of father and son Documented Doggetts. Thomas was born sometime in 1676. 

 Sadly, the couple’s first child, John, who was born on 28 June 1674 lived less 

than four years until 11 March 1678. A third child was born on 26 February 1678, just 

two weeks before the death of the first and the name of John was passed on to him by his 

parents. It appears, however, that this one’s health may not have been much better than 

that of the first as there is no record of his ever being married and he is not mentioned in 

the will of his father that was drawn up on 21 January 1716 at which time this second son 

John would have been 37, if alive. 

 Persis died in 1684 leaving John(2) with eight-year-old Thomas(3) and six-year-old 

John and it seems that he carried on as a single father for seven years before he married 

Mehitabel Truant, another maiden lady, in 1691 by which time the boys were 15 and 13. 

John and Mehitabel were married only five years before she died, but they had two 

children, Isaac and Hannah. Isaac lived only a little more than three months, but Hannah 

survived and was 25 at the time of her father’s death. 

 Thus of John(2)’s five children by his first two wives, two died in infancy and a 

third apparently died as a young adult. These misfortunes, horrible to contemplate if in 

my own family, would seem to provide further indications of the harshness of life at that 

time in that place. 
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 John’s third marriage at the age of 55 was to the widow Rebecca Brown (nee 

Bailey) in 1697 shortly after the death of Mehitabel, and this one lasted for 21 years until 

John’s death in 1718. Rebecca lived on for another 13 years until 1731. There were no 

children by this marriage of somewhat elderly people. 

 I have tried to tabulate the main vital statistics of John Doggett(2) in the following 

tables. 

SOME VITAL STATISTICS OF JOHN DOGGETT(2) 

RESIDENCES 
 
Place 

 
From 

 
To 

Years 
Duration 

Concord 1642 1643   1 
Weymouth 1643 1653 10 
Marshfield 1653 1718 65 

  Total 76 
 

MARRIAGES 

 
Names of Wives 

 
From 

 
To 

Years 
Duration 

Persis Sprague 1673 1684 11 
Mehitabel Truant 1691 1696  5 
Rebecca Brown (widow) 1697 1718 21 
  Total 37 

 

CHILDREN 
 
Name 

 
Mother 

Place of 
Birth 

Year of 
Birth 

Age in 
1718* 

Year of 
Death 

Age at 
Death 

John Persis Marshfield 1674 - 1679 4 
Thomas(3) Persis Marshfield 1676 42 1737 61 
John Persis Marshfield 1678 n.a. Bef. 1716 36 or less 
Isaac Mehitabel Marshfield 1692 - 1692 0 
Hannah Mehitabel Marshfield 1693 25 1734 41 
 

* Year of John(2)’s death. 
 

 Regarding John’s first wife, Persis Sprague, Niko has used the Internet to locate 

genealogical research that traces her ancestry back five generations to John Colt born in 

Scotland in 1470. While the accuracy of the source lacks verification, the trail Niko found 

went back along these lines: 
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• Persis Sprague, born on 12 November 1643 in Hingham, Massachusetts, was the 

daughter of William Sprague born 26 October 1609 and Millicent Eames, both in 

Dorset, England. 

• William Sprague was the son of Edward Sprague born about 1577 and Christiana 

Holland born in 1578, both in Dorset, England. Edward Sprague died on 6 June 

1614. 

• Edward Sprague was the son of Tristram Sprague born in 1550 and Elizabeth Colt 

born about 1554, both in Dorset, England. 

• Elizabeth Colt was the daughter of Oliver Colt, born about 1534, and Isabel 

Henryson, born in 1539, both of Lawton, Perthshire, Scotland. 

• Oliver Colt was the son of Blaise Colt and Egedia Fleming, both born about 1510 

in Lawton, Scotland. 

• Blaise Colt was the son of John Colt born in 1470 in Lawton, Scotland. 

* * * * * 

 Land ownership continued to be of essential importance to the wellbeing of the 

English settlers at this time and, in this respect and others, John was considerably better 

off as a young adult than his father Thomas(1) had been when he debarked at Salem at the 

age of 30 with nothing to his name but a debt for his passage across the Atlantic. John 

could well thank his parents for being both practical and generous. 

 I have mentioned that John received a substantial grant of land from his father, 

Thomas Doggett(1), on 20 April 1672 shortly before John married Persis Sprague, and 

some twenty years before the death of Thomas. This included one half of all of Thomas’s 

uplands and meadow formerly owned by Comfort Starr. Then on 20 March 1681 Thomas 

gave half of his lands “in Middletown and places adjacent” to John’s brother Samuel and 

the other half to John plus some land in the valley of Marshfield. 

 What did all this amount to? I don’t know, but it was probably a pretty good deal 

for John back in those days and he was certainly given a big boost at the start of his 

married life. 

 The first bequest from father Thomas(1) to son John(2) on 20 April 1672 was worth 

more to John than just the land itself. It gave him status as a proprietor which caused him 

to be “admitted as a townsman” of Marshfield on 13 May of that same year. Presumably 
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this meant that he had been accepted by the leadership as a solid, upright, sober, 

permanent and, above all, devout Christian citizen of the town and thus worthy of trust 

and certain privileges. 

 Thus on 30 May 1677 John’s estate was increased by the addition of land allotted 

to “certain proprietors of the town.” And later there were at least two other occasions 

when John benefited from the official sharing out of common lands. 

 In addition, on 1 April 1686 he paid Justus Eames £10 for land joining the head of 

his house lot and that of his father, the deed being witnessed by the ubiquitous Peregrine 

White and Samuel Sherman (husband of Thomas Doggett’s(1) daughter Sarah). 

 Apart from working his own land, John sometimes rented additional nearby 

property to enhance his productive activities: Thus “on 2 August 1686 he and his brother, 

Samuel, hired the flats on the north bank of the town river so as to obtain the salt hay that 

they could cut there, as he was, like his father, a planter or husbandman.” 

Referring further to John’s land, I stayed in touch with Gil Burns of the 

Marshfield Historical Society after he so very kindly showed me around the town on 3 

May 2002. In a letter of 26 June, 2002 he enclosed a treasure for our family archives. It is 

a worn piece of parchment about 50 cm by 40 cm portraying the “Plan of the first and 

second division of the Common Lands of Marshfield copied from the original parchment 

by H.G. Ford in July 1877 and copied (in turn) by W.C. Ford in 1909.” 

 The parchment shows the boundaries of 72 plots of land including numbers 38 

and 51 allocated to John and Thomas Doggett in the mid to late 1600s. All of the plots 

are numbered and the names of the owners are written on each in pencil. 

 It is amazing that such a valuable document should come into the hands of our 

family. Gil Burns wrote this about it: “The Historical Society received the drawing and 

considered that it would be of greatest significance to you.” I am most grateful to Gil for 

this. 

* * * * * 

 The first mention of John’s public service was when he was chosen as a constable 

in 1682 at the age of 40, and in 1684 he was made surveyor of highways. Presumably 

these tasks required a certain amount of know-how. 



2-6 

 He became a “freeman” in June 1689 which apparently means that he was 

acknowledged to be an honorable member of the town community deserving and 

enjoying civil and political liberties and the full rights of a citizen. 

 John was chosen as a grand juryman on 18 May 1691 and one of his big 

assignments in that capacity came during the following year when he and fourteen others, 

whose names are all listed, were sworn in on 1 June as a jury responsible for laying out 

some highways in and around the town of Marshfield, including parts running through 

Doggett land. (A jury to lay out a highway?) A paragraph of the record reads like this: 

 “And also from the aforesaid way which leadeth from Benjamin Phillips 

beginning at the north west corner of said Phillips field and so turning southward up the 

hill by his field, and so on as the way now lieth, through the land of the Sherman’s and 

the Doggett’s, and Mr. White’s (Peregrene once again) down the hill as the way hath 

been lately dug, and so on the old way through the land of ‘Ensign Ford, Anthony Eames, 

and Samuel Sprague, and so over the brook as the way now leadeth between the house 

and shop of John Foster, and so through the land of (the ferocious) Arthur Howland as 

the way now lieth until it comes to John Walker’s land and then upon the range between 

said Howland’s and Walker’s land north westward into the other way.” 

 Twelve other paragraphs are quoted in Marshfield, The Autobiography of a 

Pilgrim Town, each describing the route of a particular road in or around the town to be 

laid out by John Doggett(2) and his colleagues. 

 The document also makes the following important point: 

 “This laying out was duly signed and reported to the town. (Apparently without 

bloodshed despite potential conflicting interests.) It is not only important in removing any 

uncertainty that may exist as to old-established highways, but is exceedingly interesting 

and valuable as locating the estates of a large number of the inhabitants of the town. Few 

towns, if any, possess so authentic a record of their early landmarks, in concise and 

intelligible form, is the considered opinion of William J. Davis, Plymouth county’s 

historian.” 

 John was chosen as surveyor of highways for a second time on 28 July 1692 and 

for a third time on 20 March 1693. At that same meeting he was also asked to serve as 
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reviewer of fences (regarding border disputes?). Moreover, at this time he received 15 

shillings from the town for his services as a grand juror. 

 John rose to greater heights when he was voted into the office of “tithingman” 

three times on 10 March 1693, 11 March 1694 and 16 March 1695. The Doggett-Daggett 

Book notes that “in those days the tithingman was an all-important personage; he was a 

parish officer who preserved order at public worship, and enforced the observance of the 

Sabbath.” Finking on the backsliders! 

 The first volume of the First Church of Marshfield includes a statement that John 

Doggett(2) was admitted into the Church on 30 May 1697. Clearly this meant something 

more than just being let in the front door on a Sunday morning. He obtained this 

distinction at the age of 55 after showing considerable evidence of being a good and 

devout citizen including the above-mentioned three years of service as a tithingman. 

 John continued in his later life in much the same public service roles as before. He 

was chosen as a grand juryman on 24 February 1701 and again on 9 July 1708, but this 

time was excused at his own request. He became surveyor of highways one last time on 

22 March 1708, and his final recorded public service came about when he was selected 

on 13 December 1708 as a member of a “jury of trial” at Plymouth. He was then 66 years 

of age. 

* * * * * 

 The process of drawing up a will on the part of John Doggett(2) was simplified by 

the non-presence of three of his original five children and the fact that one of the 

remaining two was not only female but also married to a grandson of Peregrine White. 

Thus, in effect, John turned over his land and other worldly goods to his son Thomas(3) 

and Thomas’s children. 

 But first he made the usual assertion that he was “of perfect mind and memory 

thanks to God” although aged and infirm of body. He “recommended” his soul into the 

hands of God that gave it and his body to the earth in a decent Christian burial at the 

discretion of his executor. 

 John then bequeathed the following to his “beloved wife Rebeckah Doggett” 

 “- use and improvement of the westerly end of the leanto standing on the 

northerly side of the dwelling house 
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 “- liberty to set a bed in the chamber in the westerly end of the dwelling house 

and to lodge herself and others in it (simultaneously?) 

 “- use and improvement of the half acre of fenced land at the northeasterly end of 

the house and also the garden at the west end 

 “- use and improvement of two feather bedsteads and bedding and all of the 

furniture belonging to them 

 “- use of household utensils including pewter, brass and iron dishes and spoons, 

two washing tubs, tongs and two barrels (however, son Thomas would have liberty to use 

the great Brass Kettle) 

 “- liberty to take apples out of the orchard 

 “- firewood to be brought to her door and cut fit for her 

 “- two barrels of cider per year 

 “- eight pounds a year of which half in corn at market prices and the other half in 

money or bills.” 

 (Thomas would be responsible for the firewood, cider and pounds.) 

 Thus, The Merry Widow! 

 As for his daughter Hannah White (Mrs. Ebenezer White), age 25, she would 

receive two cows, and after her mother’s death she could have one of the feather beds and 

all of the pewter and iron pots. John observed that he judged these things to be sufficient 

for her portion of the estate. He mentioned that he had already given her some things, but 

didn’t say what. 

 At the time of his death, John Doggett(2) had five grandchildren via Thomas(3) 

including John 16, Thomas (4) 12, Persis 14, Sarah 9 and (without) Experience 4. 

 As the eldest male in this group, John would receive directly, skipping his father, 

all of his grandfather’s “right and interest in the allotment or division of the common 

lands in the lower part of Marshfield lying near or adjoining the land of Samuel Rogers to 

have and to hold with the privileges and appurtenances thereunto belonging unto him the 

said John Doggett and his heirs and assigns forever.” Lucky kid I guess, although I find it 

a little hard to understand what this was all about or how much land might potentially be 

involved. 
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 Thomas Doggett (4) was awarded two cows, and the three girls would each get 

two ewe sheep. 

 John(2)’s son Thomas(3) would receive everything else, including: 

“- all of my farmlands or tenement whereon I now dwell, both that which I had of 

my father and that which I purchased from my uncle, Justice Eames, with all the 

salt marsh and meadow adjoining it, and all of the housing, outbuildings, orchard 

and fences standing on it. 

“- all of my right and interest in the allotment or division of the common lands 

formerly called the upper part of Marshfield but now lying in the town of 

Pembroke. 

“- my right and interest in the cedar swamp lying in that part of the land called the 

Majors and also my part and interest in the sixty acres of land lying in the Majors 

which I have and hold in partnership with my brother Samuel Doggett. 

“- all of the rest of my estate of what kind or nature whatsoever and wheresoever. 

“- I nominate my son Thomas Doggett(3) to be the sole executor.” 

 As of the time that Thomas’s mother, Rebecca, would finally die, Thomas would 

be relieved of his responsibility to provide her each year with ₤8 in corn and cash, two 

barrels of cider and her firewood needs. He would also take over the physical items that 

had been bequeathed to her by John(2) except for the pots and featherbed that would go to 

Hannah. 

* * * * * 

 John’s younger brother, Samuel, was much like John in his lifestyle, his inherited 

and acquired landholdings and his public service career. In addition, he initiated the 

seafaring tradition of the Doggett family. In History of Shipbuilding on North River 

Samuel Doggett is reported to have sailed from North River in about 1700. He was the 

owner in 1708 of a 20-ton sloop, the “Swan” and in 1714 he became part owner of 

another one, the “Seaflower.” 

 Samuel was admitted to the church at the age of 49 and his second wife, 

Bathsheba, was baptized in the following year. He died on 15 September 1725 and the 

Doggett-Daggett book has this to say about his remains: 
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 “In the burying-ground about the Congregational church at Marshfield, called 

Cedar Grove Cemetery, stands the gravestone of Samuel Doggett. It is of slate stone, 

about two inches thick, and stands on a knoll about twenty feet from the road and about 

one hundred feet from the church and facing it, on the side toward the railway station. 

 “The head and foot stones (in 1894) are both in excellent state of preservation, 

and the headstone inscribed as follows: 

Here lyse ye 
Interred Body 
of Mr Samuel 
Doggett who 

Dyed Septtembr 
y 15th 1725 

Aged 73 yeare” 

 In a much photographed event of 3 May 2002, Gina and I were conducted by Gil 

Burns to said Congregational Church (1640-present) and the nearby Cedar Grove 

Cemetery. Gil paced off the above-mentioned distances although the present road may 

not be in exactly the same place as the old one. We did find a knoll, however, in more or 

less the right place with several gravestones on it, but not in the same “excellent state of 

preservation” as in 1894 when the Doggett-Daggett book was compiled. 

 We scraped off the moss, but the inscriptions were not legible. Nevertheless our 

album shows Gina and Gil kneeling down all over the ground and gazing intently at the 

surface of one of the slabs. And in another picture I am shown pointing authoritatively at 

one that might as well serve as the marker designating the spot just above Samuel’s final 

resting place. (We adhere to the school of accounting that allows you for all practical 

purposes “to come within a couple of bucks of it,” or in another family literary reference: 

“It’s gonna hafta do.”) 

 Incidentally, it might be well at this point to remind ourselves (somewhat 

confusingly) that John was in the direct line of our father/son Documented Doggetts and 

Samuel was not. To get there you have to go backwards in time from, say, our very well 

known Big Grandpa who was in the ninth generation. His father, Simeon Locke Doggett, 

was in the eighth and so on to his father etc. until we get back to the second generation 

and there find John, not Samuel. Right? 
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 Another way of looking at things would be to consider the fact that the Doggett-

Daggett book lists 191 of our near and remote relatives in the eighth generation coming 

down from the first Thomas. And so there are quite a few routes that might be taken back 

to him other than via our very own Documented Doggett line. 

* * * * * 

 Regarding Hannah’s marriage to Ebenezer White on 9 March 1712, it suddenly 

occurred to me when I was reclining in my red chair at Lou Baguié on 16 July 2001 that 

here was a family Mayflower connection that I had never heard mentioned and it came 

before the better known one when Thomas (4) married Joanna Fuller, a fourth round 

descendant of Mayflower passenger Dr. Samuel Fuller, on 11 December 1728. Big 

Grandpa often mentioned this one with pride. 

 The way the Mayflower thing went with Hannah was like this: 

 William White and his wife Susanna crossed over on the Mayflower with their 

son, Resolved (his real name) aged five and Peregrine who at that time was inside his 

mummy’s tummy. He emerged on or about 9 December 1620 on board the Mayflower at 

which time it was at anchor in Cape Cod Harbor at what is now Provincetown. 

 Peregrine grew up and married Sarah Bassett about 5 March 1648 when he was 

27. They had seven children between 1649 and 1670 the first of which was Daniel. 

 Daniel also grew up and he married Hannah Hunt in Marshfield on 19 August 

1674 when he was 25. They too had seven children between 1675 and 1691 the last of 

which was Ebenezer. 

 Then Ebenezer in his turn grew up and married none other than our very own 

Hannah Doggett on 9 March 1712 when he was 21, thus wedlocking our first 

documented Mayflower connection into place. Maybe there were others. 

* * * * * 

 Some highlights of John Doggett(2)’s America are set forth in Parts II and III of 

Annex A. These include punishment of the blasphemous, the birth of Fiercely Fighting 

Harvard, wars and peace with the Indians, the enormous influence of the Mather family, 

robust (big new word in 2004) economic development, and welcome neglect by the 

Mother Country followed by unwelcome interference by the Mother Country. 
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CHAPTER 3 

THOMAS DOGGETT(3), 1676 – 1737 
 

 

 

 

 It seems that life became somewhat easier for each generation of our Doggett 

ancestors and perhaps also for the other colonists in Massachusetts. I have mentioned that 

John(2) had five children of which only two were still living at the time of his death and 

one of these, Hannah, was married to a grandson of Peregrine White and so presumably 

not in much need of help from her father. Thus Thomas(3) received almost all of John(2)’s 

worldly goods by the time he was 42. However, this Thomas lived only about 61 years 

from 1676-1737. 

 Thomas(3) was born in Marshfield and lived there all of his life. He married 

Experience Ford in 1699 when he was no more than 23 and this lasted some 29 years 

until her death in 1728. They had six children including Thomas(4) the next in our Direct 

Doggett Line who was about 30 at the time of Thomas(3)’s death. The other living 

children of Thomas and Experience at that time were John 34, Persis 32 and Sarah 27. 

Their first born, William, died an infant. Another daughter, Experience, lived only 22 

years from 1714 to 1736. 
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 Thomas(3) married his second wife, Sarah Phillips, in 1730 and she remained his 

wife for seven years until his death on 5 January 1737. There were no children by this 

second marriage which started when Thomas was 54 years of age. 

 The following is a tabulation of Thomas(3)’s vital statistics. 

 

SOME VITAL STATISTICS OF THOMAS DOGGETT(3) 

RESIDENCE 
        Years 

Place From To Duration 
Marshfield 1676 1737      61 

 
MARRIAGES 

   Years 
Names of Wives From  To Duration 
Experience Ford  1699 1728      29 
Sarah Phillips  1730 1737*        7 

  Total      36 
CHILDREN 

 
     Place  Year  Age in 
 Name  Mother of Birth of Birth   1736 
 William Experience Marshfield 1699     -- 
 John  Experience Marshfield 1702    34 
 Persis  Experience Marshfield 1704    32 
 Thomas(4) Experience Marshfield 1706    30 
 Sarah  Experience Marshfield 1709    27 
 Experience Experience Marshfield 1714     -- 

 
*Year of Thomas(3)’s death. To clear up the records as to whether Thomas(3) died on 5 
January 1736 or 5 January 1737, the dates used here are the “new style” dates that 
presume that a given year starts on January 1, not March 25. Although the earlier year, 
1736, was inscribed on John’s tombstone, I have presumed this is the “old style” and for 
the purposes of calculating year spans, the “new style” dates are used in the above tables. 
 

* * * * * 

 Rebecca, the third wife of John(2), and thus Thomas(3)’s step-mother, lived on for 

thirteen years after John(2)’s death, i.e. from 1718 until 1731 during which time Thomas(3) 

took good care of her including the provision (as stipulated in John(2)’s will) of chopped 

firewood as needed, two barrels of cider per annum and eight pounds (£) a year of which 

half in corn at market prices and the other half in money or bills. He also allowed her the 

use of household furniture and utensils except for the Great Brass Kettle that John(2) had 
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specified Thomas(3) would be at liberty to use. Perhaps relief from the above-listed 

obligations to his stepmother may have diminished Thomas(3)’s grief to some extent on 

the occasion of her passing. 

* * * * * 

 As noted in Chapter 2, John(2) bequeathed the following to Thomas(3): 

“- all of my farmlands or tenement whereon I now dwell, both that which I had of 

my father and that which I purchased from my uncle, Justice Eames, with all the 

salt marsh and meadow adjoining it, and all of the housing, outbuildings, orchard 

and fences standing on it. 

“- all of my right and interest in the allotment or division of the common lands 

formerly called the upper part of Marshfield but now lying in the town of 

Pembroke. 

“- my right and interest in the cedar swamp lying in that part of the land called the 

Majors and also my part and interest in the sixty acres of land lying in the Majors 

which I have and hold in partnership with my brother Samuel Doggett. 

“- all of the rest of my estate (except for a few small household items for Hannah 

and some land and farm animals awarded directly to Thomas(3)’s children).” 

 Thomas(3) appears to have been so well satisfied with his land holdings that he 

actually sold some of them although he also did some buying. It is noted in the Plymouth 

Deeds that on 10 January 1710 “Thomas Doggett(3) sold land joining to a place called 

“Doggett Cedars” to Cornelius White. Conversely, on 13 October 1736 “he bought of 

Thomas Phillips the fifty-fifth lot in the second division of Marshfield.” Also the 

“Proprietors’ Records” show that Thomas(3) shared twice in the distributions of common 

lands. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas(3)’s recorded public service activities started in 1708 when he was about 

32 and ended in 1734 just three years before his death. On 10 May 1708 at a town 

meeting in Marshfield he was chosen to serve on a trial jury in Plymouth, and later that 

year he was selected as a “field director.” He became a grand juryman on 26 February 

1710. Moreover Thomas Doggett(3) had the honor along with Thomas Macomber of 

being chosen on 20 March 1716 as officers to enforce laws relating to swine. 
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 The record continues and further demonstrates Thomas(3)’s versatile abilities as a 

journeyman, policeman and highwayman. On the same day that he was selected to 

enforce the swine laws he was appointed to serve on the Grand Jury of the Superior Court 

in Plymouth. Also at a town meeting of 7 September 1719 he was made clerk of the court 

for the day and was named executor of William Ford’s will (his father-in-law). 

 On 27 March 1721 Thomas(3) was chosen as a constable. Plus on 25 March 1728 

he was voted to become a surveyor of highways with Nathaniel Winslow and John 

Carver (none of these names ever seem to end with “ski” or “witz”). Once again on 24 

March 1734 Thomas(3) was chosen to serve as a surveyor of highways, this being his last 

act of public service. There had been a few other assignments along the way and he was 

even compensated occasionally with modest sums of pounds and shillings. 

* * * * * 

 There is an intriguing reference in the Doggett-Daggett book to a controversy 

between our Thomas Doggett(3) and a certain Isaac Phillips. At a town meeting of 14 

April 1736 “a vote was called whether the town would raise L20 to assist Constable Isaac 

Phillips in defending an action by Thomas Doggett against him, and it was passed in the 

negative.” However, on 10 May 1736 a grant was awarded “to Constable Isaac Phillips 

for time and charge in defending his action against Thomas Doggett, deducting out 

thereof his bill or bills of cost when ascertained, £21, s4, d6” Too bad we don’t know 

what this was all about. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas Doggett(3) died in Marshfield on 5 January 1736/37 and, according to the 

Doggett-Daggett book, “his remains were deposited in the Cedar Grove Cemetery about 

28 feet back of his Uncle Samuel (1652-1725) and a few feet farther from the road.” It is 

also noted that his first wife, Experience, was buried next to the grave in front of his, and 

their gravestones in excellent preservation (as of 1894) are of slate stone and inscribed as 

follows: 

Here Lyes Buried 
The body of Mr 
Thomas Doggett 
Who deceased 

Jan ye 5 
1736 

Here lyes ye body 
Of Mrs Experience 
Doggett wife to Mr 

Thomas Dog 
gett who dyed 

Oct the 25 
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ye 60th yeare 
of his age 

1728 and aged 
about 52 years 

  

Gina and I undertook with the help of Gil Burns of the Marshfield Historical 

Society on 3 May, 2002 a very thorough search for these two graves along with that of 

Samuel, and we decided that we were satisfied with coming as close as we possibly could 

to the actual final resting places of these long-gone, but nevertheless real, members of our 

family. It was a moving experience for us. 

 The following are the bequests listed in Thomas’s will: 

- Sarah Doggett, dearly beloved (second) wife, use of the house etc. 

- Son John Doggett, one half of the cedar swamp in Pembroke plus £30 

- Son Thomas Doggett(4) my sword, belt, house and land and the mansion I 

dwell in plus £30 

- My long gun to my grandson, Thomas Doggett, who bears my name 

- Mulatto servant to son Thomas Doggett(4), he finding her a new Bible at the 

expiration of her term 

- Daughter, Mrs. Persis Kent £40 

- Unmarried daughter, Sarah Doggett £60 

- Unmarried daughter Experience Doggett £50 (Experience died later that same 

year) 

- The three daughters would also receive the rest of Thomas(3)’s moveable 

estate except for those items specified above. 

The overall valuation of Thomas Doggett(3)’s estate was summarized as follows in 

the Plymouth Probate records: 

 

  £ s d 
Real Estate 910 0 0 
 Homestead and buildings 810 0 0 
 One wood lot 55 0 0 
 One small lot 13 0 0 
 Cedar swamp 32 0 0 
Moveable Estate 278 10 4 
Debts  150 17 8 
Net Valuation of Estate 1,037 12 8 
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The additions and subtractions in the table can be easily understood by any 

English schoolboy. Also I would say that £1,000 must have been a hell of a lot of money 

in those days. It appears that the acquisition of real estate was a good way to build up 

family net worth then as now. 

The items in the moveable estate were listed in the will as follows: 

“Purse and apparel 17£; 1 Bed and furniture Bedstead; 2 Beds and bedding 

Bedstead and cord; 1 Bed; Feathers; Sword; 4 yds of all wool cloth; Knives and forks; 

Silver Buckle; Linen; Flannel Sheet; 1 Rig; Candles & Bray Tallow; Shears; Bible; old 

Pewter; Bed Pan; Box Iron and Heaters; Button mold; Small pieces of Buckram; Cheese 

Press; Wheel; Bedstead and Cord; a chair table; Cupboard; Pork & Tub; Cheese Hoops & 

felloes; Beer cask; Churn; Sundry things in chest; Castile soap and other small wares; 

Shoe leather Thread &c; Small box with what is in it; Sugar and what it is in; Earthern 

Pot & Honey; Shots or bullets; Glass Bottles; Hour Glass and other glasses; Earthern 

ware; Warming Pan; Silver headed cane; Mug Porringer & Cup; Looking Glass; 

“Gun; Earthern Pots; Great Bible, 1£ 15s; Books, 1£ 16s; Brass Kittle & Skillett; 

Pots, Pot Hooks, Kettle & frying pan; Hand Irons; Fire shovel & tongs; Spit & Grid Iron; 

Trammel; Tin ware; Six Plats Brasses & Tan Card; Cards; Warping Brass spool & frame; 

Tub; Oil Jar; Small old wheel; Iron Tools; Old wheel; The Indian Girl 7£ 10s; Old cradle; 

Shingles; Chain Yokes, Cop Sled & Plough; Grindstone & crank; Ham, Sheep Shears; 

Pillion; Cyder; Chest; Small wheel; Cheeses; Indian corn; Wheat, Leather bag; Beans; 

Butter & Tub; A loom; Forks Pole & Rake; Cast Rope; Iron wedges; Cast & wheels; An 

old gun; One pair of oxen; 3 Cows; 1 Bull; Calf; House & furniture; Swine; Goese; 

Dunghill fowls; Horse Gears; Old Cast wheels; Tub & 2 Pails; Cheese Tongs; Trays & 

Keeler; Chest & Table; Old Iron; Iron Tools; Board nails; Chains; Hog fat, Sewett; Meal 

troughs & meal; Meat tub &c; Towe yarn; Old wheel tubs &c; and Baskets.” 

(How did the three daughters divide all of this up, especially while one of them 

was dying?) 

* * * * * 

 In my belated study of American history I have not discovered any individual 

seminal landmark events that may have occurred between the death of John Doggett(2) in 

1718 and that of his son, Thomas(3), in 1737. However, these years were part of the “great 
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watershed” marked by the transition from Cotton Mather to Benjamin Franklin 

mentioned at the end of Chapter 2. Mainly there was consolidation and synthesis of 100 

years of colonial progress combined with the establishment of foundations for accelerated 

further development in the future. Perspectives were starting to become national in scope 

rather than just local and regional. Ambitious people were moving more or less routinely 

up and down between the north and the south and even more so from east to west. (Ref. 

Annex A Part IV.) 

* * * * * 

 Some happenings in the town of Marshfield during the lifetime of Thomas 

Doggett(3) are described in Annex C1. 
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CHAPTER 4 

THOMAS DOGGETT(4), 1706 – 1788 
 

 

 

 

 Thomas Doggett(4) lived a long life, 82 years, that spanned some 22 percent of 

American history between the Mayflower landing of 1620 and the Millennium of 2000. 

And these were indeed eventful years that included tremendous population and economic 

growth, the Great Awakening of religion, the French and Indian War (1756-1763) and its 

aftermath of taxation and colonial resistance to it (the Stamp Act, Boston Massacre, 

Boston Tea Party etc.), the great internal struggle between Patriots and Loyalists to the 

British Crown, Lexington and Concord (1775), the DECLARATION OF 

INDEPENDENCE in 1776, the sad failure to resolve North/South controversies over 

slavery, the Revolutionary War (1776-1781) and the adoption of a federal constitution in 

1788. Thomas died on 11 August 1788 just nine months before George Washington took 

the oath of office as the first president of America on 30 April 1789. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas(4) was born in Marshfield and lived there for 35 years at which time 

(1741) for unrecorded reasons he moved with his family 15 miles southwest to 
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Middleboro where he spent the remaining 47 years of his life. He thus terminated the 88-

year presence of Doggett families in Marshfield starting with the settlement of Thomas(1) 

there in 1653 after having resided previously in England, Salem, Concord and 

Weymouth. 

 It is noteworthy that Doggett family residences, past and present, as well as some 

major events in American history have converged around the city of Boston. Marshfield 

is just 23 miles southeast of Boston and is in the midst of a cluster of towns that were 

prominent in the early history of Massachusetts and indeed of colonial America. 

* * * * * 

 Some of our family members have dispersed widely from Marshfield over the 

centuries, but roots remain and there has been a degree of recent and current physical 

presence nearby: 

• My Swedish immigrant maternal grandparents settled in the mill town of 

Saxonville near Framingham. 

• My mother was born in Everett, just north of Boston, and worked as a nurse at the 

Peter Bent Brigham Hospital in Boston. 

• My father was born in Springfield and went to college at Boston University. 

• I was born in Framingham and spent part of my childhood in Springfield where 

Big Grandpa was President of Springfield College for 40 years. 

• My maternal cousin Patricia has lived most of her life in Framingham along with 

several members of her family. 

• My paternal cousin Melinda and her parents lived in Northampton for many 

years. My Aunt Ruth and Uncle Clarence taught art at Smith College. Melinda 

taught English at Choate-Rosemary and did many other things. 

• Melinda’s daughter Amy lives in the Boston suburb of Roslindale with her 

husband, Larry De Salvatore. 

• My maternal cousins Bob and Don Johnson have both retired with their wives in 

New England not very far from Marshfield. 

• Our granddaughter, Jeanie, graduated from MIT and the Longy School of Music; 

she has lived and worked in Boston throughout most of her adult life and married 

Dr. Jason Goodman at a ceremony held in Canton. 
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So I think that Marshfield and its surroundings are of considerable interest to all 

of us. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas(4) married Joanna Fuller in Marshfield on 11 December 1728 

when he was 22 and she was 27. They had eight children of which three died 

young. I have tabulated Thomas’s not very complicated Vital Statistics on the 

following page. 

 Joanna was a great granddaughter of Samuel Fuller, a physician, who was 

one of the 41 signers of the Mayflower Compact somewhere on the Atlantic 

Ocean on 21 November 1620. He had two children who died young and then 

Samuel Junior in about 1624 by his third wife, Bridget Lee. There was also a 

daughter, Mercy, born in 1627. Samuel Junior was also a doctor as well as a 

minister. He had seven children of which six, including John who was born in 

about 1667 by his second wife, Elizabeth. John then followed up with nine 

children all by his wife (Have) Mercy Nelson, including our very own Joanna the 

wife-to-be of Thomas Doggett(4) who gave us our second Mayflower connection 

in addition to the one described in Chapter 2 brought about by the marriage of 

John(2)’s daughter Hannah to Ebenezer White, a grandson of Peregrine White. 

 A good reference on all of this is Mayflower Families Through Five 

Generations, published by the General Society of Mayflower Descendants, 

Plymouth, Massachusetts 1975. Here is how it went in our two connections via 

Hannah and Joanna: 

HANNAH 

Sequence 
Number Names   Pages 
1  William White  95-99 
3  Peregrine White 101-103 
8  Daniel White  106-107 
42  Ebenezer White 166-169 
  (married Hannah Doggett) 

 

JOANNA 

Sequence 
Number Names   Pages 
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 1  Samuel Fuller  49-51 
 2  Samuel Fuller, Jr. 51-53 
 4  John Fuller  54 
 20  Joanna Fuller  72-74 
   (married Thomas Doggett(4) 

 

* * * * * 

 

SOME VITAL STATISTICS OF THOMAS DOGGETT(4) 

RESIDENCES 

      Years 
Place  From   To Duration 
Marshfield 1706  1741     35 
Middleboro 1741  1788     47 

 
MARRIAGES 

       Years 
Names of Wives From  To Duration 
Joanna Fuller  1728  1771     43 

 
CHILDREN 

    Place of  Year of Age in 
Name  Mother Birth   Birth  1788 
John  Joanna  Marshfield  1729  -- 
Thomas Joanna  Marshfield  1731  -- 
Mark  Joanna  Marshfield  1733  -- 
Jabez  Joanna  Marshfield  1734  54 
Seth  Joanna  Marshfield  1736  52 
Simeonx Joanna  Marshfield  1738  50 
Experience Joanna  Marshfield  1740  48 
Joanna  Joanna  Marshfieldy  1742  46 
 

xFifth in the Direct Doggett Line 
yEven though after the family move to Middleboro. 

 
* * * * * 

 Thomas Doggett(4) was 30 at the time of his father’s death in 1737 and, as I have 

mentioned in Chapter 3, he inherited Thomas(3)’s “sword, belt, land and mansion” plus 

£30 and a Mulato servant. He didn’t get quite all of the land because Thomas’s brother 

John received “one half of the cedar swamp” in Pembroke. 

 Thomas(4) began to dispose of his land in Marshfield just four years after his 

inheritance as he prepared for the move to Middleboro. The following is recorded in 
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Plymouth Deeds, 34-123 of 26 March 1741: “Thomas Doggett yeoman and Joanna his 

wife of Marshfield for 50£ paid by Cornelius White of Marshfield, Gentleman, 50 acres 

of upland and meadow in Marshfield, bounded N.E. thereof by ye old channel of the 

South River and bounded E by the said river as ye same runs to the meadow of Ebenezer 

Doggett, then running with the fence across the Beach (called Doggett’s Beach) to ye 

said White’s meadow that he bought of Thomas Doggett late of Marshfield deceased by 

land of Samuel Sherman. The same being the homestead farm lately belonging to our 

Honored father Thomas Doggett, deceased, also 10 acres of Pasture called Valley lot, 

bounded E & W by land of Ebenezer Doggett also 2/5 of the wood lot in Marshfield 

containing 39 acres.”” 

 He then purchased a farm in Middleboro described as follows: “David and 

Susanna Miller, of Middleboro for 450£ paid by Thomas Doggett of Marshfield, our 

homestead land containing 88 acres in Middleboro, whereon we now dwell, May 7, 1741. 

[Plymouth Deeds, 34-123.]” 

The family settled in Middleboro soon thereafter, sometime before 14 September, 

1741. 

And that was it for 24 years until a strange entry of 25 October, 1765 in the 

Plymouth Deeds notes that Thomas sells land to his son Simeon: “Oct. 25, 1765. Thomas 

Doggett, of Middleboro in County Plymouth, Yeoman, sells 3 acres of his homestead 

land, to his son Simeon, and also by deed dated Oct. 26, 1765 land in Middleboro to his 

son Simeon, lying in the purchase of lands called the little Lot Mens Purchase, and is 

about ½ of the homestead farm that I now live on, bounded beginning at the middle of 

my said farm at the country road that leads towards Dartmouth, thence by parallel line 

with NE side of said farm down to Namasket River. [Plymouth Deeds, 52-56.]” 

* * * * * 

 There is no mention in the Doggett-Daggett book of public service, if any, on the 

part of Thomas Doggett(4) although he is credited with the title of “yeoman” in both 

Marshfield and Middleboro. Among the various definitions of “yeoman” I find in 

Webster the following excerpts seen to be the most fitting for Thomas: “a small farmer 

who cultivates his own land and is a member of the first and most respected class of 

common people and is thus qualified to enjoy certain legal privileges such as jury duty.” 
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 Some sort of activity in the private sector is suggested by his bequeathment to 

Simeon(5) of his rights to iron ore in the Middleboro area. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas Doggett(4) is said in the Doggett-Daggett book to have continued his 

father’s shipping interests on the North River that were rather vaguely mentioned in 

Chapter 3 above. However it would appear to have been difficult for him to ignore or 

even not participate in the maritime activities of his brother John and his cousins Amos, 

Joseph, Samuel and Noah. Indeed it appears that Thomas once was of major assistance to 

his brother John as follows: “March 19, 1728-9 John Holbrook Jr., of Scituate secures 

Thomas Doggett of Marshfield on a bond by a Bill of Sale of 1/3 of the decked sloop 

“Patience,” Capt. John Doggett, about 60 tons now filled for sea and at anchor in North 

River.” 

 There is also this rather cryptic reference in the History of Shipbuilding on North 

River: “Jan. 12, 1732-3. Isaac Little of Pembroke receipts to Thomas Doggett in full for 

the earnings of 1-3 and 1-4 part of the sloop ‘Middleboro’ the past year, a fishing voyage 

and also what he was to allow for his berth and the berth of Nathaniel Stetson.” 

 Brother John, known as Captain John Doggett, seems to have been highly active 

as a “mariner,” but also prone to a series of misfortunes. There is reference to the fate of 

the “Swan” in the Massachusetts State Archives, 64-182 of 9 December 1741: “Whereas 

Andrew Oliver of Boston, within said Province aforesaid, Esq; one of the owners of the 

sloop “Swan” John Doggett master, has represented to me that the said Sloop in her 

passage from Jamaica to Boston, by reason of bad weather, ran ashore at the mouth of the 

said Harbour & has thereby suffered great damage both as to vessel and cargo, upon 

which Insurance was made, and hath requested that I would appoint suitable persons to 

survey said vessel and estimate the damage come to her and her cargo, by the said 

disaster, or otherwise by stormy weather in her passage, &c. 

 “Damage estimated at 1020£ 17s 4d New Eng Currency Jan 16, 1741. Among the 

charges are the following: Breakfasting the people Bread sugar, cyder &c. To Capt 

Dogget for dining the men. To damage of cables, riggin & flying jib, 15 £. To 3124½ 

Gal: molasses lost, cost in Jamaica 11d = 143 £ 4s 2d. Exchange 300 per cent.” 
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 Another of John’s misadventures at sea was reported in the Boston Evening Post 

of 30 January, 1774, quoting as follows from a letter written by John himself from 

Antigua on 25 December 1743: “The 25th of Nov. in sight of Antigua, we had the 

misfortune to be taken by a Spanish privateer sloop with 75 men belonging to St 

Domingo. 

 “There was one of our men of war in sight when I was taken, but by her 

mismanagement she neither took the privateer, nor retook my brig. 

 “Three days after they took me, they marooned me and two of my men, with 

another master they had taken about a month before and one of his men, five of us in all, 

they gave us two pieces of beef and 20 lbs of bread. They striped me almost naked and 

some of the villians attempted to kill me, but running to the bushes, I got a club that was 

my friend, and should certainly destroyed all those that put us ashore, would my 

companions have stood by me, but as it was they did not all go away with whole skins. 

We were taken off the island by a vessel bound to St Thomas and 2 days after, we met 

with the “Lively” man of war of 20 guns, and informed them where the privateer lay, for 

we heard them talking of going to that place. The Captain of the Man of war said if I was 

willing to go with him, he would go and destroy him. 

 “We bore away after him and met with an English Privateer who went with us. 

 “We soon found the Spaniard out at 3 o’clock in the morning, who weighed 

anchor and ran into shoal water, where neither our man of war nor Privateer could go. 

 “At 8 o’clock in the morning the 1st of Dec. we began to fire, the man of war fired 

850 shots and our Privateer 170 shots before the Spaniard would quit his vessel. We 

killed 3 men, and wounded 3 more. The Spaniard fired at the English Privateer, and did 

him some damage but neither killed nor wounded any of his men. At 3 P.M. we 

concluded to man all the boats from the man of war and Privateer, and board the Spaniard 

at all events, but they seeing us coming with resolution, the cowardly Dogs left their 

sloop (after running her ashore) and hid themselves in the bushes. We destroyed the 

sloop, and then made the best of our way for this Island. 

 “I hope to be home in a short time by the way of Statia.” 
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 Closer to home and in greater tranquility Captain John Doggett “kept the Doggett 

Ferry” across the North River between Marshfield and Scituate starting in 1730. After 

John’s death in 1755 his young son, Captain John Junior, took over this task. 

 In order to be clear about Thomas’s cousins we had best refer back briefly to the 

top of the Doggett family tree starting with the first Thomas who had two sons, John and 

Samuel, and three daughters. John was in the second generation of our Direct Doggett 

Line and apparently was not involved in shipping, but, as I have mentioned in Chapter 2, 

his younger brother Samuel was the owner in 1708 of a 20-ton sloop the Swan” and in 

1714 became part-owner of another one, the “Seaflower.” 

 Two of Samuel’s sons, Ebenezer and Samuel Junior, were also sea captains. 

Ebenezer was born in Marshfield in 1693, but later moved to Plymouth and then to 

Boston where he died in 1746. He is said to have started sailing up and down the Atlantic 

coast sometime before 1727. He became familiar with many of the ports there from 

Newfoundland to the West Indies and it is considered possible that he also sailed across 

the Atlantic. 

 Samuel Junior, born in 1685, was inspired by the family seafaring traditions and 

also appears to have been influenced by his wife, Bethia Waterman, whom he married in 

Marshfield in 1710. The Doggett-Daggett book notes that the Watermans came from 

Germany to Wales to Norwich, England and “many hundreds of years ago were famous 

seamen.” (Bethia’s grandfather) Robert who was at Salem in 1636, at Plymouth in 1638 

and at Marshfield in 1642, true to the family tradition, did more or less business on the 

deep.” 

 In the deeds relating to Samuel Junior’s purchases of lands near the North River 

he is referred to as “boatman” and “mariner.” The History of Plymouth County describes 

the area as the scene of busy industry: “The North river, which forms the boundary of a 

portion of Marshfield in its winding way of twenty miles through the meadows, from 

Ludden’s ford to the sea, is one of surpassing beauty. The tide rose and fell many feet, 

while its banks were lined with shipyards, and more shipbuilding was carried on here 

than upon any other river in New England. At Little’s bridge, once Doggett’s ferry, 

vessels were built at one time on the Marshfield side of the river.  Below this point the 

river expands greatly in width, the salt meadows form a vast expanse, and the scenery 
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takes on grand proportions of beauty. The river near its mouth between that and the 

Fourth Cliff was sometimes called New Harbor, and vessels wintered there from earliest 

times. Commerce with the West Indies has been carried on from thence, and there is 

reason to believe that Samuel Doggett was one of those interested in that trade.” 

 During these years Samuel Doggett had been extending his business relations, and 

his vessels, either commanded by himself or those in his employ, sailed from the North 

river or the port of Boston, in the coasting trade, and also across the Atlantic. Moreover at 

that time the territory that eventually became the state of Maine was attracting attention 

as a new settlement, and a number of Boston capitalists including Samuel acquired a tract 

of land there and formed the Wiscasset Company based in a town bearing that name. 

Samuel became an influential member of that company and a substantial landowner in 

the area. 

 In another grand adventure, Samuel became involved in the War of the Austrian 

Succession (1740-1748) in which, among other things, Britain was opposed to France, 

and one of the major battles in North America was fought for the heavily fortified town 

of Louisbourg in Nova Scotia, held by France. Louisbourg had been founded by French 

settlers in 1713 and named for Louis XIV, and it eventually became one of France’s chief 

strongholds in North America. 

 Louisbourg was attacked by a force from New England with British naval 

support. The Doggett-Daggett book tells us that “arrangements for the expedition were 

made by the Province of Massachusetts Bay and among the vessels engaged to aid in the 

attack were those of Samuel Doggett. The expedition sailed from Boston, bearing three 

thousand men, to attack a stronghold which had been called the Gibraltar of America, and 

whose very fortifications were said to have cost five million dollars. On April 30, 1745, 

the fleet, with additions from England, New Hampshire, and Connecticut, came in sight 

of Louisburg, and found its strength not exaggerated. The walls were twenty or thirty feet 

high and forty feet thick, surrounded by a ditch eighty feet wide, defended by one 

hundred and eighty-three pieces of artillery, besides sixty more in the two outlying 

batteries. For six weeks Louisburg was besieged, and on June 17 the fort surrendered.” 
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 In the Massachusetts State Archives, Volume LXXII page 778 it is stated that the 

list of vessels included: “Sloop Dolphin, S. Doggett, master – 6 men – time of entry Feb 

18, 1745, discharge Nov 28, sailors wages 102£ 9s 7d, hire of vessel 169£ 13s 0d.” 

 In case you may not remember very much about the War of the Austrian 

Succession, I will simply note from EB that it was a “general name for several related 

wars, two of which developed directly from the death of Charles VI, Holy Roman 

Emperor, on 20 October 1740. These related wars were the war for the Austrian 

succession itself in which France unsuccessfully supported the dubious claims of Bavaria, 

Saxony and Spain to parts of the Habsburg domain and supported the claim of Charles 

Albert, elector of Bavaria, to the imperial crown; the First and Second Silesian Wars in 

which Frederick the Great of Prussia, allied with France, wrested the province of Silesia 

from Austria; and the continuation of the wars between France and Britain over colonial 

possessions in India (War of Jenkin’s Ear) and North America (King George’s War). 

 Remember now? 

 One more thing: Louisbourg was restored to France in 1748 by the Treaty of Aix-

la-Chapelle! 

 To conclude the saga of Samuel Doggett Junior it is more than worthy of mention 

that on various occasions when he found himself to be on dry land, he collaborated with 

Bethia to produce the above-mentioned four male cousins of Thomas(4) plus four 

daughters. The seafaring tales of the four young men will now be related. 

 Captain Amos, the eldest, lived only from 1710 to 1737, but had already become 

a “mariner” operating out of Marshfield on the North River. 

 Captain Samuel (1720 – 1781) was a “mariner and a merchant” who seems to 

have inherited his father’s interest in the Wiscasset Company and the settlement of their 

lands in Sheepscott. As a mariner he was well situated near the coast of Maine. He 

participated in many meetings of the company, often as moderator, and was elected as 

their collector of taxes. 

 Joseph who was born in 1722 is mentioned as follows in the State Archives of 

Massachusetts, 72-737, dated 19 November 1746: “Account of the charges of the 

Transport vessels employed in the service of his Majesties Garrison at Louisburg after the 

reduction of the place exclusive of such as were Laden with stores by orders from the 
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Admiral & General. Sloop Dolphin, J. Doggett, 6 men, July 8 to Nov 8 54£ wages of 

sailors, 24 days term of victualling 80£ paid for hire of vessel.” So Joseph, like his father, 

participated to some extent in the invasion of Louisbourg. 

 Captain Noah (1727 – 1805) is also referred to as a mariner, and it is regretted in 

the Doggett-Daggett book that records showing in what vessels he sailed, to what ports 

and at what dates were removed by the British from the Boston Custom House when they 

evacuated the town. However, he is known to have been in London on 21 January, 1752 

where he bought a book entitled The English Pilot, Describing the West India Navigation 

from Hudson’s Bay to the River Amazones. He also purchased a Bible in Bristol on 21 

September 1764 which shows that he was again across the water. Noah also left a chart 

book showing evidence of having been used at the pages concerning the coasts of the 

Carolinas and particularly off Hatteras. 

 There was another Captain Amos in the next generation who was a son of Sarah 

Oakman, one of the four sisters of the above four brothers. The Doggett-Daggett book 

has this to say about him: “Captain Oakman as a sea captain was very severe, and 

exercised the very strictest discipline on board his vessel. Among his voyages was one to 

Liverpool, where, on July 15, 1791, he wrote a letter to his uncle, Noah Doggett, 

regarding his cousin Samuel Doggett, who had made the voyage with him, from which 

we learn he arrived there June 21, and intended to sail for Boston in ten or twelve days. In 

1793 he was captured, and his vessel conveyed to a Spanish port, where he and his crew 

were for some time confined, and the ship and a cargo of manufactured French goods 

confiscated.” 

 And there would be more. 

* * * * * 

 Thomas Doggett(4) died in Middleboro on 11 August 1788 at which time he had 

five living adult children including Jabez 54, Seth 52, Simeon(5) 50, Experience 48, and 

Joanna 46. In his will dated 30 August 1785 he bequeathed the following: 

• To son Seth 2/3 of the home farm, adjoining land belonging to ye heirs of Mr. 

Read dec’d, also ½ the buildings thereon, all the meadow lying on Nemasket 

River bounded by land of Simeon Doggett, also right and title to certain rights of 

wood bought of Ebenezer Blackman of Middleboro except ½ of said lot; 
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• To daughter Experience Doggett 1/3 of the homestead farm, 1/3 wood right 

bought of E. Blackman and ½ buildings; 

• To daughter Joanna Pierce, wife of William Pierce of Taunton, 2£ 2s. and 1£ 10s 

to each of their six children: William, Ephraim, Joanna, Samuel, Benajah and 

Experience. 

• To Son Jabez ½ lot in 16 shilling purchase (sic); 

• And to son Simeon all of the other real estate not disposed of and all my rights to 

iron ore in Assawamscott Pond and elsewhere in Middleboro. 

* * * * * 

 Some highlights of Thomas Doggett(4)’s America are described in Parts II, III and 

IV of Annex A. Also a few of the events that occurred in Marshfield between 1728 and 

1792 are noted in Annex C-2 (Thomas(4) moved to nearby Middleboro in 1741). 
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CHAPTER 5 

SIMEON DOGGETT(5), 1738 – 1823 
 

 

 

 

Simeon Doggett(5) was born in Marshfield on 4 January 1738 and baptized there 

on 20 August of that year. He was only four years old when the family moved 15 miles 

southwest to Middleboro after some 88 years of residence in Marshfield on the part of 

our Direct Doggett Line. Simeon continued to live in Middleboro until his death on 6 

May 1823 at the age of 85. 

 Simeon(5) was a farmer (joyner) and he seems to have become fairly prosperous as 

he was able to send at least one of his sons to college and his daughter to boarding 

school. He was helped along by his inheritance at age 50 of substantial land plus the iron 

ore interests of his father, Thomas(4). 

 On 28 February 1760 at the age of 22 he married Abigail Pratt who had been born 

and raised in North Carolina. She was a devout Episcopalian and seems to have caused 

Simeon to become the same (i.e. believing that in church government supreme authority 

resides in a body of bishops and not in any one individual). 
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 Abigail may have come along with some land because they sold 7 acres of 

meadow in Middleboro on 24 April 1762 just two years after their marriage. They 

established their homestead in Middleboro along the highway from Plymouth to Taunton. 

Then, three years later, Simeon purchased land from his own father in transactions dated 

25 and 26 October 1765. The first was for “three acres of homestead land in Middleboro” 

and the second for lands called “the little Lot Mens Purchase” which represented about 

one half of the homestead where Thomas(4) was living. 

 Simeon and Abigail had four children as listed on the next page, and eventually 

20 grandchildren, all born within Simeon’s lifetime. Abigail’s date of death is not known 

to me. 

 As mentioned in Chapter 4, Simeon and his brother Jabez were soldiers during the 

French and Indian War (1755-1763) in a company led by Captain Benjamin Pratt 

(relation to Abigail unknown) of Middleboro. Jabez was wounded at Fort Ticonderoga on 

8 July 1758, but the two brothers remained in Captain Pratt’s company and are mentioned 

as being at Oneida Station, New York on 28 September 1758. 

 Although Simeon had served in the French and Indian War, he opposed the 

colonial rebellion against the Mother Country. For his Tory views he was forbidden to 

leave his farm. One of his descendants, speaking of the mandate, says, “He and a 

neighbor, under like prohibition, obeyed by walking daily to their adjoining farms and 

holding friendly talks about the grave situation.” He was eventually rehabilitated like 

most other Tories soon after the American (plus French) victory in the Revolutionary 

War. He still had 40 years to live at that point. 

 Simeon’s will is not available at Lou Baguié. The last recorded mention of him is 

in the Plymouth Deeds, 74-152 noting that he and Jabez sold to Elijah Macumber their 

jointly owned “93rd lot in the 3rd allotment in the 16 shilling purchase” on 30 December 

1789. 

SOME VITAL STATISTICS OF SIMEON DOGGETT(5) 

RESIDENCES 

      Years 
Place  From  To  Duration 
Marshfield 1738  1742        4 
Middleboro 1742  1823      81 
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MARRIAGES 

        Years 
Names of Wives  From  To  Duration 
Abigail Pratt  1760  n.a. (1775+) n.a. (15+) 

 
CHILDREN 

    Place of Year of Age in 
Name  Mother Birth  Birth   1823 
Thomas Abibail Middleboro 1761    62 
Elkanah Abigail Middleboro 1762    61 
Simeon(6) Abigail Middleboro 1765    58 
Abigail Abigail Middleboro 1775    48 

 
* * * * * 

 Simeon(5) himself died in Middleboro on 6 May 1823 at the age of 85, leaving 

four (rather elderly) children and twenty grandchildren. 

* * * * * 

 Some of the national events involving Middleboro during Simeon’s lifetime are 

described in History of the Town of Middleboro by Thomas Weston including the 

participation of Middleboro citizens in the French and Indian War, the Revolution and the 

War of 1812. There is also some mention of slavery in Middleboro. 

 It is noted that in the French and Indian War Middleboro furnished one company 

under the command of Captain Benjamin Pratt and parts of another under Captain 

Samuel Thatcher. The names of the members of Captain Pratt’s company are listed and 

they include four commissioned officers, two musicians, and 70 privates including Jebez 

and Simeon Doggett. There were, of course, many cases where more than one member of 

a family participated and there were at least three father and son combinations. 

* * * * * 

 As regards the Revolution, the most important thing from the Doggett family 

viewpoint was the conflict between the Patriots and the Tories (Loyalists to the King of 

England) which included Simeon Doggett(5).The story of Simeon and his Tory neighbor 

Lemuel Ransome is told as follows in the Middleboro book and includes pictures of their 

two houses: 

 “The house in which Simeon Doggett lived is still standing on South Main Street, 

Lakeville. He came from Marshfield in 1742, and was with his brother in the French and 
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Indian War in the company of Captain Benjamin Pratt. He was a skilful cabinet maker, 

living upon the farm which he cultivated. He was generally known as ‘the tory farmer.’ 

And was a staunch Episcopalian he differed from most of the townspeople in his religious 

opinions. He was conscientious in his belief that it was wrong for the colonies to rebel 

against the mother country, and he took no pains to conceal this. Although no treasonable 

acts were ever proved against him for his opinions freely expressed, he was imprisoned in 

the New Bedford jail, but was afterwards released upon a promise that he would not leave 

his farm without permission. One of his contemporaries said that he and his tory 

neighbor, Lemuel Ransome, while under the injunction of the town, obeyed it carefully, 

but availed themselves of the privilege of walking daily to the bounds of their adjoining 

farms, discussing the turbulent state of the times and freely expressing their sympathy for 

the king they loved so well. When the war was over they regained the esteem and 

confidence of their fellow citizens. Mr. Doggett was the father of Rev. Simeon Doggett, a 

clergyman of reputation, at one time principal of the Taunton Academy. His daughter, 

Abigail, married Judge Weston. He was the grandfather of the Rev. Thomas Doggett and 

William E. Doggett, an eminent business man of Chicago. 

 “John Doggett, a minor and resident of Middleboro, sympathized with his 

relative, Simeon Doggett, in the latter’s political opinion, and left the country soon after 

coming of age. He moved to New Brunswick and settled on the Isle of Grand Menan, in 

the Bay of Fundy, where he died in 1830 at the age of seventy years. 

 “Lemuel Ransome lived upon the farm recently occupied by Clark Bump. He was 

one of the few men in town against whose character no one was ever known to speak, and 

his influence was very great until it was known that he espoused the cause of the Crown. 

Although the feeling was so intense, the community never lost confidence in Mr. 

Ransome, and regarded him as one of the most upright and honest of citizens. He was 

known throughout the country as ‘the honest farmer,’ receiving that name from the 

following incident: At one season there was a great frost and heavy drought in some 

portion of the state, so that almost the entire crop of corn was ruined and yielded but little 

more than had been originally planted. Mr. Ransome (probably on account of the 

peculiarity of the soil and the nearness of his farm to the neighboring ponds) was able to 

gather a large crop during that year. Speculators came to him, offering the highest prices 



5-5 

for his corn, two or three dollars per bushel, but he would not sell. ‘This corn,’ he used to 

say, ‘belongs to the poor people of town, and they shall have it at the ordinary price of 

fifty cents a bushel.’ Such unusual generosity won for him the love and respect of all. 

Elkanah Leonard said of him, ‘I have seen an honest man.’ This trait of character made 

him conscientious in his loyalty to England. This was his argument: ‘We must honor the 

king. Does not the Bible say we must honor him? I cannot go contrary to the Bible.’ Part 

of a conversation has come down to us, in which he said to Mr. Doggett, ‘Does it not 

make you feel sad to see all our people rising against their king?’ ‘I know not how it will 

end, but I tremble lest some great calamity should come upon the colonies for their 

treason against the royal Crown of England.’ He, as well as his neighbor, had been 

indicted for his public utterances, yet on September 2, 1779, the Committee of Inspection 

petitioned the General Court that: 

 The indictment against Lemuel Ransome, an inhabitant of Middleboro be stayed 

for the reason therein given, and that all proceedings in said indictment be and hereby are 

stayed until the further order of the court, and the Superior Court of Judicature be ordered 

to stay the proceedings. 

   (Signed by)  John Hancock, Speaker. 

 “Mr. Ransome lived to be a good old age, and died respected by all. The 

attendance at his funeral was the largest Middleboro had ever seen.” 

* * * * * 

 The effects of the war of 1812 on Middleboro related mainly to British control of 

the Atlantic seaboard. Weston says this about it: 

 “The blockade of the Atlantic coast was enforced by British vessels from the 

beginning of 1813. Early that year they took possession of the mouth of the Chesapeake 

Bay as a naval station, and the government then ordered all lights to be extinguished in 

neighboring lighthouses. At first they were inclined to spare New England, which was 

supposed to be friendly to Great Britain, but it too suffered with the other places on the 

shore. The entire coast was kept in a state of alarm, as British boats landed at exposed 

points to burn and plunder the towns, and private property was seized everywhere in the 

general pillage. The coast of Massachusetts was especially exposed to the ravages of the 

ships of the enemy, and the people justly complained to the general government that it 
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was left without protection. This war destroyed the fishing industries of the state. Its 

extensive commerce was paralyzed, and all business was at a standstill. 

 “While Middleboro had no shipping interests, the entire business of the town 

suffered. When war was declared, the people acquiesced in the action of the 

administration, and responded to the call for troops to defend the commonwealth. A 

general order was issued by the governor on the 3d of July, 1812, requiring that all 

officers and soldiers enrolled in the militia of the commonwealth should hold themselves 

in readiness to march at the shortest notice, wherever their services might be needed; but 

few of the militia were called into active service at that time. The town early made 

suitable provision for her soldiers. 

 “Many of the ship-owners of New England, upon the declaration of war, manned 

their ships and fitted them out as privateers. These were active and troublesome to the 

enemy; numerous battles were fought on both sides. Middleboro’s part in the war was in 

the coast defense of neighboring towns. In the summer of 1814 the English ships, Superb 

and Nimrod, were hovering about the eastern shores of Massachusetts. They had sent 

detachments of soldiers, who had inflicted great damage at Scituate and Wareham and 

were threatening an attack at Plymouth. A fort had been erected upon the Gurnet for the 

defense of Plymouth, Kingston, and Duxbury. Men from Middleboro were in Wareham 

at the time of the attack by the British soldiers in June, 1814.” 

 All together Middleboro mobilized 225 men in support of the American war 

effort: 12 commissioned officers, 33 NCOs, 8 musicians and 172 privates including 

Eliphalat Doggett, a great grandson of Thomas Doggett(4). However Eliphalat served for 

only 20 days which offered little time for training, killing, anybody or being killed 

himself. Indeed Eliphalat eventually lived to be 87. It seems that short tours of duty were 

quite common in America’s early wars. Also the lists of soldiers contain no names ending 

in ski, witz, tino, vic, stein, or kopf. Or even singh. 

* * * * * 

 Weston’s description of slavery in Massachusetts and elsewhere in New England 

includes the following note: 

 “Slaves were never as numerous in Massachusetts as in Rhode Island and 

Connecticut, and were always treated with great consideration. As early as the ‘Body of 
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Liberties, printed in 1641, the General Court declared, there shall never by any bond of 

slaverie, villenage or captivitie unless it be lawful captives taken in just wars and such 

strangers as willingly sell themselves or are sold to us;’ and it seems that all slaves 

always had the right to come into any public court either by speech or motion for the 

redress of any wrongs that they may have had. 

 “The slaves of Massachusetts were not held under a rigorous servitude. They were 

generally instructed in the teachings of the Bible, and were often members of the church 

and subject to the same rules as their owners. They had their legal rights, which however, 

were never enforced against those of their owners. 

 “Among the laws passed by the General Court in 1703, ;It was enacted that slaves 

shall not be absent from the families to which they belong or found abroad in the night 

after nine o’clock.’ The early newspapers frequently had advertisements for the sale of 

slaves. 

 “In 1755 there were at least twelve slaves owned in Middleboro. However, there 

is the record of the sale of but one and those that were held, upon the death of their owner 

either passed to some member of the family by will or were given their freedom, and in 

some cases received a little tract of land with a house in which to live. Upon obtaining 

their freedom they rarely left their masters, but remained with them, serving in the same 

capacity as before. Very amusing incidents have come down by way of tradition of the 

bright sayings of some of them and the innocent pranks they played upon different 

members of the family.” 

 Some events nearby from 1784 – 1824 in Simeon’s birthplace of Marshfield as 

noted in History of Marshfield are presented in Annex C under the headings of Ships, 

Education, Town Records, War of 1812 and Gravestone Epitaphs. 

 Also some events in Simeon Doggett(5)’s America overall are described in  Parts 

5 and 6 of Annex A. 
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CHAPTER 6 

REVEREND SIMEON DOGGETT(6), 1765 – 1852 
 

 

 

 

 For openers, here is the text of a poem written by Simeon Locke Doggett(8) at the 

age of 23 on the occasion of his grandfather’s death in 1852: 

He is gone and is laid beneath the cold ground, 

 The clods of the Valley cover his head; 

We hear not his voice, from him not a sound, 

 And where he once trod, no more will he tread. 

We can gaze not again in his lenient eyes; 

 For he cannot see us, nor can he hear; 

We cannot recall him, in vain our sigh’s 

 Though still we do grieve & shed the last tear. 

Like an innocent babe, he breathed his last breath, 

 Softly and holy and gently and calm, 

As he taught in life, so he taught in his death, 

 The power of religion, its solace is charm. 
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Angels from heaven, sweet angels of light,  

 Hovered around him & pointed above; 

For his face was serene, pleasant and bright,  

 And death left upon it a halo of light. 

So learned, so pious, useful and kind, 

 Loved by his children, by friends so revered, 

That tis a bereavement to be left behind, 

 Here where he taught us & pleasantly cheered. 

His aged limbs rest in the damp, dark tomb; 

 Those who have seen him shall see him no more, 

But in our hearts, in verdure and bloom, 

 His memory lives, and will live evermore. 

His spirit immortal the grave cannot bind, 

 But freed from the earth o’er cerulean heights, 

Glorious triumphant, renewed, unconfined, 

 It soars to the heavens in heaven alight. 

 Then Oh if we weep for ourselves let us weep, 

The good who are dead have but gone to their rest, 

 And if we would follow, like them we must keep 

On that path that leads to the mansions of bliss. 

* * * * * 

 The Reverend Simeon Doggett(6) was born in Middleboro, Massachusetts on 6 

March, 1765 and died at the age of 87 on 20 March 1852 in Raynham. Unlike his 

forebears, his teaching and preaching career caused him to move around quite a bit to 

other places such as Providence, Taunton, Mendon, Boston, Charleston, South Carolina 

and Jacksonville, Florida. 

 Simeon was born soon after the French and Indian War and was no doubt 

influenced during his childhood by the nearby battles of Lexington and Concord, the 

Declaration of Independence and the Revolutionary War at which time his father was a 

Tory (Loyalist to the British Crown). Thereafter, as described in Annex A, parts 5 – 7, he 

witnessed the momentous events occurring during the first five American presidencies 
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from 1789 to 1825. Simeon outlived his father by 29 years until 1852 while America’s 

“Manifest Destiny” was taking our citizens to the shores of the Pacific and beyond; the 

exploding slavery issue was making civil war inevitable; and political uproar was 

producing today’s Republican and Democratic parties amid a rapid turnover of eight 

presidents mostly not known to every schoolboy. 

 Simeon married Nancy Fobes of Raynham, Massachusetts on 29 October 1797 

when he was 32 and she was 28. Nancy was born in Raynham on 8 September 1769 and 

died there on 14 December 1854, surviving her husband by two years. Maybe religion is 

good for your health. However, they weren’t in church all the time as they produced eight 

children as follows, including Samuel Wales Doggett(7), all born in Taunton: 

       Age at 
    Year of  Father’s Death 
Name    Birth   in 1852 
John Locke   1798   54 
Samuel Wales(7)  1800   52 
Simeon   1802   died in 1826 
Prudence Wales  1804   48 
Perez Fobes   1806   46 
Theophilus Pipin  1810   42 
Abigail   1812   40 
William Paley   1814   died in 1836 

 

 Big Grandpa in his autobiography says this about Nancy Fobes and her father: 

“Simeon married Nancy Fobes, the attractive daughter of Professor Perez Fobes, LL.D. 

Dr. Fobes was professor of natural philosophy at Brown from 1786 to 1798. In 1786 he 

served as vice-president while President Manning was away in Philadelphia attending a 

session of Congress. Following President Manning’s death in 1791, Dr. Fobes for a short 

period performed the duties of president. 

 “On one occasion I visited the old Doggett homestead at Mendon, Massachusetts. 

In the garret was a peculiar apparatus used by Professor Fobes in his experiments to 

produce perpetual motion. I also recall a family tradition that my grandmother, who was 

of the next generation, used to say when any of the Doggetts showed any peculiar 

characteristics: ‘There is that crazy Fobes blood again.’” 

* * * * * 
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 We are exceptionally well informed about the life and career of the Reverend 

Simeon Doggett thanks to excerpts from Lawrence K. Hall’s Doggett of Springfield, the 

Doggett-Daggett book and a copious funeral sermon delivered by a fellow Reverend on 

the Sunday after Simeon’s death and reproduced thereafter in The Register newspaper. 

The text of this sermon was found among the treasures lodged in the attic of my cousin 

Melinda following her tragic death on 2 September 2002. 

 And, amazingly, there was also a large portrait, about 4 feet by 3 feet of Simeon 

that I remember well from the time that it was hanging on the dining room wall in 

Springfield along with those of several other ancestors when I was a child. Imagine our 

fourteen grandchildren being able to view a big portrait of their great-great-great-great-

great grandfather! A photograph of it is shown on the following page. The portrait itself 

is, at present (2004), under the care of a professional conservator who is working toward 

its restoration although it is in reasonably good shape considering its age. Like me. 

 There are also, on the pages which follow, a picture of the house in Raynham 

where he died and of his tombstone in the Raynham cemetery which reads as follows: 

In memory of Reverend Simeon Doggett, born in Middleboro, 
Massachusetts on March 6, 1765. Graduated at Brown University in 1788. 
Tutor in that institution from 1791-1796; Preceptor of Bristol Academy 
from 1796 to 1813; Pastor of the Congregational Church in Mendon, 
Massachusetts from 1815 to 1831 and of the Second Church in Raynham 
from 1831 to 1845. He died at Raynham on March 20, 1852 aged 87 years 
and 14 days. 
 
A true man, dignified, urbane, resolute, discrete, a Christian humble and 
devout, a preacher earnest, plain and sincere. He adorned the doctrine he 
preached with simplicity, purity and faithfulness. 
 

* * * * * 

 The following is the text of the summary by L. K. Hall (sometimes pronounced 

“Alcohol” in Springfield): 

 “The Reverend Simeon Doggett (6), son of Simeon and Abigail, born in 1765, 

clearly reflected in his independent character and career the influence of his Episcopalian 

parents. They sent him to Rhode Island College, a Baptist institution, where he won a 

degree and the hand of Nancy Fobes, daughter of Dr. Peres Fobes of the faculty. 

Apparently he was the first in the direct Doggett line to earn a college degree. His studies 
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of church organization and discipline led him to the conviction that the Congregational 

way was biblical, so he left the Episcopal Church and returned to the church of his 

ancestors. He did not stop there, for in personal faith he became a Unitarian and a leader 

in the liberal church movement. Rejected by the first church to which he applied for 

membership he was accepted by Dr. Barker’s church (Congregational) in Hillsboro, 

Massachusetts. Following a year spent in Hanover, New Hampshire, with Dr. West of 

Dartmouth, he taught in Rhode Island College for five years, being at the same time 

licensed by the Rhode Island Minister’s Convention to supply pulpits. In 1796 he became 

preceptor of the newly organized Bristol Academy, in Taunton, Massachusetts, the first 

such school free from sectarian influence. His inaugural address in which he set out his 

views of education was accepted as ‘the pioneer [statement] of liberal education in the 

Colony.’ 

 “He resigned in 1813, continuing as member of the board of the school, and 

settled on his farm in Mendon. He was almost immediately asked to take the pastorate of 

the Congregational Church there. Only after a meeting in which he insisted on making his 

liberal views known did he accept. There was no objection, and he remained until 1830 

when he went to the Raynham Church near Taunton. An interlude in 1834-1835 saw him 

on an extended trip in the South. In Savannah he preached at the dedication of the New 

Unitarian Church. Remembrance of his Southern mother may have influenced him to see 

for himself what the South was like. 

 “The scholarly and beloved Simeon Doggett retired at last from the active 

ministry in 1845. For seven more years he lived comfortably and quietly in his Raynham 

home happy in the enjoyment of his fine library. The success of his scattered children 

gave him much satisfaction, and their frequent letters kept the family unity unbroken. 

Every year the traditions of his childhood and the memory of his mother led him at 

Christmas time to the altar of the Episcopal Church.” 

* * * * * 

As regards the account in the Doggett-Daggett book I can only say, as one not 

following any of the organized religions, that the arcane analysis of Simeon’s 

professional development can probably be well understood by any Doctor of Divinity. I 

have been intrigued by the references to prepossessions of Episcopal training, tenets of 
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the English church, stern influences of Calvinism, graces of the Arminian liturgy, 

justifications by scripture, original forms of church polity, the Puritan way of worship, 

and dedicated Unitarianism. Incidentally, a “split” in the Episcopal Church was noted in 

the news media on 9 October 2003. 

 Anyway, here is the text which I consider to be of great value for our family 

archives and for the possible enlightenment of our future generations: 

“Reverend Simeon Doggett was born in Middleboro’, Massachusetts on March 6, 

1765. His early associations were those of an orderly, industrious, and pious Puritan 

home. 

“His mother, a native of North Carolina, had brought with her from her southern 

birthplace the prepossessions of an Episcopal training, and took care early to indoctrinate 

(brainwash) the mind of her son with the tenets of the English church. The sterner 

influences of Calvinism in his home were softened by the graces of the Arminian liturgy; 

and while a heretical bias was thus given to the faith of the child, an attachment to the 

English ritual was fostered, which no length of years, no change of opinions, no constant 

use of other methods, could weaken. 

“It was the tradition of his childhood, and the memory of his mother, that led one 

who had been more than half a century a Congregational preacher, annually to the altar of 

the Episcopal church, on the Saviour’s birthday. 

“The father of Mr. Doggett, though not rich, was in easy circumstances, and was 

able to prepare his son for college and maintain him there. 

“Mr. Doggett was entered at Brown University in 1785, and graduated in 1788 at 

the age of twenty-three. His collegiate course was marked throughout by great 

earnestness in study, and the most scrupulous propriety of demeanor. Though not 

intending to follow permanently in the profession of a teacher, Mr. Doggett had gained, 

both before and during his college courses, an interest and an experience in that vocation. 

In the town of Charlton, where he taught one year, he had learned to see the importance 

of rightly guiding the principles and the habits of childhood. While he was in college, he 

was led to examine for himself the various systems of church government and discipline, 

and especially to inquire if the form in which he had been brought up was justified by 

Scripture. 
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“The result of a careful scrutiny was that the Congregational and not the 

Episcopal order seemed to him the original form of church polity. 

“In obedience to his conviction he gave up at once the prejudice of his training, 

and worshipped afterward in the Puritan way. An inquiry concerning scriptural doctrine 

seemed to him to prove that the Christian view of nature and of grace was that of 

Arminius and not that of Calvin. His views were such that, on examination by a deacon 

of Mr. Barker’s church, in Middleboro’, he, not being willing to fall in with their views, 

was rejected, and was welcomed at Reverend Doctor Hitchcock’s church in Providence. 

“Before leaving college he had become a decided Unitarian in his views, though 

the influence around him all tended to an opposite faith. 

“On graduating, Mr. Doggett commenced at once, in his father’s house, the study 

of theology. For the first year or two his studies were interrupted by various causes, 

among other things being obliged to settle the estate of his deceased brother. 

“Through the good offices of President Manning he was able to reside some six 

months in a planter’s family in Virginia. In 1790 he went to live with the celebrated Dr. 

West, of Dartmouth, and prosecuted vigorously the study of his profession under the 

direction of that eccentric and able divine. 

“In the summer of 1791, Mr. Doggett was chosen to be a tutor in Brown 

University. In that office he continued five years. In May, 1793, he received from the 

Rhode Island Convention of Congregational Ministers a license to preach the gospel, and 

commenced at once to supply vacant pulpits as they might invite him. 

“One of his early sermons was liked so well it was asked for publication. This 

sermon was one of the first published sermons in the United States which openly 

defended Unitarian views. 

“In teaching others in the pulpit and lecture-room, Mr. Doggett was not unmindful 

to teach himself. No man was more close in self-scrutiny. 

“In the month of July, 1796, Bristol Academy in Taunton, one of the oldest 

institutions in New England, and the oldest that has been from the beginning free from 

sectarian influence, was opened, with Mr. Doggett as its first preceptor. It was a highly 

desirable position. On the day of the opening, Mr. Doggett delivered the inaugural 

address. The town was full of strangers, and all were delighted at the broad, vigorous, and 
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noble views upon education which were here for the first time publicly advanced. That 

address was the pioneer of liberal education in the Old Colony. 

“In April, 1813, his resignation, which he had requested some time before, was 

accepted, and he was at once chosen a member of the Board of Trustees. 

“He immediately settled at Mendon, Massachusetts, where he was ordained on 

January 17, 1815. The society at Mendon was large, influential, and supposed to be 

orthodox. Yet they called him unanimously, and did not rescind their call when he at a 

special meeting stated his belief, and required, if he accepted the post, that the church 

creed and covenant, which he neither believed nor understood, should be altered. Mr. 

Doggett remained in the ministry of Mendon until January 1831, having been dismissed 

at his own request on December 4, 1830. He was then called to preach at Raynham in 

Bristol county. 

“And it was at Raynham that he wished to spend his declining years. His 

pecuniary means were adequate to his desires, and placed him quite above the fear of 

want. He had a choice library, gathered and inherited, of the old standard theological 

works, and he had leisure to use it. 

“The success of his children would bring joy to his heart, and though they were 

widely separated from his home their frequent letters kept the family union unbroken. 

“Sadly, his youngest child had scarcely commenced the practice of law in his own 

village when he was suddenly removed by death. In the winter of 1834-5 Mr. Doggett 

made a visit south. In the cities of Charleston, St. Augustine, Jacksonville, and Savannah 

he was well treated with marked attention, and invited in the last-mentioned city to 

preach at the dedication of the new Unitarian church. The ministry of Mr. Doggett at 

Raynham continued until the year 1845, when he felt the necessity of retiring from active 

labor. 

“On his eighty-seventh birthday his friends gathered at his house to offer 

congratulations. It was a glad occasion. He died March 20, 1852. 

“Mr. Doggett and his wife made their will on June 8, 1849, beginning with the 

following words: ‘Impressed with the Prophets words to Hezekiah – Set thy house in 

order for thou shalt die and not live. We Simeon Doggett and Nancy his wife of Raynham 
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in the County of Bristol make and publish this our last will and testament.’ [Bristol 

Probate.]” The text is not available. 

* * * * * 

 And now for the text of the sermon (obituary/eulogy) delivered by the Reverend 

Breyham: 

For the Register. 

REVEREND SIMEON DOGGETT 

“Died, at his residence in Raynham, Mass., on Saturday, March 20 1852, 

Reverend Simeon Doggett, aged 87 years. 

“Mr. Doggett was born at Middleborough, Massachusetts on March 6, 1765. He 

was descended from Thomas Doggett of Marshfield (1607-1692). His ancestry were of 

the old Puritanic stock. From his parents he received a strictly religious education, deeply 

imbued with the stern and inflexible virtues of the Pilgrim Fathers. 

“At the age of sixteen or seventeen, he commenced the study of the classics with a 

view of obtaining a public education. He pursued this desire of his heart and persevered 

in his purpose under great difficulties. He walked almost daily nearly four miles to recite 

his lessons. After a course of diligent labor, study and economy he had become prepared 

for college, and was, by letters from Dr. Crane, of Titicut, who had been his principal 

tutor, admitted to Brown University, about a year in advance at 20 years of age. He 

graduated with high honors in 1788. 

“Mr. Doggett has been for a number of years the only surviving member of his 

class, several of whom became men of eminence, and he was for several years before his 

death, the oldest living graduate, excepting one, of Brown University. Soon after he 

graduated, he commenced the reading of Theology, by studying, thoroughly, at first 

Doddridge’s lectures and other theological works in his father’s house. He afterwards 

pursued and completed his preparation for the ministry under the talented but eccentric 

Reverend Dr. West of Fairhaven. In 1789 he was recommended by Doctor Manning, 

President of Brown University, to a Virginia planter, as a tutor in his family. He 

embarked for Virginia in March of that year and returned in the succeeding October. 

“In the summer of 1791 he was accepted as a tutor in Brown University, where he 

remained until 1796, when he was chosen as Preceptor of Bristol Academy, just erected 
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in Taunton, it being the first institution of the kind in that vicinity. On the 18th of July, in 

that year, he opened the Academy for scholars with an address on education, which was 

published. There he remained until the spring of 1812, when feeling the duties to be too 

arduous he resigned his office as Preceptor. He preached during most of the period of his 

Preceptorship at Taunton, supplying various vacant pulpits, among others that of 

Reverend Dr. Reed, of West Bridgewater, during his several absences as Member of 

Congress at Philadelphia. 

“Mr. Doggett was married on October 29, 1797, to Nancy, daughter of Reverend 

Perez Fobes, L.L. D. of Raynham. She is his survivor. 

“After leaving Taunton he resided one year at Raynham when he received an 

invitation to become the pastor of the Congregational Church and society in Mendon, 

Massachusetts, where he was settled in January, 1815 as successor of Reverend Preserved 

Smith. He continued as pastor of that church until, at his request, he was dismissed in 

1831. On Mr. Doggett’s removal to Mendon he erected a private academy in which he 

taught the higher branches of an English education, prepared scholars for college, and 

received, from time to time, students from Brown University who were sent out to his 

rural locality to rusticate with him and to receive the influence of his plastic powers for a 

season. In 1831 he was invited to take charge of the second Congregational Society at 

Raynham, which he accepted. Here he continued to preach to a small but highly 

respectable congregation for some fifteen years, until 1845 or 1846, when death having 

taken one by one, most of the old members of his society, (for, although the society was 

young, many of its most efficient supporters were old) he resigned almost all of his 

ministerial labors, and preached only occasionally thereafter. He had officiated at the 

burial of almost every aged member of his church and society, and was, at the time of his 

death, the oldest man living in the town. He was, for several years before his death, the 

oldest Unitarian minister living in this country. He outlived almost all his contemporaries 

in the denomination, and looked upon an entire new race in the ministry. 

“Mr. Doggett’s parents were members of the Episcopal Church. He, however, by 

an early and close examination of the doctrines of this church, was led to embrace a 

different faith; but was ever attached to most of the forms of Episcopal worship. He 

especially noticed Christmas. He occasionally worshipped on that day in the Episcopal 
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Church at Taunton, and often visited Boston, at that time, attending King’s Chapel, or 

some other church in which the day was observed. If not convenient, or by any other 

cause detained from attending public service on Christmas day, he observed it at the 

family fireside or in his own study. He almost always delivered a sermon the Sabbath 

after Christmas, appropriate for that occasion. 

“Mr. Doggett, to use his own words, “became a Unitarian by conviction” when 

the name was hardly known and years before any lines of distinction were drawn between 

Unitarian and Orthodox Congregationalism. Although, perhaps no man held more distinct 

and decided views on religious doctrines, he preached and practiced the greatest charity 

toward all denominations. No man, it is believed, practiced nearer what he preached. He 

had a high idea of what the character of a minister should be, and a strict practical and 

personal regard to it. He approached the throne of grace in prayer using few and simple 

words, as if he feared he might be guilty of the slightest irreverence in expression; and 

administered at the communion table with a deep reverence and humility amounting 

nearly to embarrassment, using almost entirely the words of scripture in the celebration of 

that rite. Often at funerals, and in his pulpit exercises on occasions of death, or other 

affecting scenes, which he noticed, his feelings would almost entirely overcome his 

power of utterance. He had a most emphatic belief in the “particular providence of God.” 

He believed that every event was especially overruled and directed by a good and wise 

providence. He had “the old Hebrew faith.” He “saw God in every occurrence, work, and 

hour of life.” In his sermons he was short, concise, and comprehensive. He rarely, in their 

composition, ever erased a word. They were thoroughly resolved in his thoughts before 

they were committed to paper. Although possessed of a feeble voice, he was clear and 

distinct in his enunciation, earnest and emphatic in his delivery. He did not believe in the 

doctrine of the vicarious sufferings of Christ, but was a humble and firm believer in him 

as “the way the truth and the life;” as the great Captain of his salvation, by whose life, 

death, and resurrection, the doctrine of immortality was established, and the way of life 

and salvation made plain. He felt the absolute necessity of a devout and holy life in order 

to make his calling and election sure. He was ever anxious, watchful, and prayerful, lest 

he should be found wanting; and his life was one continual and earnest endeavor to 

prepare for heaven. While always striving to secure his salvation, his faith was strongly 
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supported, and his hope was made clear and steadfast, from the consciousness of past 

faithfulness in the performance of duty. 

“He was always cheerful, ever touchingly alive to every kind attention shown 

him; and to the last manifesting the deepest interest in the sufferings or enjoyments of his 

friends and family, and even in the play of his children. He was of the easiest access, 

affable and courteous to every individual with whom he conversed. At the gathering at 

his house, on his birthday, a fortnight before his death, he entered with a keen zest into all 

the enjoyments of the evening, and acknowledged with deep sensibility the bounties 

bestowed, and the good feelings and good wishes borne to him in the hearts, voices and 

beaming countenance of those who were delighted to honor him on that occasion. As a 

teacher, Mr. Doggett was always reverenced by his scholars. He was delighted and 

pleased in the progress of his pupils. He had a kind of magnetic power over them. He 

would govern; but seldom, however, did he resort to any corporeal punishment. At the 

same time that obedience was rendered, love and respect were the prevailing sentiments 

in the hearts of his pupils. A smile of approbation from him was ample reward for good 

conduct and diligence, while one of his inimitable looks of mingled sorrow, reproof, and 

command, were enough to correct the most turbulent, and mould them for duty and 

obedience. 

“‘On the occasion,’—says a gentleman now of judicial eminence in this city who 

prepared for college under his tuition at Taunton,—‘of my going to Providence with two 

others to gain admission to the university, Mr. Doggett accompanied us. We all rode on 

horseback. The scene, as I look back upon it, was one of mingled romance and reality; 

bringing to mind the days of antiquity and chivalry. With our Socratic teacher leading our 

way we stopped under a wide spreading tree on Seekonk plain to rest ourselves and our 

horses. We resembled an encampment of Arabian Knights who were ‘gaily pricking o’er 

the plain’ in search of some place or occasion for the display of our prowess. After 

dismounting, giving our horses their freedom for a short time, and laying ourselves down 

upon the grass, Mr. Doggett, from some trivial circumstance, was led to give us, without 

apparent previous thought, a short but earnest extemporaneous lecture of advice and 

instruction, for our use while members of the University, which was deeply fraught with 

wise counsels and prudent maxims, the fruit of experience and good judgment. More or 
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less of it was remembered by us all. It did us much good during our collegiate life, and 

since that period, as we have each of us attained some degree of responsibility in our 

several professions.’ 

“The above anecdote may tend somewhat to illustrate the deep interest he always 

felt in the moral, as well as intellectual, welfare of those under his charge. Mr. Doggett, 

from having been a teacher during a large portion of his long and useful life, was ever 

engaged in the cause until late in life Chairman of the School Committee in Raynham. He 

was also elected year after year a Trustee of Bristol Academy; until in 1840, at the age of 

75, feeling somewhat his weight of years, he resigned that charge. He visited the South 

during the winter of 1834-5. 

“The following extract from the Charleston, SouthCarolina Mercury, on his 

delivery of an address at the close of an examination of the pupils of his son’s female 

Seminary in that city in1835, may appropriately be quoted. After referring to his address 

in high terms, the remarks close by saying—‘How happy the close of a life thus devoted 

to the instruction of youth, to the services of religion, to parental affection, is eloquently 

illustrated in the example of this venerable gentleman. Like an evergreen in the garden of 

literature and piety, the frosts of winter may silver its head with the hoar of years, but like 

it, it studs the seeds of a new existence, and thus secures its own duration. So of the 

Christian, the priest, the father, the lover of his kind. His useful cares provide for his 

offspring his meritorious labors benefit his country, and his path through life is traced 

after death by the bright track of virtue which he has left behind.’ 

“During Mr. Doggett’s southern tour he preached most of the time at Charleston, 

South Carolina, occasionally for Dr. Gillman; at Savannah, Georgia, the dedication 

sermon of a new church for Unitarian worship; and at Jacksonville, East Florida, 

regularly each Sabbath in the Court House where his son during the week sat as Judge. 

“His old age was a scene of tranquil enjoyments, of obedient appetites, of well 

regulated affections, of maturity of knowledge and of calm preparation for immortality. It 

was delightfully refreshing after leaving the heat and bustle of the noisy city, and the 

business world in wrangling for dollars and cents, to visit him in his latter years, at his 

rural residence, and behold him there in the bosom of his family with his partner for half 

a century by his side, perhaps surrounded by his grand-children, giving and receiving 
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marks of affection, manifesting an interest in their play and their studies and dispensing 

to them maxims of advice and direction for their government in years to come, or in his 

quiet old study; at all times enjoying life with a cheerfulness and a calm religious 

philosophy which few possess, and which is only to be attained by a long course of 

discipline and virtue, by an ‘approving conscience and a humble confidence in the mercy 

of God.’ 

“Mr. Doggett was accustomed to study more of the old authors than of the 

modern; although he kept himself posted up, in regard to the religious movements and 

progress of the world. His standard authors were Locke and Paley. He was particularly 

fond of reading Dr. Channing’s works; and when detained from church in his latter years, 

he habitually read one of his sermons. 

“In a sermon, delivered by him on the burial of a female member of his church in 

1845 at more than one hundred years of age, we may discover an illustration of the 

principles which he so well understood and invariably practiced in his own life. His text 

was from Job. V : 26, ‘Thou shalt come to thy graze in a full age, like as a shock of corn 

cometh in his season.’ 

“The purpose of the discourse was to show that God destined man for a holy life 

here and hereafter; and also to show how this may be attained and by what course we 

may reasonably expect to come to our grave full of years, and in a good old age, covered 

with the ripe fruits of righteousness. After a sound mind in a sound body,—it is essential 

to keep them so by the practice of the Religion of the Bible; it being perfectly adapted to 

the nature of man.—It prohibits every excess, inculcates virtue, love to God, a conscience 

void of offence, industry, a sacred regard to the holy Sabbath, &c. &c. 

 “The following quotation at the close of the sermon will well apply to himself:—

‘It seems as though Divine Providence, though her (his) make was slender, continued her 

(his) untired care and usefulness, much beyond the usual period of strength, for a long 

and living example of female (human) excellence; and caused her (his) declining sun 

slowly to descend to show us with what patience, and resignation, and rational hope the 

real Christian can grow and die.’ 

 “In Mr. Doggett’s few last days and in hour of death, the strength of his faith and 

fixedness of his character were manifested in a remarkable manner, showing his firm 
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hope and abiding trust in the God of his salvation. His life was such as needed no 

variation in his preparation for the great change. The health and well being of his spirit 

had his care at all times. He spoke of having been a ¼ minute man, as having ever 

endeavored to be in readiness at a moment’s warning. He had on the breastplate of 

righteousness and the helmet of salvation. He pursued his usual routine to the last sitting 

at his table at every meal as long as he lived. During the last day or two it was necessary 

to aid him in rising and sustain him while standing to ask the blessing. At the tea-table the 

last evening of his life, and but six hours previous to his death, he pushed aside his plate 

and cup, giving his family to understand that he had ‘done with things of earth,’ and that 

he should no more break bread but in his Heavenly Father’s kingdom. He spoke as if it 

doubtful whether he lived to see the light of another morning. 

 “On experiencing a paroxysm of pain, his daughters expressing great solicitude, 

he said ‘do not be so anxious, my children; I have lived to an advanced age; we must all, 

sooner or later, take our departure, and as you may naturally suppose, this has not come 

upon me unawares. He spoke of the language of a female relation recently deceased, 

who, when asked by a minister at her death bed for what he should pray, answered, ‘pray 

that my patience may hold out to the last and that my heart may be right with God.’ He 

said,—‘Sir Isaac Newton could not have said more.’ 

 “His death was as calm as his life was peaceful, he dropped to rest as one falling 

asleep. 

 “‘Time on his head had snowed and furrowed on his brow …— When the fell 

tyrant lay entrenched …. Preparing his assault, — One eye on death, and one full fixed 

on heaven. He straight became a moral and immortal man. What have we to pray for, but 

that our lives …—and our latter end may be like his! 

* * * * * 

 In the above accounts there are some touching references to the mutual love 

between the Reverend Simon and his eight children including the two who died in their 

twenties. The Doggett-Daggett book provides information on five of these: 

The Honorable John Locke Doggett was born in Taunton, Massachusetts on 8 

September 1798 and died in Jacksonville, Florida on 8 January 1844. He married Maria 

Fairbanks in Mendon, Massachusetts on 9 November 1823 and they had five children. 
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 “Judge Doggett graduated from Brown University in 1821; studied law, and was 

admitted to the bar of Massachusetts. He was one of the earliest settlers of Florida after 

its purchase by the United States, and founded with Colonel Isaiah D. Hart the city of 

Jacksonville (WOW!), which he named in honor of President Jackson, from whom he 

received the appointment of territorial judge. Judge Doggett was a man of keen intellect, 

high culture, fine physique, and austere manners. As a lawyer he had few equals; as a 

judge, no superior.” 

Samuel Wales Doggett was the seventh in the Direct Doggett Line and is the 

subject of Chapter 7 in this account. Though born in Taunton like all of his siblings he 

went south to Charleston, South Carolina where he married Harriett Wotton on 12 March 

1824. They had nine children including two who died as Union soldiers during the Civil 

War. Mr. Doggett founded and operated a seminar for young women until 1838 when an 

outbreak of cholera caused him to return to Massachusetts with his family where he 

settled in Mendon after purchasing his father’s farm. 

Doctor Perez Fobes Doggett was born in Taunton on 2 June 1806 and died in 

Wareham, Massachusetts on June 28, 1875. He married Lucy Maria Fearingof Wareham, 

Massachusetts on 26 November 1832 and they had three children born in Wareham. 

 “Dr. Doggett spent his early life upon his father’s large farm, and his early 

education seems to have been largely obtained from his father’s library. 

 “For two years we find him in Florida, assisting an older brother in a mercantile 

business. Returning thence to New England, by the well-considered advice of both his 

parents, and following his own inclinations, he entered upon the study of medicine with 

Dr. Usher Parsons, a distinguished member of the profession, and in large practice in 

Providence, Rhode Island. 

 “Two years later he entered at the Jefferson Medical School in Philadelphia, 

graduating therefrom, after the usual three years’ course, at the age of twenty-five, and 

soon after began the practice of his profession in Wareham. Dr. Doggett seems to have 

sprung at once into a good practice, and thereafter for forty-four years went in and out 

among his friends, neighbors, and patrons in his own and surrounding towns, meeting 

with the success which a man well equipped for his business may command; collapsing at 
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the end upon the street, a professional call just made, in apparently full possession of 

physical and mental health, and at the age of sixty-nine. 

 Dr. Doggett was not a brilliant man, and in some directions he was as simple-

minded as a child; but it is believed few men brought to the study and practice of their 

profession more of those peculiar and varied mental and physical qualifications which 

help to make up the true physician or surgeon. Timid and slow in some departments of 

life, in everything relating to his profession he was always on the alert, quick to see and 

prompt to act. Proving himself the well-trained, patient, conscientious physician, whose 

judgment was not often (I hope almost never) at fault, he also demonstrated by delicate 

operations, skillfully performed, that a brilliant surgeon was only concealed by his 

narrow field and lack of opportunity.” 

The Reverend Theophilus Pipon Doggett was born in Taunton on 20 January 

1810 and died in Arlington on 18 May 1875. He married Elizabeth Bates in Bridgewater 

on 30 November 1843 and they had three children born in Bridgewater and Barnstable. 

 “Reverend Doggett graduated from Brown University in 1829. He was the fifth 

minister of the First Church in Bridgewater, and was ordained on 18 November 1833. He 

continued as pastor for eleven years, when by reason of bronchial disease he was 

disqualified for the duties of the pulpit, and resigned his pastorate. 

 “In 1844 he was appointed Preceptor of Bridgewater Academy, which office he 

held until 1846. He subsequently was settled as minister in Ashby, in 1847, continuing 

there for six years, and then removed to Barnstable, where he preached for seven years. 

He then preached at Pembroke, Mass., for thirteen years, from 1861 to 1874.” 

Abigail Doggett was born in Taunton on 8 November 1812 and died in Brookline 

on 6 May 1861. She married William Reed Deane of Boston in Raynham in 1834. They 

had four children. 

 “Abigail Doggett possessed elements of character which fill our ideal of a true 

Christian lady. She was almost a model mother in disciplining her children, moulding 

their minds and habits, and impressing the principles of Christian duty. Intelligent and 

literary without being pedantic, she was always found a genial companion for the lovers 

of literature and the products of genius. 
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 “Her love, however, for these things never became so absorbing as to lift her 

above or take her out of the sphere of those necessary but less intellectual occupations 

and duties that belong to home life. In rendering home attractive to husband, children, 

and visiting friends, in giving it the inviting aspect of neatness, order, and comfort, and in 

everything pertaining to the whole circle of domestic duty, few were more successful, 

few were her equals. 

“Her husband was greatly interested in genealogical matters, and made collections 

relating to the Doggett family. After his death these collections were deposited by his 

heirs in the library of the New England Historic Genealogical Society.” 

* * * * * 

The Reverend Simeon Doggett had just three siblings: Thomas (1761 – 1831), 

Elkanah (1762 – 1789) and Abigail (1775 – 1830) all of whom were born in Middleboro 

and also died there. 

Thomas Doggett was considered to be a respectable farmer in Middleboro. He 

married Pheobe Dean of Taunton, and the Reverend Simeon built an addition to the 

homestead of which he gave the first-built portion to the newly married pair. 

This particular Thomas does not seem to have generated much excitement or at 

least did a great job of covering his tracks. 

Elkanah Doggett is mentioned as a gentleman merchant and is noted as a 

purchaser of several blocks of land. His estate was valued at Ł1,088. He married Lucy 

Fearing in Wareham on 16 March 1789, but he died in Pittsfield in that same year at the 

age of 27. 

Abigail Doggett did quite well. She was sent away from home to school which 

was not a common thing in those days, and her marriage was a great success. She married 

Thomas Weston in Middleboro on 30 September 1798 and they had nine children, all 

born in Middleboro. 

“Thomas Weston purchased, in about 1798, a portion of an estate at Muttock, 

owned before Revolutionary times by Peter Oliver, and a few years later purchased the 

remaining portion of it. Judge Oliver used to make this place his summer residence, and it 

was regarded as the finest estate in the colonies (WOW AGAIN!). 
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“In 1809, and for five successive years, Mr. Weston was representative to the 

General Court. In 1815 and 1816 he was a member of the Senate, and elected to the 

House again in 1819. In 1820 he was chosen a member of the convention to revise the 

Constitution of Massachusetts. From 1823 to 1827 he was a member of the Governor’s 

Council. 

“Judge Weston was a gentleman of the old school, dignified, but always courteous 

and polite. He was a man of strong character and firm principles, scorning everything 

mean or dishonest. As a merchant he was enterprising, careful, and of exact business 

habits. His judgment on the ordinary matters of life was much sought after by his 

acquaintances, and the value of his strong common-sense early recognized. He was very 

happy in his domestic life, with a large family of children, most of whom he lived to see 

grow to manhood and womanhood, and comfortably settled in life. His house was always 

open, and he entertained with a generous hospitality. His wife, a lady of culture, presided 

with a quiet dignity over his household, and her rare conversational powers added much 

to the pleasure of his guests.” 

Nice going, Abigail! 

* * * * * 

 Some events in the American nation as it was during the lifetime of the Reverend 

Simeon Doggett(6) are presented in Parts V, VI and VII of Annex A. 
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CHAPTER 7 

SAMUEL WALES DOGGETT(1), 1800 – 1872 
 

 

 

 

 Coming now to the seventh in the Direct Doggett Line of fathers and sons, 

Samuel Wales Doggett was born in Taunton, Massachusetts on 9 July 1800 and died in 

Mendon, Massachusetts on 27 August 1872. A photograph of his portrait is shown on the 

following page. 

For reasons unknown at Lou Baguié he moved to South Carolina in 1822 and 

married Harriet Wotton in Charleston on 12 March 1824. They left South Carolina in 

1838 because of the cholera epidemic and settled thereafter in Mendon, Massachusetts. 

They had nine children as follows: 

Name    Date of Birth   Place of Birth 
Samuel Wales   12 December 1824  Charleston 
Julia Harriet   13 January 1827  Charleston 
Simeon Locke(8)  29 March 1829  Charleston 
Malvina Campbell  12 April 1831   Charleston 
Theopolis Melancthon 28 August 1833  Charleston 
Narcissa Newton  28 March 1836  Charleston 
William Alfred  9 February 1839  Mendon 
Gertrude Glorvina  20 May 1841   Mendon 
Lawrence Bryant  30 April 1845   Mendon 
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Following his father’s death in 1852, Samuel Wales Doggett lived on for two 

decades including both the run up to the Civil War and its immediate aftermath. The 

Presidents of the USA during this period were: 

 Franklin Pierce  1853 – 1857 
 James Buchanan  1857 – 1861 
 Abraham Lincoln  1861 – 1865 
 Andrew Johnson  1865 – 1869 
 Ulysses S. Grant  1869 – 1877 
 

* * * * * 

 A convenient summary of the life and career of Samuel Wales Doggett is 

provided by Lawrence K. Hall in his biography of Big Grandpa entitled Doggett of 

Springfield as follows: 

 “Samuel Wales Doggett (7), next in line, born in 1800, studied law and in 1822 

went to South Carolina. He was said to be a man of fine scholarship and great personal 

charm. Instead of practicing law, he founded a seminary for girls that attracted the 

patronage of Charleston’s best families. He married Harriet Wotton, a ‘cultivated 

Charleston lady.’ In addition to operating his own school for girls Samuel Doggett 

worked actively in behalf of free public schools in co-operation with John Wotton, his 

brother-in-law. His return to New England in 1838 was said to have been due to the 

ravages of cholera. He had become somewhat sympathetic with the Southern viewpoint 

and this made him unpopular among his abolitionist neighbors in Mendon where he lived 

out the remainder of his years on his father’s farm. Like his grandfather and father before 

him, Samuel was a man who did not yield his convictions in the face of criticism. Two of 

his sons, however, gave their lives in defense of the Union: Theophilus, killed at Shiloh 

in 1862, and Lawrence, who died in Andersonville Prison in 1864. After her husband’s 

death in 1872 Harriet went to live with her son and daughter-in-law in Manchester, Iowa. 

Laurence (Big Grandpa), then a small fry, remembered his grandmother as a ‘quaint 

elderly lady in a lace cap and a black silk dress. She would sit at the piano and in a sweet 

treble voice sing the songs of the old South.’” (Picture next page.) 

 Big Grandpa said this about Samuel Wales and his wife in his own autobiography 

Man and a School: 
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 “Samuel Wales Doggett, my grandfather, went to Charleston, South Carolina, and 

there started a school for the education of young women. He was always a student of the 

English classics. He married a cultivated Charleston lady, Miss Harriet Wotton, and my 

father was born in that Southern city on March 29, 1829. Because of the cholera epidemic 

in Charleston in 1837, my grandfather moved his family to his boyhood home at Mendon, 

Massachusetts, where he lived until his death in 1872. 

 “My grandmother then came to live at my father’s home in Manchester, Iowa, 

where she lived until her death in February, 1892, just before the end of her eighty-eighth 

year. I remember as a quaint, elderly lady in a lace cap and a black-silk dress. She would 

sit at the piano and in a sweet treble voice sing the songs of the old South. She often told 

me stories of her Charleston days.” 

 A more detailed account is set forth in A History of the Doggett-Daggett Family 

by Samuel Bradlee Doggett: 

 “Samuel Wales Doggett was a man of fine scholastic attainments, rare manly 

beauty, undaunted courage, with the address of a Chesterfield, and unrivalled colloquial 

powers. He settled, about the year 1822, in Abbeville, South Carolina, and there 

commenced the practice of law, but soon after removed to Charleston, where he founded 

a seminary of learning, in which were educated the daughters of the most refined, 

aristocratic, and opulent families of that then justly proud and arrogant city. He at the 

same time did much to foster and develop the system of free schools, then in its infancy, 

and at the time, with a distinguished cotemporary educator, Jno. A. Wotton, whose sister 

was his wife, managed the only free schools established in the city and the suburb called 

‘Hempstead.’ For half a generation he conducted the ‘Female Seminary,’ and his name 

became a household word and a synonym of honor and true nobility in homes of wealth, 

refinement and true chivalry. Few men were ever endowed with nobler instincts. His 

mind was one of striking originality, and his favorite study the British classics. 

 “In politics he was ever a consistent, sincere, and uncompromising Democrat, 

thoroughly indoctrinated and imbued with the great political principles of the school of 

Jefferson, Monroe, and Jackson. As an extemporaneous speaker without a specialty, he 

had but few superiors, whether in voice, diction, oratorical style, or philosophical 

research. 
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 “In 1838, owing to the ravages of the cholera, he removed with his family to 

Massachusetts, where he bought of his father the Mendon farm. 

 “Mr. Doggett’s residence at the South having made him pro-slavery in politics, he 

was unpopular among the New England Abolitionists, and so never attained that position 

in public life for which he was eminently fitted. 

 “In 1840 he was a nominee as representative to the General Court; was chosen, 

but declined to serve, as a member of the School Committee in 1845, and in 1846 served 

on one of the committees of the town. He visited his daughter, Mrs. Norris, in Chicago, 

from 1869 to 1872, when he returned to Mendon, and soon afterward died. 

   "His wife, Miss Harriet Wotton, was a native of Charleston, a woman who to rare 

personal charms united a superior mind and deep sensibility." 

* * * * * 

 Among the many treasures that turned up in the attic of my cousin Melinda 

following her death on 2 September 2002 there is an amazing collection of handwritten 

“orations” delivered by Samuel Wales Doggett in Charleston, South Carolina between 

1822 and 1838. They are beautifully written with letters rising from lower left to upper 

right and all start out with “Ladies and Gentlemen.” The handwriting is rather easier to 

decipher than the deeply intellectual substance often flattering his audience with arcane 

references. The venues and circumstances of the orations are not specified, maybe at 

town meeting places or churches. They are mostly not quite sermons, although God is 

frequently mentioned. The titles of the remarkably diverse selection of subjects in the 

collection are as follows: 

• On Character 

• The Sack of Rome in 1527 

• The Siege and Surrender of Rhodes 1522 

• Lecture on Temperance 

• On the Law of Compensation 

• On War 

• Lecture on Beauty 

• Lecture on the Passions 

• On Man 
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• Lecture on Education 

• From a Child – Scriptures, Timothy 15th Verse of Chapter III 

• I will call upon Thee, Ps LXXXVI Verse 7 

• Love is the fulfillment of the Law, Ps XIII – 10 

• Contrasted Powers of God and Man 

• In Hope of Eternal Life 

• On Rest, This is my rest – here will I dwell. Psalm 132 – V 14 

• Redemption, and the Word was made Flesh, St. John 1-14 

• Are Not Two Sparrows 

These discourses were not short; I figure about 5,000 words each. However, I 

hope that they will eventually typed up and perhaps reviewed by some family member a 

generation or two down the road. 

 I will limit myself here to just a few excerpts to convey the flavor of these 

documents. First, Samuel’s windup in the one on top of the pile on Character: 

 “Ladies and Gentlemen: I propose first to define the word, then to give some 

general views on the subject and finally to conclude with a few illustrations. The word is 

from the Greek verb CHARAZO, radically signifying to cut, or engrave. It is used in the 

original sense, when marks are made by cutting on some hard material, as engraving on 

metals, or writing with a pen. The alphabet and figures are characters. They are all good 

and useful characters, but I am to discourse on another kind, which are both good and 

bad. But in this original meaning, you will discover the meaning in which the word is to 

be considered at this time, namely the peculiar qualities impressed by nature, or habit, on 

a man or woman, which distinguishes him, or her, from others. 

“When such qualities of a person are known to the community, they constitute 

that person’s character. When such qualities are imputed to a person, they make his 

reputation. That is, character is the real peculiarity of an individual, but reputation is 

something supposed, or imputed to him, so that a person’s reputation may be infamous, 

but his character immaculate, as it was in the case of the Savior among his enemies.” (In 

recent years, Bill Clinton has generated considerable debate on this distinction.) 

As regards “The Sack of Rome” his opening gambit goes like this: 

“Ladies and Gentlemen;— 
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 While you are enjoying, in the high degree that you are, the happiness of 

profound peace, and unprecedented prosperity as a nation, it will be hardly possible to 

realize to the full extent in your minds, the sorrows and horrors of the Sack of Rome in 

1527, which I propose for my subject this evening. But let your attention for this hour, be 

given to what I will relate, and if you continue in your seats, I have no doubt but what 

your attention will be fixed, and that when you will have heard the conclusion, profited 

by the relation. Your gratitude will be increased, and you will retire to your homes, 

thanking Divine Goodness, that you were not born in those days, but in this enlightened 

era.” 

I was, of course, intrigued by the title “Lecture on the Passions” especially after I 

noted that quite a few neatly written parts had been marked for deletion. (Second 

thoughts!) The first of these ran as follows before being xed out. 

“For I perceive, that there is considerable passion, operating upon the minds of 

many persons present, especially, among the fair daughters of Eve; and I allude to this, at 

the commencement of my exordium, to show, at once, what passion is, and that there is 

no one living, who is not under the influence of passion of some kind, and no young 

person, or at least young lady, who is not under the sway of a passion of a particular kind 

(might find a Boy Scout similarly inclined). But this passion, of a particular kind, so 

manifest in the better and fairer part of my audience this evening, and a passion 

altogether delightful and beautiful in the extreme, I shall duly consider before my allotted 

hour has elapsed.” 

QUESTION: Should this guy have been allowed to run a school for cultured 

young ladies in Charleston, South Carolina? 

Just one more: Samuel’s oration entitled “I will call upon Thee” provides some 

very interesting observations as to whether true believers in God should or should not 

pray. He argues both sides very convincingly, but comes out strongly in favor of prayer: 

“I remarked last Thursday, to a fellow citizen, that I would have to go, as the bell 

was ringing for Evening Prayer Meeting. Indeed, said he, God will probably hear the 

prayers of the evening, as he hears that bell; and pay about as much attention to the one 

as he does to the other. I rejoined, it appears from your remark, that you believe in a God. 

Certainly, said he, ‘and I worship him.’ We both believe in God, with this difference: I do 
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not believe in prayer, because I believe in an immutable God; You believe in prayer, 

because you believe in a mutable God. Wherefore, as I parted from him, the words I have 

for text, came to my mind: “‘I will call upon thee;’ for thou wilt answer;’” and I have 

since pondered over the reason for my belief in the efficacy of prayer. I have thought 

carefully of the objector’s reason against it. Viz. That it is not to be credited, that prayer 

signifies anything with God, that God is good, and that he will do good to his creatures 

without prayer. That God will bless good men, whether they ask or not. That prayer 

serves no wise end and makes no reason, that God should give. That God knows our want 

before we ask; therefore, we need not ask. That he needs not information by prayer from 

us, what we would have him do for us. That he knows our wants, and, knowing, has in 

that sufficient motive to bestow us. That God is not lacking in goodness, therefore needs 

not to be importuned. That God cannot change his counsel and his purpose, to turn a good 

towards a praying man, or divert from him an evil; that God is immutable, and not like a 

changeable being. But these reputable objectors say they believe in God and worship 

him, but not after the manner of prayer. Now, no man can be a devout worshiper of God, 

who does not believe that there is a God to worship, and that he does take care of 

mankind; that he has a peculiar favor for those who worship him; and that he is ‘a 

rewarder of them, that diligently seek him.’ For if God neither takes care of us, or takes 

no more care of those who worship him, than of those who do not, there is no just reason 

can be given why any man should worship him at all. So my prayerless friend, who 

admitted that he worshiped God, without prayer, admitted too much, when he made that 

statement that God never answers prayer; for in that case God could show no favor to 

worshipers, and thus worship would be an absurd act to perform. But to believe there is a 

God, and that he governs the world, and that we shall be the better for worshiping him, is 

a reasonable foundation for religious worship; and therefore such notions of God, as 

allow no peculiar rewards and benefits to worshipers, are certainly erroneous, how 

specious they may be, or how philosophical so ever they may appear; and such notions 

are impious too, because they shut all religious worship out of the world.” 

Samuel goes on from here for another ten pages of his dissertation explaining why 

he is in favor of prayer including a reminder that a whole lot of people had been doing it 
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a lot of times ever since Jesus. And in this connection he notes that “in Ossian we have 

repeated instances wherein Fingal and other heroes prayed to diety for success.” 

I would not have paid much attention to this reference were it not for the fact that 

Niko had recently sent us a disintegrating book entitled The Poems of Ossian translated 

by James Macpherson Esq. And published by McDermut and D.D. Arden, Nual City 

Hotel, Broadway, New York, 1815. 

I had heard Felix Mendelssohn’s Fingal’s Cave quite a few times, but knew 

nothing of Ossian. Mom, however, as a star English literature scholar, knew all about it 

and said the book must be worth thousands of dollars now, partly because it is 

controversial as well as entertaining. EB explains it like this: 

“The name Ossian became known throughout Europe in 1762, when the Scottish 

poet James Macpherson ‘discovered’ the poems of Oisín and published the epic Fingal 

and the following year Temora, supposedly translations from 3rd-century Gaelic originals. 

Actually, although based in part on genuine Gaelic ballads, the works were largely the 

invention of Macpherson and were full of similarities to Homer, Milton, and the Bible. 

These so-called poems of Ossian won wide acclaim and were a central influence in the 

early Romantic movement. Goethe was one of their many admirers, but they arouse the 

suspicions of some critics, such as Samuel Johnson. They infuriated Irish scholars 

because they mixed Fenian and Ulster legends indiscriminately and because Macpherson 

claimed that the Irish heroes were Caledonians and a glory to Scotland’s past, rather than 

Ireland’s. 

“The Ossianic controversy was finally settled in the late 19th century, when it was 

demonstrated that the only Gaelic originals that Macpherson had produced were 

translations in a barbarous Gaelic of his own English compositions. The name Ossian, 

popularized by Macpherson, superseded Oisín, though they are often used 

interchangeably. The term Ossianic ballads refers to genuine late Gaelic poems that form 

part of the common Scots-Irish Gaelic tradition and should not be confused with the 

romanticized epics of ‘Ossian.’” 

We have located Fingal’s Cave on the tiny island of Staffa about 90 miles 

northwest of Glasgow thanks to Mom’s computer printout of an item entitled “A 

MacLean Souvenir” reading as follows: 



7-9 

“Resting in the great bay formed by the two arms of the Isle of Mull, on its west 

coast is the Isle of Staffa. It is removed about six miles from Mull. Although the greater 

diameter of this isle is but one mile, and its lesser one-half mile, and its height not 

exceeding one hundred and fifty feet, yet it is the most wonderful island of the world; 

made so by its caverns and basaltic columns. 

“Strange as it may seem, no special notice of Staffa was made until it was visited 

by Sir Joseph Banks, who visited it in 1772 and made drawings of it. Every portion of the 

island presents some remarkable feature, the greatest usually considered to be Fingal’s 

Cave. Fingal’s Cave should be studied in connection with Carsaig Arches, located on 

Mull, at seventy feet. I fully considered the origin of the Caves on Staffa and also that of 

Carsaig Archies in my work on Fingal’s Cave.” 

Isn’t this interesting? Perhaps the island of Staffa could serve as the venue for our 

next big family gathering. 

* * * * * 

 More recently, but still on the subject of prayer, Tony Doggett has come up with 

the text of a letter allegedly from Jesus dated 31 December 1999 that starts off like this: 

 “Dear Flock: 

 “I apologize for not being more in touch, I’ve been kind of busy lately. But with 

the 2,000th anniversary of my unfortunate death coming up, it seemed like a good time to 

let you know my Dad and I still love you all very much. It’s really neat what you have 

done with all those cathedrals, paintings, sculptures, songs, and so on. I understand 

Christianity is now one of the world’s top five monotheistic religions. Kudos! 

 “It has come to Dad’s and my attention, however, that some of my teachings have 

been misconstrued, especially—and most disturbingly—by some of you who call 

yourselves ‘committed’ Christians. In particular, Dad and I are dismayed to see the 

emphasis you now place on praise and worship. Thank you all very much for the thought, 

but please understand that Dad and I both know we are ‘da man,’ and our egos really 

don’t need it. A little worship is OK now and again—say on Sunday mornings when you 

go to church—but knock it off with the praise, will you? It’s embarrassing. 

 “Next, I want to remind you all that I don’t give a fig about who’s a ‘Christian’ 

and who isn’t. Dad created you a diverse lot for a reason—so you can learn from and 
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edify each other precisely with your differences. Here I part company with Dad a bit, 

frankly, He doesn’t even care if you’re a bunch of atheists as long as you follow his 

guidelines.” 

 The guidelines, all favored at Lou Baguié, were then spelled out. The first one 

tells you not to “hurt anyone or anything.” 

* * * * * 

 Although Samuel Wales Doggett favored British writers, he could not help but be 

influenced by the fact that he was surrounded by creative intellectuals right there in 

Massachusetts, some of whom are listed on the next page. 

 Samuel(7)’s first child, Samuel Wales Junior, had an interesting life and career 

mostly far from the Doggett family roots in Massachusetts. He was born in Charleston, 

South Carolina and after a short stay in Massachusetts returned to Charleston at the age 

of 20 and “emigrated” to California six years thereafter in 1850. He married a Chilean-

American lady, “Miss Sierra,” and they had three sons and one daughter born between 

1855 and 1878. He is written up as follows in the Doggett-Daggett book: 

 “Samuel Wales Doggett was prepared for college in his native city. About the 

year 1837 he went to Massachusetts with his father and family, and resided at Mendon, 

Worcester county. He taught school in Raynham and Bridgewater, but returned to 

Charleston in 1844. In 1845 Mr. Doggett opened a first-class seminary in Jacksonville, 

studied law, and was admitted to practice before Judge McCray, of the Circuit Court of 

Florida. In 1847 he ran for the clerkship of the Circuit Court for Duval county on the 

Democratic ticket, but was beaten by his Whig opponent, Oscar Hart (afterward governor 

of the State), in consequence of some irregularity in the election returns, and, pending a 

quo-warranto contest on appeal to the Supreme Court at Tallahassee, he went to New 

Orleans, Louisiana, where he was connected with the Public School Department of the 

Third Municipality of that city for nearly three years, when he resigned, and emigrated to 

California in the spring of 1850. 

 Engaging in various mining enterprises in Eldorado county, as well as practicing 

his profession there, he so continued until 1856, when he removed to San Francisco, 

where he was similarly engaged until the breaking out of the civil war. He declined to 

take the oath required by the legislation of that time, as it was entirely contrary to his 



7-11 

 

SOME CREATIVE/INTELLECTUAL 19TH CENTURY RESIDENTS OF MASSACHUSETTS 

 
    Year of Year of Place of Place of 

Full Name    Birth   Death  Birth  Death   A Famous Work 
 

Ralph Waldo Emerson  1803  1882  Boston  Concord  The Conduct of Life 

John Greenleaf Whittier  1807  1892  Haverill Hampden Falls Barbara Frietchie 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 1807  1882  Portland, ME Concord  Evangeline 

Oliver Wendell Holmes  1809  1894  Cambridge Cambridge  The Chambered Nautilus 

Henry David Thoreau   1817  1862  Concord Concord  Civil Disobedience 

James Russell Lowell   1819  1891  Cambridge Cambridge  Bigelow Papers 

Emily Elizabeth Dickenson  1830  1886  Amherst Amherst  Poems by Emily Dickenson 

Louisa May Alcott   1832  1888  Germantown, PA Boston  Little Women 

James McNeill Whistler  1834  1903  Lowell  London, England The Artist’s Mother (painting) 
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ideas, but chose rather to retire from court practice, and take up office and Spanish law, 

loans, sales, and general negotiations in lands and land titles. Although Mr. Doggett 

never graduated from any college, he was deemed a better classical and English scholar 

at eighteen than most of the great army of alumni, and he well merited the favorable 

criticism of the friends of his youth in the matter of scholarship. In 1864 he was 

unanimously elected secretary of the Board of Education of the city and county of San 

Francisco, a position which he did not solicit, and from which he resigned after serving a 

brief term. 

 “In writing of his sons, Mr. Doggett says, ‘They have proved themselves to be 

upright, industrious, temperate, trustworthy and brave, filially loyal to an exceptional 

degree, endowed with vigorous constitutions, mental and physical, and of striking 

personal appearance;’ and of their mother that ‘She is a woman of sterling worth, 

possessing a peculiar beauty to be found only among Spanish-American women, of a 

poetical temperament, slightly tinged with melancholy, and a manifest representative of 

the haughty land of her birth.’” 

* * * * * 

 Samuel Wales (Senior) Doggett(7)’s youngest daughter, Gertrude Glorvina, also 

seems to have been a character of interest who achieved a certain measure of renown as 

an actress. She was born in Mendon on 20 May, 1841 and married Benjamin Franklin 

Norris in Chicago on 27 May, 1867. They had five children all born in Chicago. One died 

at the age of four months, another at three years and yet another at nine. One of the 

survivors, Benjamin was the author of Yvernello published by Lippincott, Philadelphia in 

1892. The Doggett-Daggett book says this about Gertrude Glorvina: 

 “Miss Gertrude Glorvina Doggett made her début at McVicker’s theatre, in 

Chicago, in the charater of Elvira, in Pizarro, and subsequently in Shakespearean 

characters at the same theatre. 

 “She was received with great favor, and many regrets were expressed by the 

public when she retired into domestic bliss, as wife of B. F. Norris, Esq. 

 “The Chicago papers, speaking of her début, say: 

 “‘It may be beside the fact to say that she quite exceeded the expectations of her 

friends, for apparently much was expected of her by those to whom her abilities were 
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previously known. But she fairly took by surprise the audience at large (and a very large 

audience it was), who had come, perhaps, with a kind of pitying encouragement in their 

thoughts for a novice in the dramatic art, who might probably be seized with a stage 

fright at the first glare of the footlights. 

 ‘The young artist who made her début soon showed that she stood in need of no 

such encouragement. From her very first entrance all through the succeeding scene in the 

somewhat arduous assumption she had chosen, Miss Doggett manifested a degree of self-

possession which at once set at rest any fear of failure, and stamped her as a thorough 

artiste. Miss Doggett’s entrée was the signal for a unanimous, cordial burst of applause. 

Her form is singularly graceful and dignified, and recalls somewhat of Helen Faucitt to 

whom Miss Doggett bears no very remote resemblance. 

 ‘Her countenance and the tones of her voice are indicative of deep and fine 

sensibilities, and admirably qualified to express either sentimental feeling or tragic 

passion. She was dressed in a rich crimson velvet robe over white silk, and trimmed with 

gold lace and fringe, and wore on her head a coronet of velvet and gold. 

 ‘Her rendition of ‘Elvira’ evinced, besides a natural adaptedness to the part, much 

careful study, and a correct conception of the character. 

 ‘Her reading is particularly fine, and she has asserted herself as an artiste of no 

ordinary promise, of no ordinary talent. It would be but due to a young debutante to treat 

with leniency, even if she fell below the mark. Miss Doggett’s acting, however, will be 

found to bear a strict critical examination. 

 ‘Her merits are great; her shortcomings are those which it would be unjust not to 

expect and make allowances for. In some of her situations last night there was a want of 

freedom in her movements, and occasionally she failed to do full justice to her excellent 

voice. These are drawbacks which could not well be avoided. We cordially indorse the 

sentiments of the audience, which induced them to call her three times before the curtain, 

and predict for her a distinguished career.’ 

 “Mr. and Mrs. Norris resided at the corner of Michigan avenue and Park row in 

Chicago, from whence they removed to San Francisco. In 1887 their son Albert Lester 

died in San Francisco, and as a tribute to his memory the ‘Lester Norris Memorial 

Kindergarten School,’ of that city, has been endowed by his parents. 
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* * * * * 

 Two of Samuel Wales Doggett(7)’s sons, Theophilus Melancthon and Lawrence 

Bryant, fought on the Union side during the Civil War and did not survive it. Theophilus 

was killed in the Battle of Shiloh and Lawrence died at the Andersonville Prison. 

 Theophilus Melancthon Doggett was born in Charleston on 28 August 1833 and 

married Sarah Elizabeth Nelson at Pawtucket, Rhode Island on 2 July 1860. They had a 

daughter, Harriet Wotton who was born in Chicago on 2 May 1861 and died exactly three 

months later. The death of Theophilus at Shiloh occurred on 6 April 1862. All of which 

was not very nice for Sarah Elizabeth who lived on only until she was 40 in 1881. 

 The Battle of Shiloh is described like this in EB: “… also called the Battle of 

Pittsburg Landing was the second great engagement of the American Civil War. It was 

fought in southwestern Tennessee resulting in a victory for the North and in large 

casualties for both sides. In February, Union General Ulysses S. Grant had taken Fort 

Henry on the Tennessee River and Fort Donelson on the Cumberland. The Confederates 

had acknowledged the importance of these forts by abandoning their strong position at 

Columbus, Kentucky, and by evacuating Nashville. Grant’s next aim was to attack the 

Memphis and Charleston Railroad, and to this end he encamped his troops on the 

Tennessee at Pittsburg Landing. At this point General A. S. Johnston, commanding 

Confederate forces in the West, and General P. G. T. Beauregard were collecting a force 

aimed at recovering some of their recent losses. Since Union troops were planning an 

offensive, they had not fortified their camps. To their surprise, General Johnston seized 

the initiative and attacked Grant before reinforcements could arrive. The battle was 

fought in the woods by inexperienced troops on both sides. Johnston was mortally 

wounded on the first afternoon. Despite a rallying of Northern troops and reinforcements 

for the South, the battle ended the next day with the Union Army doing little more than 

reoccupying the camp it had lost the day before while the Confederates returned to 

Corinth, Mississippi. Although both sides claimed victory, it was a Confederate failure; 

both sides were immobilized for the next three weeks because of the heavy casualties—

about 10,000 men on each side.” (Including Theophilus Melancthon Doggett.) 

 Further details are provided in the Columbia Encyclopedia as follows: 
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 “The Battle of Shiloh on 6-7 April 1862 was one of the great battles of the 

American Civil War. The battle took its name from Shiloh Church, a meetinghouse about 

three miles SSW of Pittsburg Landing, which was a community in Hardin county, 

Tennessee, nine miles south of Savannah on the west bank of the Tennessee River. After 

the fall of Fort Donelson to the Union army, General Ulysses S. Grant advanced up the 

Tennessee River and established headquarters for his Army on the Tennessee (some 

40,000 men) at Savannah. Five divisions were placed in the vicinity of Pittsburg Landing 

and one at Crump’s Landing, about five miles north. Meanwhile, General Buell, 

commanding the Army of Ohio (35,000 men), was marching west from Nashville to join 

Grant and crush the Confederate army at Corinth, Mississippi, a strategic railway point. 

General A. S. Johnston, about to make a stand after leading the retreat from original 

Confederate positions in the West, commanded the army at Corinth (40,000 men), with 

General P. G. T. Beauregard second in command. Johnston’s plan was to defeat Grant 

before Buell could arrive. He moved to attack on April 3, but because of delay in the 20-

mile advance to the Union front, it was not until early on April 6 that his troops fell upon 

the enemy near Shiloh Church. Grant’s position was unfortified, in spite of orders to the 

contrary from General Halleck, Union commander in the West. Having offensive plans of 

his own, Grant expected no attack, and consequently his irregularly placed divisions were 

thrown back in confusion at the Confederate assault. In the day’s fighting the 

Confederates swept the field, but Johnston was killed. When Beauregard, who assumed 

command, ceased battle at nightfall, the Union forces had been pushed back over a mile 

from their first positions but, although hard-pressed, still held Pittsburg Landing, which 

the Confederates wanted to secure in order to cut off retreat. With 20,000 reinforcements 

from the division at Crump’s Landing and the advance divisions of Buell’s army, the 

Federals took the offensive on April 7. Beauregard, outnumbered and without fresh 

troops, resisted for about eight hours and then proceeded to withdraw to Corinth; the 

Union command did not make any effective pursuit. Corinth was abandoned to the Union 

forces one month later. Ultimately, Shiloh may be considered a Union victory because it 

led to later successful campaigns in the West. It was one of the bloodiest contests of the 

war, losses on each side reaching over 10,000, and, with the possible exceptions of 
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Antietam and Gettysburg, it has been the subject of more controversy than any other 

Civil War battle. 

* * * * * 

 Lawrence Bryant Doggett, the ninth and youngest child of Samuel Wales 

Doggett(7), was born in Mendon on 30 April 1845 and was only 19 when he died at the 

infamous Andersonville Prison on 13 August 1864. He had been a Union soldier in the 

22nd Regiment of the Massachusetts Volunteers. The story of the Prison is told by EB as 

follows: 

 “Andersonville in southwest central Georgia is best known as the site of a 

Confederate military prison from February 1864 until May 1865 during the American 

Civil War. The Andersonville National Cemetery—consisting of 84 acres with the prison 

site—contains the graves of 12,912 Union prisoners who died at Andersonville, as well 

as a few thousand graves of other military persons interred there since 1865. 

 “In the summer of 1863 the U.S. federal authorities ended an agreement under 

which Union and Confederate captives were exchanged; the resultant increased number 

of Union prisoners of war confined in Richmond constituted a danger to the Confederacy 

and seriously pressed upon the food supply. In November 1863, Confederate authorities 

selected the Andersonville site, through which ran a stream, and began to construct a 

stockade of 16.5 acres. Prisoners began to arrive in February 1864, before the prison was 

completed, and in May their number amounted to about 12,000. In June the stockade was 

enlarged so as to include 26 acres, but the congestion was only temporarily relieved, and 

in August the number of prisoners exceeded 32,000. No shelter had been provided for the 

inmates: the first arrivals made rude sheds from the debris of the stockade; the others 

made tents of blankets and other available pieces of cloth or dug pits in the ground. 

Owing to the slender resources of the Confederacy, the prison was frequently short of 

food, and even when food was sufficient in quantity, it was of poor quality and poorly 

prepared because of a lack of cooking utensils. The water supply, deemed ample when 

the prison was planned, became polluted under the congested conditions. The medical 

staff was inadequate and poorly provisioned. During the summer of 1864 the prisoners 

suffered greatly from hunger, exposure and disease, and in seven months about a third of 

them died. In the autumn of 1864, after the capture of Atlanta, all the prisoners who could 
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be moved were sent to Millen, Georgia, and Florence, South Carolina. At Millen better 

arrangements prevailed, and when, after General W.T. Sherman began his march to the 

sea, the prisoners were returned to Andersonville, the conditions there were somewhat 

improved. During the war 49,485 prisoners were received at the Andersonville prison, 

and of these about 13,000 died. 

 “Conditions in Andersonville were utilized as propaganda material in the North, 

where Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton ordered retaliation on Confederates held in 

Union prisons. After the war, Captain Henry Wirz, commander of the prison, was tried by 

a military commission and on November 10, 1865, was hanged.” 

* * * * * 

 In the Annals of Mendon under the heading of “The Roll of the Martyrs” ten 

persons are listed including the following: 

 “6. Lawrence B. Doggett was missing at the passage of the Rapidan, just before 

the battle of the Wilderness, Va.; taken prisoner, carried to the “Slaughter Pen,” at 

Andersonville, Ga., where he died Aug. 13, 1864, of chronic diarrhoea. The number of 

his grave is 5,501.” 

* * * * * 

 Simeon Locke Doggett(8) was another son of Samuel Wales Doggett(7) and is the 

subject of the following Chapter 8 of this account. I will just anticipate here one of his 

Civil War connections. 

 In a diary entry of Monday 10 April, 1865 when he was 36 Simeon notes the 

following: “The town (Manchester, Iowa) has been wild with excitement today over the 

news of Lee’s surrender. No other purpose could be attended to. I was taken by main 

force and required to make a speech which I did after getting to the Hotel. Did very little 

business today.” 

 Incidentally, Simeon Locke’s diary entry of the day before, Sunday, April 9, 

noted that “care of the babies necessarily consumes time.” He had become the father of 

Big Grandpa and his twin sister, Lizzie, on 22 December 1864. 

* * * * * 

 Not much is known about Samuel Wales Doggett(7)’s other four children: Julia 

Harriet, Malvina Campbell, Narcissa Newton and William Alfred: 
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 Julia Harriet was born in Charleston, South Carolina on 13 January 1827 and was 

residing in 1890 in West Swanzey, New Hampshire. So now we are coming closer to the 

time that Samuel Bradlee Doggett published the Doggett-Daggett book in 1894. Julia 

married Benjamin S. Wheeler in Milford, Massachusetts on 4 July, 1849. They had five 

children between 1850 and 1864 in various parts of Massachusetts and New Hampshire. 

All were living in 1890 except for Harriet Alice who died at the age of ten. They stayed 

near their places of birth. 

Simeon Locke Doggett wrote to his brother Samuel, about 1852: "Julia & her 

husband are comfortable… When she married Mr. Wheeler he was engaged in the 

business of keeping a Tavern; he did well in this pursuit until the stringent laws of Mass. 

on licensing, render his occupation unprofitable. He then removed to Northumberland 

N.Y. to carry on an extensive farm; but he was unfortunate in this undertaking, and 

giving it up, retired to his native town, where he is employed in a machine establishment. 

"Julia is in good health and spirits it appears. She has another infant which she has 

named A H Wheeler. Well it is certain that a new generation is coming to take the place 

of those that are." 

 Malvina Campbell was born in Charleston on 12 April 1831 and was residing in 

Winchendon, Massachusetts in 1893. She married Oren S. Hale on 8 October, 1856 in 

Mendon, Massachusetts. They had two daughters in Winchendon named Rose, who died 

at age four months, and Gertrude. Oren died in Winchendon in February 1893. 

 Narcissa Newton was born in Charleston on 28 March 1836 and was residing in 

Shelton, Nebraska in 1892. Somehow she seems to have gotten misplaced. She was 

married to William G. Carleton in Milford, Massachusetts who died sometime before 

1892. They had seven children. 

 William Alfred was born in Mendon, Massachusetts on 9 February, 1839 and was 

residing in Lincoln, Nebraska in 1892. His wife’s first name was Emma and they had a 

son, Douglas D. Doggett, who was living in Chicago in 1892. 

 It seems that in those days the only way to avoid marriage and parenthood was to 

die early. And most of the survivors had rather large families. It is notable that in the 

mid-19th century there were still many deaths in infancy and early childhood. Conditions 

were still harsh in various ways and public health still had a long way to go. Nevertheless 
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the Doggett family and their neighbors contributed mightily to the nation’s population 

explosion along with all those German and Irish immigrants. 

 And so I will now discreetly let them get on with it. 

* * * * * 

 Some selections from the “Annals of Mendon” during the lifetime of Samuel 

Wales Doggett(7) are presented in Annex C3 under the following headings: 

• Support for the Poor, 1818 

• Erection of a Meeting House, 1822 

• Poor House Rules and Regulations, 1845 

• North and South Parishes, 1845 

• Opposition to Annexation of Texas, 1845 

• Muzzling of Dogs, 1849 

• Opposition to Kansas-Nebraska Bill, 1854 

• Aid to Families of Civil War Militia Men, 1861 

• Resolve to Furnish Mendon’s Quota of Soldiers, 1862 

• Condemnation of Abraham Lincoln’s Assassination, 1865 

• Decision to Purchase Fire Engines, 1872 

Also a few of the major events that occurred in Samuel Wales Doggett(7)’s 

American nation overall are set forth in Parts VI, VII and VIII of Annex A. 
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CHAPTER 8 

SIMEON LOCKE DOGGETT(8), 1829 – 1914 
 

 

 

 

 Simeon Locke Doggett(8) was not born in Massachusetts because his father, 

Samuel Wales Doggett(7), decided in 1822 to try his luck in Charleston, South Carolina 

where he married a Southern (religious) belle, Harriett Wotton, on 12 March 1824 and set 

up a seminary for elite pro-slavery girls. Simeon Locke was born there in Charleston, but 

the family left South Carolina in 1836 because of the cholera epidemic and settled 

thereafter near Samuel’s parents in Mendon, Massachusetts. 

 As noted in Chapter 7, Simeon Locke was one of nine children including six born 

in Charleston and three in Mendon. Much of what is known about Simeon Locke’s 

family members is related in that chapter. 

 A few glimpses into Simeon’s childhood are offered in an abridgment that he did 

of 30 diaries in 1912 when he was 83. 

Year and Age 

1829 (0) Born in Charleston, South Carolina, 29 March 
1830 (1) Blank memory 
1831 (2) Blank memory 
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1832 (3) Sick nearly ten months 
1833 (4) Remember Mother and Father, brother Samuel and sister Julia; and three 

Negro servants. 
1834 (5) Could read and write. Wrote in a small book in printed letters, which small 

book has been preserved to March 11, 1912. 
1835 (6) Fell out of the window and was nearly killed. (My own children and 

grandchildren should perhaps note that they would not be here today if 
Simeon had actually been killed.) 

1836 (7) Moved from Charleston, South Carolina to Raynham, Massachusetts to be 
with Grandfather etc. for a month. Next moved to Mendon along with 
Father, Mother, Samuel, Julia, one dog and a rooster. 

1837 (8) Read, studied, etc. 
1838 (9) This year I got acquainted with farm work. Up to this time I have made 

good progress in the 3 Rs. 
1839 (10) Commenced Latin. 
1840 (11) Most of the days worked on reading and studying algebra, geometry, Latin 

and French. In the autumn picked 200 bushels of apples. 
1841 (12) Mostly employed in working, reading, writing and studying French and 

Latin. 
1842 (13) Same as last year and in the fall handpicked 300 bushels of apples. 

Memorized many Harrison campaign songs to sing. Studied German. 
NOTE: War hero William Henry Harrison won the presidency in 1840 as 
a Whig, but died on 4 April, 1841 just one month after his inauguration. 

1843 (14) Arranged a study room in the building that was formerly Grandfather’s 
academy. I called it Mousely. There studied languages and read much and 
wrote much. 

1844 (15) Spent most of this year in study and reading. Wrote a novel of 145 quarto 
pages. Never finished it. Commenced study of Greek, having G. Taft, a 
graduate of Brown University and some old relation of President Taft for 
my teacher. Bought Cosby’s Greek Grammar and Anabasis etc. 

1845 (16) Read much. Studied Greek. Translated Viri Rome. Read Caesar’s 
Commentaries. In the fall picked the apples. 
 

 Although that’s about all we have on the childhood years, we do have an archival 

treasure of letters and other documents that Simeon produced between 1845 and 1852 

when he was between the ages of 16 and 23. The papers were located, organized and 

transcribed from beautiful, yet discouraging handwritten form to easily readable typed 

text by my cousin Melinda. An amazing intellectual tour de force. There are 43 

documents running to 118 typed pages single spaced. She had an elegant box made for 

permanent storage of the original handwritten pages. 

 I have massaged and photocopied these creations into 14 categories and then 

clipped out excerpts that I considered to be the most informative and entertaining. I have 
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presented these as Annex B, but will now offer a few highlights at the present point in the 

chronology. 

 My first category is entitled “How to start a letter.” Simeon’s idea of how to do 

this was to elaborate in two or three paragraphs of flowery language (sometimes even 

including Scripture) his reasons for not having written sooner and his criticisms of the 

delays on the part of his correspondent. Nevertheless in loving words to family members. 

 He wrote often to his older brother Samuel, mostly resident in California, keeping 

him up-to-date on family affairs. On 9 January 1851 he tabulated for Samuel’s benefit the 

names, ages, height, weight, “business,” and residence of the nine siblings, noting that 

they (we) were collectively 150 years old, 46 feet high and weighed 943 pounds. 

 On 2 August 1852 he gave Samuel a rundown on their seven siblings starting with 

the youngest: 

 Laurence (Briant), age 5, rather good looking, healthy and thrifty, but with a great 

aversion to books and work. (Died in the Civil War.) 

 Gertrude, “about 9 or 10 years,” a fair looking girl and inclined to good principles 

and piety. She has a fine mind, but is rather lazy. (Later an actress). 

 Alfred, “about 12 or 13,” small for his age, but strong and a big help to his father. 

He possesses a very good mind and learns fast and well as long as he is in a classroom 

under the authority of a master. He has an almost ungovernable temper, “but I might say 

the same for all of us.” 

 Narcissa, about 16, a very good featured girl. Healthy, strong and thrifty, but she 

never went to school and has the smallest ambition to learn. She is engaged to be married 

to a young man named Carleton in a year or so. (She did.) 

 Melancthon (Lanky), 17, is a problem. He has run away twice and when he is at 

home he sells things that don’t belong to him and makes no effort to improve his mind. 

He associates with idle, vulgar boys and shows little respect for his parents. His only aim 

is to obtain money so that he can live a profane life away from home with his name 

changed to James Streeter. (Died in the Civil War.) 

 Malvina, 19, while lacking in formal education has a very witty turn of mind. She 

has conversed with many people and read numerous novels. Samuel regrets that she has 
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failed to take advantage of his efforts to help her study at home. She is to be commended, 

however, for having learned the tailor’s trade of her own accord. 

 Julia, 23, was married on 4 July 1849 to Benjamin Wheeler. She has neither great 

intellect nor fortune to recommend her, but rather depends for her success on her 

handsome exterior, her musical voice, pliant tongue, her industry, economy and virtue. 

After her marriage Julia had some unusual illnesses, but produced two children. Simeon 

noted that she and her husband were healthy and lived amicably. Nevertheless Simeon 

took it upon himself to write to Julia describing in considerable detail the responsibilities 

of motherhood including an original poem on this subject. 

 In Simeon’s many letters to Samuel he showed great admiration and interest as he 

tracked his older brother’s activities from Jacksonville to New Orleans to Panama to 

Acapulco and finally to San Francisco. He also mentions Samuel in letters to his cousin 

Aristides, describing especially Samuel’s participation in a planned (but not 

consummated) invasion of Cuba and his perilous crossing of the Isthmus of Panama 

where he and two comrades were attacked by 12 natives armed with carbines (more 

already on Samuel in Chapter 7). 

 Cousin Aristides, a son of Simeon’s father’s older brother, John Locke Doggett, 

was a special favorite of Simeon. Aristides was based in Jacksonville, Florida and seems 

to have been quite a swashbuckling type, having fought in most of the battles of the 

Mexican War and at least six of those in the Civil War (on the Confederate side). Simeon 

also mentions Aristides’ participation in the preparations for the aborted invasion of Cuba 

in 1851. 

 Simeon’s letters to Samuel from 1846 to 1851 provide some revealing and 

entertaining vignettes as to what it was like to be a New England farmer in those days 

based on his first-hand experience. Farming was a major source of income for Simeon’s 

family and it involved a great deal of time-consuming hard work from the start of 

ploughing in March to the end of harvesting in November. And there was related work 

during the winter. 

 Simeon was one of the main family workers along with his father and younger 

brothers except for Lanky who would run away when the working season began. They 

got some help from their animals including Jockey who was much improved after his 
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castration that “cured him of his amorous intentions.” Also from some human hired hands 

on big jobs for which mechanized equipment and specialized skills were needed. Simeon 

did not fail to offer some comments about these people. 

 Output varied from year to year, often affected adversely by unfavorable weather 

conditions. However, results during a good year seem to me to have been quite 

impressive: a barnful of hay, 340 bushels of corn, 50 of potatoes, 10 of beans and 33 of 

peaches plus 150 barrels of apples (gathered with Simeon’s own hands). 

 The tranquility of Simeon’s family life was upset from time to time by legal and 

financial affairs (conflicts) both with outsiders and within the family itself. 

 Simeon’s father sued members of the Thayer family for $10 owed for the use of 

his Grey Horse, Napoleon. The case lasted for more than a year with questions turning on 

whether the animal was “warranted” and whether the contract was actually for a season. 

Pa lost in the first hearing, but eventually won on appeal which was most fortunate 

because by that time the legal costs had mounted to more than $100. Simeon had testified 

on behalf of his father and was accused by the opposition of having been schooled to 

commit perjury because of the adroitness of his responses to questions. 

 Regarding family finances, a very complex series of interrelationships started 

with Uncle Deane owing Uncle Theo $300 which Uncle Deane was not in condition to 

repay although he had more than enough to do so in assets that were not immediately 

liquid including $1200 owed to him by Simeon’s father. Also Grandpa, The Reverend 

Simeon, was one of the debtors on another of Theo’s assets and wanted to settle before 

his death. 

 Moreover, Theo had previously entrusted $4,000 to Uncle Deane, but found 

Deane to be insolvent when he asked for it back. Theo now wanted Deane to settle all of 

his debts by liquidating his assets as soon as possible. But this would involve the sale or 

at least dismemberment of the farm to which “barbarity” Simeon’s father would not 

consent. And so to keep it all in the family, Pa offered Samuel the purchase of or 

mortgage “on the land west of the road to the amount of the sum required.” I don’t know 

what finally happened on this. However, Samuel did send $250 to Pa that he used to pay 

off some of his most pressing debts. 
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 Taking off from sketches of his own family members Simeon goes on to present 

an essay describing in glowing terms some attributes of the wife, son and daughter of a 

good farmer and to compare these with some evil characteristics of various other people 

like rich, lazy city dwellers. 

 The wife is above all devoted to her husband and children. She dedicates her life 

to assuring their health, happiness and even the salvation of their souls. She brings up her 

children “in the nurture and admonition of the Lord” while also enjoying the pleasure 

realized by them in their amusements. 

 “She works for the good of the family from dawn to dusk skillfully and joyfully 

gathering wood, preparing meals, milking the cows, planting and tending the garden and 

vineyards, spinning and weaving. Everything in her well-conducted house is kept in 

order, neat and prosperous. 

 “She adorns herself in modest apparel, not with embroidered hair or gold, or 

pearls or costly array.” Her own amusements are simple like plucking flowers, listening 

to birds, conversing with the neighbors and going to church. Always with intelligence, 

grace and concern for others.” 

 Much more in the full text. Simeon has an amazing ability to elaborate without 

repetition and his prose verges on poetry. 

 Simeon’s description of the good farmer’s son obviously draws upon his own 

experiences that have left him with feelings of pride, but also with a realization that the 

time and energy he has devoted to the family farm have been at the expense of his long 

term career development. There is also a sense of humiliation brought on by the attitudes 

of supposedly more sophisticated people toward country bumpkins. I don’t know whether 

a girl ever refused to dance with him, but this is the sort of image he conveys in the essay. 

 “His has never been a bed of roses. The plough he guides endures stubborn places 

full of roots and rocks that oppose the advancing furrow.” He is praised for the strength 

of his body, but not for that of his mind, and his honest toil is despised. Digging manure 

and moving hay. 

 “Nevertheless he thanks God for a contented, cheerful heart and a sound and 

healthy body, ploughing the fruitful soil while birds sing and cattle ruminate and the 

growing verdure waves before him below the blue expanse above.” 
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 And what if the farmers decide to produce only enough for their own 

consumption? Then the dandies, the intellectuals and the beauties would all starve. 

 The good farmer’s daughter is everything wonderful, loving her family and loved 

by them. She is industrious, frugal, cheerful, neatly dressed, urbane and “to be 

commended for her skill in the occult science of making butter and cheese.” 

 She has no predilections for the latest fashions or for reading French novels, but 

rather seeks competent knowledge in her own language which most boarding school girls 

fail to obtain. She doesn’t need cosmetics nor does she scream or faint away at the sight 

of a spider or cricket. And she never dies of consumption (a reference well known to 

opera lovers though perhaps not to modern fans of rock music). 

 “Happy girl! All the conveniences, the comforts, the beneficence, the happiness 

and the dignity of life are thine. Thou art interesting to thy connections and pleasing to 

thyself. Health attends thy footsteps and path and virtue adorns thy way.” 

 Simeon continues to express his preoccupation with the need for women to be 

good with an essay entitled “Woman as she ought to be.” He starts out by reviewing the 

exemplary qualities of several good women that he has read about, but who are unknown 

to me. 

 “The distinguished Mrs. Judson had been a beautiful, intellectual, volatile girl 

immersed in the gaiety of fashion when she determined to devote her energies to the 

advancement of religion in heathen lands (Born Again Christian). On “Hindoostan’s” 

benighted shores she mastered the barbaric language and sought to overthrow worship of 

the godless image to which the surrounding thousands were bending their idolatrous 

knees. Overcome by her exertions she died as a Christian dies.” 

 After praising some other good women who had expired, Simeon goes on to warn 

the dancing belles that one day they too would be laid in the cold ground before the 

throne of God. “Your captivating eyes will become dim, the palpitations of your bosoms 

will cease and your heedless minds will be overwhelmed with cares and regrets. 

Remember, though thou art now loved and honored, the objects of flattery, fascinated 

with voices of adulation, glorying in your attractions, elated with your accomplishments, 

delighted with the success of your charms, lost in reveries of delightful musing, in balmy 
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sleep dreaming of doting lovers, fantastic and fastidious as the butterfly, like this foolish 

insect you will but sport your season and soon be no more!” 

 Continuing with Simeon’s major preoccupation with the goodness and badness of 

women, the next item might well be entitled: “What a woman ought not to be.” I don’t 

really expect you to believe this, but we do have in the Lou Baguié files a copy of a letter 

that Simeon at age 21 wrote to a certain Mrs. Hastings, considerably his senior, chiding 

her for leaving her husband, Seth, and screwing around with “vile flesh” like Ed Leland 

and Henry Davenport and with Anson Albee during dark hours together in the back 

kitchen and other secret places. She has inflicted great shame upon herself and upon the 

children that she has taken out of their home. And now her only possible salvation would 

be to return to her husband who has affirmed that he would be prepared to receive her 

despite everything. Otherwise when death comes “you will be laid (a fun choice of 

words) in the cold grave and from thence you will appear before the throne of God to 

answer for your sins.” 

 Perhaps you will be tempted to read more about all this in the full text of the letter 

available in Annex B. And there may have been another (not available) side of this story 

because Simeon notes that Seth has promised to quit drinking. 

 By this time you may have guessed Simeon’s (missionary?) position on women’s 

rights: “There is much said in these latter days about a woman’s right to wear breeches 

and to vote. We want a ‘Memucan’ in our time to stand boldly forth and oppose this 

innovation.” More in the text. 

 Simeon comments on his religious beliefs in several letters to Samuel and Uncle 

Deane. He is, of course, a devout Protestant Christian as would be expected from family 

history and all of the major influences surrounding his childhood. But there is more to it 

than that. His faith comes through upon a foundation built on deep philosophical analysis 

supported by intellectual, literary and even political considerations. He seems to know the 

Bible by heart and enjoys inserting scriptural quotations in (mostly) appropriate ways to 

reinforce a point he is making while debating a secular subject. 

 I am intrigued by Simeon’s elaborations on “variety” and “gratitude” as these are 

concepts that I have often glommed about myself in some depth. By variety he means 

things like all of the different kinds of insects and all of the various contents of the earth. 
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“And if this world is but a speck in the universe, and if there be more millions of worlds 

than there are varieties on this planet, how far then beyond the comprehension of man is 

Creation!” 

 He is grateful to have been born in a free country “in which there is a church 

without a bishop and a state without a king, in which we can have the Bible as our only 

creed and God as our only monarch.” 

 Simeon was a super patriot, glorying in the clobbering of Mexicans, hating the 

Brits, eager for us to invade Cuba and enormously enthused by the nation’s expansion 

toward his brother Samuel in California. Rejoicing in this glorious confederation of 

states, the light of the world and the paragon of nations, certainly divinely assisted. 

 And so he was a strong supporter of President James Polk (1845-1849) who 

demanded and achieved the annexation of Texas and confronted the British in Oregon 

where he laid claim to the whole territory with his campaign slogan of “Fifty-four Forty 

or Fight” (north latitude). During his presidency the continental United States emerged as 

a recognized reality although he had to compromise somewhat in Oregon. 

 As regards the opposing Whig Party (including Daniel Webster), which had been 

against the annexation of Texas and favored states’ rights and protective tariffs, Simeon 

considered them to be guided by no principles or by such principles as would prove 

injurious to the country and detrimental to themselves. 

 Simeon wrote an essay on the Battles of Palo Alto and Resaca de la Palma that 

took place during the Mexican War. “Illustrations in the annals of our history, glorious to 

our fame, splendid beyond explanations, joyous to the hearts of every patriot … how 

courageously our ‘little’ army fought, what deeds of valor, fortitude and bravery … honor 

to General Taylor ‘the defender of his country’ … rejoice all ye lovers of freedom!” 

 As part of his Anglophobia, Simeon downgrades the world-famous Crystal Palace 

in London that housed the Great Exhibition of 1851. He asserts that if the exhibition 

presented in Boston the year before could have been displayed in London “it would have 

humbled the pride of vaunting John Bull and astonished an admiring world.” 

 He also chides the British for their pious denunciations of slavery in America and 

suggests that they do something for the downtrodden multitudes in their own country. He 

quotes Horace Greeley as follows: “Such faces, such garments, such human wretchedness 
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and degradation, the gallows, the charity hospitals, the prisons, the work houses … all 

this going on almost unnoticed in the very shadows of hundreds of church steeples.” 

 Slavery posed somewhat of a dilemma for Simeon because of his family’s history 

in South Carolina and the resulting antagonism toward them on the part of other residents 

of Mendon, Massachusetts. He refers to agitation in the North including evasions of the 

Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 (repealed in 1864) and to politics in South Carolina where the 

legislature almost voted to withdraw the state’s members of the federal Congress. 

Governor Means was raging: “To the Union with its tyrants and plunderers we owe no 

allegiance.” 

 Simeon suggests that the only way to achieve abolition would be to cultivate a 

friendly feeling toward the South so that it would see the disadvantages of slavery and 

adopt some plan to remove it. He also proposes that “abolitization” of the African coast: 

“Surrounding that coast with colonies would have a most desirable affect. It would not 

only civilize the ignorant inhabitants, but actually put an end to the foreign slave trade.” 

(Out of the box thinking, right?) 

 Capital punishment, especially for murder, is a great topic for high school debates 

and for the elaborations of the emphatically pro Simeon Locke Doggett. Like the great 

debater that he was he asserts that there couldn’t possibly be any other side of the 

argument than the one that he supports. And he relies heavily on am impeccable source, 

the Bible. 

 “The whole tenor of the Bible on this subject declares that the murderer must 

surely be put to death, and remember that this holy book decides all affairs concerning 

mankind. Whoso shedeth man’s blood by man shall his own blood be shed. Is not this 

verse comprehensible? Cannot the most obtuse intellect understand its meaning? Do we 

not all know that from the holy lips of God it came? Murder is the greatest crime a person 

can commit, and punishment by death is the greatest that humans can inflict, and the 

reason why the blood of the murderer must be shed is that in the image of God made he 

man. This is a convincing proof to every unbiased soul. It satisfies me.” 

 But what if it is proven after the execution that the accused was actually innocent? 
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 “I confess that this occurs infrequently and is generally occasioned by convicting 

the prisoner on circumstantial evidence which I disapprove of as wrong.. But it is a great 

consolation that the innocent are richly rewarded in heaven.” (Thanks a lot!) 

 Simeon nevertheless argues that a few little mistakes here and there shouldn’t get 

in the way of more important accomplishments (Hear that, W?). For example, 

Christianity should not be thrust down and trampled in the dust because thousands of 

innocent lives have suffered martyrdoms and even the great Jesus Christ was the object of 

crucifixion. Simeon doesn’t mention the demise of all those people killed by Christians 

throughout history “with the cross of Jesus going on before.” 

 Simeon goes on to demolish another argument presented by his opponents in the 

debate, i.e. that the death penalty is not an effective deterrent: “If the gallows don’t 

entirely prevent crime, should they be disused? If churches don’t make everybody a 

Christian, should they be converted into theaters and brothels? If government doesn’t 

please all, must it be thrust aside?” 

 He presents his arguments as if everybody is, or should be, a Christian 

fundamentalist, and this in his view adds to the terror of death. Some of us in the 

supposedly non-theocratic American nation (see the Constitution regarding separation of 

church and state) are realistically horrified, or at least extremely unhappy, about the idea 

of death because of anticipated physical pain, paralysis, suffocation, claustrophobia, 

profound sadness at leaving loved ones, and the hideous prospect of eternal emptiness. 

Simeon considers death to be possibly even worse than this because of the programmed 

eternal afterlife which you may spend in hell because of misdeeds during your brief stay 

on earth like killing somebody. So this is one hell of a deterrent! 

 Much more in the full text regarding the necessity for revenge and the 

counterproductivity of life imprisonment. 

 Cholera was a terrible disease of epidemic proportions well known to Simeon 

because it caused his family to flee from Charleston, South Carolina in 1836 when he was 

just seven years old. Actually the worst of it had occurred in 1832 when thousands died 

in cities all over America as well as in Mexico and Quebec in July of that year and lasted 

until cold weather set in. 
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 Simeon personifies Cholera as “The Dreaded Individual” in a poem of 80 lines in 

which he highlights the vulnerability to this frightful killer of everybody rich and poor, 

young and old, innocent and criminal. There was no escape. However he does assert that 

the drunkards and the foolish were more likely to be stricken. I will “separate his soul 

from flesh debased and send him unprepared to hear his doom.” Simeon’s poem is an 

elaborate and scary literary creation. 

 The following are some excerpts from a letter of 28 March 1852 that Samuel 

wrote to his brother Samuel following the death of their grandfather, The Reverend 

Simeon Doggett: 

 “He died in the full possession of his senses, with the bright and glorious future 

before him to cheer and support him as he passed through the dark valley of the shadow 

of death. 

 “He died a calm, peaceful, holy death, only as a Christian can die with the 

glorious hope of immortality, eternal happiness and the ineffable joys of heaven. No 

doubt angels hovered around to solace and support him in the expiring moment and to 

guide and accompany his freed spirit to the blissful mansion of the skies. 

 “He is gone and the chair in which he sat will rest him no more; the table on 

which I write he will not use again; the books around me, the furniture and domestic 

utensils, alas! not again will he touch. Doleful the clock that talked with him of time and 

sad the hearts that gazed upon his serene and beneficent countenance. 

 “Green grass shall grow over his grave watered and fertilized with the tears of 

affectionate children; the willow and the evergreen shall spread their branches over his 

narrow bed and sanctify the spot where he lays. Bright flowers will also grow there to 

emblem forth how fresh and glorious in the eternal skies must be his immortal spirit; and 

children’s children will seek out his grave to take a fond lingering look, to shed a tear in 

his memory, and to catch inspiration from the sacred spot.” 

 Several of Simeon’s letters from 1846 to 1853 touch upon his current and 

prospective career development and lifestyle. As has been seen, he dedicated a great deal 

of his time and energy to the family farm throughout this period in a commendable 

display of loyalty to his father and the family as a whole. It was only during evenings and 

a short indoor winter season amid poor lighting and loud siblings that he could devote 
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himself to intellectual activities, and I would say that he made the most of these 

opportunities in view of his obviously broad knowledge and exceptional writing ability. 

 Very little is said about Simeon’s formal education. He seems to have been very 

thoroughly self educated. He also educated his siblings to the extent that they were 

receptive to his guidance. 

 By the time that Simeon was 17 he was capable, if not formally qualified, to teach 

school-children subjects such as reading, spelling, grammar, arithmetic, geography and 

science “during the past winter (1856-57) in the new school house district number seven 

in this town attended by 51 scholars.” 

 In describing the experience he noted that textbooks were in short supply and 

often not well adapted to the capacities of the scholars. Moreover, his predecessors had 

“to a degree deserving censure” neglected both orthography and grammar. 

 Simeon complained that in some cases he had to deal with actual stupidity and 

thus had to “indefatigably with supererogatory assiduity bear away the temple of 

ignorance and let in the light of reason on its benighted inhabitants.” 

 It seems that when he reached the age of 23 Simeon came to realize that he had 

better decide what he was going to make of the rest of his life, and he started writing 

lengthy letters on this subject to his brother Samuel and to his Uncle Deane. Among other 

things Simeon was influenced by Samuel’s experiences in California and those of Cousin 

Aristides in Jacksonville and New Orleans. 

 He described his current perspective as follows: “The life I have lived has been 

since now one spent laboring on this farm. My leasure moments I have diligently 

employed on reading and study. I have acquired some learning, but such has been my 

poverty, my unhelped exertions without teachers and without proper books, my want of 

time and encouragement the discouraging and almost hopeless task of trying to learn an 

intricate study alone, only during my evenings, spare moments and the most of cold 

winter burdened with chores &c. in a noisy house full of confusion, and such have been 

the crushing discouragements and disparagements which have bowed me down, and the 

almost and often insurmountable difficulties with which I have had to contend, that I 

wonder I had not long since given up, and tried no more to learn hard things without 

sufficient time, proper books and teachers. And I of late have often thought with all this 
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formidable array of discouragements before me, what a fool I have been! to try so hard to 

learn Mathematics and Philology and knowledge in general.” 

 He felt that he had paid his dues on the family farm and on the education of his 

siblings, and now should get on with his own future life “in some pursuit that will be 

profitable and advantageous to me and enable me to be more extensively in the end of 

some benefit to myself and to those who are dear to me.” 

 So what he did was to become a lawyer. He wrote this to Uncle Deane on 25 May 

1853: “My inclination was strong for going to the West, but I was more ambitious to 

commence the study of a profession and found that I could more conveniently devote my 

time to study in this state than any other. Accordingly I entered the office of W. F. 

Slocum Esq. of Grafton on the 26th of last April and am now preparing for the bar.” 

* * * * * 

 The first mention of Simeon’s wife-to-be, Mary Ann White, comes in a diary 

entry of 25 December 1852 when Simeon was 23. He reports that he “spent the evening 

(the first time I ever did so) in the company of a handsome and refined young lady. The 

young lady is Miss Mary A. White. I am to teach her French and Latin. She is already 

very accomplished. Fallen in love with her? 

 “Visited the home or Mr. Moses White on the 13th, 16th and 24th of January 1853. 

Miss White is engrossing my attention very much. Most of the evenings of February and 

March were spent with Miss MAW. Went to Boston with her on 20th April and bid her 

goodbye. She was born on August 4, 1830 in Pittsfield, NY. I have a daguerreotype of 

Miss MAW.” 

 Mary Ann White came to Mendon in November 1854 and Simeon says that his 

parents were pleased with her. Simeon also went to Dedham several times after he was no 

longer her tutor. 

 There were frequent exchanges of letters between Simeon in Mendon and Mary 

Ann in Dedham where she had a job teaching music. By July 1855 Simeon mentions that 

he had written 70 letters to her. 

 Quite a long and concentrated courtship and not much of a surprise that they 

would eventually be married. But this would not occur until 15 July 1857 after they had 

gone west separately as far as Dubuque, Iowa. 
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* * * * * 

 Meanwhile Simeon was somehow getting to the bar. According to Big Grandpa in 

Man and a School “my father, Simeon Locke Doggett, studied law at Worcester, 

Massachusetts where he was admitted to the bar.” However, after examining all of 

Simeon’s diary entries during this period, I find it difficult to understand how he got 

there. Worcester is barely mentioned and there are no references to anything like a formal 

law school with classrooms and professors. Indeed with all the information we have 

about Simeon there is nothing about him having ever gone to college or even high school. 

Just a self-educated person all around, having memorized the Bible, read all the great 

books, and learned four foreign languages. 

 Anyway he does mention going to Grafton once in a while to consult with Mr. 

Slocum and there are usually references each month to having studied law at home. Also 

he managed to buy some law books despite being poor. As of June 1855 he notes that “I 

have now my own 120 volumes.” Occasionally Simeon would attend “some court 

proceedings to see what they were like, one for six hours.” 

 But he was also doing many other things like courting Mary Ann, teaching 

school, farming, reading philosophy, and studying languages throughout the entire three 

year period of his preparation for the bar examination. 

 Nevertheless my belief that Simeon was a serious student of the law at this time 

has been fortified by perusal of a tiny notebook (10 x 16 cm) in which he inscribed 83 

pages of meticulous notes on a great variety of legal subjects. The headings in order of 

their appearance are the following: 

 Adultery, Affray, Carrying Concealed Weapons, Attachment, Garnishment, 

Evidence, Rules of Exclusion, Character, Admissions, Confessions, Proof, Oral 

Secondary, Oral Evidence, Production of Documents, Code of Iowa Evidence, Records, 

Mortgages, Depositions, Presumptions, Onus Probandi, Right to Begin, Crimination, 

Examination of Witnesses, Cross Examination, Declarations, Recall of Witnesses, 

Accounts, Receipts, Fraud, Seduction, Credibility, Impressions, Order, Stipulations, 

Leading Questions, Criminal Cases, Detections, Husband and Wife, Assault and Battery, 

Larceny, Liquor Law, Belief, Opinion, Res Gestae, Replevin, Code 1897, Tramps. (Not 

to mention Miscellaneous and Frogs.) 
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 I’m sure that the examiners who passed him in May 1856 must have been 

impressed (or boggled). 

 Simeon taught school during the winter terms of 1853/54, 1854/55 and 1855/56, 

i.e. the three winters within the period that he was reading law. No doubt this took time 

away from his studying, but he probably needed the money and I suppose it was good 

experience. 

 It also seems to have taken considerable time and effort to get these teaching jobs. 

Several letters were exchanged between May and November 1853 regarding the first of 

these positions for which Simeon would eventually be hired in Dedham, Massachusetts. 

He taught there during the winter term from 5 December, 1853 to 23 March, 1854. 

 And I wonder why he taught at a different school each year. Letters concerning a 

job at the Southbridge Grammar High School started in September 1854 and he was 

examined by the School Committee in November. They were sufficiently impressed to 

appoint him as Principal and provide him with an assistant. He served in this capacity 

from December 1854 through February 1855. He said that he was successful there, but 

“one bad boy that he had to correct caused a fuss in the neighborhood.” 

 Number three. Following the usual negotiations Simeon taught at the South 

Medford School from 5 December 1855 to 1 February 1856. He asserted that all were 

pleased with his work and that he delivered a lecture in South Medford for which he was 

much praised. 

 Simeon did continue studying law in addition to teaching school and courting 

Mary Ann White, but he also continued doing other things. For him, intellectual 

development seemed to be a compulsion like football, racing cars or sex might be for 

some other people. He read an anthology of Gibbon. He studied theology. He translated. 

He wrote poems. He delivered lectures and attended some on subjects such as 

Washington and Joan of Arc, and there was one by Horace Greeley about going West. He 

went to museums and to plays such as Macbeth. He purchased Barrett’s Grammar of 

Greek, Latin, French and German and found this to be a great help in his language 

studies. He said that he was reading French literature and “devoting much time to 

conquering German and am commencing the Spanish.” And through it all he wrote many 

letters to correspondents in addition to Mary Ann White. 
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 Among his less intellectual activities during this period were having a tooth pulled 

painfully; buying a watch, a gold pencil, a knife and a razor; helping his father with the 

haying and apple picking somewhat less than before; and maintaining his Southern 

connection by receiving a visit from his cousin Henry Wooton from Charleston, South 

Carolina. 

* * * * * 

 A grand transition in Simeon’s life is marked in his diary entries between April 

and November 1856: 

April 

 “Read much law. Went to Grafton. I am deciding where I shall go, including the 

West. To Dubuque. Good bye! 

May 

 “ADMITTED TO THE BAR and now I am a lawyer and decide to go West. 

June 

 “First in Dubuque and busy getting an office. 

October 

 “I have tried to get business. I propose to write lectures and deliver them. Also 

examined to receive a teacher’s certificate. 

November 

 “Time taken up with writing my lectures. Advertised them in three papers. Some 

business. Wrote to MAW.” 

 Mary Ann soon followed and they were married on 16 July, 1857. The following 

is a photocopy of their marriage certificate issued by Thomas J. Griffith, Pastor of the 

First Baptist Church of Dubuque, Iowa (Original at Lou Baguié): 



8-18 

 

 



8-19 

 After a few more months in Dubuque they moved further west onto the rolling 

plains of Delaware County, Iowa and stayed in the small settlement of Greeley over the 

winter of 1857/58 where Simeon taught school to make ends meet. Then in the summer 

of 1858 they moved on to Manchester, a town that had been laid out only a few months 

before. 

 By way of orientation let us note that Dubuque is located on the Mississippi River 

about 900 miles west of New York and is connected eastward by a bridge to East 

Dubuque, Illinois at the junction of Iowa, Illinois and Wisconsin. Iowa is about 240 miles 

wide, and Manchester is just 40 miles inside the eastern border. It is not to be found in 

either the Encyclopedia Brittanica or the Columbia Encyclopedia. 

 Iowa was included in the Louisiana Purchase from France in 1803 and was 

admitted to the Union in 1846 as a free state. The last Indians in Iowa were dealt with in 

the Spirit Lake Massacre of 1857. By 1860 the population of the state was 675,000. 

Iowa’s agriculture has been hugely successful (amber waves of grain) so much so that 

surpluses are now paid for by massive federal subsidies. 

 We have no idea as to how Simeon came to make the specific choice of Iowa or 

of Manchester. I wouldn’t. However, the town had a beautiful setting on the edge of 

prairie and forest. Falls in the Marquoketa River added charm and offered promises of 

water power. Settlers came in rapidly, many bringing with them standards of established 

living which they continued as best they could in the new situation. Many of them had 

books. They wanted churches, schools, and soon a library. The frontier towns in Iowa 

need to be remembered for the quest toward the good life brought in by the earliest 

settlers. 

 At first life was not easy. There were no pavements, no sidewalks, no water 

system, no street lights, no sewers. In 1857 came bitter bitter financial depression and 

there was much suffering. The railroad, building west from Dubuque, did not run its first 

train to Manchester until 1859. Times were indeed hard. Some gave up. Most of the 

settlers stuck it out, certain of better things ahead. In time Manchester became one of the 

most attractive and prosperous towns in the Middle West. 

 Simeon and Mary Ann built their dream house of four rooms on the corner of 

Union and New Streets and lived there for 53 years until 1911 when they moved in with 
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Big Grandpa and Carolyn in Springfield, Massachusetts to pass their final days. The 

house in Manchester was really not big enough for them, especially with children and 

visitors, but they never could afford anything better. Perhaps one advantage of the small 

size of the house was that there was not very much space to heat in January when the 

temperature averaged 20°F and often dipped much lower. 

 Yet Rose Cottage as they called it had a certain charm. It was almost hidden 

behind tall lilacs, and little boys liked to drag their sticks along the picket fence that 

bordered the yard. Beyond the vegetable garden was a shelter for the cow. They had no 

carriage so no shelter was needed for one of these. 

 Inside was something else. The house was full of books, not in the expensive 

bindings such as the taste which Simeon certainly had acquired from his grandfather’s 

handsome library would have led them to desire, but in the five-cent edition of a 

publishing house in St. Louis—the ancient Greek and Roman classics, the English 

classics, especially Shakespeare, philosophy, poetry, drama, fiction. Neighbors still 

remember the books that filled the house. 

* * * * * 

 When Simeon and Mary Ann arrived in the mid-summer of 1858 there was little 

chance to make a living with such legal business as the town of less than a thousand 

people could provide. His grandfather and father had conducted schools—why not he? 

His energetic and kindly wife had been a schoolteacher in Massachusetts. They started a 

“Select High School” on the assumption that there were enough teen-agers in Manchester 

and the surrounding country to support it. A local historian said that the opening of the 

school was the most important event in the educational welfare of Delaware County. 

Mary Ann taught English and related subjects plus piano, and the amazing Simeon taught 

German, French, Latin, and Greek, besides giving frequent lectures on general subjects. 

He sent word back to Mendon to have Gertrude, his youngest sister, come west and help 

with the teaching. For a time a well-trained professional pianist of European background 

helped with the music instruction. Ministers and doctors gave special lectures. The whole 

town participated in the debating society. For several years the Delaware County public 

school teachers received their training in the Select High School. Its students became 
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leaders in the community’s life for a generation. There was no lack of patronage, and the 

school at one time enrolled 105 students. 

 Gertrude was just 17 at the time and seems to have been one of Simeon’s favorite 

siblings. She later became an actress at the McVickers Theater in Chicago where she 

achieved newspaper acclaim (full text in the Doggett-Daggett book) for her first role as 

Elvira in Pizarro. She later played several Shakespearian roles in the same theater. We 

have birthday sonnets that Simeon wrote to Gertrude in 1904 and 1912. 

 We also have a notebook of “School and Lyceum Speeches and Debates” by 

Simeon Locke Doggett. Here is an example of one of his runaway sentences while 

debating in favor of the Union: 

 “If thirty years ago, with prophetic eye he (Andrew Jackson) foresaw that 

disunion would be war, if thirty years ago he declared that the first line of separation if 

successful in the commencement would not last for a single generation, new fragments 

would be torn off, new leaders would spring up, and this great and glorious republic 

would soon be broken into a multitude of petty states armed for mutual aggressions, 

loaded against each other from foreign powers, insulted and trampled upon by the nations 

of Europe until harassed with conflicts and humbled and debased in spirit they would be 

ready to submit to the absolute dominion of any military adventurer and surrender their 

Liberty for the sake of repose.” 

 But alas, after only six years the school had to be closed as adequate salaries 

could not be paid to teachers and suitable facilities were no longer available. The 

historian says the teachers were “tired out.” 

* * * * * 

 Simeon and Mary Ann’s first child, Walter Wotton Doggett was born on 1 

January 1861, but died on 13 November 1862. Laurence Locke (Big Grandpa) and his 

twin sister, Lizzie, were born on 22 December 1864. Laurence was named after Simeon’s 

brother, Lawrence, with a change in spelling. Lawrence had died six months before at the 

infamous Andersonville Prison as a soldier in the Union Army. 

 Laurence and Lizzie were said to have been cradled on the square piano in the 

living room. No one knows where that piano came from. It may have been Mary Ann’s, 

for she had been teaching music. It may have belonged to Simeon’s mother. Anyway, 
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there it was. If the story is true, the parents that Christmas time may have likened their 

big piano to a manger. That piano sounds like a great space filler in their small house. 

* * * * * 

 Following the collapse of the Select School in 1864 Simeon resumed his efforts to 

pursue a career as a lawyer which, supplanted by sales of produce from their vegetable 

garden and cow, would enable the family to eke out a living. 

 Chances for success were now better than back in 1858 when Simeon and Mary 

Ann had first arrived in Manchester. The town had been growing rapidly and people had 

more money and more reasons to fight with one another. Moreover, the school, and 

especially the debating society, had caused Simeon to become a well-known, albeit 

somewhat eccentric, figure around town and considered to be awesomely brainy. 

 He was able to set up a modest office in February 1865 and to conduct a wide 

range of legal operations tending to be worth about one dollar each like writing dozens of 

deeds, leases, affidavits, writs, bonds, certificates and the like. 

 He would sometimes appear in court as a prosecutor, defense lawyer, witness or 

even as a judge. He was involved in cases such as divorce, assault and battery and theft, 

and many controversies designated in his diary as so and so versus so and so, persons 

unknown to me. Whenever possible he broadened his knowledge by studying The Civil 

Code and other authoritative legal references. He seemed to have a talent for 

remembering everything. 

 But Simeon could not be a full-time lawyer because Rose Cottage and its 

inhabitants imposed heavy demands upon his time and energy. Not unpleasant, but right 

out there in front of him. It seems to me that he spent about half of his average day doing 

things like chores in general every morning, painting, hanging wallpaper, chopping wood 

very often, tinkering, mending tinware, cleaning out the cellar, ploughing, setting out and 

trimming trees and bushes, planting the tomato and strawberry patches, weeding 

interminably and milking and caring for the cow. On one occasion he “brought home the 

cow and buried the calf.” 

 The twins were a delight, but Simeon often mentioned that they required much 

care and time. He bought a washing machine and wringer and used them at least twice a 

week, 70 items on one occasion including all those didies. Laurence had a bad cold and 
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cough but got over it. He weighted 19¼ pounds on 16 June 1865 while Lizzie was 

somewhat slimmer at 14¾. 

 There was not as much time for religion as Simeon might have wished. Church of 

course on Sundays, usually both mornings and evenings with sermons and discussions on 

subjects such as “Christ knocks on the door, Let me die the death of the righteous, What 

think ye of Jesus, and Profanity.” Simeon also taught Sunday school and there was Bible 

reading every evening at Rose Cottage. 

 Time for intellectual activities was also rather limited. However, he read his 

classics and various works taken off his bookshelf like Tennyson’s poems and The 

Capture of Charleston. He would deliver an occasional lecture and he wrote a “History of 

Manchester” and a “Eulogy on A. Lincoln.” 

 Simeon kept up with the news as best he could by reading the Village Paper, 

County Journal, Christian Times and the Dubuque Tribune. Some of his diary entries 

during April 1865 read like this: 

 “Sat 1: News of the fall of Richmond. Talked about it down town. 

 “Mon 10: The town has been wild with excitement today over the news of Lee’s 

surrender. No other purpose could be attended to. I was taken by main force and required 

to make a speech which I did after getting to the Hotel. Did but little business today. 

 “Sat 15: Dreadful news this morning of the assassination of Lincoln. Little else 

could be thought of during the day. 

 “Thurs 20: Most of the stores are draped in mourning. 

 “Sat 22: Read particulars of the assassination. 

 “Thurs 27: This is a fast day over the assassination. Very impressive occasion. 

Observed like a Sunday.” 

* * * * * 

 In addition to his law practice, Simeon began taking an active part in the growing 

town’s civic affairs. In 1865 the town petitioned for incorporation. Simeon Doggett made 

the necessary canvass of the population without pay—there were 832 persons. He wrote 

the petition in his impeccable English, and he was the chief mover in the orderly 

procedure. 
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 Three years later, he was elected Mayor, and then again and again for a total of 

five terms. He was elected justice of the peace for many terms, he was city clerk for 

thirteen years, he served on the school board for many years. He was a mainstay in the 

town’s debating society. He was much in demand as orator of the day in Manchester and 

surrounding towns. He was faithful in his support of the Congregational Church and was 

president of the County Shakespeare Club for many years. 

 And through it all, Simeon maintained his dignity. In his tall hat, frock coat, and 

silk gloves, and carrying a gold-headed cane he was a striking figure as he went to and 

from his office. This outfit was the formal garb of all early Western lawyers. Simeon 

wore it on all occasions even when working in his garden and milking his cow, so his 

neighbors said. (They may have embroidered their stories a bit.) He wore the formal 

clothes out of the nineteenth century into the twentieth, mindful perhaps of his handsome 

father, propping up his self-esteem by his punctilio in dress. 

 Big Grandpa had this comment about him: “I do not remember that my father ever 

left home without wearing his high stovepipe hat and conventional black Prince Albert 

coat and carrying his gold-headed cane. It is related that one of the neighbor’s children, 

seeing him pass by, one day cried out: “Oh, Maw, there goes Mr. Doggett all buttoned 

up.” 

 His neighbors smiled at the tall, thin, shy man with his precise dress, speech, and 

manners; but they loved him and respected him as the best-educated man in Manchester. 

“Squire” Doggett, they called him, a title reserved in New England for certain of the 

gentry and occasionally bestowed informally but respectfully in the Middle West on 

persons of distinction. Some thought he was not very forceful as a lawyer. On matters of 

conviction, however, no one could budge him. “He didn’t give a hoot for anybody. He 

didn’t cater to anyone’s opinion,” so the wife of the Manchester Union’s editor described 

him. Hubert Carr began his court practice as a young lawyer in the Justice of the Peace 

Court presided over by Judge Doggett. When Hubert fumbled with his motions, Judge 

Doggett quietly suggested what motions were applicable and how they might be worded. 

Mr. Carr never forgot his kindness. 

* * * * * 
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 Although Simeon was never ordained as a minister, he was often called upon to 

deliver sermons. We have at Lou Baguié the handwritten texts of three of them that he 

preached in Manchester, Greeley and Golden Prairie, all in Iowa. So as to convey some 

of the flavor of these I will quote a few lines from the one he delivered at Golden Prairie: 

 “Under the text of the morning, we will proceed to consideration of the proposal 

that Religion in implanted in us by the Creator himself and that the various shades of 

religion existing in the world, or that have existed, all have their origin in a true system of 

religion revealed to man by his Creator at the Creation. As stated in the text, God at 

sundry times and in diverse manners spake in times past to men by the prophets, but in 

these days has spoken unto us by his son. Our investigation will show us that it must be 

as stated in the text that God in the first place revealed himself to man and afterwards 

revealed himself as set forth in the Gospel of Christianity. For we will discover that men 

in all ages and all countries have had the notion of a Supreme Deity who produced the 

world by his power and governs it by his wisdom, and secondly it will appear to us that 

there are traces of the principal doctrine of revealed religion, as set forth in the Bible, to 

be found in the mythology of all nations. 

 “The first definition we have of the Deity among the writings of the ancients is 

that of Zoroaster, viz ‘God is the first of all incorruptible beings, eternal and unbegotten; 

He is not compounded of parts; there is nothing equal to him or like him. He is the author 

of all good, and entirely disinterested, the most excellent of all excellent beings, and the 

wisest of all intelligent natures; the father of righteousness; the parent of good laws, self 

instructed and self sufficient, and the Creator of nature.’ 

 “We have in this definition of Deity so correct and sublime that a man in this 19th 

century would be proud to write a description as good; and a man in this 19th century with 

all the aid of Gospel light and of commentaries that would fill a church could not write a 

description more accurate. 

 “It is not to be supposed, however, that this knowledge of God originated in the 

mind of Zoroaster himself, for Zoroaster wrote and believed many absurd things in his 

religion. It would be more reasonable to believe that his knowledge of God he received 

from tradition handed down from generation to generation as revealed by the Creator to 

Adam himself.” 
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* * * * * 

 Mary Ann was certainly the best thing that ever happened to Simeon, just the 

right kind of a wife to be right there by his side all the time reassuring and tranquilizing 

him throughout all those 54 years of their marriage. She is described as a large and gentle 

and soft spoken woman, vigorous, competent and ready for whatever might have to be 

faced. And it turned out that there would be quite a lot of whatevers for her to face there 

in Manchester. 

 She was warm and motherly at home and much beloved in town for her friendly 

ways and good works. She helped support the Congressional Church by having church 

sociables where supper was served at ten cents a plate, entertaining the company at her 

home though it was necessary to take out the bed to make room for the visitors. She was 

also one of the mainstays of the Library Board and she helped organize a study group of 

13 women, The Thirteen Club, that carried out a regular schedule for serious study of 

current issues of local and general interest. 

 Mary Ann loved her own children and others as well. She would invite groups of 

them to “pink teas” that would include singing together around the piano while she 

played. The children would dress up and make formal calls and she would read to them 

and serve refreshments. She even wrote little plays for them to give at school. Later she 

wrote an Operetta entitled “The Rainbow or the Quest of Goldylocks” (on file at Lou 

Baguié) for her grandchildren, my father and my Aunt Ruth. 

 Big Grandpa in his autobiography provides this vignette of his childhood: “My 

education began in my father’s home and was dominated by his literary interests. I 

remember the long winter nights when my twin sister, Mary ‘Lizzie,’ my mother, and I 

gathered around the kerosene lamp with its crystal pendants while father read aloud with 

dramatic feeling the Arabian Nights, Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield, and the works of 

Scott, Dickens, and many others. The most constantly read book of all was the Bible. The 

evenings ended with family prayers, my father reading a chapter, followed by all of us 

kneeling at our chairs for the prayer.” 

 The Bible from which Simeon read to his family was published in 1874 by the 

New York American Bible Society, having been translated out of THE ORIGINAL 
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TONGUES and with the former translations compared and revised. The text starts out 

like this: 

1. In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. 

2. And the earth was without form and void; and darkness was upon the face of 

the deep. And the spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters. 

3. And God said, “Let there be light’ and there was light. 

4. And God saw the light, that it was good; and God divided the light from the 

darkness. 

5. And God called the light Day and the darkness he called Night. And the 

evening and the morning were the first day. 

6. And God said, Let there be a firmament in the midst of the waters, and let it 

divide the waters from the waters. 

7. And God made the firmament, and divided the waters which were under the 

firmament from the waters which were above the firmament; and it was so. 

8. And God called the firmament Heaven. And the evening and the morning 

were the second day. 

9. And God said, Let the waters under the heaven be gathered together unto one 

place, and let the dry land appear; and it was so. 

10. And God called the dry land Earth; and the gathering together of the waters 

called he Sea; and God saw that it was good. 

Laurence had no room of his own. It is said that he slept on a door, slipped from 

its hinges, resting on two chairs. In the morning he rolled up his bedding and put the door 

back on its hinges. The first hurriedly built houses of their neighbors were replaced by 

more comfortable dwellings, but the Doggetts were never able to get much above the 

pioneer settlers’ level of home amenities. 

One other family development: Following the death of Simeon’s father, Samuel 

Wales Doggett(7) on 27 August 1872 Simeon’s widowed mother, Harriet Wotton Doggett, 

came to live at Rose Cottage and stayed on until her own death in February 1892, just 

before what would have been her 88th birthday thus helping to fill up the house for two 

decades. (A picture of Harriet on her 84th birthday appears in Chapter 7.) 
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Big Grandpa said that he remembered her as “a quaint, elderly lady in a lace cap 

and a black-silk dress. She would sit at the piano and in a sweet treble voice sing the 

songs of the old South. She often told me stories of her Charleston days.” 

* * * * * 

 Fast forwarding now to 1883, it will be seen that life was not all roses for Simeon 

at Rose Cottage nor at the office nearby especially in winter when the temperature 

frequently dipped to less than 20° below zero Fahrenheit. Simeon often mentioned in his 

diary that he was tired and discouraged at age 54. His physical environment seemed to 

dominate his daily agenda, always intruding with both routine and unexpected obstacles. 

And his mental expertise at the office was not maintaining the family at much above the 

poverty line. 

 His diary entries during the month of January 1883 detail a constant losing battle 

against the bitter cold. He chopped wood and hauled coal almost every day and was up 

all night more than once trying to keep the fire going in the house. He noted that it was 

exhausting to carry wood up the stairs at the office. Even the walk from home to office 

over ice and slush was tiring. And of course he had to shovel a lot of snow including off 

the roof. 

 Simeon was obviously highly respected and his services were very much in 

demand. He had more than enough clients and his legal productions were more and more 

diversified and sophisticated. He studied all of the latest law books and was well up on 

the state of the art. He was forever docketing and garnishing cases and representing the 

State versus so and so or one party against another. And sometimes he even married 

people. 

 Unfortunately many of his clients were either unwilling or unable to pay him very 

much. He complained about having had meetings in his office all one morning that 

offered no chance of any revenues for himself. He was constantly preoccupied with cash 

balances which he calculated at the end of each day, and he wrote many “duns” (17 in 

one day) attempting to collect his fees and also on behalf of clients who were suing other 

people for nonpayment. 
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 Simeon’s public services were much appreciated by the townspeople, but they 

were time consuming and unpaid. He spent several entire days in meetings relating to 

arrangements for local elections and he worked on election lists. Also on road tax lists. 

 Chores during the summer months were less unpleasant, but still time consuming 

and tiring. He ploughed and spaded and planted and weeded and harvested a remarkable 

variety of vegetables, flowers and animal feed. He cared for the cow, the pig and the 

chicken families and built facilities for them as well as feeding them and cleaning up 

after them. He set the hens on their eggs and once he had to get the cow out of the pound. 

The day after he had the pig slaughtered he rejoiced that there were no pig chores that 

day, but then he had a lot of pig parts processing to do in the days thereafter. Looking at 

the bright side, Simeon was happy viewing the beautiful lilacs and hearing the songs of 

the bluebirds. 

 There were chores on Sundays like every other day, but somewhat less and 

therefore much of the day would be devoted to religious observances. Church attendance 

was always included with a somewhat surprising diversity in denominational loyalties, 

including Congregational, Methodist and Baptist. Ministers changed as time went by and 

Simeon never failed to comment on the quality of their sermons, good and bad. He liked 

the singing at church and was delighted with everything about the Easter service, 

especially the floral arrangements. Quite often there were also religious events during 

weekday evenings. 

 Simeon noted “family bath” on each of the 52 Sundays in his 1883 diary. I don’t 

suppose they did this as a group, Simeon and his ladies of three generations, but I also 

can’t imagine them running hot water out of a tap. So Simeon probably had to heat up 

quite a lot on the kitchen stove. 

 Family dinner on Sunday evening is also mentioned as a special event including 

music or other family recreation thereafter. One Sunday when Laurence was visiting 

from Oberlin, Simeon noted in his diary: “Very pleasant day in everything.” 

 Despite all of his burdens, Simeon managed to devote a little time here and there 

to his intellectual pleasures and he enjoyed helping Lizzie with her Virgil and 

trigonometry homework during her last high school year living at home. He would also 

deliver an occasional public lecture on subjects such as Government and Liberty (both on 
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file at Lou Baguié) and he always noted in his diary that his speeches were very highly 

praised. 

 As the year 1883 was drawing to a close there was a rather pitiful entry dated 11 

December: “Chores. Swept office. Had to make kitchen and office fires and fix coal stove 

and saw wood, milk and feed creatures every day and care for the house morning and 

night. Eat, dress, sleep and so the time is used up and life at last comes to its end.” 

* * * * * 

 We have 14 short letters and postcards written by Simeon (mostly) and Mary Ann 

to their children, mostly Laurence, during 1891. I will quote from them to give some idea 

of family life at that time: 

 21 April from Mary Ann: “My Darling Laurence: Poor Mama (herself) was sick 

for five days after you left. Either the preparation or the party itself was too much. I did 

not have the doctor, but Papa thought I ought to. 

 “I must learn to have better judgment and not do more than I can do. Papa is 

pretty well; office work is booming. Mrs. Blaubum has gone to California for a month. 

 “Dear Son I do not see how your father is going to do all the garden work and the 

office. I wish we could have all the front yard sodded over. Our fence and our front yard 

are a perfect sight, but I expect it can’t be helped. 

 “I think you can go to Germany next year, don’t you? Your sister is so sure of 

having an organ position. We are so elated and so thankful for it. Mrs. Brooks said her 

husband thinks it is no wonder that you succeed in your work as you are so enthusiastic 

yourself that those you try to influence can’t help but become enthusiastic too. Isn’t that a 

complement? 

 “I have my 13 small essays on French history ready for the meeting of our 

Thirteen Club Monday night. Papa wrote five of them. I am sending you one that he 

wrote and one of mine. I think his was the best one and he said that the one of mine was 

better. Which is which? 

 “We shall never forget the feast of the eggs. Your visit was so sweet. Mama.” 

 20 July from Mary Ann: “My Precious Son – We are counting off the days and 

taking great comfort in the thought of your being with us once more; and we feel as if 

your dear sister must come too. Her last letter told us that she has decided to remain in 
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Boston. I suppose because we helped she would get through study this year. I hope she 

has chosen wisely dear girl. 

 “Dear Laurence, the hope that you would really undertake to write the History of 

the Y.M.C.A. has taken possession of my mind, and the way for you to do it is to let your 

Papa write the beginning and the ending of each chapter and for you to fill in the real 

subject matter. Then you could get President Ballantine (of Oberlin) to write a fine 

Introduction, and you must get it ready for sale the year of the Worlds Fair and of course 

you will have or there will be a model Y.M.C.A. in constant working order at the 

Exposition and it would be a fine opportunity to bring out your book. (Wow! Doesn’t 

Mary Ann have an impressive imagination?) 

 “I was so impressed by the summary of your year’s work. It does seem as though 

you have done wonderful work and that great good has been accomplished. Did you get 

the $35 for Oberlin? 

 “We are all about as usual. Your dear Papa is so much better than when you were 

home (age 62). Lovingly, Mama.” 

 30 September from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence, Your letters have been duly 

received and are unanswered. We are well, but have been so busy à l’outrance 

(excessiveness, exaggeration, unremittingly, unflaggingly) cleaning house, whitewashing, 

painting, papering bouleversment! That we are tired and the pen’s in a state of disuse 

tout-a-fait. Paternally and forever yours. S. L. Doggett.” 

 17 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence, Your Dear Mother is very sick 

and has been for several days and is a sufferer. She appears to be some better today, but it 

will be yet quite a time and effort for her to get well. She is having good attendance. Your 

father, S. L. Doggett.” 

 19 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence, Your Mother’s sickness continues 

and she has suffered very much, but is suffering less today, and the Dr. thinks she is ‘on 

the mend’ with care and watching. I am weary, but hopeful that your mother will get 

well. With love, Your father. S. L. Doggett.” 

 20 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence. Your Mothers sickness continues 

and she is very sick indeed. It appears to be Bilious fever. I am very anxious about her 
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and much discouraged. Yet I trust that I can write better words tomorrow. With love, 

Your father. S. L. Doggett.” 

 22 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence: Your letter plus draft received 

today and it is a great comfort to hear from you and to know that you are doing well. 

Your Mother passed a comfortable night last night and so has today and although now 

exceeding weak she is not enduring exceeding pain, and I hope to make a still better 

report tomorrow. With love. Your father. S. L. Doggett.” 

 23 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence; It is 24 hours since my last note to 

you. Your Mother had an unfavorable night and she has had a favorable day. Her appetite 

is appreciable again and the Doc feels assured. She is yet very weak in bed. Your favor (+ 

40 cts.) I gave to her and she handed it to the Doc. As the care and night watching are 

very much upon me, I am tired. Your Grandmother is the only hale and happy one in 

Rose Cottage. With Love. Your father. S. L. Doggett.” 

 24 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence; It is again 24 hours since my last 

note to you. Your mother had a bad night of it, but today she is comfortable having some 

appetite, strength etc. and the Doc. is diminishing his prescriptions and visits and I feel 

like Atlas when a Hemisphere slided off one of his shoulders. Convalescence may be 

tedious, but it is assured and a respite comes to me. Laus Deo! Con Amore. Your father. 

S. L. Doggett.” 

 26 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence. Your Mother had an 

uncomfortable night and a comfortable day during the last 24 hours and she is 

convalescing. Yet it will take time and cherishing to get her well again. Last night I slept. 

Amo te. Your father S. L. Doggett.” 

 28 October from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence. Your Mother is still very sick. 

Comparatively her nights are bad and her days are good. She is very weak indeed. The 

Doc. Says she is convalescing. It appears now, slow will it be to get her health again. 

Tired. Your father, S. L. Doggett.” 

 16 November from Simeon: “Dear Son Laurence; Your kind letter received and 

the $10, and letters also received from Lizzie. We are comfortable. Your mother, 

however, is not yet well. I am trying to keep office again after an absence of about 60 

days, absent for care of house and care of wife. I look back on the 60 days with 



8-33 

amazement, what one can suffer and what another can do. We think of the past with tears 

but not with fears. Ah, fears are all for the present and the future. Papa. S. L. Doggett.” 

 24 November from Simeon: “Dear Daughter Lizzie. I send you the Ten dollars as 

your Mother requires. It is money Laurence sent to us recently, very likely expecting us 

to pay it on the burdensome doctor’s bills etc. The $10 sent you Aug 29 was money 

Laurence sent home for August Fourth. Your Mother’s ideas of my ability to pay 

accumulated and accumulating indebtedness is about as near correct as her idea that an 

Iowa Democratic Governor is omnipotent or that he is ipso facto an Iowa Republican 

Legislature which having alone the power and being alone the existing power will abolish 

the prohibition law these coming five years. I dissipate your mother’s Chateaux en 

Espagne, $200 whisky law business, or any other law business. As your darling Mother 

lives in a harassing state of distress about your financial predicament, Laurence will 

provide for you until you can provide for yourself. Your impecunious (having very little 

or no money), but loving father, S. L. Doggett.” 

* * * * * 

 Simeon continued to provide entertainment, philosophy and some sadness in 

1892. We have just one, but quite a good, item in the file for that year. It is a letter written 

to Laurence on 29 March, 1892, Simeon’s 63rd birthday: 

 “Your telegram congratulatory received today at 9 o’clock A.M. I arose this 

morning grateful that I was so nearly well, and so able to do what is for one to do. And at 

9 A.M. I became suddenly thrice grateful that I had in Piqua (?) an excellent son, and at 

once it recurred to one in Boston an excellent daughter, and here with one in Manchester 

an excellent wife. This same hour congratulations also came from daughter to me and a 

birthday present of a pretty cup and saucer. 

 “On the 25th inst. I did not find at the P.O. (as a matter of course heretofore 

‘Nevermore!’) the Chicago M.O. but found a draft from you. Verily he is doubly pleased 

who has a parlor replenished with poetry and a portmonnaie with money. You need have 

no apprehensions for the comfort of your parents if your parents have health and can do. 

The office must credit me now with two days diligent work, today and yesterday. The 

office walk to and fro tires and hurts me very much, not so much however as the uneasy 

steps did Lucifer as he walked over the burning marle. 
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 “Today I pass the grand Climacteric of life, and it is supposed, so doctors say, that 

some years more (he had yet 23) for him who passest that year. But I would here intimate 

that I feel somewhat shattered by my recent sickness and much impressed with the 

terminating tendency of all that is sublunary (situated within the orbit of the moon, 

characteristic of or pertinent to this world), Praeteristenim habitas hujus mundi (Passes 

over and conditions their world). 

 “Moreover, I realize that there are rich experiences in sickness and adversity. He 

who prays ‘Teach one to feel another’s woes etc.’ must for an effectual prayer first have 

some woe of his own (you have to have the blues to sing the blues). Yes, sickness and 

poverty both teach. He who is always sane in body is insane in mind as to his future weal, 

and constant prosperity brings out no one’s best powers. Also to ‘Hear the muffled tramp 

of years, stealing up the slope of time,’ is rich in admonition. Expectation and preparation 

and resignation become urgent, and he is wise who is taught by sickness, time and trial to 

know that every day is Doomsday. Amo te. Your father, S. L. Doggett.” 

* * * * * 

 In mid-September 1901 Simeon teased Mary Ann with the following commentary 

entitled “Argument to the Poem, ‘The Dream of the Women’s Thirteen Club:’” 

 “It was on the 30th day of August 1901 that Mrs. Doggett prepares to go as one of 

the Thirteen Club to picnic in Hickory Grove. She started early in the morning and went 

to my office, and there I became very disconsolate and given up to reverie. I was 

dissatisfied with the prevalent arrangement of woman picnics and woman clubs because I 

believed and I do believe that a large part of woman’s mission is to improve and refine 

man, and woman cannot accomplish this mission by segregation. 

 “So I was impressed and depressed and falling asleep I had a dream; dreaming 

that I was taken by Hermes, the messenger of the gods, to the picnic grove and put asleep 

disguised upon the ground in the presence of the ladies. The grove appeared green and 

full of flowers of the Thirteen Club. 

 “The ladies appeared to me as each the age and appearance of 25 years of age, 

each in her very prime, not older than twenty-five. In looking down at me, I appeared to 

them to be about 30 years old and as a person unknown to them and yet perchance as a 
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person partly known to them. And one of the thirteen ladies appeared to be strongly 

impressed with recognition. 

 “I noticed their commiseration and I heard their remarks. They all pitied the 

sleeper and expressed their dissatisfaction with their own lonesome situation, only one 

man, and that man asleep. 

 “I dreamed that I saw one lady go aside and meditate. I noticed several ladies 

there who were not members of the “13 Club” (names listed). They were also pitiful and 

lonesome. Perhaps there were some other ladies in the grove, but not another man. 

 “I could see that they all wished to get away from the solitary place. So they ate 

their picnic food with disrelish, bade the sleeper goodbye and departed from the grove. 

 “Thereupon night came on and nature’s tenants ministered to the sleeper and the 

shades of poets came and spoke to him for and against woman’s praise and pride; and 

billet doux were found by the sleeper revealing that woman’s happiness consists in 

conferring happiness on another, and that man without her is an unhappy creature. 

 “I dreamt that I found several billet-doux all expressing love and sighing for 

mutual attachment. One was addressed to the goddess Juno: 

I marriage would have, 

Marriage would have 

This is the total sum 

For this alone I crave 

Oh let my marriage come. 

 “I also dreamt that I saw a bevy of maidens about 18 years old in distress, and I 

was persuaded that something should be done to help all the disconsolate ones to find 

suitable companions. So I called upon all the genii of the woods to help them in their 

quest. 

 “But the dawn came on and the sun suddenly shot down some bright and heated 

rays and I woke up, and lo I was in my office and pen and paper were before me. Being 

thus put in a poetic reverie I wrote down my dream of the Woman’s Thirteen Club.” 

 Can you imagine any woman not being in love with Simeon? 

* * * * * 
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 As briefly mentioned above, in about 1902 Mary Ann wrote an Operetta in five 

scenes for her beloved grandchildren, Ruth Wedgwood Doggett (my Aunt Ruth) and 

Clinton Locke Doggett (my father) whose childhood was made happier by the fairy tales 

of Tom Thumb, The Three Bears and the Culprit Fay. This Operetta is lovingly inscribed 

by their grandmother, Mrs. M.A.W. Doggett. 

 The title is “The Rainbow or the Quest of Goldylocks” reinforced by a quotation: 

“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.” 

 The story line takes Goldylocks through a somewhat scary series of adventures 

leading to her finding a bag of gold at the end of a rainbow. She couldn’t do all this on 

her own, of course, and so a Fairy Queen waves her magic wand causing white wings to 

sprout from her heels in readily flappable condition. The Fairy Queen also organizes all 

of her Maids of Honor, Fays of Air, Gnomes, Water Sprites and Zephyrs to help 

Goldylocks on her journey. 

 The reason that it is OK for Goldylocks to get her clutches on the bag of gold is 

that she is a good girl and will use the loot only to help the poor and the sick and to carry 

out good works for all the rest of her life. 

 The imaginative and rapidly changing ambiance on stage including a real lake and 

meadow and the different dozens of brightly clad characters quickly replacing one 

another with their songs and dances would seem to be a nightmare for directors and set 

designers, but it is all fun to read. Mary Ann describes the scenery and costumes in great 

detail including three pages of notes at the end. 

 For example: “The bag of gold is twenty-four inches long and eighteen inches 

wide. It is stuffed to have the appearance of being full of gold dollars. It is heavily gilded 

and a fern or two with some moss on the edge have grown on to the bag, it has been there 

so long. It is very securely tied at all the corners with a heavily gilded rope, the rope 

passing from one corner to the other, making a handle for the gnomes to carry it safely. 

When the gnomes place the bag of gold in front of Goldylocks’ chair, they kneel down, 

two on each side and with crossed swords guard the treasure.” 

 The Operetta starts off like this: 

 “The curtain rises, a magnificent rainbow spanning the stage, with a green velvet 

lawn and fine old trees in the background. 
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 “Enter the Rainbow Chorus, consisting of twenty-eight little girls, ten or twelve 

years old, all of the same height. They are dressed in silk tissue dresses the color of a rain 

cloud; they have on black slippers and black stockings; they all have scarves draped 

across their shoulders; they come in four abreast, the first four have red scarves, the 

second orange, the third yellow, the fourth green, the fifth blue, the sixth indigo, the 

seventh violet. They march and weave their scarves into beautiful rainbow tints and 

waves, and then they stand gracefully in front of the footlights and sing.” 

 And ends like this: 

 “When Goldylocks comes on the stage in the last scene she has on her head 

(beside the charmed rose), what appears to be a kind of turban. At the moment the tableau 

is to commence, this falls to her feet, enveloping her entirely in a shimmering shower of 

golden silken tissue. In the center of the corsage is a golden heart. She holds the charmed 

rose in her hand and her eyes are raised toward heaven. A rosy light suffuses the stage, 

the music is soft, sweet and holy and the curtain slowly descends. 

 “Just at this moment a plentiful shower of gold dollars floats down from the 

rainbow just over Goldylocks’ head. They continue to fall while the tableau is shown.” 

 It seems to me that the role of Goldylocks might well be just as coveted as that of 

Annie or of Dorothy. 

* * * * * 

 Simeon had always cared especially for his baby sister Gertrude, twelve years his 

junior. And now to honor the little girl’s 63rd birthday on 20 May 1904, he wrote for her 

the following sonnet: 

 Sometimes a thought of cosmic plans, 

 Or subject Pliocene, 

 Or thought on far off foreign lands, 

 Or on some fairy scene, 

 Or thought on friendship’s pleasant hour, 

 May occupy my mind; 

 And like enjoyment of a flower, 

 Some pleasure thus I find. 

 Such thought do come and go again, 
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 Like April’s vernal rain; — 

 But thought of thee comes with the day, 

 And with the night comes dream, 

 Visions of thee in every ray, 

 And in the stars’ pale gleam! 

 Please note that Simeon’s sonnet has the correct fourteen lines and the first line 

has eight beats and the second six etc. And in the rhyming scheme, one goes with three, 

two with four etc. I believe that it is permissible to vary everything except for the 

fourteen lines. 

 And while I am insulting you, Pliocene is nothing less than “of, relating to, or 

being the lates epoch of the tertiary or the corresponding system of rocks which was 

marked by the formation of high mountains and the dominance of mammals on land. 

* * * * * 

 The treasured photographs of Simeon and Mary Ann on the next two pages were 

taken in that same year, 1904, when he was 75 and she was 73. Just gaze at them for a 

while and you will come to understand who they were and what they were. 

* * * * * 

 Winding down now we have a few penny post cards written between 1905 and 

1911: 

 24 February 1905 from Simeon: Dear Son Laurence, This is to allay your anxiety. 

Your parents are comfortable and sensible. The sun shines and the snow melts after six 

weeks of deep snow and cold weather, sometimes minus 32°. 

 I had not been to my office since 6 December 1904. I expect to resume soon. 

Rheumatism began the 24th of last September and continues this 24th of February. I have 

tried several medicines and doctors with not much avail. The only sure cure is death, but 

that has some disadvantages. Amo te. Your father S. L. Doggett. 

 25 October 1908 from Mary Ann (in pencil and hard to read): Dear Son, 

Yesterday “Hosea” took two barrels of canned goods over to the depot. Hope they will 

reach you safely and quickly be good for the family. Have heard of your sad loss 

(Carolyn’s mother?). My heart is full of sympathy and love for you all. Have a letter 

nearly ready. Amo te, Mama. 
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 13 April, 1910 from Simeon: Dear Son Laurence, the doctor (Lindsey) removed 

the splints and he is optimistic. The wrist looks discolored, distorted and doubtful. It can 

be moved some, but it is quite weak. Her comforters yesterday were Rev. Moore, Mrs. 

Carpenter, Mrs. Haviater and Mrs. Miles Blair. 

 The bed is comfortable to her by night and the chair is her abiding place by day, 

but she can walk pretty well, and though dismayed she wants to go to the Thirteen Club 

again. Quoth the raven, “Nevermore!” Amo te, Pater, S. L. Doggett 

 3 February, 1911 from Simeon and Mary Ann to the Twins Laurence and Lizzie: 

E. (apparently a maid) will not come back again. Mrs. K offered her last week at $3.50 

per week and Pa and Ma thereupon offered to pay $3.50 per week based on a written 

agreement that Pa and Ma sighed and delivered to Mrs. K. And Mrs. K. refused and 

refuses to let E. come back on a written agreement and she (Mrs. K.) has dishonestly kept 

the writing and refuses to deliver up to Pa and Ma the said writing that she has honestly 

required to return to Pa and Ma. She is as crooked as the initial letter of her name. So the 

E. incident appears to be closed and Pa and Ma are left praying the 70th psalm. Amo te, 

cor cordium mens (Love you, my heard of hearts) Pater et Mater. 

 NOTE: In case you may have forgotten the 70th Psalm, it goes like this: 

Make haste, O God, to deliver me; make haste to help me, O Lord. 

 Let them be ashamed and confounded that seek after my soul; let them be 

turned backward, and put to confusion, that desire my hurt. 

 Let them be turned back for a reward of their shame that say, Aha, aha. 

 Let all those who seek thee rejoice and be glad in thee; and let such as love 

thy salvation say continually, Let God be magnified. 

 But I am poor and needy’ make haste unto me, O God. Thou art my help 

and my deliverer; O Lord, make no tarrying. 

 In other words, God help us! Nobody else will. 

 29 March 1911 from Simeon: Dear Son, Your precious letter received. Glad to 

hear of the promising Ruth, but fearful of the artful experiments of Clinton. Your 

leadership of the Fifty(?) was more glorious than Xenophon’s Retreat of the Ten 

Thousand. 



8-40 

 This is my anniversary birthday (82nd) and my presentiment is that it is the last 

one for me. It is fearful to become a doctor’s patient. That is your mother’s predicament, 

and what wholesome or doleful result is to be Time holds in his book of fate. Medicine 

appears to be no cure for her. The Dr. thinks the ethereal mildness now coming will make 

her well. Deo Volente, Amo te, Pater. S. L. Doggett 

 6 July 1911 from Simeon: Dear Son L, Your good letter received and P & M & 

Daughter & her John (Lizzie’s husband John Sherwood) all send much love to you and 

all have much anxiety today. Your M. is quite sick and her Dr. and his medicine are quite 

futile. We are concerned because of the tenacity of her disease, having not much pain but 

much strain, and persistent coughing and expectoration. She diminishes in strength of 

voice and weight and light of the eye. She is patient and cheerful with mind undimmed 

and we are hopeful. Ame te. S. L. Doggett 

 1 August, 1911 from Mary Ann to Laurence: This one is in pencil covering just 

half a card and very hard to read. The address is written by Simeon. One phrase I can 

barely make out is “if I can make the journey.” 

* * * * * 

 In early September 1911 Simeon and Mary Ann moved in with Big Grandpa and 

Carolyn at their home in Springfield, but the beloved mother died before the month was 

out. And Simeon wrote a sonnet (plus eight lines) entitled “Bereavement.” 

Ah! Why should ever love have death? 

 Bliss be so short of date? 

Ah! Why the charmer lose her breath, 

 And leave love thus distressed? 

Why were her eyes enchanting made, 

 So soon to be a shade, 

Her heart so full of love possessed, 

 For life so short be made.— 

Ah me! I am of mine bereft, 

 A lacerated heart, 

No longer with her presence blessed, 

 From her to dwell apart.— 
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Gone her sweet lips and eyes of shine,  

 Gone too her radiant hair; 

No more her words of love so kind, 

 No more her face so fair! 

In the eterne, Oh! Where is she? 

 What glorious realm of love, 

That so my soul may with her be, 

 In Heaven’s world above.— 

That world where “tears are wiped away,” 

 Where there is “no more death,” 

“No night, no pain,” no love astray, 

 “No Earth,” destroying rest. 

Also, “My Wish:” 

I would I were where Mary lies, 

 Hap, in the grave for me she lies, 

Or, in heaven for me sighs. 

I would I could hear Mary speak, 

 And kiss again her lovely cheek, 

And in her presence keep. 

I would I could hear Mary sing, 

 And putting on the wedding ring, 

Her smiles and blushes bring. 

I see no more my Mary’s face, 

 No joy in her gentle grace, — 

Without her earth is space. 

Oh! Haste sublunar time away, 

 That soon I may with Mary stay, 

Through Heaven’s endless day. 

(CLD: I am crying.) 

* * * * * 
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 Lizzie had graduated from the Cambridge (Massachusetts) School of Music in 

1888 and was a teacher there at the time of her parents’ move to Springfield and the death 

of her mother soon thereafter. While visiting her in Cambridge, Simeon wrote a card to 

Carolyn in Springfield dated 27 December 1911: 

 “My precious Mrs. L. L. D., I wish you a happy new year all the year bright, 

bright as your eye. Received letter from L. L. D. a happy new year for him, make him 

happy all the year. And send my happy new year wish to my darling Ruth (15) and to 

precious Clinton Locke (13). I have received a loving letter from my sister G. G. N. 

(Gertrude Glorvina Norris) plus $10. She is coming to Springfield in the spring. She is 

superb, but she is loving too. Letter from Niece to Aunt received. S. L. Doggett.” 

 And so on 20 May 1912 Simeon thought it time for another birthday sonnet to 

Gertrude when she came to be 71: 

Like a pleiad to my vision given 

I saw you first and on until at seven, 

As the full Pleiads bright’ning then you came, 

With every day and year to you a gain.— 

Your gentleness and loveliness not o’er, 

Through all your girlhood growing more and more; 

Like flame of Hesperus was neat the shine, 

Till form and features seemed almost divine.— 

Then came in full the brilliancy of mind, 

With thoughts so bright, bright as the pearls they find 

Thought bright as Oman’s pearls starlike kind 

Yours too the voice and wit to please the ear, 

Of all who listen to your words so clear; 

A cynosure for eyes, your full array,— 

Hail! To your dawning in the bloom of May! 

* * * * * 

 In 1913, ever so sadly, Lizzie died in the arms of her brother. She was just 49. 

* * * * * 
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 By now Simeon felt that his time had really all gone by and he wrote this “Old 

Man’s Declaration of Dependence” (adapted from Rudyard Kipling). 

This is my lot if I longer live and labor unto the end. 

That I outlive the impatient years and the much too patient friends: 

And because I know I have breath in my mouth 

 and think I have thought in my head, 

I shall assume that I am alive, whereas I am really dead. 

I shall not acknowledge that old stars fade, 

 or that new planets arise, 

Or any new compass wherewith new men 

 Adventure beneath new skies. 

I shall lift up the ropes that constrained my youth, 

 and not bind them on my children’s hands; 

I shall call to the water below the bridges to return 

 and replenish the lands; 

I shall harness horses (Death’s own pale horses) and 

 Scholarly plough the sands. 

I shall lie down in the eye of the sun for lack 

 of a light in my way— 

I shall rise up when the night is done and 

 chirrup, “Behold it is day!” 

I shall abide till the battle is won, before 

 I amble into the fray. 

I shall peck out and discuss and dissent and evert 

 and extrude to my mind, 

The flaccid tissues of long dead issues offensive 

 to God and mankind— 

(Precisely like vultures over an ox, that 

 an army has left behind.-) 

I shall make walk preposterous ghosts 

 Of the glories I once created— 
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And my friends will weep, when I ask them, with 

 boasts, of my natural force be abated. 

The Lamp of my Youth will be utterly out; 

 but I shall subsist on the smell of it, 

And whatever I do, I shall fold my hands, and suck 

 my gums, and think well of it. 

Yes, I shall be perfectly pleased with my work, 

 and that is the perfectest Hell of it! 

This is my lot, if I live so long, and listen to 

 those who love me; 

That I am shunned by the people about, and 

 shamed by the powers above me.— 

Wherefore, I would be freed of my harness betimes, 

Assured, if I have not, and do not, endure to my death,— 

From my birth I have never endured! 

* * * * * 

 At the moment of Simeon’s death in 1914 someone said, “Good night, sweet 

prince. And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest. Simeon replied: “And the rest is 

silence.” 

 I want to believe that this was really true. 

* * * * * 
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CHAPTER 9 

LAURENCE LOCKE DOGGETT(9), 1864 – 1957 
 

 

 

 

• Why Big Grandpa? Because when our kiddies were told he was their Great 

Grandfather, they found it easier to call him “Big Grandpa.” 

• Why not born in the Doggett’s natural habitat of Massachusetts? Because his 

father, Simeon Locke Doggett(8), had heeded Horace Greely’s advice to “Go West 

Young Man.” 

• Why was the family poor? Because of this same bad advice. Remote and tiny 

Manchester, Iowa at that time was no place to establish a lucrative law practice. Also 

Simeon and his wife, Mary Ann, set up a school that failed after six years. 

• Why intellectual? Because of family tradition. The home was full of the great 

books albeit with cheap covers. 

• Why religious? Because just about everybody else was religious. Also a tradition 

of family forebears, and Simeon(8) read at length from the Bible to his wife and 

children every evening before they knelt in prayer. 
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• Why Oberlin College? Because a family friend suggested it and arranged for jobs 

on campus to help cover expenses. 

• Why Oberlin Theological Seminary plus Union Seminary in New York? To fine-

tune his religious perceptions. 

• Why universities of Berlin and Leipzig? Suggested by an Oberlin professor as a 

way of broadening his religious/philosophical outlook. 

• Why social work during the course of his education? A matter of dedication plus a 

way of understanding the needs of down-and-out people. 

• Why devout, but not an extreme fundamentalist? The depth of his education and 

experience caused him to accept evolution and to conclude that science and religion 

were mutually reinforcing. He protected those members of his faculty at Springfield 

College who had liberal views in their religious outlook. 

• Why a career in the YMCA? Because he considered this to be the most practical 

and satisfying way to make use of his spiritual and humanitarian dedication, a 

“calling.” 

• Why President of Springfield YMCA College for 40 years? Because he saw this 

as the total fulfillment of his life, and the YMCA authorities saw him as the perfect 

man for the job. 

• Last question: Why me under his roof for nearly a decade of my childhood? 

Because his son/my father, Clinton L. Doggett(10), left my mother before I was even 

born. More about this later. 

• One more: What is the YMCA anyway? The Young Men’s Christian Association 

(YMCA) is a nonsectarian, nonpolitical Christian lay movement that aims to develop 

high standards of Christian character through group activities and citizenship training. 

It originated in London in 1844, when 12 young men, led by George Williams, an 

employee in, and subsequently head of, a drapery house, formed a club for the 

“improvement of the spiritual condition of young men in the drapery and other 

trades.” Similar clubs spread rapidly in the United Kingdom and reached Australia in 

1850 and North America in 1851, where the organization eventually reached its 

greatest development. The first club in North America was founded in Boston. 
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The YMCA programs include sports and physical education, camping, 

counseling, formal and informal education, public affairs, and citizenship activities. 

Among other activities, the YMCA sponsors hotels, residence halls, and cafeterias. In 

the United States it operates several degree-granting institutions (including 

Springfield College, of course) and many other schools at all levels including night 

classes for adults. 

YMCA services to the armed forces began, in the United States, with the Civil 

War, and it continued giving service through all wars thereafter. By the Geneva 

Convention of 1929, it was charged with promoting educational and recreational 

facilities in many prisoner of war camps. 

Local YMCA organizations are affiliated with national councils, which in turn are 

members of the World Alliance of YMCAs, established in 1855 with headquarters in 

Geneva. At the centennial of the World Alliance in 1955, a series of conferences held 

in Paris was attended by 8,000 delegates representing more than 4,000,000 members 

in 76 countries and territories. 

* * * * * 

 Laurence Locke Doggett(9) aka Big Grandpa and his twin sister, “Lizzie,” were 

born in Manchester, Iowa on 22 December, 1864 (Civil Wartime), the children of Simeon 

Locke Doggett(8) and his wife Mary Ann White Doggett. There had been an older brother, 

Walter Wotton Doggett, who was born on 1 January 1861 but died on 13 November 

1862. 

 The family residence was a simple four-room house on the corner of Union and 

New Streets where the parents lived for more than 50 years as they were never able to do 

better while the houses and business establishments of their more affluent neighbors rose 

up around them. Reference Chapter 7 above. 

 Somehow Mary Ann came with a large square piano that filled up much of the 

living room and provided a surface for the double crib of the twins as well as a launching 

pad for Lizzie’s later musical career. 

 The house was not big enough for Laurence (never Larry) to have a room of his 

own. It is said that he slept on a door, slipped from its hinges, resting on two chairs. In 

the morning he rolled up his bedding and put the door back on its hinges. 
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Although the Doggett property was of negligible value on the real estate market, 

the interior of the house was enriched by culture, learning, piety, good manners and 

family love. Moreover, the inhabitants were highly respected in their community. L.K. 

Hall described it like this in Doggett of Springfield: 

“The home, with all its limitations, was a good one. Its atmosphere of propriety in 

speech and manner, of piety, frugality, affection, companionship in the enjoyment of 

literary treasures left permanent marks on Laurence. He acquired a lifelong taste for good 

reading, good music, good conversation, good clothes, good standards in respect to all the 

amenities; and he resolved to have more of them in his future home than his parents could 

afford. In their old age he brought them into the shelter and comfort of his Springfield 

home. He became careful in dress, careful and correct in speech, careful in manners, 

careful in his handling of money. 

“The house was full of books, not in the expensive bindings such as the taste 

which Simeon certainly had acquired from his grandfather’s handsome library would 

have led him to desire, but in the five-cent edition of a publishing house in St. Louis—the 

ancient Greek and Roman classics, the English classics, especially Shakespeare, 

philosophy, poetry, drama, fiction. Neighbors still remember the books that filled the 

house. Laurence Doggett recalled the family reading together in the evenings: ‘My 

education began in my father’s home and was dominated by his literary interests. I 

remember the long winter nights when my twin sister, Mary Lizzee, my mother and I 

gathered around the kerosene lamp with its crystal pendants while father read aloud with 

dramatic feeling the Arabian Nights, Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield, and the works of 

Scott, Dickens, and many others.’ The most constantly read book of all was the Bible. 

The evenings ended with family prayers, the father reading a chapter, followed by all 

kneeling at their chairs for the prayer.” 

It seems that Laurence was basically a good boy, but not really a nerd. Perhaps 

there was no alternative. The family’s lack of financial resources made it necessary for 

him to engage in character-building work as his share in making ends meet. Mainly he 

helped out in taking care of the family vegetable garden and their cow and then in the 

selling of the produce. He also made $2 a week caring for the horse and cow of a more 

prosperous neighbor. And during summer vacations while in high school he would save 
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as much as $25 by cultivating rented vacant lots and selling the produce. By this time he 

was contributing to family expenses and laying away the money that would later make it 

possible for him to go to college. (Picture on next page: “A boy in Iowa,” 1875.) 

Yet there was still some time for fun and games. With other boys his age he swam 

in the millpond, gathered nuts, hiked in the woods, skated on the river in the winter, 

played the games of childhood, boyhood, and youth that are passed on without being 

taught from one generation to another—marbles, jackstones, London bridge (or needle’s 

eye), tag, pussy-wants-a-corner, “Auntie over,” pom-pom-pull-away, dare-base, shinny, 

miller boy, the Virginia Reel, weavlie wheat, and corner-lot baseball. 

Laurence finished high school in June of 1880 just six months after his 15th 

birthday, and he liked to say that he stood at the head of the boys in his class. Actually his 

three classmates were all girls, including Lizzie. He delivered an oration on “Liberty” at 

the graduation ceremony. 

The Manchester Press of 11 June, 1880 carried the following notice: “Laurence L. 

Doggett and [names of three others] having completed the course of study prescribed by 

the school board, and after passing a thorough examination in all the branches, were 

admitted to graduation.” 

It was also noted that “Miss Lizzie Doggett rendered a fine selection on the piano 

in her usual artistic manner.” Laurence later helped meet the expenses of her music 

education at the Oberlin College Conservatory and took much pride in her subsequent 

career as a teacher of music. (Picture on next page.) 

Plans for the future evolved during a two-year break between high school and 

college. 

Laurence continued to work and save up money. One of his jobs was in a “variety 

store.” The Jewish proprietor took quite a liking to Laurence and asked him to continue 

with him instead of going to college. After a year or two of experience he would be 

permitted to start a similar store in a neighboring town, be in charge and receive half of 

the profits. 

Simeon, however, had a different idea which was for Laurence to study at the 

State University of Iowa, take a law course, and then return to Manchester and practice 

law with him. 
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Eventually it was decided that Oberlin would be the best thing for both Laurence 

and Lizzie. Laurence would cover some of the costs by working at the campus jobs that 

had been promised to him, and Simeon would help out as best he could. 

After paying for his railroad ticket Laurence arrived on the Oberlin College 

campus with $84 in his pocket. Tuition at that time was $40 a year (and now?!), and pay 

for student labor was usually ten cents an hour. Simeon contributed $300 over the four-

year college period, but much of it had to go to Lizzie. Laurence waited on tables for his 

board, and the borders gave him a Bible with their signatures in it. He also shoveled 

walks and worked as a janitor in a bank. When he graduated he was $57 in debt. 

The college catalogue made it clear that Oberlin was not a club for fraternity 

playboys: 

“The place was founded as a home for the college, and the population consists 

chiefly of those who have been drawn there by educational attractions. This gives it a 

special atmosphere of culture and good order, where, as a home for students, it is 

remarkably free from the temptations and dangers often attending school life. There are 

no drinking places, no saloons, in the town. But those who seek bad company will find 

it—or make it—anywhere, and the college does not offer itself as a reformatory for 

young people who are too wayward for home restraints. Neither does it desire the 

attendance of the idle or listless. The facilities are offered only to those who wish to give 

their full strength to study.” (No screwing around!) 

As Laurence had always been a good boy (I think) and knew why he was there at 

Oberlin, he seems to have fitted easily into the regime of the college. (It was still quite a 

proper place when Mom and I were there from 1939 to 1943). 

The catalogue also made it known that applicants for admission would be 

examined in the following subjects: 

English: The Common branches, including English Analysis; United States 

History; Outline of History; Science of Government. 

Mathematics: Arithmetic, Algebra, Plain and Solid Geometry. 

Latin: Grammar, Caesar, Cicero, Virgil (de Senectute), Latin prose composition. 

Greek: Grammar, Anabasis, Iliad, Greek prose composition. 
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 When Laurence was examined he was found to be prepared in all except Greek, 

which he made up in his freshman year. He was fortunate in having a home in which 

these subjects were understood, Plato was a household word, goodnights were said in 

Latin, and Shakespeare’s plays were known by heart. (Hard to believe!) 

 The courses taken by Big Grandpa at Oberlin and the number of “terms” for each 

were as follows: Greek 5; Latin 5; German 2; French 1; English Composition, Rhetoric 

and Literature 7; Math 7; Science 5; History and Political Science 4; and Philosophy and 

Religion 4; Total 40. 

 His scholastic record was said to be good although he was weak in spelling. 

Clearly the emphasis was on literary subjects, but he made his mark in chemistry when 

one of his experiments caused an explosion that resulted in a large blotch on the 

laboratory ceiling that came to be know as “Doggett’s Blotch.” 

 Religion was big at Oberlin in those days, and Laurence didn’t mind this at all. 

Indeed he made a “profession of faith” in his freshman year and joined the Second 

Congregational Church. He became active in campus religious life, going well beyond 

the core requirements of attendance at Thursday afternoon lectures on biblical and 

doctrinal topics, prayers in the chapel every evening, morning prayers in the boarding 

house and, of course, Sunday church attendance. 

 Darwin’s publication On the Origin of Species in 1859 had become a central issue 

in teaching of science and religion at Oberlin during Big Grandpa’s time there. It could 

have been interpreted as the destruction of religious faith, but the college administration 

and faculty arrived at the conclusion that “knowledge strengthens faith. Follow the truth 

and fear not.” Science courses were taught rigorously – as were the courses in religion by 

men who saw that truth included both. Discussions on this crucial matter in and out of the 

classroom had a profound effect on Laurence especially in later life when as President at 

Springfield he had to deal with conflicts between fundamentalist contributors and liberal 

professors. He would come out for truth with perhaps also a little diplomacy. 

 Laurence may not have fully realized it at the time, but it appears that his mission 

in life was beginning to take form when he joined the college YMCA during his 

sophomore year and was elected president as a senior. He became deeply involved in its 

program of religious meetings, personal interviews, mission study, information service 
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for new students, and religious service in nearby rural communities. There was a 

clubroom, an office and a library containing publications on Bible study, YMCA history 

and methods, training class work and missionary literature. 

 When Laurence graduated from Oberlin in June 1886 the Oberlin Review carried 

the names of class members and noted that Laurence Locke Doggett was a Republican 

(sorry about that) and was planning to study theology at the Oberlin Seminary in 

preparation for the ministry. His commencement essay was entitled “A Vision.” He did 

study at the Seminary, but did not become a minister albeit well stuffed with religion. 

 In the fall of 1886 when Big Grandpa began his graduate studies in divinity he 

was still uncertain about his life plans, but committed to some form of religious 

leadership. Four possible fields attracted him: The ministry was one. Specialized work 

among industrial workers and people living in depressed city areas was another. A third 

was foreign missionary service and the fourth was some kind of career in the YMCA. 

 Ten years later the fourth of these attractions became a permanent reality, taking 

form as the presidency of Springfield College although he, of course, did not know at the 

outset that this would be his destination. The chronology of a somewhat intricate series of 

events during the years went something like this: 

1886 – 87, Sept. – Jun.: Two semesters at the Oberlin Theological Seminary 
1887 Summer:   Missionary service in Northern Michigan 
1887 – 88, Fall – Mar.: Ill with typhoid fever 
1888, Apr. – Dec.:  Assistant Secretary of the Ohio State YMCA Committee 
1889, Jan. – Jun.:  One semester at the Union Theological Seminary in New 

York 
1889 – 90, Jan. – Sep.: Mission work in New York City 
1889 – 90, Sep. – Jun.: Third and fourth semesters at the Oberlin Theological 

Seminary (Graduation picture on the next page.) 
1889 – 90, Sep. – Jun.: General Secretary of the Oberlin City YMCA 
1890 Jul. – 1893 Aug.: Secretary of the Ohio State YMCA Committee 
1893 – 94, Sep. – Jan.: One semester at the University of Berlin 
1894 Feb. – 1895 Aug.: Three semesters at the University of Leipzig. PhD in 

Divinity 
1894 Summer:   Visit to USA regarding family financial problems 
1894 Summer:   Visit to Springfield College 
1894 3 Oct.:   Marriage to Carolyn Gillespie Durgin 
1895 Sep. – 1896 Jul.:  YMCA State Secretary for Ohio 
1896 Aug.:   Startup of 40-year career as President of Springfield 

College 
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 Big Grandpa’s four semesters at the Oberlin Theological Seminary are barely 

mentioned either in his autobiography or L. K. Hall’s biography. Presumably he 

increased his knowledge of divinity substantially during these studies. In his final 

semester one of the courses was a seminar on church history to which he contributed a 

paper on the “History of the YMCA” that was published in a faculty journal, the 

Bibliotecha Sacra. Laurence was starting to become an expert on this subject. 

 During the summer of 1887 Laurence engaged in his “Michigan Project” which 

he called a “home missionary experience in northern Michigan.” He described it as 

follows: “My headquarters were at Wakefield (I was the second vicar of Wakefield). 

During the summer we organized a Congregational church, now Presbyterian, in a vacant 

store belonging to a German who represented a Milwaukee brewery. We used planks 

resting on kegs for seats. This salesman was a good Lutheran, who was always warning 

against the evils of hard liquors—“Beer is all right, but whiskey is bad,” he would say. 

The night I arrived in Wakefield there were both a dog fight and a prize fight going on. I 

had a roommate who used to go to the saloon and get drunk. I went to the bartender and 

told him to stop selling liquor to this young man when he was intoxicated. The 

saloonkeeper was very angry and abusive and organized a movement to run me out of 

town, but my Cornish miner church members thwarted his efforts. I also held meetings at 

Ironton, where a short time before there had been a riot, which the Governor suppressed 

by calling out the militia. I usually rode the miles intervening by hanging on to the top of 

a freight car.” 

 Unfortunately he contracted typhoid fever while in Michigan which he said was 

caused by eating infected meat (mad cows?). He was sick and out of action until the 

following April when he became Assistant Secretary of the Ohio State YMCA 

Committee. 

 At this point he said that he asked himself “what was the great problem that the 

young men of my generation were called upon to face and to solve. I became convinced 

that it was the task of establishing a Christian civilization in the modern city—that this 

country had become great because it had a Christian civilization based upon an 

agricultural foundation, and that if America was now to remain great it must have a 

Christian civilization based upon an urban foundation. I wanted to do work for young 
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men, particularly in the city. On April 1, 1888, when I joined the staff of the Ohio State 

Committee, the Y.M.C.A. had a monopoly on such work, and if anyone wanted to serve 

the youth of our cities, his best opportunity to do so was through the Association. Large 

numbers of young men who moved from the country to the city were compelled to live 

under conditions that were socially and religiously demoralizing. It was this group in 

which the Y.M.C.A. was particularly interested.” 

 Laurence was hired at an annual rate of $800 plus traveling expenses for a period 

of nine months from 1 April through 31 December 1888. He described the experience as 

follows: “This was my apprenticeship, and it determined my future. The chief work of the 

State Committee in the eighties was the forming of new Associations. It was our practice 

to spend three months at a time in promoting and organizing Y.M.C.A.’s in various cities 

of the state, employing a method which came to be known as ‘the Ohio Plan.’ This 

method of organizing a new Association began with Sunday-afternoon religious meetings 

for young men; after which a committee solicited from three to five hundred 

memberships at five dollars each, payable if and when an Association was organized. The 

next step was to go to the businessmen of the community and ask for from five to ten 

thousand dollars in order to rent and equip suitable rooms. When this was forthcoming, a 

Y.M.C.A. was organized. We then looked around for a general secretary to take charge of 

the newly established organization.” 

 He worked personally on the job in Lima, Zanesville, Sandusky and Findlay and 

later said it was the hardest work he ever did. 

 And now it was time to resume his studies which indeed would continue for quite 

a long time mixed in with other activities which would broaden his outlook and, in some 

cases, improve his financial condition. 

 Although he still had things to do at the Oberlin Theolog, he decided this time to 

spend a semester at the Union Theological Seminary in New York where he felt he could 

combine his religious studies with some practical work in the city: “It appeared to me that 

if America’s future depended upon Christianizing the modern city, one of the best 

opportunities for service was in New York, the greatest city of the new world. I had 

served in the Y.M.C.A., but I thought I would try another form of effort to serve the 

modern city. Accordingly, I became attached to the East Side City Mission and for nine 
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months I served there nights and Sundays with a zeal to redeem New York City that 

today seems somewhat naïve. Yet this experience of coming into contact with the scrap 

heap of a metropolis has been helpful to me all my life. I have the greatest sympathy for 

city missions and the work that is done by the Salvation Army for the down-and-outers, 

but this experience convinced me that the great home of the city was in such work as the 

Y.M.C.A. performed, in the prevention of young men going wrong and the building up of 

a positive Christian personality.” 

 Finally now back to Oberlin to complete his third and fourth semesters of 

seminary studies there. And again he combined studies with work during this academic 

year from September 1889 to June 1890. This time he served as General Secretary of the 

Oberlin City YMCA and was becoming more and more an up-and-coming Y person. 

 He took the YMCA job on a part-time basis while he was completing his studies. 

He kept the reading room and social rooms open, arranged religious meetings, raised 

$20,000 for a new building, and reported that “during the year 60 young men accepted 

Christ in the rooms and in connection with the college YMCA.” 

 In June 1890 Laurence received his Bachelor of Divinity degree from the 

seminary and an honorary Master of Arts from the College. 

 It seems that the Ohio State YMCA Committee had been lying in wait for him. 

Already in February of 1890 they had extended a call to him to become secretary of the 

committee at $100 per month plus traveling expenses. He accepted the offer at that time 

and went to work on 1 June at the start of a job that would last for more than three years. 

He summarized his duties as follows: “The work consists of leading meetings, holding 

conferences and conventions, assisting at anniversaries, helping weak Associations, 

organizing new ones, raising money, visiting college Associations, and training their 

leaders in Christian work.” I have just returned from pushing a building canvass at Piqua 

where $22,000 [was raised].” He was in charge of organization efforts in Lima, Piqua, 

Mansfield, Zanesville, Newark, Freemont, Findlay, and Sandusky. 

 His faith grew stronger “in the Y.M.C.A. as the chief agency for Christianizing 

young men and boys, and thus training a Christian leadership for the modern city.” In 

spite of his youth (he was only twenty-five years old) he brought to his task a good 

understanding of Y.M.C.A. history, objectives, principles, and program of work which, 
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joined with his endowment of native ability and his religious dedication, gave him 

eminence among Y.M.C.A. secretaries. 

 He saw the Y.M.C.A. as a practical expression of modern Christianity. “It had 

come into being at the dawn of the new industrial and scientific era. It reflected 

contemporary conditions and ideals. Its major strategy focused on youth. It used the 

scientific principle that environment molds character. It was an agency of the Christian 

church devoted to a specific end. 

 “In its plan of operations it embodied the modern religious ideal of 

development…It recognized that all human powers should be developed to their utmost 

capacity and consecrated to God’s service. It agreed with modern science in denying the 

separation between the sacred and the secular; and it recognized with the new psychology 

the unity of man in body, mind, and spirit. Over all and in all it recognized the supreme 

Lordship of Jesus Christ.” 

 And so, by this time he was really into it and yet, remarkably, despite having 

completed five semesters of graduate studies in divinity, he now felt that he needed four 

more in order to complete the religious foundation for his life mission. 

 Thus on 13 September 1893 he wrote a letter to the Chairman of the Ohio State 

YMCA Committee requesting a leave of absence for two years. The Committee, though 

“greatly disappointed” sympathized with Laurence’s plans and granted his request for 

leave, without pay of course. 

 The four semesters of additional theological studies took place at two rather 

surprising venues, i.e. Berlin and Leipzig, decided upon during Laurence’s last year at the 

Oberlin Seminary. He was much impressed by his professor of church history who had 

studied in Germany and urged Laurence to do the same. Professor Foster was able to 

offer good advice about German universities and particular professors. Our Big Grandpa 

took this advice and was soon off to Berlin where he studied for a semester under “the 

great theologian” Doctor Adolph Harnak. 

 I recall Big Grandpa describing Dr. Harnak’s characterization of the Hegelian 

philosophy of human progress. He would wave one arm wildly to the side shouting “Ja,” 

then the other one in the opposite direction shouting “Nein” and finally place his hands 

close together while softly voicing “Zo.” 



9-13 

 Laurence moved to Leipzig after just one semester at Berlin, and while there for 

three semesters he engaged in additional theological studies and also took in some 

sociology, economics and modern history. The big thing for him there at Leipzig was to 

get his Ph. D. which, of course, would require a thesis and he was determined that his 

thesis would be about the history of the YMCA. He had already gained a head start on 

this at Oberlin and he had accumulated a lot of sources. 

 To me this sounds more like a cut-and-paste job than, let us say, an original 

analysis of some arcane philosophical controversy. Moreover, one of the four professors 

who would be examining him thought that the subject was not sufficiently 

“wissenschaftlich” (scientific) to qualify for a doctoral thesis. So Laurence had a lot of 

explaining to do and he had to produce an exceptionally good document with plenty of 

Christianity laced into some rather dreary historical prose about a not-very-sexy 

institution. Well, somehow his powers of persuasion prevailed and he set about his task 

with enormous enthusiasm. 

 Then in the early summer of 1894 he received word that the merchant with whom 

his savings were invested had failed and that he could recover, at best, three cents on the 

dollar, and that was the money he had counted on to pay for his second year at Leipzig. 

And so he went home to Manchester where good old Simeon(8) came up with a loan of 

$1,000. 

 While he was in the USA Laurence decided to visit Springfield College because 

he had heard that the library there contained a collection of YMCA historical materials. 

He was amazed and delighted by what he found there “including not only books and 

documents of early Y work in England and other countries but also records of work for 

young men before the YMCA was founded. There was nothing like it anywhere else in 

the world.” 

 The collection had been put together by a certain J. T. Browne who considered 

Big Grandpa to be an exceptionally good risk and so entrusted him with a trunkful of 

these precious documents to take back to Leipzig with him. The success of the thesis was 

thus assured and it is said that all of the documents were returned safely to Springfield. 

(Today’s quiz: Name three libraries that would let somebody take away a trunkful of their 

single-copy old books.) 
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 Another thing about the Springfield visit was that he began to like the place. He 

was impressed by the faculty and the students and could visualize a handsome campus 

developing from a modest start on the shore of “Watershops Pond,” later more graciously 

renamed “Lake Massasoit.” He was invited to speak at a watermelon feast given by the 

upperclass students for the incoming class. (I thought they were supposed to haze them.) 

The talk was well received and maybe our Big Grandpa began to see his future. 

 The above-mentioned trunkful of documents was not the only item of immense 

value that Laurence took back to Leipzig with him because on 3 October 1894 at the 

Narragansett Hotel in Providence, Rhode Island he was married to Carolyn Gillespie 

Durgin by her father, Doctor DeWitt Clinton Durgin, a Baptist Minister and former 

President of Hillsdale College in Michigan. 

 Laurence had first sighted Carolyn (red hair, green dress) on the railway platform 

at Oberlin some four years earlier and had instantly taken a firm decision to make her his 

bride sometime after getting to meet her. She was then in her senior year at Oberlin 

College and he was concluding his studies at the Oberlin Seminary. 

 After graduating from Oberlin in 1890 Carolyn took her MA in literature at 

Wellesley in 1892 by which time Laurence had actually met her and she was beginning to 

show some interest. However, she became Dean of Women (so young?) at Washburn 

College and had a promising career ahead of her. Nevertheless Big Grandpa prevailed. 

He was said to have been a handsome man at that time. Nice picture. 

 Regarding Carolyn’s graduation from Oberlin, we have a very rare document in 

our archives here at Lou Baguié. It is Big Grandpa’s copy of the Oberlin College 

yearbook (the Hi-O-Hi) for 1890, the very first year of its publication. 

 This treasure is hardcover and slim with a badly frayed spine and is about 9 by 6 

inches in size as compared with the thick and glossy productions of modern colleges and 

high schools, usually about 12 by 9 inches. Carolyn is listed without picture as Miss C. G. 

Durgin of Hillsdale, Michigan. She was one of 14 women in the “classical course” along 

with 33 men. Other classmates included 21 in the philosophical course, 20 in the literary 

course and nine in the Conservatory of Music. All together there were 436 Oberlin 

students at that time and 62 faculty members which comes to a rather remarkable ratio. 
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 The yearbook is an entertaining document which presents some really funny 

commentary and cartoons confirming the fact that college students of that day were in 

many ways similar to those of our present era. 

 Regarding the ages of Carolyn’s classmates “the class patriarch, J. W. Cook, has 

gladdened the world for 31 years, 6 months and 4 days and the class infant, Ralphie W. 

Hayes has been born 20 years and 26 days.” I was surprised that the average age of the 

gentlemen was 23.9 and the ladies 23.6. 

 The yearbook also makes known that “the measurement of the earth’s attraction 

for R. E. Loveland, the class heavyweight, is 180 pounds and Ninety’s featherweight, 

Fred Arnold, tips the scales at 127. The tallest man, Booth, stretches 6 feet 2 ¾ inches 

toward the zenith while the shortest, Fred Arnold grows 5 feet 3 ½ inches out of the 

ground.” The average weight of the ladies was 122.2 pounds and their height 5 feet 4 

inches. 

 Moreover, after a few calculations we can determine that the religious affiliations 

of the 436 members of the student body were claimed by them as follows in percentage 

terms: Congregationalists 73, Presbyterians 5, Methodists 5, Baptists 4, Episcopalians 2 

and Miscellaneous or None 11. 

 And their political preferences came out like this: Republican 60, Prohibitionists 

24, Mugwumps 12 and Democrats 4. In case you have forgotten, the Mugwumps were a 

reform-oriented faction of the Republican Party who refused to support the candidacy of 

James G. Blaine for the presidency in 1884. Instead, they supported the Democratic 

nominee, Grover Cleveland, who won that election. However, in 1888 Cleveland lost to 

the Republican, Benjamin Harrison despite winning the popular vote by more than 

90,000. (Does this sound familiar? 2000??!!) 

 All of the students were required to write a final paper on the occasion of their 

graduation and, by my count, it appears that they all did. Their names and the titles of 

their statements are listed in the yearbook under the heading of “Commencement.” Oddly 

our Grandma Carolyn is designated by her nickname, Carrie G. Doggett. The title of her 

work was “History in Eden.” We have a lot of things that she wrote, but unfortunately not 

this one. 
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 It is interesting, though perhaps not surprising, that virtually every building on the 

campus that Mom and I knew from 1939 – 1943 was named after somebody listed one 

way or another in this book whether it be a trustee, administrator, faculty member or 

maybe even a student. 

 I am always intrigued by sports and so have enjoyed the pictures in the yearbook 

of various teams including football and baseball with players wearing uniforms that look 

both funny and unsafe. Some of the achievements among others during the “Field Day” 

of 26 May 1890 included 10.6 seconds in the 100 yard dash, 5 minutes 23.2 seconds in 

the mile, a pole vault of 8 feet 10 inches and a broad jump of 18 feet 4½ inches. 

 I must stop all this, but will just conclude my comments on this first Hi-O-Hi by 

noting one of the ads which are often both entertaining and revealing in documents of this 

sort: “TIRED BRAIN, Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. Prepared according to the directions 

of Prof. E. U. Horsford. This preparation is a brain food. It increases the capacity for 

mental labor and acts as a general tonic and vitalizer. It rests the tired brain and imparts 

thereto new life and energy.” The ad goes on to provide statements by five doctors 

endorsing this amazing product. 

 There is just one more note in this introduction of Grandma Carolyn which may 

scare some of my fellow family members a little. I present herewith some excerpts from a 

letter that she wrote when she was thinking about marrying somebody other than Big 

Grandpa (pretty bad for us, right?). 

 The letter was written from Vienna on 4 June 1891 during one of those grand 

tours of Europe and places like Egypt that were considered to be an appropriate way for a 

well-cultured young lady to round out her education. Excerpts regarding possible 

matrimony: 

 “Dearest papa and Mamma – I want to be just as wise as you want me to be and I 

will say this much – Mr. Blackmore wishes me to consider well what I am doing and he 

wishes the glad and full consent of my parents – and I think I told you he wishes to come 

and see you -- & to have you see him – and then we can all talk it over together – 

I can say that he fills his position – He is smart and not conceited – He has a lot of 

energy, push, and ambition – and I would not be afraid of his success – 
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His father and mother were good Christian people I should judge – Once on a time – he 

thought seriously of being a minister and he has preached some I believe – He would 

make a good minister, I think because – he has so many qualifications of a leader – 

dignity – personality – 

“It may be you will not like him – and I love Father and Mother too well to make 

them unhappy. I understand this is serious business – and we both have taken it as such – 

I am sorry that it had such an effect on Mamma – that seems the hardest part – to go to 

Egypt, but I think Mr. B. is too sincere and honest in his regard to insist on going back – I 

think he would give up his fine position there, for all his ambition and hope of distinction. 

There are some things about the work at present which he does not like – You know 

Egypt is a Mohammedan Country – Sunday is Friday – and school vacation is on that day 

– On Sunday the teachers must work as part of the day – and there are Christian men who 

are teachers there – but Mr. B. is a lover of the Sabbath and always goes to at least one 

service. The church he usually attends is Episcopal – though not an Episcopalian – his 

preference is for the Congregationalists – Well I think this is enough for personality – 

you did not say whether you liked the tone of the gentleman’s letter or not – I was much 

amused – He said he wrote as though of course he expected an answer though he thought 

probably you would be somewhat cautious – which was perfectly right.” 

 Fortunately, as we have seen, this prospective union was not consummated and 

we have thus been able to enjoy the pleasures of living. Not to mention the bliss of Big 

Grandpa having now (October 1894) a lovely bride in addition to a trunkful of documents 

to take back with him to Leipzig for the 1894-95 academic year. 

 Both of them studied at the University of Leipzig that year. Carolyn enrolled in a 

course in Shakespeare given in English. And outside of classes they enjoyed the city’s 

renowned Conservatory of Music and became a part of some German cultural circles. 

 However, in an oddball quirk of nerdity Laurence felt that good Christians should 

not go to the theater, including opera. And so they had to compromise on Carolyn’s love 

for opera. He would drop her at the opera house door and return later to accompany her 

home. She eventually converted him, and Big Grandpa could bring you to tears with his 

reminisces of their attendance at Beethoven’s “Fidelio,” the last one before she died in 

1932. 
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 Laurence’s thesis was accepted and the degree of Doctor of Philosophy was 

conferred on him in August, 1895. This work, which was published in 1896 by the 

International Committee of the Y.M.C.A., as Volume I of the History of the Young 

Men’s Christian Association, covered the founding years up to 1855. It was recognized at 

once and remained for many years as the definitive history for that period. A few years 

later he extended the history to 1861. Apparently he had intended to carry the story 

through to the end but was never able to accomplish the task. 

 I am inserting a picture of Professor Heinze, one of Laurence’s Ph.D. examiners. 

Pretty scary, huh? 

 Foreign students like Big Grandpa were supposed to have the option of taking the 

oral exam in their native language, but the chairman of the examining committee said: 

“Es ist eben so gut aúf Deutsch.” Maybe this was an advantage for Laurence because the 

impression might have been created that he knew more philosophy than he could express 

in German. I never heard him speak a word of this language. 

 When Laurence and Carolyn returned to the USA after Leipzig, the Ohio YMCA 

people were waiting for him once again. His two years’ leave of absence was over, but he 

would now take on higher level duties as the Secretary of the Ohio State YMCA, not just 

of the Committee. The new job had already been offered to him and in December 1894 

he had accepted. 

 Laurence took office on 1 October 1895 and reported as follows to the Committee 

after his first month: “One of the most perplexing problems before you as a Committee is 

the recommending of suitable men for vacant places. The present situation forms the 

nearest approach to a crisis of anything in the state. Xenia has a good membership, 

admirable quarters placed at their disposal free of rent by one of their citizens, no debt, 

and a good record, but is without either secretary or physical director. Middletown, with 

one of the best equipped associations in a city of its size is about $1000 behind in current 

expenses, and without either secretary or physical director. They have a number of loyal 

men devoted to the work, and only need a leader. Warren, with no serious problems 

except the ever pressing ones, has notified us that their secretary has resigned. Ashtabula 

has closed its doors waiting for a man, as has Steubenville. Newark is without a secretary, 

but has decided to delay employing one till the building movement is further matured. 
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Piqua has no physical director. Bellefontaine and Coshocton have recently organized with 

considerable enthusiasm and good projects but have no secretaries at once. Martin’s 

Ferry has no man. As yet no man has been found as a colleague for myself in the field 

service of the committee.” 

 Obviously plenty of work to be done but, to the dismay of the Committee, he 

resigned after only nine months on the job during which considerable progress had been 

made and Carolyn was learning what it was like to be a “YMCA widow.” 

 Laurence had been approached by Mr. Oliver C. Morse, Corresponding Secretary 

of what was then called the Springfield Training School who asked if he would accept the 

presidency of that institution with a view to centralizing the administration of its four 

departments under one head. For Laurence the call was irresistible as it would give him 

the opportunity to work full time on the training of YMCA secretaries which he felt was 

the greatest need at that time. No way of imagining developments over the next forty 

years! 

 At first the Ohio people felt that Springfield had breached “protocol,” but all was 

smoothed over and the transfer was effected amid goodwill on all sides. Our Big Grandpa 

came out smelling like a rose. Incidentally, he would say that he never looked for a job. 

His work was always a “calling.” Tell that to the unemployed! 

 The arrival of Laurence and Carolyn in midsummer 1896 was joyous. They both 

considered themselves to be New Englanders. Indeed, one woman on hearing that Big 

Grandpa had been born in Iowa said: “Oh, but one would never think so.” 

 Carolyn, who incidentally was very pregnant, took off immediately for a visit to 

her parents in Greenville, Rhode Island, and soon thereafter on 19 August, 1896 produced 

my Aunt Ruth. 

 Upon Carolyn’s return to Springfield, she and Laurence set about making their 

new home in a rented house on Cornell Place about a mile from the college which 

Laurence would reach on a bicycle. He is said to have owned a car at one time, but this 

ended in disaster. Never again! 

 After a year they moved to 20 Westford Avenue conveniently near the campus 

and it was there that my father, Clinton Locke Doggett(10) was born on 3 August, 1898. 
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They moved once more to 60 Northampton Avenue (picture) and finally to their long-

term residence at 250 Alden Street just opposite the campus. 

 President Doggett’s installation at the college took place with a minimum of 

fanfare, partly because he arrived about a month before the opening of school for the fall 

term. Moreover, the school was a very small deal with eight faculty members and 48 

students engaged in a two-year educational program. 

 At the time of his arrival the college had been in existence for eleven years, five 

as one of the departments of the School for Christian Workers and six as an independent 

institution named the International YMCA Training School. Big Grandpa had great praise 

for the four founding fathers of the school and also for the faculty members with whom 

he would be working. These people were all devout Christians and dedicated to the 

YMCA cause so dear to Big Grandpa’s heart. 

 Thus Laurence spent much of the time during his first days on campus conferring 

with his new colleagues who had no need to be converted to his aspirations for the 

college, but were somewhat uncoordinated and at odds with one another. The curriculum 

was a rather unbalanced assortment of courses designed individually by the faculty 

members without a clear overall focus. They would meet under the chairmanship of one 

of their members. 

 The biggest problem of all was that the school was on the verge of bankruptcy 

and might have to close at any moment. 

 Surprisingly in the midst of adversity, the game of basketball was invented within 

this tiny institution in 1891. Big Grandpa arrived five years too late to have this 

astonishing accomplishment included in his CV although he did enjoy some reflected 

glory. 

 Physical education had been a big thing at Springfield from the start along with 

Christianity and the development of YMCA secretaries. Indeed the college symbol 

became a triangle representing spirit, mind and body. 

 Well, the weather at Springfield was OK for outdoor athletics through about 

November, but something had to be done to keep the vigorous young students in shape 

during the winter months. And so James Naismith, a rather junior faculty member 
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concerned with physical education, was commissioned to deal with this problem which 

he did very nicely in the space of a few hours by inventing basketball. 

 It all started with two peach baskets, a step ladder and a janitor. The idea was for 

each team to try to shoot the ball into one of the two peach baskets hung up about ten feet 

high at each end of the gymnasium floor. After each successful shot the janitor would 

climb up to the peach basket on his step ladder and then drop the ball to the floor so the 

game could resume. Eventually the action was facilitated when the bottom dropped out of 

one of the peach baskets and someone had the bright idea of punching out the other one 

as well. 

 The methods of getting back and forth between the peach baskets are fairly 

obvious. The floor was hard and the distances were short and so it wouldn’t make sense 

to kick the ball along the floor or to run with it. And so the idea of bouncing the ball and 

passing it among teammates was adopted. It also helped to remove construction 

equipment and other obstacles from the playing surface. 

 If you find some of this hard to believe, please refer to the article on James 

Naismith in the Encyclopedia Britannica which includes a picture of him with a ball and 

a peach basket. 

 Among the many items we have filed in the Lou Baguié archives there is a 15-

page booklet setting forth the original rules of basketball written by James Naismith. I 

offer a few excerpts: 

 “Basketball is not a game intended merely for amusement … it should strengthen 

the heart and lungs … it should be such that there could be as many as 50 men on a side 

… two balls may be used at the same time thus augmenting the fun … it should exercise 

a man all around and help develop that manly courage which is so essential in every true 

gentleman … a wrong pass may give the opponent a decided advantage … it should have 

none of the roughness of rugby … kicking at the ball or striking at it with the fist are 

prohibited … no running with the ball and tackling … a man’s whole attention is 

centered on the ball and not on the person of an opponent, and thus opportunity for 

personal spite is taken away … if the rules are strictly enforced the men will get 

accustomed to playing ball instead of trying to injure those who are opposed to them … 

one can learn to play basketball in a single lesson … a man has to sacrifice his own 
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chance of making a goal that he may be sure of it from the hands of another … nine men 

make a nice team for an ordinary sized gymnasium: a goal keeper with two guards to 

assist him; a center flanked by a right and left center; and two wings and a home man in a 

front zone near the opponents’ goal … a man should always be in his own part of the 

grounds … the duty of the guards is to prevent the opponents throwing for a goal by not 

letting them get the ball or by taking it away from them … the goal keeper will bat the 

ball more frequently than is advisable for other players … the gymnasium floor should be 

cleared of apparatus … the baskets may be hung on the wall, one at each end … at a 

picnic the baskets may be hung on a couple of trees … a player may bat the ball in front 

of him or dribble it along the ground with his hand, but he cannot kick it with his feet, not 

even to dribble it … the goals are a couple of baskets or boxes about 15 inches in 

diameter and 15 inches deep … if the field of play is large the baskets may be larger so as 

to allow more goals to be made … the object of the game is to put the ball into your 

opponent’s goal … no shouldering, holding, pushing, tripping or striking the person of an 

opponent shall be allowed … if an opponent moves the basket after the ball is thrown it 

will count as a goal … the position of umpire is a very responsible one … any player has 

a right to get the ball provided that he handles the ball and not the opponent … one aim 

of the rules is to eliminate rough play … three consecutive fouls count as a goal for the 

other side.” 

 All of which is more than enough without mentioning the fact that volleyball was 

invented by a Springfield student and the first exhibition game every played was put on 

in 1896 in the college gymnasium. 

 Later we will come to football in which the physically well conditioned team of 

small Springfield College came to be known as the “Little Giants of the East” with 

Tommy Owl at running back pitted against the famous Jim Thorpe and his Carlyle 

Indians plus Harvard and Yale. 

 Getting back now to the more serious business of running a college, albeit a small 

one at first, we do not have a job description here for a new president and probably none 

ever existed. However, based on what I understand Big Grandpa actually did I would say 

that such a listing would go something like this: 

• Serve as philosopher king and pilot of the ship 
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• Maintain unity of purpose and esprit de corps 

• Foster appropriate Christianity and settle disputes about it internally and in 

external relations 

• Raise money 

• Build a distinguished faculty and coordinate their work 

• Expand, focus and improve the curriculum 

• Inspire and guide the student body 

• Help place graduates and maintain mutually reinforcing relationships with them 

• Embellish the college’s external image 

• Direct the campus building program 

• Obtain authoritative accreditation 

• Maintain effective relationships with the YMCA overall 

• Broaden physical and conceptual horizons 

• Innovate 

• Foster sustainable growth accompanied by ever improving quality. 

The first thing to be done was for the new president and his original faculty of six 

was to get themselves and their act together. They all had more or less the same proud 

vision of the destiny of the college and were prepared to work hard and sacrifice to 

achieve it. And they were all good Christians with some variations on the spectrum 

between fundamentalism and liberalism. 

The original six were all competent in their disciplines but the disciplines didn’t 

quite make up a coordinated whole. One of their number, Jacob Browne, served as 

chairman of their meetings and facilitated exchanges of information, but without 

significant authority. 

The six were delighted by the appointment of Dr. Doggett to serve as their 

president. He was already well known and highly respected in Y circles, and the faculty 

really seemed to want leadership and direction. Big Grandpa helped keep relations 

smooth with his own particular brand of modesty and dignity. They were all older than he 

was at the still somewhat tender age of 32 albeit with a Leipzig Ph.D. and considerable 

YMCA administrative experience. 

Some introductions: 
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• Jacob Browne was the archivist who had provided Big Grandpa with the trunkful 

of materials for his thesis. 

• Hanford Burr taught Christian Sociology and became one of Dr. Doggett’s 

closest brainstormers in the evolving philosophy of the college. 

• Oliver Morse, close to fundamentalism, was a former minister who became a 

professor of The Bible and Christian Evidences at Springfield. He was the 

college’s main fundraiser from 1890 to 1898. 

• Luther Gulick, known as a gadfly, convinced Big Grandpa of the importance of 

physical education. He invented the Springfield triangle of spirit, mind and body. 

Gulick was Naismith’s boss when basketball was invented in 1891. Mom and I 

became lifelong friends of the Gulick family from Oberlin onward. 

• Frank Seerly taught advanced courses in general and genetic psychology and was 

a leader in promoting scientific education at the college. He became Dean in 

1911. 

• James McCurdy was head of the physical education department. 

An amazing addition to the faculty in the following year was Dr. William G. 

Ballentine who had been President of Oberlin College from 1891 to 1896 after having 

taught Greek, Hebrew and Old Testament Language and Literature courses from 1880 

onward at the Seminary there. He was 16 years older than Big Grandpa who had been 

one of his students. Somehow Big Grandpa persuaded this exceptional person to take 

charge of Bible teaching at Springfield starting in 1897. 

Incidentally, Big Grandpa took on a teaching assignment of his own which, as 

might be expected, was a course in YMCA history in the larger context of church history 

and social change. 

The first substantive task of the new president and his faculty was to convert 

Springfield from a training school to a college. Not a college like Oberlin, but one that 

would produce YMCA Secretaries possessing broad perspectives that would guide and 

enrich their technical and administrative capabilities. They would become practical 

Christian leaders prepared to foster and guide the development of young men toward 

constructive careers founded on Christian values. 
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In other words the curriculum had to be broadened to include many of the courses 

usually taught at liberal arts colleges. Also a third year was to be added to the curriculum. 

Struggling to categorize, they came up with general courses in two parts: (1) the 

study of “man” and (2) “cultural subjects.” Some of the courses listed in the 1901 

catalogue were the following: biology, sociology, psychology, religious education, 

English composition and English literature. 

Carolyn Doggett became Head of the English Department in 1901 and continued 

in this role for 30 years. She taught English Comp plus English classics such as Browning 

and Shakespeare. Also Music Appreciation. A list of her old-fashioned classical record 

collection is available at Lou Baguié along with her English literature books. 

It didn’t take long for adversaries to appear on the horizon, especially among 

YMCA Movement people who didn’t see the need for a special institution to produce 

future leaders. Secretaries in the past had mostly been graduates of regular colleges or 

“self-made men.” There were, however, a few supporters who understood and applauded 

Big Grandpa’s message. 

It took nine years after Big Grandpa’s arrival for Springfield to achieve official 

accreditation. On 7 August 1905 Governor Douglas of Massachusetts signed a bill 

authorizing Springfield to grant the degrees of Bachelor and Master of “Humanics” (Big 

Grandpa’s favorite designation) and of Physical Education. The first degrees were 

granted at the 1906 commencement, and academic gowns were worn for the first time. 

Graduates before them must have gotten some kind of recognition. I don’t know about 

this. 

With the school’s continuing growth, it became necessary for Big Grandpa and 

his colleagues to develop an admissions policy. What kind of student body was desired? 

Protestant Christians only? Foreigners? Women? Training for non-YMCA work? 

Eventually they decided to admit almost any qualified applicants except 

Unitarians and women. The Unitarians were an odd-ball case because these otherwise 

good religious people denied the divinity of Christ and the doctrine of the Trinity. Big 

Grandpa agreed that Unitarians could not, under the evangelical policies of the YMCA, 

become active members and so could not serve as Y secretaries. As regards female 

students, he started to think about this in 1934, and now there are some. 
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Remarkably, the practice came to be followed of occasionally admitting non-

church members judged to be desirable students on the understanding that they would 

become members before graduating. 

Regarding foreign students, an applicant from Bulgaria was turned down on the 

ground that he was not intending to prepare for YMCA work. Springfield wanted to keep 

the YMCA people pacified. However, Big Grandpa was much in favor of 

internationalizing the student body and he eventually prevailed with the YMCA 

leadership. 

The first Catholics admitted were men from abroad starting with Guido Graziani 

of Italy. Other Catholics soon followed from Poland, South America, Mexico and the 

Philippines. The only restriction was that the foreign students had to be recommended by 

the national YMCA committees of the countries from which they came. The increasing 

presence of foreign students on the campus was a source of great satisfaction to Big 

Grandpa and it enhanced the stature of Springfield College. Moreover, YMCA 

movements worldwide were strengthened by these young men after their graduation. 

Mom and I worked a great deal with two of them in Karachi engaging jointly in activities 

of mutual benefit to the Y and the Karachi American School. 

One of the stories about foreign students at Springfield related to the fairly gentle 

hazing of a Japanese freshman that included holding him upside down by the ankles from 

a dormitory window. As Big Grandpa happened to be passing by, the Japanese boy 

shouted: “Doctor Doggetts, Doctor Doggetts, all is not well at Springfield College!” 

Big Grandpa also defended an evolving policy of accepting students who would 

not be going into YMCA work. He felt strongly that Springfield graduates could promote 

YMCA ideas just as well in other capacities while expanding the outreach of the college. 

In this too he prevailed over the rearguard opposition of the Y hierarchy. His genuine 

loyalty to the fundamental values of the YMCA was largely accepted by those in charge 

of it at the top levels. 

In another dimension of outreach, Big Grandpa became Principal of the YMCA 

Summer Training Institute at Silver Bay on Lake George in New York State and served 

in this capacity for nine years starting in 1903. It’s hard to imagine that he had the time 

and energy for this in addition to everything else heaped upon him. Actually the Y people 
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had asked for Springfield to take full responsibility for the place, but it would have been 

too much of a burden as well as a financial risk. So Big Grandpa just became Principal. 

In typical fashion, he built up this Silver Bay establishment. There were 114 

students in 1905 and some 600 by 1911. He recruited faculty and developed a three-

summer curriculum that included advanced courses in psychology, sociology, religious 

education, modern evangelism and practical methods. 

At some point after Big Grandpa’s time at Silver Bay there was a transition in the 

use of its facilities toward making it a site for a series of YMCA-sponsored summer 

conferences with somewhat rustic accommodation and dining arrangements made 

available for the delegates. Services were provided by college students, mostly from 

Oberlin and I had a great time there during the summers of 1939 and 1940 working and 

playing with the boys and girls of my own age. I set up beds and cleaned johns, but “We 

the Emps of Silver Bay” were allowed plenty of free time for sports, water recreation, 

social events, etc. 

Big Grandpa also enlarged on Springfield’s external relations by becoming an 

exceptionally active member of the Religious Education Association from its startup in 

1903. He presented a paper to the first convention of this institution proposing that REA 

develop a “Life Problems” Bible study course to be used in YMCAs. His suggestion was 

adopted and he made substantial contributions to the substance of the course that resulted. 

Big Grandpa was a prolific writer and speaker, always promoting the YMCA and 

Springfield College and often presenting authoritative discourses on the history of the 

YMCA. A listing of his books and articles covers three typed pages. I will spare you this. 

* * * * * 

 In February 1900 President Doggett was suddenly confronted by a demand for the 

dismissal of Professor Hanford Burr. This gentle and scholarly man was beloved and 

respected by everyone who knew him – students, faculty, alumni, townspeople. Why 

should anyone want him fired? 

 Well, what he did was outrage the fundamentalists! 

 He wrote an article entitled “The New Reformation,” published in the January 

1900 issue of the college’s Association Outlook, in which he debunked Luther and Calvin 

as despots demanding unquestioning belief in the inerrant infallibility of the Bible. While 
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recognizing the worth of the Bible, Burr asserted an emerging awareness of an immanent 

God as the ultimate source of authority speaking directly through the conscience, reason 

and experience of every devout seeker after truth. Somehow neither he nor Gulick, the 

editor, thought that the article was controversial and so did not bother to clear it with Dr. 

Doggett. 

 Letters poured into the president’s office and he was soon forced to issue a 

statement of disavowal noting that the article violated “inter-denominational comity” 

which was an integral part of YMCA policy. Burr tells of his offer to resign: “Dr. Doggett 

did not reply at once, but with a far-off gaze seemed to be looking into the future. Then 

he straightened up and brought his teeth together with a snap and said ‘A college without 

academic freedom would not be worth having. You stick!’. I stuck and the college has 

survived.” 

 But that wasn’t all. Next came the distinguished Dr. Ballentine who had come to 

Springfield with a national reputation as a biblical scholar and who felt he had a mission 

to give a modern view of the Bible. However, some of the parents felt that Ballentine was 

destroying the evangelical faith of their sons, and some of Springfield’s loyal contributors 

were given pause. 

 A prime example of such disaffection was Mr. James Stokes of New York, a 

wealthy philanthropist who had sent a number of students at his own expense from 

Europe to Springfield for training. Alarmed about the Bible teaching, he invited Dr. 

Ballantine to lunch with him. Mr. Stokes was reassured, but not satisfied. A few weeks 

later (September 7, 1910), he wrote Dr. Ballantine a letter in which he asked these 

questions: 

1. Do you believe that the Bible is the inerrant and infallible Word of God? 

2. Do you believe that Jesus Christ is the Divine Son of God, co-equal with the 

Father? 

3. Do you believe that Jesus Christ in His own body on the cross suffered 

vicariously for our sins, and by His death made atonement for our 

transgressions? 

4. Do you believe that Jesus Christ was born of a Virgin by the power of the 

Holy Ghost without the intervention of man? 
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5. Do you believe that Jesus Christ died upon the cross and was buried and 

bodily rose again from the dead, so that, after His death and burial, He spake 

and ate and moved about among his disciples? 

He asked for simple and short answers to these questions. 

After talking the letter over with Dr. Doggett, Dr. Ballantine wrote that he would 

prefer to discuss the answers in an interview, which never occurred. Mr. Stokes 

terminated all his support for the school and became an active opponent. 

The battle raged thereafter. Big Grandpa could have reassured most of the critics 

by replacing Ballantine, and he might have been hard pressed to do just that were it not 

for his own firm convictions and steadfast loyalty to his faculty. Moreover, there was a 

great deal of support out there for both Big Grandpa and Dr. Ballantine, especially on the 

part of the students and alumni who loved and respected both of them. Some 50 members 

of the senior class of 1911 signed a letter that included the following excerpts: 

“We wish to put on record our expression of the great benefit we have received 

under his leadership. … Far from having lost ground spiritually, we believe that we have 

a firmer faith in God our Heavenly Father and a greater love for his Son, our Lord Jesus 

Christ, … Dr. Ballentine has not taught us anything but what the Bible actually contains. 

… He has led us to study and discover the truths for ourselves … In doing so, much that 

is foreign to Christ’s teaching and to modern conditions has to be laid aside, and we 

believe that it is this clearing away of the clouds which has caused the criticism referred 

to. 

“We cannot sufficiently express our gratitude to Dr. Ballentine for his manly 

Christian character, loving and earnest devotion to the students and their spiritual welfare, 

which above all things else reveal the spirit of Christ and shall remain with us all our 

lives.” 

Two commissions were established by the YMCA to investigate the teaching of 

religion at Springfield. One was charged with examining “The Recruitment and Training 

of Men for the Association Vocation” and the other with considering “The General 

Question of Training and the Relation of Various Agencies to It.” 

It is not hard to imagine the amount of controversy that occurred during the 

deliberations of these two commissions between 1909 and 1916, but Springfield and its 
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president were eventually the big winners when the examiners agreed to eliminate the 

creedal requirement and to leave responsibility for faculty standards entirely within the 

college. 

Big Grandpa said this to the Springfield Board of Trustees: 

“It is to be hoped that this action at Cleveland has eliminated the theological 

controversy of recent years. There will never be another attempt to invade the 

independence of our Board of Trustees or to impair freedom of thought or utterance in 

the classroom … The action at Cleveland must be interpreted as giving liberty to this 

college and as a vote of confidence. We accept the responsibility involved with gratitude 

and with the determination to use the liberty which is given us to produce the best 

possible results in our power. We will never betray the confidence expressed in us by our 

brethren., while at the same time pledging ourselves to unswerving loyalty to truth as 

God reveals it to us.” 

And Laurence K. Hall summed up the whole story as follows in Doggett of 

Springfield: 

“To understand this extraordinary episode is to gain insight into the epic struggle 

Doggett waged to build up and maintain the intellectual integrity of the school. This was 

a conflict that threatened the tenures of great teachers like Burr and Ballantine, 

endangered the very existence of the school through the withdrawal of support, and tested 

Doggett’s faith and courage to the utmost. It brought him stature and recognition as an 

educator. It settled the issue of whether the school was to be free in its teaching or 

fettered by a formula. In the history of the college this struggle for the principle of 

academic freedom was far more important than all its financial vicissitudes. Had Dr. 

Doggett not carried it through to a successful outcome the school would have lost its 

genius, it could not possibly have claimed the services of great teachers. Its contribution 

to the professional standards of leadership in the Y.M.C.A. and other fields would have 

been dissipated. This fearless stand for integrity of thought was the arena in which Dr. 

Doggett’s greatness was manifested most decisively. Beginning very soon after his 

arrival, the struggle ran on for nearly twenty years.” 

* * * * * 
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But nothing I have written above about Springfield College could have ever 

happened without money. And Big Grandpa had to be doing something about money 

every single day during the forty years of his presidency, and he dreamt about it at night. 

Oliver Morse had saved the school from foreclosure six months before Big 

Grandpa’s arrival and had paid current bills through the summer of 1896, but the new 

president was soon faced with arrears in teachers’ salaries during his first year in office. 

Big Grandpa soon realized that he would have to help Morse even though this 

meant sacrificing other urgent duties. Fortunately he had the right personality for this task 

and had gained fundraising experience while working for the Y in Ohio. 

He organized this long-term backbreaking effort under three main headings: (1) 

gradually raising tuition, (2) developing a loyal group of annual contributors, and (3) 

building up an endowment fund in a series of campaigns. 

Tuition was raised from $50 in 1896 to $60 in 1900 and eventually to $300 at the 

time of Big Grandpa’s retirement in 1936. 

During times when funds were insufficient to pay all of the teachers promptly, 

Big Grandpa would pay the lowest salaries first. Over the years salaries increased and 

delays in payment became less frequent, but faculty loyalty never depended primarily on 

financial arrangements. Many of the staff turned down opportunities to move into better 

paid positions. 

As regards “loyal contributors,” there had been some before Big Grandpa’s 

arrival. Miss Richardson, his secretary for forty years, had neat file folders on each of 

them. However, the theological controversies of the following years took their toll and 

Big Grandpa had to find new sponsors, especially in view of the desired growth of the 

college. 

And he worked very hard at this and had to take many rebuffs philosophically 

while also rejoicing at occasional successes. A story often told about him is that he was 

accosted on a New York sidewalk by a panhandler asking for a dime. Big Grandpa 

chatted amicably with him for awhile and then suggested that he cross the street “because 

we are working this side today.” 
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Big Grandpa also mentioned that when he got in to see Rockefeller the latter said: 

“So glad you could come. I won’t take more than ten minutes of your time.” Actually 

Rockefeller’s contributions gave Springfield a big boost over the years. 

The bird’s-eye view provided by the aerial photo on the next page shows the 

Springfield campus at the time of Big Grandpa’s retirement in 1936. Very little of it was 

there at the time of his arrival in 1896. Only his residence just below the tennis courts, 

part of the gymnasium in the lower center, and the Old Dorm which is the left one of the 

two buildings on the lake shore. 

Mrs. Eleanor Woods, a member of the Merriam family that produced Webster’s 

Dictionary, was an early benefactor. She gave money, helped develop and finance the 

Department of History and Social Sciences, and took a direct interest in the personal and 

social life of the students. She gave $18,000 for the erection of a new dining and social 

hall which came to be known as Woods Hall when it was opened in 1905. It shows up in 

the picture among trees near the lake just above the gym. There were some extensions of 

the building after her time. 

Herbert Pratt was another staunch friend. Pratt Field was developed and walled 

and a grandstand erected in 1910 with Mr. Pratt paying the entire cost estimated at 

$10,000. The tennis courts and part of the running track are visible on the left side of the 

photo. The rest of the track plus the football field and the grandstand are further to the 

left. These facilities have, of course, been considerably improved since Pratt’s original 

contribution. 

The West Gymnasium pictured above the original East Gymnasium in the birds-

eye view was completed at a cost of $76,745 financed from several sources, Herbert Pratt 

came forward once again a year later with a contribution of $25,000 for a covered 

natatorium in the space between the East and West gyms. Intercollegiate swimming 

competitions started there soon thereafter. Also some students learned to swim. The place 

smelled of chlorine. 

The relatively small building on the right edge of the photo is the Marsh Library 

financed mainly by gifts totaling $70,000 from Charles W. Marsh of Bridgeport, 

Connecticut. The dedication address on 18 October, 1913 was delivered by the Honorable 

William Howard Taft, former President of the United States. (A Republican.) 



9-33 

Alumni Hall, best known as the New Dorm, was completed and occupied in 1927. 

It shows up as the larger building on the lake above the Marsh Library. Big Grandpa took 

great pride in the handsome foyer which came to be used for conferences, dramatics and 

social gatherings as well as a student lounge. In recognition of a gift of $10,000 from 

Mrs. Charles Maclean, the esplanade overlooking the lake was named Maclean Terrace. 

The Infirmary which shows in the lower left of the photo was completed at about 

this same time thanks to a contribution by Robert Rupert Weiser. And there are more 

playing fields and related facilities off the picture to the right and left. 

Photos of the Old Dorm, Woods Hall, the West and East Gyms and the Library 

are shown on the next page. 

Meanwhile the geographical area of the campus increased from the original thirty 

acres purchased in 1891 to 239 acres including most of the near shoreline of Lake 

Massasoit. A Freshman Camp was established off the upper left of the picture and it came 

to include the Pueblo of Seven Fires and the Cathedral of Living Trees. 

Big Grandpa spearheaded four endowment campaigns over and above the 

continuous solicitation of funds to cover ongoing expenses. The first one, initiated in 

1900, came up with $50,000 against a goal of $200,000. This was not a brilliant success, 

but it made friends, created interest and widened contacts with potential givers. 

He didn’t wait long before starting a second effort in 1903. This one lasted until 

1908 by which time endowment funds had reached a total of $85,000, and $35,000 of 

debts had been paid off. 

And so it went. By the end of the third campaign in 1914 endowment funds had 

been increased to $120,000. But Big Grandpa then proposed to the trustees a five-year 

plan to raise half a million dollars of which $50,000 was to pay off residual obligations 

on the above-mentioned buildings and the remainder was for endowment and expansion. 

Unfortunately Big Grandpa had picked a bad time in history for such an ambitious 

project. The five-year plan had to become an eleven-year plan ending in 1925. However, 

with the improving outlook after the war the goal was quadrupled to $2 million so as to 

clean up the current debt, pay for the new Alumni Hall and a science building and to 

increase the endowment. 
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The campaign began in Springfield with a successful effort to raise $200,000. 

And when the Hampton Hospital closed in 1920 its assets amounting to $42,000 were 

given to the college for use in building and equipping the Rupert Weiner infirmary. The 

largest personal contribution at this initial stage was one of $32,000 from Horace Morse. 

And another $83,000 came from the estates of W. A. Damon and G. Frank Adams. 

Unfamiliar names, but real money from real people. Alumni added $25,000. 

But the big gun was good old John D. Rockefeller who made personal 

contributions of $100,000 in 1921 and another $350,000 in 1925. Moreover there was a 

huge gift of $500,000 from the Laura Spelman Rockefeller Memorial conditional upon 

Springfield raising $2 million from other sources by July 1925. 

As the deadline approached, the Springfield board of trustees found themselves 

$91,000 short, but the stalwart Herbert C. Pratt came to the rescue by taking personal 

responsibility for any shortfall. Some of his colleagues on the board chipped in to reduce 

the burden on Pratt. 

Big Grandpa cabled my Aunt Ruth: “Chaerete nikonem” (Rejoice. We have won!) 

* * * * * 

 Apart from financial concerns, World War I dealt a severe blow to Big Grandpa 

and his college. When America entered the war against Germany in 1917, the Springfield 

students of military age marched away, leaving empty classrooms. Half of the faculty 

followed them into the army or related services. Under Dr. Doggett’s leadership the 

school performed the magnificent task of training over a thousand men in fifteen short 

courses for Y.M.C.A. auxiliary services in the army at home and overseas. The 

government chose the campus for one of its Student Army Training Corps units. 

 When the armistice was signed in November, 1918, only forty-five students, all 

under military age, remained in regular courses. Most of the usual sources of income 

were at least temporarily diverted, and the special funds that paid for Springfield’s war-

related services ceased abruptly. The financial situation quickly became serious. The task 

that confronted President Doggett was like building the college anew. 

 He felt deeply and personally the loss of twenty of “his boys” in the war. It 

became his practice each year at the chapel service nearest to Armistice Day to ask the 

students to stand with bowed heads while he read the list of honored dead, which he 
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could never do without deep emotion. The roll call was followed after a moment of 

silence by the sounding of taps by a distant bugler. He placed a bronze tablet bearing the 

names of the twenty men on the wall of the library vestibule. 

 The postwar period turned out to be one of renewed exuberance and growth for 

Springfield College. The college enjoyed an unprecedented opportunity as YMCAs, 

schools, colleges and community organizations sought men for their staffs in the 

resurgent tide of national life. When Big Grandpa recalled his teachers, all but two 

returned. The secretarial and physical education departments were rebuilt and Carolyn 

Doggett was joined by colleagues in her teaching of English and dramatics. A boys’ work 

course was added and there was a start in the training of men for industrial YMCA men’s 

work and for personnel positions in industry. A summer school of physical education was 

launched in 1919 and a course for training camp counselors was organized in 1923. 

* * * * * 

 With all of the past activities I have described and all yet to come, the question 

may arise as to whether Big Grandpa ever had any time for extracurricular activities such 

as home life, family togetherness and fights, vacations, church, clubs, politics, culture and 

whatever.  

 Well, the field was somewhat constrained by the fact that he seems to have been 

afflicted with virtually no minor vices. He did not play cards or dance; he enjoyed 

walking but was not a great hiker; he did not collect stamps or work with tools; he could 

not name the birds or flowers; he did not play golf; he played a little tennis but was not 

very good at it; he played no musical instrument; he liked to row and to swim without 

being expert at either; he never learned to drive a car; he liked to fish with pole and line, 

never using a rod and reel. His enjoyment in watching football was due more to his 

loyalty to the team and his interest in the individual players than to an understanding of 

the fine points of games. He did not smoke a pipe like a stereotypical academic nor did he 

consume alcoholic beverages. And so what then did he do for fun and games? 

 For one thing he was blessed, as I would be later, with a wife who shared his 

professional career as well as the raising of their two children and all of the joys of daily 

living. 
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 They both cared for the wellbeing and comfort of their aging parents and 

eventually had them come sequentially to live with them at 60 Northampton Avenue. 

When the children were quite small Carolyn’s parents, Dr. and Mrs. DeWitt Clinton 

Durgin, came to live in their home. Until his death Dr. Durgin’s presence was a 

benediction. He conducted the family prayers. He was a wonderful storyteller. His heart 

was young and the children loved his fun and warmth. Having been president of a 

struggling Baptist school in Michigan, he had a ready understanding of Dr. Doggett’s 

problems and knew how to help him unload. 

 Mother Durgin’s presence was not an unmixed blessing. She relieved Mrs. 

Doggett of some of her household duties, but in her desire to be helpful she sometimes 

overdid it by taking too much responsibility, especially with the children. Even Laurence 

found his mother-in-law difficult. Carolyn grieved over the tensions that developed but 

she and Laurence were completely united in their devotion to her parents as long as they 

lived. 

 Later they opened their home to his parents, as they had to hers. Simeon and Mary 

Ann Doggett arrived early in September, 1911. The beloved mother died before the 

month was out. The lonely father found solace in writing a daily poem in Latin to send to 

his daughter Marguerite (Lizzie), Laurence’s twin, in Cambridge. Marguerite died in 

1913 as her brother held her in his arms. His father died the next year. Thus passed away 

all the family from which he came. 

 The children spent most of their early life at 60 Northampton Avenue until the 

move to 250 Alden Street in 1914 when Ruth was 18 and Clinton was 16. The picture on 

the next page shows what the family looked like on Ruth’s 16th birthday. 

 Ruth kept a diary when she was a little girl and wrote frequent letters after she left 

home for college at Radcliffe and later from Berkeley. I’ll save some of this for the 

following chapter about her brother who was my father. Mainly she describes some rather 

intellectual kinds of activities engaged in by the parents and the children like singing 

ballads, reciting psalms and looking at photos from Egypt. 

 In an overview Ruth recalled that “in our early life we didn’t see much of our 

father because the burden of raising money, of running the college, of doing everything 

that seemed necessary, plus all the conflicts … meant that he was extremely busy.” 
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 Grandpa doted on his daughter and apparently didn’t have the time of day for his 

son. When Ruth went off to college at Radcliffe, Grandpa went to visit her at least twice 

a month. And for years she was required to send him a postcard every day. And, probably 

related to this, Ruth felt that her mother was cold and disapproving of her while Clint was 

her “curly-headed boy.” In a letter written in December 1920 to Clarence Kennedy before 

the marriage Ruth said: “And my father, alas, loves me so much he couldn’t bear to share 

me with anyone, least of all with a man I love very dearly. Faux pas s’en faire. C’est la 

guerre.” 

 There were a few vacations, sometimes combined with business and sometimes 

without the children. Carolyn mentions two very happy weeks with Laurence in the 

summer of 1902 at Old Orchard, Hampton and the Isle of Shoals. And during Big 

Grandpa’s summers as Principal of the YMCA Summer School at Silver Bay from 1903 

to 1911 the family was there at least part of the time. The children had a great time there 

and, although there was little vacation about it for Big Grandpa, it was at least a 

stimulating change. 

 For several summers the Doggetts, McCurdys, Gulicks and a few other families 

camped on the shore of Lake Sebago. The place was secluded and undeveloped, quite 

ideal for rest and the usual round of boating, swimming, fishing and picnics. Also the 

Doggetts and Judds spent two or three summers at Hulls Cove in Maine near Bar Harbor. 

Big Grandpa and Ruth went to Europe together in 1920 while Carolyn and her close 

friend Olive Dutcher (later Aunt Olive) took a cottage in Provincetown at the tip of Cape 

Cod. (Where Peregrine White was born.) 

 Big Grandpa was dignified. He didn’t wear blue jeans or earrings. However, he 

was gregarious and affable. His jokes were simple and good-natured, like never failing to 

refer to L. K. Hall as alcohol. Or he would address one of his female guests: “You look 

like an angel tonight … (pause) … a fallen angel.” Then late in life when his eyesight 

was failing: “How lovely you look this evening … (pause) … but you know I can’t see 

you.” 

 He loved being a club member partly for his kind of fun and partly as an 

extension of his job at Springfield. 
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 Soon after Big Grandpa’s arrival at Springfield he was invited to become a 

member of the Reality Club that met regularly for discussions of papers prepared by 

members. He enjoyed the fellowship and he prepared several papers, sometimes with 

Ruth’s help, that were well received. Eventually he became president of the club. He was 

also a member of a somewhat similar club, this one calling itself “The Club,” which 

restricted its membership and protected its distinctiveness by having neither name nor 

officers, nor minutes of its minutes. Big Grandpa never permitted anything but absence 

from town to prevent his attendance. Similarly he never missed luncheons and meetings 

of the Rotary Club if he could possibly help it. He could usually be counted on to stand 

up at his table and say something that tended to be plonking in his late years. He also 

belonged to the University Club of Boston. 

 He always took a great interest in foreign affairs and in his foreign students and so 

became a member of the Connecticut Valley Chapter of the Foreign Policy Association. I 

can remember one occasion in 1940 at a big conference at Silver Bay when I heard him 

making an impassioned plea in support of Roosevelt’s proposal to lend 50 destroyers to 

England (even though he didn’t like Roosevelt very much). 

 Big Grandpa was also a member of the Massachusetts Society of the Descendants 

of Pilgrims justified by our family Mayflower connections that I have described in earlier 

chapters. Interest in his ancestral tree led him to follow up on the name of every direct 

and collateral forebear he could discover. Niko and I are continuing the follow-up now as 

witnessed by the present account and Niko’s many computer printouts. 

 And of course there was church. Shortly after their arrival in Springfield Laurence 

and Carolyn transferred their membership from the Second Congregational Church in 

Oberlin to the First Church in Springfield and then to South Church in 1908 when they 

were attracted by Dr. Phillip Moxom whose scholarly sermons expressed a devoutly 

liberal outlook congenial to Big Grandpa’s religious beliefs. 

 My Aunt Ruth remembers Big Grandpa serving as a deacon at South Church. She 

wrote this about it: “We used to laugh at him a little, but I must say when he walked 

down the aisle and passed the plate – which was after all, not an unfamiliar activity for 

him – he just looked wonderful.” In all he served 21 years as a deacon; two years as 
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President of the Men’s Brotherhood; seven years as a member of the executive 

committee; and in several other capacities. 

 As might well be expected, Big Grandpa was a lifelong Republican although he 

had neither the time nor the inclination for active participation in political affairs. 

Conservative in his political, economic and social views he believed that a wealthy upper 

class was an asset to democracy, since their philanthropy made free institutions possible, 

independent of government control. He also felt that enlightened management rather than 

organized labor was the better way to improve working conditions. (It will all trickle 

down somehow. Right, W?) 

 The move in 1914 to the large house at 250 Alden Street, just opposite the campus 

enhanced the opportunities for Big Grandpa and Carolyn to make use of their home as a 

pleasant extension of their official educational activities in the nearby college buildings. 

 The living room, pictured on the next page and in my father’s photo album, took 

up nearly half of the ground floor of the house. Looking at it from left to right just inside 

the front door, there is a staircase going up above the fireplace with a bookcase beside it. 

A large comfortable sofa faces the fireplace and there is an oval table supported by Doric 

columns behind the sofa. A grandfather’s clock stands against the wall and there is open 

space to the right with elegant movable chairs set about. Two couches are not in the 

picture. A grand piano and a console record player are visible in the back right corner. 

The entrance to the dining room can be seen behind the wall where the clock is standing. 

Overall the living room provided an ideal setup for social occasions of all kinds. 

 Aunt Ruth wrote that her mother “was awfully good at social things. We had a 

great many guests, not only the expected ones, but the unexpected ones, and they came 

from all over the world.” Big Grandpa was especially interested in students from abroad. 

He knew them all by name and his house was always open to them. The convenient 

nearness to the campus also made it possible for President Doggett to use his home for 

meetings at tea with faculty or students or simply for relaxation when he needed to get 

away from it all for awhile. Other groups of students were in Grandma Carolyn’s 

Browning Club or her Art and Music Appreciation classes which met in her home. We 

have at Lou Baguié a listing of all of her old fashioned classical records and also some of 

her literature. 
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 The Doggett dinner parties were usually black-tie affairs. (Weird/elitist?) Big 

Grandpa like the touch of formality as he felt that it keyed up the occasion, and enabled 

guests to see one another at their best. Talk at the dinner table and after was lively (even 

without alcohol) and there was much laughter. There was serious discussion of current 

questions. The art of Big Grandpa’s conversation was displayed more in the way he used 

questions to draw out others than in extended statements of his own. There was often 

someone who sang or played or recited. The guests were many of the region’s educators, 

writers, ministers, musicians and professional people. Aunt Ruth remembered the 

collapse of a chair under ex-President Taft when he was there to help dedicate the library 

in 1914. 

 Todd Hall wrote this: “There was an element in the home of Dr. Doggett that 

almost eludes us because it was so subtle. Some may speak quickly about that gracious 

nature which transforms a house into a home but in the life of Laurence and Carolyn 

Doggett this spirit became a transforming power of goodness. Whether one shared their 

love of music, art and literature for only an evening, or if he were privileged to be with 

them more frequently, he always said ‘Goodnight’ to them feeling stronger and better 

than he really was. And so contagious was their transforming influence that one tried his 

best to stand as tall as he thought they believed him to be.” 

* * * * * 

 And as if all this were not enough, who would become a full-time resident of this 

place from 1923 to 1933 but my own splendid self. 

 I was never told everything about how this came to pass. I was too young at the 

start and the subject was an embarrassing one anyway. The main point is that my father 

married my mother on or about 11 January 1921 and, as told by my mother, I was born 

nine months and five minutes thereafter by which time my father had returned to his 

fraternity brothers at Boston University. Another black mark against Clinton the First in 

the eyes of his father. 

 My mother had to keep on earning a living as a nurse at the Peter Bent Brigham 

Hospital in Boston where she once nursed (I don’t mean breast feeding) Babe Ruth, and I 

was farmed out in various ways mainly to my dear, enormously fat Aunt Helen at her 

modest home overlooking a railway spur in the backwater mill town of Saxonville, 
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Massachusetts. One of my first memories in life was sitting on her soft lap in a rocking 

chair watching the trains come in every evening. Aunt Helen stitched baseballs to bring 

in a little cash. 

 Under these circumstances Mother could not resist Big Grandpa’s increasingly 

insistent offers to take me in under his roof until she was better able to care for me. She 

finally gave in not realizing that it would take ten years to extract me, i.e. far beyond the 

time when she had become better able to care for me. More about this later. 

 As is obvious from the pix on the next page, I was a cute little kiddie and my 

grandparents doted on me. My little handprints were placed in the cement at the foot of 

the curving path leading from the house down to the campus. Pretending for a moment to 

be a psychiatrist, I think that Big Grandpa was disappointed in his son, Clinton Locke 

Doggett the First, and was trying to recycle him through me. He always bragged about 

me then and later for no particularly good reasons. 

 Big Grandpa and Carolyn, though very proud and loving, actually delegated the 

day to day and hour to hour routine aspects of raising me to other people almost from the 

beginning. I remember a German lady named Bertha who scared me and I also remember 

a black lady named Grace later on who was with us quite a bit longer and she and I were 

great friends. I believe Grandpa and Grandma felt their role in addition to financing my 

livelihood was to provide overall educational, cultural and spiritual guidance during my 

early formative years at home, in good schools, in church and Sunday school, on the 

college campus and at summer camps. 

 My room was on the third floor of that big house that shows up just below the 

tennis courts in the aerial photo shown earlier in this chapter. Sometimes when I was 

alone at night I would be frightened and think that the tall poplars outside were ferocious 

giants. I spent quite a bit of time alone and I read all of the Oz books (30 or more, not just 

the Wizard) among other things selected for my library by my grandparents. 

 But most of the time that top floor was occupied along with me by various other 

people who got their room or rooms free by taking care of me part of the time. Usually 

these were students who would change from year to year. Most of them were rather 

religious. There was Tod Hall who became the Episcopal Bishop of New Hampshire. He 

was a nice guy and I liked him very much. There was another one named D. K. Young. I 
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was fascinated at that time by a book I had with many pictures of constellations of the 

stars. One night I woke up D. K. to tell him that I had found Orion. 

 Sometimes there would be families in the other third floor rooms. I remember the 

Grunbergs from Estonia and the Schroeders, with sons Charles and Louis, from Geneva. 

These were all part of Grandpa's worldwide YMCA contacts. 

 My early education was at two private schools, I guess mostly for rich kids. One 

of these was Longmeadow Country Day School where I went every day by bus, and the 

other was Winchester Academy later on where I was in a boarding school because 

Grandpa and Grandma were in Florida at least part of the time during this period. 

Grandpa sent me a baby alligator by mail in a box and I had a modest checking account 

there which I enjoyed. 

 Both of these schools had big, beautiful grounds. I remember being in an outdoor 

performance of Midsummer Night's Dream at Longmeadow and I also remember 

tobogganing down the snowy hills at Winchester. 

 Regarding my life on the campus, I was well known as a little kid by both faculty 

and students and they were all nice to me because of my personal charm and also because 

I was Big Grandpa's grandson. 

 What I really liked best at Springfield was the football games. There was a 

modest stadium with sort of a crummy grandstand. It was called Pratt Field (in honor of 

the above-mentioned contributor) and it was very close to our house. I could even see 

part of the field from my bedroom window. Springfield College, with its emphasis on 

physical education and with only about 500 students, was known at that time as the Little 

Giants of the East. Sometimes they would win their football games by scores like 81-0. 

There were some glass display cases at Woods Hall with footballs inside with scores 

painted on them of games going way back to 1900 showing victories over Yale and 

Harvard and close contests with the famous Carlyle Indians spearheaded by their 

legendary athlete, Jim Thorpe. In fact one of my favorite players for the Springfield 

"Indians" of the 1930's was Tommy Owl who could run 90 yards for a touchdown with 

the greatest of ease. 
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 After those exhilarating 81-0 games, my friend Norman Judd and I would run 

zigzag around people in the departing crowd, pretending that we were broken field 

runners going for a touchdown. 

 There were also eight clay tennis courts at Pratt Field and a running track and I 

started enjoying these things at an early age. Sometimes I would steal Grandpa's gold 

watch with a gold chain, a Hamilton, from under his pillow and Norman Judd and I 

would time ourselves with the second hand while sprinting various distances on the Pratt 

Field track. I dropped it once and hoped that Grandpa wouldn't notice the scratch. 

 Grandpa sent me to summer camp at Camp Theodore Roosevelt in Plattsburg 

New York on Lake Champlain for nine weeks each year in 1929, 1930 and 1932. I was 

sick in the summer of 1931. I guess it is significant that he could do this or that he did it 

somehow during the depression. He reduced his salary from $8,000 to $7,000 a year 

which was still pretty good in those days. 

 Anyway, this was quite an experience for a seven-year-old. I was scared at first, 

but liked it quite a lot later on, especially the sports. We lived in a row of big tents with 

eight kids in each tent (no doubt with wood or cement floors). The bugler would wake us 

early each morning with reveille and put us to bed early with taps. We all had meals 

together in a big mess hall with long rectangular tables. Sometimes you could get the job 

of helping to make the ice cream and lick the apparatus afterwards. 

 There were campfires and hikes and I learned to play tennis and golf and swam a 

mile during my last summer there. A golf course for kids is not credible, even for rich 

kids. There must have been a connection with some other establishment.  

 Once I broke my arm sliding out of the huge megaphone that the bugler (Jack 

Eagle) used to amplify his calls and once I got a severe case of poison ivy. 

 I also suffered another form of arm twisting in church and Sunday school. Big 

Grandpa was not unpleasantly heavy on this, just inevitable. I went with him to South 

Church every Sunday morning and squirmed through the sermons by Dr. Gilkey, Big 

Grandpa’s favorite, and then his “Children’s Talk” that the adults in smiling 

condescendence thought that all the kids were supposed to enjoy as a special treat. After 

that came Sunday school where I hated the pompous teacher and remember being 

reprimanded for getting into a fight with a fellow student which is remarkable because I 
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was such a mild little kid. Nevertheless, it was all worthwhile as it helped me achieve my 

lifelong anti-clerical bias at an early age. 

 My mother married Lieutenant Ralph Edward McShane (later the subject of my 

biography entitled The Admiral) on 27 August 1927 when I was five years old. Most of 

my early memories of them as a married couple start with their move to Portsmouth, New 

Hampshire in the summer of 1929. I visited them during all of my school holidays from 

1929 to 1933 and was, of course, growing up and becoming more and more aware of 

things. Portsmouth and Springfield were two different worlds for me. I even had a 

different name in Portsmouth. My playmates called me Sonny McShane. 

 The great debate about when I should leave Springfield raged throughout the 

Portsmouth period. By the time Mother and Ralph moved to Portsmouth in the summer 

of 1929 they had already been married for two years and they were more than willing and 

able to take care of an eight-year old boy who happened to be my mother's son. It is very 

difficult to understand why the debate went on for so long. Grandpa and Grandma and 

Mother and Ralph would argue about it whenever I was brought back to Springfield after 

a visit to Portsmouth. They would sit sometimes near the fireplace and I would hide just 

above the top of the stairs. Grandpa would say: "You have the legal right, but we have the 

moral right. This was the best thing for the little boy etc." Well, this went on. Later on 

when Grandma was in terminal illness the argument was that my departure would kill 

her. 

 Whenever I visited Mother and Ralph it was almost a ritual that on the last night I 

would cry for a long time in my bed with increasing volume and then Ralph would come 

in to console me with rabbits made out of his handkerchief and other games he knew like 

finger shadows on the wall. 

 Mother would tell me that I should help them more by telling Grandpa that I 

wanted to leave. I suppose that if I had been a tougher kid I could have had tantrums 

every day in Springfield until they would let me go. 

 Well, finally the obvious time did come after Grandma died in the summer of 

1932 and Ralph received orders to transfer to San Diego, California. Mother and Ralph at 

that time simply were not going to leave me in Springfield any longer. So we left for the 

West Coast in the Spring of 1933 when I was in the 6th grade. 
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 I'm told that my enormous happiness on that occasion was not hard to notice and 

that I barely said good-bye to Grandpa. It must have been a rather crushing experience for 

him. But he had amazing staying power and I would say strong love and admiration for 

the three of us and great pride in the offspring we generated. He stayed in our lives one 

way or another for the remaining 24 years of his life, mostly for the good. 

* * * * * 

 My grandmother died while I was in my third summer at Camp Theodore 

Roosevelt at the age of ten. I can clearly recall the head of the camp administration taking 

me aside and gently conveying the sad news. I did love her and she was always very 

sweet to me, but I didn’t cry or break out in any kind of strong reaction. I think I was 

somewhat awestricken by my first experience with death. I thought about it a lot and 

came back to Springfield when it was time to start sixth grade. The fireside photo of 

Grandma Carolyn and me is rather famous in the family (next page). 

 L. K. Hall wrote this about Big Grandpa’s bereavement: “Dr. Doggett bore his 

sorrow quietly, giving few signs of how deeply he had been stricken. As soon as it could 

be arranged, he joined his daughter and her husband in Florence, and came back with 

them in mid-September. Frequent visits were made to their home in Northampton. Ruth 

knew what he liked to eat. She knew the music he wanted to hear; very often it was 

Grieg’s ‘Piano Concerto.’ 

 “Grateful to the many friends who understood and respected this wordless 

experience of bereavement, he continued living in the president’s home on Alden Street. 

With him was his grandson, Clinton Jr., who had lived with them for nine years. Now a 

lad of eleven, he was affectionate and upstanding, already showing qualities of mind and 

personality that later led to brilliant success in the State Department. (Thanks L. K.) Tod 

Hall was also there, of course, a companion to both the boy and the man. The three were 

bound together in deep affection. 

 “Returning from his afternoon classes Tod would sometimes find Dr. Doggett 

sitting in the half-lighted living room listening to the music he and Carolyn had enjoyed 

together. The beauty that had so often exalted his spirit now calmed and healed it. Quietly 

stepping back Tod would close the door and go to his room leaving his elderly friend 

with his thoughts of Carolyn, the girl with copper-colored hair, wearing a green dress, 
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who had captured his heart when he first saw her; who had forgone what could have been 

a brilliant career of her own to walk by his side for thirty-eight years; who had made their 

home a haven of hospitality for the students; who, with her rich store of 

accomplishments, had awakened the students to an appreciation of great literature, music, 

and art. 

 “He had read what the newspapers had said—that she ‘was one whose many-

faceted personality would have made an impression in any community or in any walk of 

life she had chosen.’ Remembering the lovely wedding of two students Carolyn had 

befriended with her hospitality, lines from Muriel Judd’s lyric poem came frequently to 

his mind: 

O friend, thou most admired, 

These things I fain would know, 

How didst thou meet the years, 

And yet more beauteous grow? 

But who knows the thoughts of any man, when he sits alone in sorrow? 

 “Breakfast for the three was a cheerful occasion. Bertha served the meal. When 

Dr. Doggett said grace his words of gratitude and of dedication to the day’s work made 

the Unseen Presence a reality. Talk turned on plans for the day in serious or lighthearted 

mood. About the dinner table in the evening they told of the day’s happenings: fun, work, 

people, jokes. Dr. Doggett was delighted with Clinton’s progress in school. Tod’s 

decision to enter the ministry pleased him mightily. 

 “The difficulties and satisfaction he encountered in helping his beloved college 

outride the depression, the hard work, the passage of time, and the loyalty of those about 

him brought their blessed healing. A shrine for Carolyn remained in his heart.” 

* * * * * 

 During the decade of my residence at 250 Alden Street (1923 – 1933) I was rather 

too young to understand very much about what Big Grandpa did every day after he 

crossed the street onto the campus. I did come to know that he was the Big Boss over 

there and I began to notice that he occasionally came home looking somewhat tired and 

worried. A tea break in the afternoon seemed to revive him a bit and he was known to say 

“Once more into the breech.” 
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 Looking back at the written record now, especially his autobiography and L. K. 

Hall’s biography, I would say that the period of my stay at his home was mainly one of 

consolidation at the college. He had been President for 27 years when I arrived and 37 

when I left, and there would be only three more years after that before his retirement. A 

mixed bag of more or less related large and small events occurred during the time I was 

there. 

 One big event took place from June through December 1926, a period that 

included my fifth birthday. Big Grandpa and Grandma Carolyn spent this particular block 

of time in Europe, leaving me in the care of one of my various keepers. My mother? The 

trip, including two ocean voyages of course, was financed by a group of alumni with the 

objective of creating opportunities for togetherness between my grandparents and 

Springfield alumni engaged in YMCA or related careers over there. Their main base 

during this European visit was Geneva while other places mentioned in the references 

were in Finland, Sweden, France and Italy. 

 In Helsinki they attended the 19th Conference of the World Alliance of YMCAs. 

The international significance of the meeting is said to have stirred Big Grandpa deeply. 

He also attended many sessions of the League of Nations including the one when 

Germany was accepted as a member in a tumult of applause. The French delegate, 

Aristide Briand, in a welcoming statement said: “We have fought each other for more 

than two thousand years … Now there will be no more widows, no more orphans, no 

more suffering, no more war.” (Clouded crystal ball!) Big Grandpa commented later: “A 

moment of international ecstasy. I felt as if the Kingdom of God had really come on 

earth. But where was America?” Answer: Scattered by a group of hard line Republican 

Senators. (Wimps in the League and now wimps in the UN. Right, Dubya?) 

 Anyway it seems that there were no very serious problems awaiting Big Grandpa 

and Carolyn upon their return to the campus and their home. I had been a good boy. 

 During that time in Geneva Big Grandpa had been inspired by the idea of setting 

up something like a branch of Springfield College there with a view to training YMCA 

secretaries and physical directors for service in Europe. He secured the support of several 

Springfield alumni for this idea, the most enthusiastic of which was Lou Schroeder. They 

managed to establish what became the International YMCA School which eventually 
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received students from 21 countries between 1927 and 1934. Springfield College 

subsidized the school at a rate of $10,000 a year, but was unable to continue after 1934 as 

the Great Depression was taking a heavy toll on revenues. Nevertheless Big Grandpa was 

well satisfied with this experiment in international training for Y and related careers. 

 Incidentally the Schroeder family was among those keeping an eye on me at 250 

Alden Street. I shared the third floor with one or more of them on several occasions 

including father, mother and boys Louis and Charly, both considerably older than me. 

 Big Grandpa somehow found time to work in a gall bladder operation amid these 

European activities. One day in November 1927 I watched him walk down Alden Street 

to the terminal of the King Street streetcar line carrying a small suitcase. He took the 

trolley to the railway station and traveled from there to Boston. He eventually came back 

home also be train and trolley, and by this time he was decorated with a long scar on his 

abdomen. 

 Meanwhile the college was growing and the demands for its training services 

were becoming more complicated and sophisticated. The curriculum had to be enlarged 

and fine-tuned. 

 These developments called for some tidying up of organization. The name 

Secretarial Department was no longer suitable for a division in which students were being 

prepared for careers in many fields in addition to the Y.M.C.A. There were students who 

wished to complete the four-year course without meeting the professional requirements 

of any existing department. In February, 1934, Big Grandpa announced the realignment 

of courses in four divisions: the Natural Science Division, embracing physical education, 

the allied sciences, and premedical studies, under the direction of Dr. McCurdy; the 

Social Science Division covering the work of fitting students for positions in the 

Y.M.C.A., Boy Scouts, Boys’ Clubs, correctional institutions, religious education, and 

other social service agencies, under the direction of Dr. Lawrence K. Hall; the Arts and 

Science Division for students who did not wish to specialize in any professional field, as 

well as to provide adequate liberal arts courses for prospective teachers of those subjects, 

under the direction of Dr. Hartley Cross; and the Graduate Division, now unified and set 

up under a committee of which Professor Hanford Burr was chairman. 
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 To enable students to qualify for teaching academic subjects in high schools, Big 

Grandpa strengthened the courses in history, English, mathematics, science, and other 

academic subjects. This brought a better balance between liberal arts and professional 

subjects in the curriculum, the trend being to limit the technical subjects more and more 

to the junior, senior, and graduate years. 

 The notable work of Roberts Wright in the field of penology and the fine records 

of other alumni in juvenile correctional institutions led Big Grandpa to set up a course in 

penology that attracted many students in the 1930s. Arrangements were made with the 

Boy Scouts of America for training of scout executives, part of their work being taken at 

the Scout Executive Training School in New Jersey. A similar arrangement was made 

with the Boys’ Club Federation. Further liberalizing of admission requirements permitted 

co-operation with the Jewish Welfare Board in training executives for local Y.M.-

Y.W.H.A.s. Courses in group work, counseling and guidance, and the administration of 

social agencies were introduced as necessary for professional leadership in all youth 

serving agencies. 

 Big Grandpa kept on having to defend faculty members and even students against 

outside critics. Two more of these traumatic events occurred while I was still living under 

his roof. However, the conflicts in these cases, perhaps oddly, related to issues other than 

religion. 

 The above-mentioned Dr. Hartley Cross was described as a man with a fervor on 

behalf of truth and justice, a gadfly in his insistence on high academic standards in his 

department and in the college as a whole. However, critics opposed his strictures against 

the militarization of the USA, his indictment of the economic system as inequitable and 

not one of genuinely free enterprise, and his interest in Consumers’ Co-operatives. Many 

questioned whether Springfield College should retain on its staff a person of such 

viewpoints. Nevertheless, as might well be expected, Dr. Cross received the staunch 

support of Big Grandpa even though many of his personal economic views differed from 

those of the man he was defending. 

 The other, quite different, episode involved a student by the name of Phil Breux 

who returned from a year of study abroad disturbed by what he had seen of anti-Semitism 

in Germany and the growing threat of war. He and a group of fellow students sought to 
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call attention to the situation by demonstrations in which they urged the boycott of 

German-made goods, specifically the product of a plant in Springfield financed by 

German capital. This company was a regular contributor to the college. Its officers called 

on Big Grandpa and stated that if this student leader was to remain in the student body, 

they would withdraw their gift. Phil Breux was called in and questioned by Big Grandpa 

until he was assured of his sincerity. Then he turned to his visitors and stated that 

“Springfield College has been built upon the concept of freedom of thought and I do not 

propose, as president, to condemn a student for carrying out Christian convictions 

although I may not approve of his methods. If this means the loss of your gift, then that is 

the way it must be.” In his subsequent talk with Phil he expressed his own deep concern 

about what was happening in Europe. 

* * * * * 

 Big Grandpa loved every square inch of the Springfield College campus, much of 

which was there as a result of his personal efforts. And he loved the insides and outsides 

of all of the buildings and other facilities as well as the people who lived, worked and 

studied there. It was a great joy for him just to walk around looking at things and talking 

to people. Everybody knew him. 

 He loved beauty, especially when it enhanced the glory of the things he cared 

about. He found that even physical education could be made beautiful as I too would 

come to know even as a child. Big Grandpa was delighted in this respect by the work of 

the gymnastics coach, Leslie Judd, an Australian graduate of Springfield and father of my 

best childhood friend. Mr. Judd created an amazing series of tableaux made up of 

members of his gymnastics team. He dressed them in jockstraps only and slathered them 

with gold paint before forming them into pyramids and other artistic shapes including one 

called “Inspiration” (pictured). Life Magazine picked up on this and did a feature story 

around some glorious pictures. 

 L. K. Hall quoted Dr. R. Tait MacKenzie praising Leslie Judd as follows: “This 

young man has achieved what I have been talking about – portraying the Greek ideal of 

the aesthetic and the athletic as a unity.” Hall went on to say: “these tableaux, which 

Leslie Judd originated, most fully expressed for Dr. Doggett his concept of the ideals of 

Springfield College in the field of physical education. Superbly beautiful, they appealed 
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to the mind and heart as well as to the eye. In them the aesthetic and athletic became one. 

They have been seen directly or on television or cinema all over the world and Judd’s 

disciples have applied his ideas in scores of schools, colleges, and other organizations.” 

Dr. MacKenzie by the way was head of the Department of Physical Education at the 

University of Pennsylvania and a sculptor of note. 

 There were also portrayals of athletic performances in hard metal displayed in the 

lobby of Alumni Hall. Springfield’s ubiquitous benefactor, Herbert Pratt, bobbed up once 

again with contributions of “The Plunger,” “The Runner,” and “The Competitor,” all by 

MacKenzie. And the Class of 1931 came up with a large and very handsome plaque 

known as “The Joy of Effort.” 

 And there was dancing. Big Grandpa met Ted Shawn in Florida in 1932 and was 

greatly impressed with the beauty and meaning of his dancing. So he invited Shawn to 

spend a winter at the college training students in the fundamentals of interpretive 

dancing. Big Grandpa liked Shawn’s use of the dance as a portrayal of meanings and 

moods that could not be fully expressed in speech or song. And this was just the kind of 

thing that he wanted physical education at Springfield to mean to “his boys.” Truth, 

beauty, goodness; these three belonged together. 

 Big Grandpa was also enthusiastic about natural beauty and he took great personal 

interest in the development of a 66-acre tract known as the Freshman Camp. A building 

was constructed there with lots of Indian motifs and was named “The Pueblo of Seven 

Fires.” I remember it so well, and especially enjoyed the campfires nearby. In addition to 

its primary purpose of being a headquarters for the training of camp councilors this 

unique building quickly became a favorite place for outings, club gatherings and 

meetings of all kinds for college and community organizations. A beautiful feature of the 

adjacent grounds is “The Cathedral of Living Trees” constructed from hundreds of tall 

pines that had been salvaged after being blown down during a hurricane. 

* * * * * 

 Grandma Carolyn died in July 1932, and Big Grandpa married Aunt Olive 

(Dutcher) in July 1934. She had long been a close friend of the family and an intellectual 

admirer of Big Grandpa. She wrote to me later that she would never have become his 
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wife were it not for his loneliness following my departure in May 1933. Yet she was fully 

supportive of my move to the West Coast with Mother and Ralph at that time. 

 Aunt Olive was a graduate of Barnard College and had a Bachelor of Divinity 

degree from Union Theological Seminary and an MA from Columbia. Also during the 

years from 1921-1929 she studied from time to time at the Universities of Basel, 

Tübingen, Berlin, Rostock, Kings College, London, and Edinburgh. Her prime interest 

had been to inform herself regarding the religious thinking of Christian leaders since 

World War I. She had also served thirty years in the biblical departments of Mount 

Holyoke, Vassar, and Wellesley Colleges, and was at Wellesley at the time of Carolyn’s 

death. 

 I might add that she could be rough on people that she didn’t like such as my 

cousin Melinda who had been married to a Communist. Also Mom never quite forgave 

Aunt Olive for a snobbish remark about people who immigrated into the USA after 1880 

as somehow lower class citizens. 

 Aunt Olive was not a beauty queen. (Pix on next page.) She had a rather stern 

appearance, but could sometimes summon up a kind of mischievous smile. Our Tony at 

about age six became famous for complimenting her on a hideous hat that she was 

wearing. 

 Anyway the newlyweds sailed for England on their honeymoon the day after their 

marriage at Trinity Church in Boston and had a great time attending plays and concerts 

including a week at Stratford. Better yet it seems that they discovered genuine love 

between a man of 70 and a woman of not quite 54. Big Grandpa was said to have been 

“twice blessed.” They had many things in common including faith in God along with 

their intellectual and cultural interests. Aunt Olive was quickly accepted in the 

Springfield College community and added greatly to its social and intellectual life. 

 The marriage lasted for 23 years until Big Grandpa’s death in December 1957 and 

she did much to ensure the happiness and tranquility of his late years. 

* * * * * 

 It was time now for Big Grandpa’s long and distinguished career as President of 

Springfield College to come to an end as was implied most compellingly by the near 
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convergence of his 70th birthday, the 50th anniversary of the college and the 40th 

anniversary of his installation as president. All round numbers. 

 At the age of 70 Big Grandpa gave every impression of being physically and 

mentally fit as he carried out his demanding duties. However, the appropriate time for his 

retirement had come and, in the opinion of his doctor, there were also some prudent 

health reasons. Dr. Chapin urged Aunt Olive to persuade him to step down before the 

burdens of his office might suddenly take their final toll. 

 Big Grandpa chose the mid-point of the college’s Golden Jubilee celebration in 

June 1935 to announce his decision to retire “not later than August 1, 1936 when I shall 

have completed 40 years of service.” It is just as well that he left a little space because 

there would be many a ceremony marking the winding down process. All of the 

accomplishments and all of the love and respect that I have already described above 

poured out in various forms on many occasions. 

 The last of these events took place during Homecoming Week on 23 November 

1935 starting with a Doggett Day race and a special laudatory issue of the college 

Bulletin and culminating in a dinner where 300 alumni, faculty, board members and 

friends were seated. After all of the tributes Big Grandpa quietly said the appropriate 

things in response, managing as always to transfer the honors from himself to the college. 

 “The long ovation that was given him as he ended this last address as president of 

Springfield College was an outpouring of the love, approval, and good wishes for him 

and for Mrs. Doggett who was standing by his side. So the torch passed into other and 

younger hands.” (L. K. Hall) 

 Incidentally, the actual date of retirement was 1 January 1936. 

 One rather piquant vignette sometimes comes to my mind when looking back at 

Big Grandpa’s retirement. I think of his secretary, Miss Richardson (a great pal of mine) 

who was at her desk when he first arrived as President and was still there on his last day. 

Comrades in arms for 40 years! When he put on his coat and walked out of the office for 

the last time, did she lay down her head and cry? And when she shared the head table 

with Aunt Olive and others at that last dinner did the thought cross her mind that it would 

have been so heavenly if she could have been the second wife? Oh well. 

* * * * * 
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 The potential trauma of the transition from presidency to “back pasture” was 

eased considerably for Big Grandpa by a big surprise that had been worked out secretly 

by a group of Springfield alumni and other friends with the connivance of Aunt Olive. A 

fund had been raised to finance an “ambassadorial” visit to alumni all over the world. 

There had been something similar to Europe with Carolyn in 1926, but this one would be 

a really big deal taking Big Grandpa and Aunt Olive around the world in 478 days 

starting on 28 June 1936. Big Grandpa knew nothing about it until the check was placed 

in his hands. He was overwhelmed and eager to get started. 

 The route of their journey was via Hawaii to the South Seas, Australia and New 

Zealand, thence to the countries of the Far East, to India, to Egypt and the Near East, 

Greece, the Balkans, Italy and Central Europe, the Baltic States, Northern Europe, 

England and home, arriving in New York on October 18, 1937. In 16 months they visited 

110 alumni in 26 countries. 

 Aunt Olive had this to say about it: “The welcome given him was such a mixture 

of gratitude, reverence, and simple unabashed affection as to be almost overwhelming. 

Tireless attention to all talk about the college, insatiable interest, abounding laughter and 

joy filled the hours. Then came the farewells, solemn, moving, unforgettable as his ‘boys’ 

stood on railway platforms or steamship piers—farewells beyond the reach of words.” 

 Along with the general euphoria there were a number of highlights: 

• In Hilo, Hawaii Big Grandpa planted the Doggett Banyan Tree which eventually 

spread out to a great overshadowing symbolic of the story of Springfield College 

from its small beginnings to its spreading outreach in later years. 

• Visits to the Temple of Heaven in Beijing, the Taj Mahal and the Parthenon, all 

produced in non-Christian cultures, conveyed a message of the universal outreach 

toward God of all people at all times. 

• Attendance at the 21st Convention of the World Alliance of YMCAs in Mysore, 

India along with 250 delegates from 33 countries of a dozen different ethnic 

groups impressed them with the friendly cooperation for service to community 

and young men. 

• A quiet talk with Mahatma Gandhi was obviously an awesome experience. 
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• Watching Jews and Arabs playing basketball together made it seem that this 

Springfield invention could contribute to reconciliations in many parts of the 

world. 

• The dark foreshadowing of World War II was never very far away from them 

throughout the trip. 

The glorious adventure finally came to an end when they arrived back in the USA 

on board the Queen Mary on 18 October 1937 receiving a rousing welcome from the 

New York City alumni. 

* * * * * 

 The question as to their long-term retirement residence had been decided shortly 

after their marriage. Big Grandpa had hoped initially that they could find a permanent 

home within walking distance of the college. However, Aunt Olive fearing that he might 

become too involved in college affairs had suggested Greensboro, North Carolina where 

they had friends. In the end they chose Longmeadow as a kind of compromise, a good 

three miles from the campus, but an easy drive. The new house at 153 Western Drive was 

a most attractive one, I thought, and it was located just south of the Connecticut River 

with a small park in between. 

 The doctor’s orders that winters be spent in the South removed Big Grandpa from 

the scene of his life’s labors for a good part of the academic year as it would become their 

practice to go south as soon as cold weather set in and return to Longmeadow in mid-

spring. 

 The newlyweds had not yet resided in their new home at the time of their 

departure for the world tour. And in yet another touch of loving care, their friends in their 

absence had moved their household belongings from the old home to the new, and when 

they entered they found all of the furniture in order and the books arranged on the 

shelves. 

 The world tour had indeed eased Big Grandpa’s transition to the back pasture, but 

there was still that immovable back pasture ahead of him after their return. He had 20 

years to go, or 27 if he were to make good on his oft asserted intention to be “out for the 

century run.” 
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 He made adjustment quite well. Aunt Olive spoke of an “inherent logic that ran 

through all his decisions and invested them with a kind of finality that overcame all 

discouragement. Even retirement fitted into this pattern of a course to be run. It was 

accepted with grace and sustained by a continued interest in the college that was free 

from any tendency to interfere.” 

 Most of those 20 years were spent either in Longmeadow or in Florida with Aunt 

Olive driving a large tan-colored Packard back and forth until it became no longer safe 

for her to do so. The car was totally packed and some of the items were never removed at 

either end of the trip. 

 Florida always seemed to be a drag to Mom and me, but Big Grandpa and Aunt 

Olive settled in happily at Bradenton, making lots of new friends and doing the things 

they liked to do like going to church, plays and concerts and participating in discussion 

groups. They read a lot, not the funnies. 

 L. K. Hall describes one side trip by Big Grandpa by an unidentified mode of 

transport as follows: “One fall he went out to Oberlin for an October visit with his 

grandson Clinton, then a Senior, and to meet and give approval to Clinton’s fiancée. The 

young people received their degrees on the morning of February 4, 1943, were married 

that afternoon, and attended the Commencement dance that night. He delighted in the 

great grandchildren that soon arrived. The daughter, Carolyn Durgin, named for her 

great-grandmother, graduated from Oberlin in 1965. The boy Laurence Locke II proudly 

bears his great-grandfather’s name.” 

 Carol’s actual middle name is Ruth after my mother, but we pretended that it was 

Durgin and allowed her to be christened that way in a ceremony that had no meaning to 

us other than to please Big Grandpa and Aunt Olive. 

 The spirit of Big Grandpa visits to the Springfield campus in later life was 

captured by L. K. Hall in his description as follows of drives with Leslie Judd and later 

with Charles and Mary Weckworth: 

 “‘Where today, Dad?’ 

 “‘Let’s go to the campus.’ 

 “They would sometimes get out of the car and meet the students: 

 “‘What is your name? Where did you come from? How are your studies going?’ 
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 “Or a faculty member. Or the President. 

“He liked to drive along the river road. At some likely spot Leslie and he would 

stop and sing the old college songs while they watched the river: ‘Go, Get ‘em 

Springfield,’ ‘Old Massasoit,’ the beloved ‘Alma Mater.’ 

“‘Olive, we’ve had a wonderful time today,’ then the details of what Dr. Doggett 

and Leslie Judd had seen and done—up to Freshman Camp, the Pueblo, the Cathedral of 

Living Trees—‘there was a wedding there today.’ 

“When Mr. Judd went abroad in the early fifties, Charles and Mary Weckwerth 

became frequent companions of the Doggetts, taking them to meetings, assisting them in 

many thoughtful ways, especially after Dr. Doggett’s eyesight failed and his strength was 

ebbing. These vivacious young people cheered his soul. 

 “On his trips to the campus, he liked to drop into the office of Mrs. Jennie 

Cournoyer who had succeeded Miss Richardson as the fountainhead of all knowledge 

about the college, past and present. An hour of reminiscence brought up the old days of 

struggle, defeat, victory; the names of Ballantine, McCurdy, Burr, Bowne, and many 

others long gone; the leaders in the various classes, now making their marks in the world. 

Mrs. Cournoyer knew all the gossip and passed it on with discretion and kindliness. She 

was his most important link with the present as well as the past.” (Hall) 

 Writing of “Man and a School” was a major activity that took much of Big 

Grandpa’s time between 1940 and 1943. Of course he had plenty of help, especially from 

Dr. Robert J. Conklin, Professor of English at the college “without whose generous 

assistance the book could not have been produced.” 

 Big Grandpa had wanted the book to be entitled “A Man and a School” with the 

man being himself but he found out that somebody else, not very surprisingly, had 

already used that title. And so he left out the “A” with the intention of relating 

Springfield to “Man” in general or maybe to the human race in general. Actually one 

could also say that the book is a history of Springfield College as well as an 

autobiography of Laurence Locke Doggett. But it is difficult to separate out the two 

because this particular man was so much a part of the institution he nourished. 

 The book is 309 pages long and the eyes glaze at some of the comments on 

unfamiliar people, places, conferences etc. However I have learned a lot from it. I knew 
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him personally in great detail and loved him and I was aware of the broad scope and main 

episodes of his professional life, but could not possibly be on top of all the nitty gritty. 

Beyond family relationships I can only admire his dedication to a clear purpose in his life 

and his success in achieving his goals. 

 There were many honors, awards and special occasions throughout the 21 years of 

Big Grandpa’s retirement. Just to mention a few: 

 The most important was his election by the board as President Emeritus of 

Springfield College that was announced at the Commencement of early June 1936 just 

before the start of the grand tour around the world. This was a most gracious way of 

honoring him with maintenance of the rank he had held for so long albeit, of course, now 

in an inactive though eagerly caring capacity. He was delighted by this gesture and I 

would say that he carried out the role with commendable dignity and restraint. 

 Also in that crowded month he had participated in his 50th class reunion at 

Oberlin and then received the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws from President Stanley 

King of Amherst. 

 Earlier in the year during his return from Florida with Aunt Olive in March they 

had stopped in Philadelphia long enough for Big Grandpa to receive the award of the 

Silver Buffalo from the hand of Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., in the name of the Boy Scouts 

of America, “in recognition of his service to Youth in America.” Only a few persons are 

privileged to wear that coveted token. (Michael Jackson?) 

 Soon after the trip Big Grandpa received a cherished award from the Government 

of Estonia “for valuable contributions to the welfare of Estonia.” A Springfield alumnus, 

Herbert Tünissoo, arrived in the USA with authorization from President Paatz to bestow 

upon Big Grandpa the decoration of the Second Order of the Red Cross which was 

manifested in a medal of gold in a sunburst pattern designed to be worn around the neck 

on a short broad ribbon of light blue. The ceremony took place on 20 November 1938 at 

the Estonian Consulate in New York. Big Grandpa looks great in a picture of him with 

the ribbon and medal draped around his neck. 

 But alas for Tünissoo. When the Russians invaded Estonia he was taken away and 

never heard from again. 
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 Next came a presentation by the Government of Czechoslovakia through its 

minister, Colonel Vladimir Hurban, of two medals and two diplomas, one to the college 

and one to Big Grandpa “for distinguished work among youth and for meritorious 

achievement.” The ceremony took place at a dinner attended by several hundred guests at 

the Kimball Hotel in Springfield under the auspices of the Foreign Policy Association. 

There was a reading of congratulatory telegrams from Secretary of State Cordell Hull, 

British Ambassador Lord Lothian and Massachusetts Governor Leverett Saltonstall. The 

Republic of Czechoslovakia would not last much longer after this occasion. 

 Another treasure in Big Grandpa’s heart was the honorary degree of Doctor of 

Humanics presented to him in 1952 by Dr. Paul Limbert, then president of Springfield 

College. The designation “Humanics” meant to Big Grandpa everything that Springfield 

College was all about: Body, Mind and Spirit! Incidentally one anecdote has Limbert 

encountering Big Grandpa in the library soon after Limbert’s installation as president in 

1946 (after Earnest Best, 1936-1946). “Young man,” said Dr. Doggett, “do you feel 

qualified to take over this responsibility?” “No, I don’t, but I’ll try,” was Dr. Limbert’s 

unabashed reply, and they became fast friends. 

 And so it went. Big Grandpa never missed a Springfield commencement except 

for one during the world tour (when instead he was with alumni) and he had a perfect 

Rotary Club attendance record from 1937 to 1956. And there were dozens of alumni 

dinners and other occasions such as celebrations of his 75th, 80th and 90th birthdays. He 

was always well known to everybody at these events and he always responded with 

thoughtful and often funny remarks. The jokes tended to deteriorate in his late years (like 

mine), but his doting audiences kept on enjoying them nonetheless. 

 Through it all Aunt Olive was always there, always supportive. She found a little 

time for consolidation of her own professional career and for staying in touch with 

longtime friends and colleagues of her own. She was also treated with more and more 

respect by the evolving leadership at Springfield College as manifested by their awarding 

to her in 1956 of the same honorary Doctor of Humanics degree that had been bestowed 

upon Big Grandpa four years earlier. A photograph of Big Grandpa and Aunt Olive that 

came to be known as “Comrades in Retirement” is copied on the next page. 
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 The event that would include the award to Aunt Olive was the Springfield College 

Commencement of June 1956 which was Big Grandpa’s 60th and the last one he would be 

able to attend. The Springfield Union featured that famous (in the family) photograph of 

him sitting on a bench and leaning forward to read the program with his magnifying glass 

(pictured on the next page). Larry still has that glass as a precious souvenir. 

 This particular commencement was further jazzed up by the presence of Senator 

John F. Kennedy who would be receiving an honorary Doctor of Laws and would be the 

main speaker of the day. 

 Now listen carefully to this: Jack’s speech to 343 members of the graduating class 

and friends and relatives had the audience gasping because he had obviously mixed up 

our beloved Springfield College with another college in the same town. Springfield had a 

world orientation in its training of future YMCA secretaries for service in many different 

countries whereas the other one catered mainly to students from Massachusetts and 

elsewhere in New England who were unlikely to go anywhere else after their graduation. 

Kennedy and his staff really screwed up on this occasion. He thought he was talking to 

the latter group. 

 The full text of the speech is available at Lou Baguié. I will just quote the rousing 

misfire of the final paragraph: 

 “It is not only the economic future that is bright, but politics and public service 

are changing in this state with young men and women with high ability and high ideals 

now welcomed by both parties. The social and cultural development of Massachusetts 

has much to offer a young family in recreational possibilities, employment opportunities 

and educational facilities. Not only should the young men of Massachusetts and New 

England ‘stay home’ for the advantages the area offers but also because the region needs 

young people with a new approach – new ideas and with their eyes open on the future 

instead of the past.” 

 Aunt Olive was furious. She never got over it. She could think only of this gross 

insult to Springfield College whenever JFK’s name was mentioned after that. 

 But there was some solace for her. The master of ceremonies, Dean Merriam had 

these kind words to say as he was handing her the diploma of honorary Doctor of 

Humanics: 
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 “Beloved and respected teacher: Your search for truth has led you through 

academic halls to the presence and comradeship with the great religious thinkers of our 

time. The quality of your mind, your genuine interest in people, and the serenity of your 

spirit have made you a great teacher. Thousands of your former students at Wellesley, 

Mount Holyoke, and Vassar will join with us in this celebration. As the wife of a former 

President of Springfield College you have won the admiration and affection of all of us. 

You ‘belong’ in the Springfield family, and today we offer you a symbol of that 

membership and a token of the love and esteem which we all have for you.” 

* * * * * 

 I believe that the last time Mom and our children saw Big Grandpa was during his 

visit to us in Silver Spring in the summer of 1955 before our departure for a three-year 

tour in Athens. We have a picture of him seated out on the lawn on one of our dining 

room chairs, looking very erect and dignified with his mostly bald head, pince nez, short 

white beard, bow tie, buttoned suit, and curved wooden cane. He almost always wore on 

his lapel a small decoration awarded to him by the Estonian government. He was 90 at 

this time. There is also a picture of both Big Grandpa and Aunt Olive with our family on 

the front porch. These two pictures are shown in Chapter 7 of Twentieth Century Family. 

* * * * * 

 Sometime in October 1967 when I was very busy in Athens I received a telegram 

from Aunt Olive telling me that if I wanted to see Big Grandpa alive one last time I 

would have to hurry to his bedside which, of course, I did. Some people in my office 

wondered about such a big effort for a grandfather and I explained our special 

relationship. 

 I was very glad to have come to him at this time. He was bedridden and very 

weak, but there was no doubt that he recognized me and he was able to talk to me a little. 

But mainly it was that serene, loving smile that touched me. I held his hand and often 

stayed with him after he dozed off to sleep. When he would wake up his face would light 

up with that same wan, but very expressive smile. He asked many times about Mom and 

the children and I would tell him more or less the same thing each time. 

 Aunt Olive was, of course, most grateful that I had come. She knew what it meant 

to Grandpa and I was glad to share a little of her burden. I could only stay two or three 
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days, but Aunt Olive and I had time for some good talks while Grandpa was sleeping. We 

had a warm, loving relationship even though she must have been distressed by my lack of 

formal religion. I was grateful to her for helping Grandpa to live his last days in his own 

home. 

* * * * * 

 L. K. Hall describes the “ringing of the evening bell” as follows: “But the evening 

bell was ringing. His speech became halting and he did not always know who was with 

him. Still, when his wife asked if he heard and knew her, he said: ‘You are my wife 

Olive. I love you.’ And in the evenings she read to him the psalms he liked: the ninetieth, 

the ninety-first, the hundred and twenty-first, the twenty-third. In the morning of 

November thirteen before daybreak the nurse called her, and she was with him when in 

dignity and peace he breathed his last. Thus he crossed over.” 

 We received the following telegram from Aunt Olive on Thursday, 14 November 

1957: GRANDPA PASSED ON PEACEFULLY WEDNESDAY MORNING 0545. 

SERVICE SATURDAY 1030 CARLISLE FOYER COLLEGE. LOVE ALL, OLIVE. 

 There was no way any of us could be present at the service. Anyway I had already 

said good-bye to Big Grandpa. This was our reply: PROFOUNDLY GRIEVED BY 

PASSING OUR BELOVED BIG GRANDPA. MEMORY OF HIM WILL BE 

ENDURING INSPIRATION OUR ENTIRE FAMILY. OLDER CHILDREN HAVE 

FULL UNDERSTANDING HIS CONTINUING PLACE IN THEIR LIVES. MY 

AUGUST VISIT WITH HIM AND WITH YOU IS NOW A SOURCE OF DEEP 

SATISFACTION. LOOKING FORWARD TO SHARING WITH YOU IN YEARS TO 

COME. WITH MUCH LOVE FROM ALL OF US. CLINTON. 

 There were banner headlines and laudatory editorials in the Springfield 

newspapers and a funeral service in the packed foyer of Alumni Hall conducted, 

appropriately, by Tod Hall, aka the Right Reverend Charles Francis Hall, Episcopal 

Bishop of New Hampshire. 

 Aunt Olive collected her thoughts for some time after Big Grandpa’s death and 

eventually wrote letters to me and to Larry. She never wrote a short letter or one in 

handwriting that was easy to read. Here are some excerpts from one that she wrote to me 

on 16 December 1957: 
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 “Clinton dear, For some strange reason the people who are dearest – but at a 

distance – are the most neglected when it becomes a matter of writing in any detail about 

Grandpa’s passing. I think the reason has been that I wanted to write at length and the 

daily pressure has been incessant. Even so I have over 200 letters to write. It is a fantastic 

job but it is also a cherished privilege and these letters about Grandpa are next best to 

talking to Grandpa, even though separated by a great distance. Let me assure you right 

now that you have been constantly in my mind and heart. 

 “I do not recall the date of my last letter to you. It was I know too long after your 

cherished visit. You can always be thankful that you had that. Grandpa’s heart - and it 

was a great heart - was always focused on you with great pride and also with great 

wistfulness. You were an integral part of his prayers every morning and every evening 

and in his lovely grace at table. It was you he had in mind when he uttered always ‘we 

pray for our dear ones wherever they are.’ You and that devoted little Laurence Locke 

whose affection for him touched him deeply. He thought of you all of course as a group 

of dear great grandchildren always with their gifted mother but you and his name-sake 

had particular personal reality as no one else in the world past or present. Don’t ever 

forget that. You see your need of him in your early years gave you a special place and the 

roots remained permanently anchored. I don’t believe he would ever have turned to me 

had you been left with him. It was right that your mother should have you. He rejoiced 

for you that she did; he never complained, but he knew that when the time came for you 

really to go, he would be desolate and I am sure that facing that future desolation made 

him turn to me. Grandpa did not express his affections in profuse language. He had a rare 

lovely way of letting it permeate the atmosphere - and your renewing with him last 

summer those early days at ‘250’ and around the college provoked a rejoicing that stayed 

with him to the end. Don’t ever forget all this, Clinton. Let the memory of it keep you 

from any temptation to lower your standards and let it lift your life with a new dimension 

of searching for the best with which to adorn and enrich all your living. This will be my 

prayer until I go to join your precious, selfless, devoted Grandfather whose going leaves 

me so terribly alone. 

 “After you left you wrote him a letter reviewing that happy visit. You said all the 

right things to him. I kept it near because he asked me to read it to him again and again. 
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In the last analysis it is affection that one lives by. Grandpa loved going over the old 

days. For all these many years you have been the darling of his heart.” 

Aunt Olive was always most anxious to enhance the loving and proud relationship 

between Larry and Big Grandpa in every way that she could. In a letter of 21 January 

1957 she thanked Larry for a Christmas gift he sent to Grandpa and told Larry a lot of 

things about Grandpa’s childhood. Here is the text: 

 “Dear Laurence Locke, Big Grandpa’s precious namesake! The beautiful belt has 

come at last. Christmas tokens have come with much irregularity; some came so 

promptly that it seemed impossible for them to have come so quickly, and some of them 

lagging far behind, but never mind, your gift has finally arrived and Grandpa thinks it the 

most beautiful belt he ever saw. I too think it is lovely. To think of you making it! And 

there is so much work in it, with all those individual pieces folded in after being cut so 

carefully and perfectly. I wonder how you cut them out. Did you have a paper pattern, 

and lay it out on the leather and mark it and then cut the leather? And there are so many 

of those pieces! I think there must be at least 754 and it looks to me as if you had to cut 2 

slots in each piece and then fold the pieces in so carefully. My! But it was a great deal of 

work and it must have taken a great deal of time and a great deal of patience. Weren’t 

you tired when you had finished; but I know you are a very patient boy, and that when 

you start to do something you stick to doing it. I think you are very dependable, very 

much like Big Grandpa when he was a boy. He had to do many things at home - you see 

his parents didn’t have much money and Big Grandpa did many things. They raised 

vegetables and chickens and they had a cow; he fed the chickens and made a chicken 

house, and he often cleaned the chicken house, and he took the cow out to pasture and 

that of a neighbor at the same time. Then he brought them back at night and then he 

milked their own cow. He didn’t have much time to play but he went swimming with the 

boys in summer time. Big Grandpa worked in a merchants’ shop on Saturdays when he 

was in high school. Then on Sunday they all went to church together and Sunday School. 

Later on he worked his way through college and even helped his twin sister go through 

the Oberlin Conservatory of Music. He waited on tables in a private boarding house when 

he was in college and taught a Sunday School class and worked in the Y.M.C.A. - He 

played baseball and tennis. And he loved it all and often says how happy his childhood 
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was and all the later years. He had to study hard but you see he was very thorough. He 

has always thought it is a good thing to have to work hard for what one gets. It stays by 

and in the long run, one often gets farther. Big Grandpa thinks you are a good deal like 

him and I think you are too. He likes to hear all about your school life and is very proud 

of you.” 

 There was another letter from Aunt Olive to Larry after Big Grandpa’s death, 

dated about Easter 1958: 

 “Dear Laurence: That is the name I want always to call you by because that was 

the name by which Big Grandpa was always called and that he was so glad was given to 

you, making you his very dear name-sake. Aren’t you specially glad and proud to have 

it? I am so glad, because now there is someone whom he dearly loved whom I do too, for 

whom I can use the name that is to me the dearest among all human names. That name 

‘Laurence’ stands for all the lovely traits that Big Grandpa had. He was always so 

devoted to all of you and so unfailingly so to me. I greatly miss seeing his wonderful eyes 

and hearing his beautiful voice but I know he hasn’t really left us. In many ways I think 

you are much like him and will become more and more so as you grow older. I have been 

told that when you learned you wouldn’t be seeing him when you returned here you sat 

down and wrote all the things that you could remember about him. I am so glad for I am 

convinced that children often see more clearly just what people are, than adults do and 

when love guides their insight it becomes especially clear. So some day when you have 

come back home, I hope you and I can get off together alone somewhere and you will 

read to me what you wrote. It will mean a great deal to me because I know you loved Big 

Grandpa, as he did you. 

 “I have some things of Big Grandpa’s that he wanted you to have. One is the 

Bible that was given him when he graduated from college. He loved it and marked it in 

many places. And you have to have the watch he carried for so many years. 

 “I hope you have had a lovely Easter. I think Easter meant more to Big Grandpa 

than any other time in the year, because it reminded him that Jesus had become stronger 

even than death and was alive for evermore and with us. He always loved Jesus in a 

special way and stayed deeply happy in his assurance that Jesus continued to love us and 

care for us. He felt that just because he had been released from the body which inevitably 
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limits us, Jesus could be present with each of us to love us and care for us. Big Grandpa 

had a very simple and firm faith and this was what kept him so serene, for he really 

carried heavy burdens but he never let them wear him out. He knew that Jesus had shown 

us what God is like, and that it is His care that surrounds our lives, that we can trust Him 

always and keep Him always in our remembrance and try always to serve Him. So Big 

Grandpa loved Easter because it always spoke to him afresh about Jesus and God His 

Father and so he always spoke to him afresh about Jesus and God His Father and so he 

always loved the things in nature that suggested life and beauty and joy - the birds, the 

flowers, the wonder of the stars and of God’s whole vast universe. And so I am sure that 

Big Grandpa loves us more than ever because he is with God and Jesus and knows even 

better than ever before what love is. 

 “Tell all the family I love them and will be so glad when you are home again and 

remember I am, Your loving Big Grandma.” 

 A bit of brainwashing there, but I believe quite genuine and heartfelt. 

 Our Larry at age 10 came through with the written tribute to Big Grandpa 

mentioned by Aunt Olive that went like this: He drew the YMCA logo at the top of a 

sheet of paper, a triangle with the words, body, mind and spirit written along the three 

sides. Then he wrote “Laurence L. Doggett born in: 1864 December 22, death in: 1957 

November 13, President of Springfield Y.M.C.A. College. He was a man with a good 

body and mind and spirit. With little white hair and white beard and a magnifying glass 

he was a nice man. It makes me happy to have the same name. I want to remember him 

as long as I live.” 

* * * * * 

 An enduring posthumous honor for Big Grandpa was the construction and 

dedication of a new home for the current and future presidents to be known as the 

Laurence L. Doggett Memorial. The way Big Grandpa and Tod Hall felt about each other 

shines through in the picture on the next page. The dedication address delivered by Tod 

Hall was as follows: 

 “The Laurence L. Doggett Memorial was started and prospered by the gifts of 

alumni known more affectionately to Dr. Doggett as ‘my boys.’ Today in these moments 

of dedication we remember this man and his home. There is a hollow sound to that word 
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‘remember’ because in all truth those of us who have been blessed by the friendship of 

Laurence Doggett can never forget him. But for those who have not known him and for 

others who are eager to receive new thoughts about him we share these words of 

remembrance. 

 “I hasten past the biographical structure of Dr. Doggett’s life because it is 

available to all of us and familiar to most of us. To speak honestly of Dr. Doggett and his 

home we must first remember his faith. He was never one to wear his heart on his sleeve 

nor indulge in superficial assurances. His faith went deep and reached far. As he walked 

among his colleagues and his boys it could be said of him as it was of another man of 

God, ‘He wist not that his face shone.’ 

 “The story of Dr. Doggett would be quite incomplete without some mention of his 

conquering sense of humor. When life turned grim, when Wall Street crashed, when 

Springfield’s budgets were out of whack, when the prophets of gloom were having their 

greatest innings, he was always able to manage a smile and say, ‘You would think there 

is no future.’ Then he would dust off a story so old that none of us had ever heard it and 

suddenly there would be healthy laughter where before there had been only dismay. 

 “There was an element in the home of Dr. Doggett that almost eludes us because 

it was so subtle. Some may speak quickly about that gracious nature which transforms a 

house into a home but in the life of Laurence and Carolyn Doggett this spirit became a 

transforming power of goodness. Whether one shared their love of music, art and 

literature for only an evening, or if he were privileged to be with them more frequently, 

he always said ‘Goodnight’ to them feeling stronger and better than he really was. And so 

contagious was their transforming influence that one tried his best to stand as tall as he 

thought they believed him to be. Those of us who have received these continuing 

influences in the treasured life of Laurence and Olive Doggett know another meaning of 

the life that has been ‘twice blessed.’ 

 “During a year of graduate study at Springfield it was my great privilege to live 

with Dr. Doggett and his grandson Clinton to whom he was so deeply devoted. That was 

a glorious year. One day we set out bravely in a tired and timid Ford roadster to see the 

fall foliage in Vermont. There were other times when we circled the world together 

‘borne as on eagle wings’ of Dr. Doggett’s imagination and his enthusiasm for the 
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timeless treasures of faraway places. Then as quickly as he could think of the glory that 

was Rome he would find God’s presence in a friend or stranger, in a flower or sunset—

glory that was too easily lost to others in the confusion of their busyness. 

 “Vividly so I recall one such moment of busyness when he interrupted my plans 

for the future. It was during the spring term of my graduate year. One morning we were 

at breakfast and suddenly Dr. Doggett looked up from his grapefruit - you see how 

clearly I remember the moment - and said, ‘Hall, why don’t you enter the ministry?’ I 

told him the thought was not a stranger; and he continued, ‘We will do something about 

it. Would you like to enter Yale?’ That same morning he called New Haven and my 

seminary life began.  

 “I trust you will understand this personal reference in the spirit it is given. My 

experience is familiar to unnumbered persons who were guided and interrupted by Dr. 

Doggett in his steady desire to serve God’s purpose in the lives of his boys. 

 “These are some of the remembrances I have wanted to share with you of a 

beloved friend and Christian leader honored forever in the life of Springfield College. But 

memory alone is not enough. As we dedicate this Memorial we must pledge ourselves to 

the causes Dr. Doggett emphasized and underscored in his own life. Today we are united 

in gratitude because Dr. and Mrs. Olds and their children are happily settled in their new 

house. We know at the outset that ‘Their home will be a haven of blessing and of peace.’ 

 “It is not difficult to see an enduring bond of faith linking together the lives of 

President Doggett and President Olds. Although these two leaders of Springfield have 

never met in person their theme of life is founded upon the same belief in God and vital 

concern for humanity. 

 “Dr. Olds brings to his presidency a desire for nothing less than the development 

and Christian orientation of the whole human being. He refuses to settle for the quick 

expediency of obvious progress gained at the cost of fragmented lives. His creed contains 

the ‘whole man philosophy of education.’ In this valiant assertion we can hear Dr. 

Doggett’s enthusiastic ‘Amen.’” 

 Mom and I and our six kiddies along with Aunt Olive visited the presidential 

residence, “Doggett Hall” during our penultimate stop in Springfield/Longmeadow on 

our seven-week Grand Journey from Karachi to Washington in May 1961. President Olds 
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was not present, but we were graciously received by the young and pretty Mrs. Olds who 

escorted us all over the house and grounds. The thought passed through my mind that 

here was Carolyn coming back again two generations later. 

 The exterior of the house is all white wood and features elegant slender two-story 

columns forming a semi-circle in front of the main entrance. The charm of the place was 

enhanced considerably for Gina and Niko by a solidly constructed tree house in the back 

garden. 

* * * * * 

 Just one more episode: Big Grandpa was inducted into the “YMCA Hall of Fame 

on 14 October 1997. Never mind what the YMCA Hall of Fame is all about or why Big 

Grandpa’s induction took place in Ashville, North Carolina. Let me just say that we were 

all proud of the way that Niko represented the family on that occasion. The text of his 

speech was as follows: 

 “Good morning, everybody. As Mr. Kramer mentioned, I am one of the great 

grandchildren of Laurence Locke Doggett, who is being honored today. My siblings and I 

always called him Big Grandpa as this was easier for us than Great Grandfather. 

 “On my side of the family, coming down from Big Grandpa’s son, Clinton Locke, 

there are 28 of us: my father and mother, their 6 children, including me, our 6 spouses, 

and our 14 children, who are Big Grandpa’s great great grandchildren. And we are 

confident that they in turn will make their living contributions to his immortal trip into 

the 21st century and beyond. 

 “Big Grandpa also had a daughter, Ruth, who had a son and a daughter who gave 

him another 5 great grandchildren. We care a lot about this other side of the family and I 

am happy to represent them here today as well. 

 “And so it is a great great honor for me to stand here before you on behalf of the 

great greats, the greats, and all the other members of Big Grandpa’s big happy family. 

 “My great grandfather has been a source of pride and inspiration for all of us in 

his family. We are steeped in his lore that has been preserved in books, letters, photo 

albums, memorabilia, and above all in cherished personal memories. 

 “One of our most memorable photos is of him at age 91, hunched over the 

program, trying to read it with his large square magnifying glass (pictured earlier in this 
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chapter). That magnifying glass is among the most treasured souvenirs of Big Grandpa 

that are still in the family. And this plaque, commemorating Big Grandpa’s induction into 

the YMCA Hall of Fame is truly something we will cherish as well. 

 “At the end of that commencement, his sixtieth – he never missed any of them – 

Big Grandpa said, “And now for the sixty-first” but this was not to be. Yet it was enough. 

He had been president of Springfield College 40 years and President Emeritus for 21 

years after that. 

 “On behalf of all the members of my great grandfather’s family I would like to 

express our great appreciation to those who conceived the YMCA Hall of Fame and have 

administered it through the years. In particular I would like to thank Kurt Kramer and the 

others who have organized today’s ceremony. We are happy to share with everybody 

here today our loving pride in our dear Big Grandpa.” 
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CHAPTER 10 

THE FIRST CLINTON(10), 1898-1941 
 

 

 

 

This chapter is shorter than most of the others, but even so I would advise 

anybody thinking about reading the whole thing to tighten up your seatbelt a bit and 

perhaps take one of your tranquilizers before takeoff. 

The tenth and last of the direct father-to-son Doggett line before my time was my 

father, Clinton Locke Doggett (the first of four to date) who lived just 43 years after 

being born on 3 August 1898 while Big Grandpa and Carolyn and their two-year-old 

daughter, Ruth, were living at 20 Westfield Avenue near the Springfield College campus. 

They moved to 60 Northampton Avenue a year later and eventually to the big house at 

250 Alden Street across the street from the campus in 1914. 

There is a picture of the house at 60 Northampton Avenue in Clinton’s photo 

album (Ref. 9-20) and he notes that this was “where Ruthie and I got dragged up.” The 

album also includes a photo of his grandfather, Simeon Locke Doggett (Chapter 8), who 

lived with them at 60 Northampton Avenue from 1911 to 1914. Clinton wrote: “My 
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Grand Daddy. I wish I could know more men like him.” This may imply that he came to 

know some lesser men in his estimation. 

The first picture (next page) we have of my father (other than baby pictures that 

look like all other baby pictures) was taken on his seventh birthday, 3 August 1905 at 

Silver Bay on Lake George in New York. This was one of the few times that Clinton’s 

busy father was available to his young son. Even on this occasion Laurence was attending 

meetings at the YMCA conference faculty at this pleasant location. There were also 

occasional family vacations at Lake Sebago. 

The first of Clinton’s letters on file at Lou Baguié was to “Papa” dated 2 July 

1907 and read like this: “I hope you will come home soon. I had my toncells cut out 

yesterday. I have a very sore throat since. I received your postal today. I thank you very 

much for it. I wish we could have some fireworks on the fourth. I’m afraid we can not. 

Goodby from Clinton Locke.” 

In about 1910 Ruth wrote the following in her diary: “My mother brought back 

two boxes of sterio photos from Egypt. My brother and I were allowed to look at these on 

Sunday afternoons after we had learned a Psalm. My brother played the violin and we 

always sang part songs after supper.” 

There is a math worksheet in the file dated February 1912 when Clinton was in 

grade 9A at the Buckingham School. This seems to be the right grade for him to have 

been in at age 14. He has drawn, roughly to scale, a rectangle 48 inches by 12 inches and 

a square 24 inches by 24 inches and concluded after a few calculations that the perimeter 

of the square is four fifths as large as that of the rectangle. Correct. The worksheet is 

rather messy. 

We have two other photos of Clinton taken during his childhood. I can’t explain 

either his formal or military attire, but you can at least see what he looked like. 

Not many more specifics, but things that Ruth wrote in her diary and letters later 

tell a story of cross currents in the family that must have had an important bearing on the 

attitudes and perceptions of the young Clinton in his formative years. Big Grandpa doted 

on his daughter and apparently didn’t have the time of day for his son. When Ruth went 

off to college at Radcliffe Grandpa went to visit her at least twice a month. He even went 

off on a trip to Europe with her sometime later, just the two of them. And for years she 
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was required to send him a postcard every day. And, probably related to this, Ruth felt 

that her mother was cold and disapproving of her while Clint was her “curly-headed boy” 

(with straight black hair). 

Counting forward from ninth grade in 1912 I assume Clinton graduated from high 

school in May or June 1915, and I have also calculated elsewhere that he may have 

entered college sometime during the academic year 1918-19 because it appears that he 

graduated in 1922. Thus there seems to have been a rather long period of drift between 

1915 and 1918. However, there is mention in the files of his being registered for the draft 

and of a job that he held toward the end of this interval. Keep in mind that the US entered 

World War I on 6 April 1917 and the Armistice was signed on 11 November 1918. 

Ruth’s letters to her parents during 1916 and 1917 throw some light and 

confusion upon Clinton’s status and activities during those years. She wrote the following 

on 12 July 1916: “Clinton’s letters – of which I have received two since he went to 

Canada – sound very encouraging, hopeful and manly. You see I asked him if he would 

write to me at least once a week if I would try to do the same, and he said he would be 

quite pleased and accordingly I am soon expecting a third. I guess it’s a mighty good 

place as he seems to enthuse. He sent me a picture of the camp-staff and pointed out his 

two chief companions – one a Carson boy – who look like mighty fine fellows. I think the 

kid’s ideas are all OK and I think that something will soon happen to pep him up. He has 

lots to learn of course but he’s going to pull through if he’s handled right. Just off hand, I 

should say that a little more affection wouldn’t hurt him. He’s an awfully nice boy and 

sometime when he stops growing so fast and has a little more solid strength and has 

learned a few sad truths we’re going to be so proud of him that we’ll go and hit our heads 

against the wall for ever having knocked him. Why not let him try to make Brown in the 

fall. Much respect as I have for Mr. Hill, he does not understand the artistic temperament, 

and when he does not know how else to make a boy follow the accepted mold tries to 

kick him into it, all this with due admiration for Mr. Hill. I had observed that before. It is 

so hard to judge impartially about the situation so you won’t feel that I’m trying to shield 

him or something like that. But I still maintain that he’s a good kid who has too much 

money to spend and is just beginning to find out that it might be a nice idea to amount to 

something in a concrete rather than potential way. Isn’t that so? Just as soon as possible I 
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will send him a picture and we will certainly try to keep up the correspondence which has 

so far prospered so well.” 

On 20 December 1916: “I’m so glad that Clinton stopped wandering awhile and 

came home for Christmas. I hated to think of you, Clint, in a cold dirty old hotel in a little 

one horse town in Missouri or Indiana or some other awful place!” 

Then this on 3 January 1917: “Mr. Brown has offered Merrill $1,000 if he doesn’t 

smoke or drink before he’s 22. I was wondering if you couldn’t offer Clint perhaps $400 

if he wouldn’t smoke or drink until he’s 22. I think it would be a great help to him. 

Perhaps it sounds like bribing him to be decent, but it’s doing a lot for Merrill – and boys 

have to face so much now.  … And 400 or even less would mean as much to Clinton as a 

thousand means to Merrill Brown.” 

There is a photo on the next page of Clint from his album marked: “Near the 

cottage, 1917” perhaps during a family vacation at Lake Sebago. 

The rest of 1917 and most of 1918 are blank, but there is a letter of 10 September 

1918 from Clinton to his father that is very hard to read but includes statements 

something like these: “Enclosed is my registration card. Will you please hand it to the 

local board so if I’m drafted I’ll be sent from Springfield instead of from Brunswick. On 

speaking with Mr. Barker this morning he seemed to be pretty sure that we could stay 

here until the job is finished as picric acid is one of the most important war materials … I 

sure do hope I’ve decided wisely and I’m sure I don’t want to go in as a private.” 

Only slightly informative. It seems he couldn’t know that the war would be over 

in just two months. 

And so, onward to college. Apparently Clinton’s parents hoped that he could get 

into Brown, but the place that actually accepted him was the less prestigious Boston 

University while his sister attended Radcliffe and went on for a graduate degree at 

Berkeley. 

There are a couple of small mentions of Clinton in Ruth’s letters home during this 

time. On 22 October 1920: “What is Clint doing at B. U.? I hope he isn’t doing law. His 

mind isn’t exact enough. Did he like the gloves?” And then on 22 February 1921: “I am 

anxious to hear about Clint. Is he still washing dishes? And did he ever get the wooly 

sox? And how is he liking B. U.?” 
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As can be seen in the pictures on the following two pages, Clinton’s 

extracurricular activities at B. U. included basketball and membership in  (Lambda 

Chi Alpha) fraternity. Third from the left in the basketball picture and eighth from the 

right in the fraternity picture. 

I wonder if he was actually on the B. U. varsity basketball team. He was six feet, 

which at that time was considered tall (a “six-footed” basketball player). Plus knee pads! 

Girls seem to have been a subject of considerable interest to Clinton and his 

fraternity brothers. Among the souvenirs attached within Clinton’s photo album are 

several programs of house parties, banquets, dances etc. Glancing at one of these we can 

note that the listing of Clinton’s dancing partners on the evening of 26 March 1921 at the 

Hotel Vendome went like this: 

1. Just Snap Your Fingers At Care: XXXX 

2. Whispering: Phila Strout 

3. Maizie: Rebecca Skeler 

4. Bright Eyes: Manda Taylor 

5. Love Bird: XXXX 

6. Do You Ever Think of Me: Helen Murphy 

7. I Never Knew: Helen Tingley 

8. Honolulu Eyes: Ruth Baggette 

9. Some Day Dearie: Manda Taylor 

10. Margerie: Lorraine Hoat 

11. Now and Then: Rika Grant 

12. Good Bye: XXXX 

One of Clinton’s most spectacular exploits at B. U. was getting my mother (none 

of the above) pregnant on or about 11 January 1921. I have estimated this date by 

calculating backwards the customary nine months from my certified birth date of 11 

October 1921. My birth certificate also attests that my father’s name was Clinton 

Doggett, “a lumberman,” that my mother’s maiden name was Ruth Johnson; and that the 

child would be named Clinton Doggett Junior. 

 There is a wedding announcement enclosed in Clinton’s photo album which reads 

like this: Mr. and Mrs. Laurence Locke Doggett announce the marriage of their daughter 
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Ruth Wedgwood to Mr. Clarence Kennedy on Thursday, May the fifth, nineteen hundred 

and twenty-one, London, England. 

 Not much help. Wrong sibling, wrong spouse, wrong date and wrong venue. 

 Also my mother signed his album and offered this little note: “Tell me.” And she 

noted her address as 28 Queensbury Street, Boston, Massachusetts. 

 So much for the hard evidence! 

 It is somewhat difficult to imagine a fraternity boy during his junior year at 

Boston University asking a nurse three years his senior to marry him (before engaging in 

any fun and games) without mentioning it to his parents or sister. There were no engraved 

announcements with his name on them like those of his sister. Indeed he whole thing was 

kept secret for as long as possible and Clinton continued playing basketball and going to 

dances. His sister Ruthie’s letters before and after my conception showed her to be 

clueless and perhaps more interested in her own romance with Clarence Kennedy. 

 And so one wonders if there really was a wedding, although in later years Mother 

would let it be known that I was born nine months and five minutes thereafter. In any 

event I am grateful to this temporarily loving (or aroused) couple for the life that I have 

enjoyed so much for the past 83 years. Also nice for my own offspring. 

 Of course, the situation had to become known to the two families as the time for 

my outing approached. I have told the story of my early childhood more than once, but 

this time I have some additional information gleaned from letters written by my father 

that rested in my cousin Melinda’s attic for many years before her death in September 

2002. 

 Mainly I was in the care of my mother’s family at first and then Big Grandpa and 

Carolyn took over. My mother and I both stayed with them for a time and then she went 

back to her nursing job in Boston while I remained with my grandparents for what turned 

out to be an amazingly long time. 

 Clinton seemed to have gotten away from it all (like naughty boys sometimes do) 

with very little inconvenience to himself. However, I am now aware that in the fullness of 

time he had some trouble with the law which suggests that he may have actually been 

married to my mother or at least that she took some action against him for having caused 

her a problem. 
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 He said the following in the course of a letter written to his parents sometime in 

1924: “I expected to attend a hearing this morning, but it has been called off for a few 

days more. I think they are just stalling the thing along. Oh yes, in New York I found out 

that the investigators didn’t get my file after all, so I guess I’m not likely to have my 

letters read in public.” 

 I suppose we all wonder what was in those letters. 

 Then there was this to his mother on 5 December 1924: 

 “This is just a line to announce the success of the case in Boston and ask that the 

information be kept within the bosom of the family for a time at least. You see I am 

somewhat afraid that if any of the Union (a Springfield paper) bunch got hold of it, it 

would be passed around with the ‘don’t tell anyone else’ restriction which would mean 

that it eventually would get to the ears of Bill Hatch and he wouldn’t hesitate a moment 

to announce it to the world. So far, it seems, there has been no publicity at all and we may 

be lucky enough to keep from having any. Jo (his eventual wife) is quite happy about it as 

am I. I can truthfully say that being free after three years and nearly seven months is quite 

a relief and that I shall have quite a different story to tell before long. Let’s see, it takes 

about 6 months before the final decree comes through, doesn’t it?” 

 The actual story of my childhood is more or less the way I have told it elsewhere, 

but I was horrified at age 82 to come upon a letter of 20 July, 1927 from Clinton to his 

parents in which he wrote about the possible need for him to take me into his household 

or perhaps place me in an institution. The coldness toward “the boy” and the hatred for 

my mother are scary. He also seems in some places to be aware and in others to be 

ignorant of the fact that my mother desperately wanted to take me back and that she and 

Ralph would obviously be capable of caring for me. It was Big Grandpa and Carolyn who 

fought to keep me away from my mother at that time. 

 Please note that Big Grandpa called my mother Betty after her middle name, 

Elizabeth, so as not to confuse her with his daughter Ruth. Also Josephine (Jo) was 

Clinton’s long-time wife or consort starting sometime after B. U. 

 So here is the text of the letter that I have edited slightly because of occasional 

obscurities in the handwriting: 



10-8 

 “I had a letter from Betty the other day telling me that she wishes to wed in 

August. That is just fine from every point of view I can think of. And after she has done 

this wedding and is settled down wherever she is going to be, the boy must be returned to 

her. I could see with no difficulty at all during our visit home that you have it in the back 

of your heads that sooner or later I am going to take him. I could also see without any 

difficulty that even having had them and then just him in Springfield was a great mistake. 

Everyone that knows you knows that he exists and that she did at least exist. Those that 

have no idea of the facts have of course guessed at stories for themselves. If neither of 

them had ever been brought to Springfield I doubt any of this would have ever become 

known. That makes it a mistake, I knew it was when I told you I wouldn’t come home if 

she were there and that it became so evident that she was firmly entrenching herself. It 

became obvious that I must come along to set things right. That’s why I came then and 

you’ll remember that after she left you didn’t want her back, but by that time much 

damage had been done. More has been done since because his existence as part of your 

household has become a fixed fact. But of course it would be idle to assume that the 

present situation will continue indefinitely. We all know that it can’t. He will soon 

become too much of a care for you and when you leave Springfield you want to be free to 

pick up and go where you will. I know that the possibility which will come to mind will 

be that I shall take him, you in the meantime having secured an unqualified release from 

Betty. And if I don’t take him where can you turn for somebody to act as his guardian? 

So far as I can see, there is no out and that is the one thing that I will not do, whereas I 

have no doubt that I am in some measure responsible for the crime of his birth. I am not 

really so much so as she is. And her marrying right out of the whole business with a 

whole skin while I am heading along with the probability that in five or six years my 

house will probably be disrupted on account of her child I assure you that I have no 

malice towards him, but I do not think that a mistaken feeling of duty should result in 

upsetting the happiness of any more people than necessary. And, quite seriously, before I 

could ever ask Josephine to mother him I would suggest an institution. That is not said 

following any discussion with Jo. We never speak of the subject. It is simply that I hope 

she will have children and the relationship which would be necessary between him and 

them and between him and her are ones which I will not permit. 
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 “Won’t you please see the results that we are likely to follow the present scheme 

and avoid them? Send him back to his mother and I’ll see to the rest.” 

 Thanks a lot, Daddy, for not having any malice toward me despite the crime of 

my birth. 

* * * * * 

 A family photo taken in 1927 on the next page shows me in front with my cousin 

Melinda, and behind us from left to right Carolyn, Big Grandpa, my Uncle Clarence, my 

father, Josephine and my Aunt Ruth. 

 Apart from the unwanted burden of fatherhood, Clinton’s life and work seem to 

have gone quite well during the decade of the 1920s after college. I don’t know the 

details of how Josephine came into his life, but she turned out to be a blessing for him if 

not vice versa. She got high marks from Clinton’s parents and sister. The first mention of 

her in the Lou Baguié files came at the end of the above letter dated 30 July 1924: 

 “We haven’t gotten too well settled at the flat. It is to be repapered, but I haven’t 

done much about buying furniture to fit. I can’t seem to squeeze out much at the end of 

each week which might be used for such a purpose. 

 “Jo and I celebrated last night and saw Cyril Maude in ‘Aren’t we all?’ It was 

killing and very clearly demonstrates the need of a sense of humor living through this 

world. A bit spicey in parts, but not crude in any respect. 

 “I must skip and meet Jo now. I thing she’s waiting. Love ever-“ 

* * * * * 

 At some point soon after college it became settled that Clinton would have a 

career as a journalist and that’s the way it was until his premature death in 1941 with one 

or more bad interruptions to be related below in due course. It also developed that he 

would become an expert on American bottoms. I mean our nation’s public and private 

merchant marine in war and peace and in competition with the merchant fleets of the 

United Kingdom and other countries. I have come to be impressed by his knowledge in 

this field and his writing skills and analytical capabilities. 

 Clinton started out his professional career as a reporter for the Springfield Union 

in about 1923 and then moved to Washington where he served as a correspondent for the 

Hartford Times (Connecticut) and later for the New York Journal of Shipping and 
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Commerce. He also became Chief of the United States Shipping Board’s Information 

Bureau. 

 There are just six letters in my father’s Lou Baguié dossier dated between 1924 

and 1931, and so the story line about him during this period will have to emerge mostly 

as a series of vignettes that collectively may paint some sort of a composite picture. The 

main subjects covered in the letters relate to his career; his well informed stock market 

advice to Big Grandpa; his comments on the 1928 election as a staunch Republican 

strongly opposed to the popery of Al Smith; and various personal matters. 

 The first small mention of his work (play?) came sometime during 1924 on 

National Press Club stationary as follows: “I had lunch on the Manhattan (a ship) with 

Mr. Mitchell and a party of men he had invited previously. It was very grand. Then in the 

evening, mind you, Jo and I went to a dinner dance on the ship with Walter Jones and his 

wife. It was an American Legion affair and very much fun. During the evening I 

mentioned to Walt that I was preparing to make a speech in Springfield on the 17th.” 

 On 11 March 1927, i.e. about three years later, this time on United States 

Shipping Board stationary there was the following further mention of Clinton’s 

professional activities: “Matters within the Shipping Board are going quite well. I’m 

engaging myself in trying to think up a nice way by which I might be sent to Europe. 

Such an excursion would be quite profitable and educational. The prospect of per diem 

for expenses besides passage and railroad fares makes me think that I could clear my 

salary. Six weeks or so of that would add up greatly to my general delight and probably 

develop something to write about. Last Monday evening my immediate superior and wife 

had Jo and me to dinner.” 

 Then on 30 July (in that same letter in which he took off on my mother and me 

etc.) he provided some additional substantive comments on his job as follows: 

 “The clipping enclosed (not available) is really by me although I don’t want 

anyone to know it. Just at present we are trying to lay as low as possible with the intent of 

staying out of a row. At the same time I am trying to print as much favorable stuff as 

possible. In the fall I think the chairman (presumably of the Shipping Board) will cut 

loose and bounce some direct statements off the heads of all the people who are trying to 

block the construction of needed ships. There are plenty of critics just now. The Wall 
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Street Journal has been running a series called ‘Our Pirate Shipping Board’ in which it is 

set forth that we are poaching on the legitimate game of private capital. They did not 

mention the fact that when there was no Shipping Board American ships carried just nine 

percent of American cargoes whereas now about 30 percent of our foreign trade goes in 

American bottoms. About the only private interests that have been deprived of the 

American business are the British, and so it goes. 

 “I was in New York recently to participate in the welcoming of Chamberlain and 

Byrd. As you know they came on the Leviathan. I went out on a cutter in the morning and 

we had quite an interesting time. Byrd is a very outstanding citizen and very quickly 

takes the show in a group. Chamberlain is a fine sort of a chap too. I had quite a nice talk 

with him and later arranged a meeting between him and Mr. O’Connor as a result of 

which Chamberlain is to hop off the Leviathan tomorrow for experimental purposes. I am 

hoping that we will be able to grab quite a lot since the Leviathan will be the first ship to 

offer ship-to-shore mail service if the test tomorrow is successful.” 

 While much of the above is inscrutable, I gather that Clinton was a loyal and 

somewhat important staff member of the United States Shipping Board at this time. 

 Next comes a nine-page handwritten letter dated 17 October 1927 with each page 

written on stationary topped with the United States Shipping Board Title and the seal of 

the Office of the Chairman. The comments in this letter relating directly to my father’s 

professional work were the following: 

 “Being back at work of course means being busy. It seems that the next Congress 

is quite likely to do something in the interests of American shipping. The Shipping Board 

has gone about as far as it can with its development program with the ships it has to work 

with. As you remember it was given control of the war-built vessels and told to make a 

permanent merchant marine out of them. In 1920 that looked quite possible and the 

chances of getting the vessels into private hands looked very good. However, Congress 

didn’t know that the rest of the world was going to build literally thousands of new ships 

which would outclass all of ours in speed and economy of operation. Yet that is just what 

did happen and we are losing ground steadily as a result. The trick is now to get Congress 

to foster building of some new ships to put into service on our lines and then let us sell 

them at prices which will permit private owners to do business. The danger is that this 
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might lead to permanent government operation. Congress has such a distaste for the word 

‘subsidy’ that I don’t believe there is a chance of its putting up money to help private 

capital to build, but I think we will eventually get around that by a gradual process of 

transferring the vessels after they are once built. All this has been attracting quite a little 

comment and keeping me quite busy. The speech I am sending is one of the documents I 

developed.” 

 The most valuable document at Lou Baguié in terms of throwing light on my 

father’s professional career is the text of a speech running 21 double-spaced pages or 

about 5,700 words that he delivered at “The Club” in Springfield on 14 April 1928. He 

was at his best and I would think it made Big Grandpa proud as he was surely in the 

audience, especially as The Club mentioned in Chapter 9 above was one of his favorite 

and highly esteemed gatherings. 

 The speech covered just about every conceivable aspect of American shipping 

from the shipbuilding and sailing prowess of the early settlers to the roles of both public 

and private shipping in the nation’s defense and economic development after World War 

I. It was indeed a tour de force and very hard to summarize. I will offer the following 

excerpts: 

• American shipping flourished. With large numbers of contracts and plentiful 

supplies of raw materials shipbuilding was cheaper here than abroad. 

• The Yankee sailors who took these white-winged leviathans about the face of the 

earth made our ships the admiration and despair of their European competitors. 

The skipper who had the nerve to keep his sails unfurled when others would have 

them reefed was the first one to get his ship to port. 

• One hundred years ago more than nine-tenths of American cargoes were carried 

on American ships. 

• In 1839 the English Parliament provided an annual mail subsidy to Samuel 

Cunard, which enabled him to establish a line from Liverpool to New York. Eight 

years later Congress granted mail subsidies to Edward K. Collins to help develop 

what came to be known as the Collins Line. During 1852 the Collins Line carried 

4,306 passengers and the Cunard Line 2,969. The Collins Line failed in 1858 



10-13 

when subsidies were discontinued because of Southern complaints about Northern 

commercial interests. 

• During the Civil War much shipping was lost and after the war little effort was 

made to rebuild it. Our money went into railroads and other things needed to build 

up the West. In 1914 less than one-tenth of the foreign trade of the United States 

was carried in American ships and most of this was trade with nearby places like 

Cuba and Central America. 

• However trade expanded to unexpected proportions after the war, not only with 

Europe but also to other markets which had been controlled by Europe, notably 

South America and South Africa. 

• The establishment of Government services such as the Bureau of Foreign and 

Domestic Commerce were a great help to American shipping interests, 

particularly in the promotion of direct liner services to the east coast of South 

America and to Africa. American business in these countries increased about 400 

percent. 

• Then came trade with the west coast of South America. Mr. W. E. Grace who 

discovered the possibility of marketing Chilean nitrates in the United States and 

the equal possibilities of marketing American goods in Chile and Peru for the 

development of those countries. He created the well-known Grace Line which 

opened the doors to an enormous commerce that is steadily increasing. 

• Legislation dealing with American shipping passed through different stages to 

meet existing conditions always with a view to ultimate private ownership of an 

American merchant marine with moderate Government regulation and with due 

regard for the needs of our national defense. 

• The Shipping Act of 1916 established a Shipping Board that would regulate 

certain aspects of the shipping trade such as rates and the routing of vessels and in 

effect act as an Interstate Commerce Commission (ICC) for the sea. 

• The Board aided American private shipping by assuring that mail would be 

carried on American ships wherever possible, by obtaining ICC approval of 

reduced rates on goods being transported for export in American vessels, by 
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excluding foreign flag vessels from lucrative US trade with the Philippines and by 

administering a construction loan fund in support of American shipyards. 

• Unfortunately, despite these efforts, various current circumstances now present 

serious obstacles to the American shipping industry. In American shipyards 

vessels are built with high-priced materials by high-priced labor. It costs 50 

percent more to build a ship in an American shipyard than in a British shipyard. 

Also interest and insurance charges are much higher in the United States. And 

after ships come into service there are much higher costs of crews, stores and 

supplies. Not to mention subsidies paid by foreign governments to their national 

shipping. 

• Moreover, the governmental measures undertaken to assist the shipping industry 

have proven to be inadequate. The Post Office couldn’t enter into mail contracts 

for more than one year and rates were limited by appropriations. The provision for 

preferential rail rates was never made effective because it was deemed unfair to 

saddle the burden on the railroads. And the exclusion of foreign shipping from 

trade with the Philippines was dropped because of protests from the Philippinos. 

Also the construction loan fund was not large enough to meet the needs. 

• Another problem is that we came out of the war with too many merchant ships 

that had been constructed hastily to help meet the transport requirements of 

overseas military operations. They were a factor in winning the war but became a 

burden thereafter that had to be dealt with by the Shipping Board. 

• Under the administration of the Shipping Board, not only has the Leviathan 

become the world’s most famous ship, but no less than 36 cargo lines to various 

parts of the world have been established and regular service maintained. A dozen 

of these lines have already been sold to private capital and there seem to be 

prospects that more will go the same way soon. 

• With the post-war merchant marine program the portion of American business 

going to American ships has increased three-fold. 

• The Shipping Board has had to put up with the usual handicaps which accompany 

government operation of business. Being divided politically, it is seldom that it 

has been able to speak unanimously on major questions of policy. It has been 
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continually subject to public scrutiny, and never has been able to settle its 

differences without political interference. It has constantly been the scapegoat of 

critics of national shipping policy, in spite of the fact that it is solely an 

administrative body charged with the duty of carrying out a law. Time and again, 

indignant junior officers of various chambers of commerce have discovered that 

the government is in the shipping business and have assailed the Board as a group 

of bureaucrats for failure to sell the ships. And time and time again the Board has 

been forced to refer to the law under which it exists and point out that the purpose 

of that law is creation of a permanent American merchant marine, ultimately to be 

owned and operated by citizens of the United States; and that the law directs that 

sales shall be made only when consistent with the policy of permanence. 

• Twelve lines, all of which are operating in the foreign trade of the United States, 

have been sold by the Board. In addition the Board has sold more than a thousand 

ships. A goodly number of these were sold for scrap, but the majority are now in 

the service of American citizens. In the government fleet there still remains 

approximately 750 vessels, some 250 of which are in operation over trade routes 

not served by other American ships. It may be seen that the government has gone 

a long way towards getting out of the shipping business. 

• Without government assistance we will never have a merchant marine which will 

measure up to the requirements laid down by Congress in 1920 in the preamble to 

the Merchant Marine Act, which is reaffirmed in new legislation now proposed. 

‘It is necessary,’ this preamble reads, ‘for the national defense and for the proper 

growth of its foreign and domestic commerce that the United States shall have a 

merchant marine of the best equipped and most suitable types of vessels sufficient 

to carry the greater portion of its commerce and serve as a naval or military 

auxiliary in time of war or national emergency, ultimately to be owned and 

operated privately by citizens of the United States; and it is hereby declared to be 

the policy of the United States to do whatever may be necessary to develop and 

encourage the maintenance of such a merchant marine, and, in so far as may not 

be inconsistent with the express provisions of this Act, the United States Shipping 

Board shall, in the disposition of vessels and shipping property as hereinafter 
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provided, in the making of rules and regulations, and in the administration of the 

shipping laws keep always in view this purpose and object as the primary end to 

be obtained.’ 

• An adequate merchant marine is essential to keep the avenues of commerce open 

to American goods if we wish to stabilize our prosperity. For it is only through 

profitable disposal of our surplus (now a big deficit) that it is possible to maintain 

high standards of wages with attendant high standard of living; but, if this does 

not appeal as sufficient justification for support of adequate merchant shipping 

under the American flag, we need only refer to recent history to find evidence of 

the vital importance of the Merchant Navy as a part of our national defense. 

APPLAUSE 

And a raise in pay? 

* * * * * 

 News on Clinton’s career development slowed down to a trickle after the big 

speech. He wrote the following on 1 February 1929: “I have been pushing along with a 

great deal to do in the way of business. Our magazine seemed to get in a hazardous 

position from an advertising point of view, so we decided something must be done. A big 

conference of shipping men took place here last week and so we got out a special daily 

newspaper for the conference as a promotion stunt and have taken on a full time 

advertising manager. A number of promises and contracts have come through and I think 

we are on the way up.” 

 Some significant changes coming up in Clinton’s career, particularly a move from 

the Shipping Board to a shipping company later identified as the International Merchant 

Marine Company, are described in a letter to his parents dated 18 March 1930: 

 “Since seeing you a certain number of things have happened. You doubtless 

noticed by the newspapers that my good friend Mr. O’Connor told the president (Hoover) 

that he would like to give up the Chairmanship. There are those who are mean enough to 

say that the President said he would like to have Mr. O’Connor give it up, but I am not 

sure about that. At least he has asked him to carry along with it until he can find a worthy 

successor, and everything seems to point to the belief that nothing will be done about it 

before June. In the meantime, however, ‘I have made arrangements whereby’ I will leave 
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the Shipping Board this spring and devote my entire attention to the Journal of Shipping. 

The arrangements whereby referred to my personal income which is to be slightly in 

excess of my present one. We are asking all persons now receiving compensation for 

services performed to find something else to do, and after that if we do not lose any of 

our present advertisers, the magazine will pay for itself and a little more. We seem also to 

have some rather definite prospects of more, but they are unhatched chickens as yet. I 

expect that I will drag along in the status mentioned for six or eight months, and then 

become associated with a steamship company as publicity-advertising manager, spending 

most of my time in Washington and maybe a day or two a week in New York. 

 “Of course, this change in arrangements is what a couple of us, at least have been 

waiting for and I will advise you of any plans as soon as they become definite. July is 

what it looks like, giving us an opportunity to test things out thoroughly by returning to 

the August heat of Washington. However, that is not in the nature of an announcement, 

but simply a warning. A launching of ships is threatening to take place at Camden 

sometime in June or early July, and I must be present to take care of various matters. And 

you see I can’t be two places at once. However, it won’t be long now.” 

 The fact that Clinton wrote a letter on other subjects dated 2 October 1931 on 

United States Shipping Board stationary may (or may not) indicate that he had not yet 

made the move to the shipping company at that time. 

 Regarding the 1928 election Clinton wrote this to Big Grandpa on 17 October 

1927 about a year before the event: 

 “Is everybody at home quite excited over the next election? Everyone here is. I 

am still for Jim Reed, but I think Mr. Coolidge is the most likely candidate. Hughes and 

Hoover are probably next in order of possibility. We were told that a Hughes-Hoover 

ticket with agreement that Hughes would step out after 4 years in favor of Hoover was on 

schedule, but I have some doubts as to whether the egotism of the Secretary of 

Commerce (Hoover) would permit him to be Vice President. However that ticket is 

regarded as one that can win the important thing and a Coolidge-Farmer ticket is another 

with an even better chance. We think down here that Al Smith is headed right for the 

Democratic nomination and that Coolidge or Hughes-Hoover are the only Republicans 

that can beat him. The South may be dry, but it is Democratic first and about Protestant 
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third. Some states in the north, however, are we first Republican second and not so 

awfully religious. It is therefore generally regarded as likely that none other than Al 

Smith is the most formidable citizen the Democratic party has. I think that is the correct 

dope. With any other than the two tickets mentioned above I don’t think there is the least 

doubt that Mr. Smith would be successful in New York, New Jersey, Maryland, Illinois 

and Missouri, Massachusetts, Rhode Island and Connecticut and that along with the 

‘Solid South’ which I think will go Democratic until the negroes all die out would be 

enough to make Mr. Smith the President giving him 40 or 50 electoral votes to spare. 

How would you like that? Of course what will happen will be that Smith will be so strong 

just before the Republican Convention that Mr. Coolidge will be drafted for the good of 

the party. They will either do that or fix up something like this Hughes-Hoover stunt. In 

either case they will win the election and America will be saved from the Pope.” 

 Clinton, like many others, was considerably off the mark at that date. Actually 

Coolidge declined to be nominated and Hoover won an overwhelming victory for the 

Republicans, partly because he was the “Great Engineer” who had headed the Allied 

World War I relief operations and partly because his Democratic opponent, Al Smith, 

was both Catholic and “Wet” (i.e. for repeal of the liquor-controlling 18th Amendment). 

As regards Charles Evans Hughes, Hoover appointed him Chief Justice of the Supreme 

Court. Clinton’s mention of Jim Reed is confusing because he was a Democratic Senator 

from Missouri who lost the nomination to Al Smith. Farmer? I haven’t been able to 

identify him. 

 Now, regarding Clinton’s stock market know-how (verging on insider trading?) 

there are paragraphs in three of his letters to Big Grandpa between July 1927 and March 

1930 as follows: 

 30 July 1927: “By the way, ask your broker what he thinks of Chrysler Motors. I 

have heard that there is something doing there. I have taken a few shares hoping to make 

a dollar. I bought at 53½ and I think it is a little higher now.” 

 1 February 1929: “Dad was mentioning securities while he was here. My advice is 

not to sell American Tel and Tell or General Electric under any circumstances. Stock 

rights or dividends are expected in both cases and prospects of increased business should 

make their earnings far in excess of those last year. 
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 “I have some information concerning Bush Terminals which is, to wit, General 

Motors and Chrysler are about to enter into a contract with them for handling all of their 

European export business. This increases from 500,000 to 700,000 cars per year and an 

increased earnings per share of $14 or $15 from this source alone. The stock has already 

started to move but if you can pick up some between 80 and 85 I think you will find it a 

good paying investment whose value will appreciate materially.” 

 (As every schoolboy knows, the stock market crash occurred in October 1929 and 

the Dow Jones average declined forty percent in a few weeks.) 

 18 March 1930: “Another matter of very grave importance is that of American 

Brown Boveri Electric Corporation stock. I am carrying along a few shares of the 

participating stock on the big board, all of which stands me an average of around 12. 

Some of it I bought at about 8¾ – I guess when I was telling you about it in January. 

Since then it has been as high as 17 3/8, and lately has been selling at around 14. The 

information I get, and it comes right from headquarters, is to sell all of that at around 16 

or so, and dig myself into the founders shares, which are selling on the curb at between 8 

and 9, as heavily as I can stand. This issue, on mathematics, should be worth 72 percent 

of the participating stock, which should make it around 11 at least. The fact is that this is 

the issue which has all the voting power, so long as the company is not behind on its 

preferred dividends, which it is not, and the stock is fairly closely held. However, a 

reorganization is coming and I suspect, on strong intimations I have received, that the 

New York Shipbuilding Company – probably the most efficient shipyard in the United 

States – may be sold. There may be some struggle for control of the voting stock and I 

know that the so-called ‘insiders’ are trying to accumulate it, but at the same time keep 

the price down. Trading, as you will note, is comparatively slight. Now my advice to you, 

and I wouldn’t give it unless I was next thing to positive that you can’t lose anything by 

it, is that you buy all of that founders stock you can at under 10 and hang onto it until you 

can get 30 for it. Your broker will discourage you from it on account of a bad showing in 

last year’s annual report, but I know it to be true that that report could have been better if 

they had been assured of certain large payments from the Navy Department which have 

since been approved. Another matter of importance is the fact that the general American 

shipbuilding program is just getting underway, and this yard is most certainly going to 
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get its share. In fact, it is the low bidder for two vessels for the United States Lines to cost 

just under $10,000,000 each, and undoubtedly will build one of the big fast ships the U.S. 

Lines is planning and that will be a $30,000,000 proposition. The company is now 

building four ships for the Export Steamship Corporation, at $2,225,000 a piece, and will 

build at least four, and probably eight more at the same figure. A $3,500,000 liner is 

about to be delivered to the Grace Lines, and that company will be required to build four 

more under mail contracts just let. I would estimate that four of those will be built by the 

New York Shipbuilding Company. There is much other business in prospect, but those I 

have mentioned, are the ones which look like certainties. In other words, if the business 

of the New York Shipbuilding Company isn’t worth three or four times as much as it is 

today by the end of this year, I am not quite sane. If you are going to get any of that 

stock, I wouldn’t place any market orders, but would name a price. You will get it 

cheaper.” 

 Whatever! 

 A few personal items from March 1927 to October 1931: 

 11 March 1927: “I see by my calendar that it is getting near the time when you are 

to arrive here. Will you tell me pretty soon when you may be expected? Excitement over 

the coming wedding (somebody else’s) is running quite high in this neighborhood and 

Chevalier doesn’t seem to know whether he is going or coming. Josephine and I are quite 

well although more or less affected by the general strain of the coming event. I seem to 

be scheduled to lead the ox to his slaughter so have quite enough clothes to buy etc. That 

with the need to acquire a wedding present is making the whole thing rather expensive.” 

 30 July 1927: “Are you both going to Maine? If so where? It may be that I could 

drive on home via Canada etc. although I rather think that Mrs. Jenkins and Josephine 

will come back to Washington with me.” (Mrs. Jenkins was Josephine’s mother.) 

 17 October 1927: It seems that Josephine came from Read Oak, Iowa and that 

Clinton was now visiting her mother there while Josephine remained in Washington. It 

also appears that the people in the small town of Red Oak expected Mrs. Jenkins to 

announce that Clinton was going to marry Josephine. Somehow Clinton and Mrs. Jenkins 

were greatly amused by their disappointment: “Red Oak and the rest of the Middle West 

are interesting, but I can’t see any tremendous difference between there and the general 
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situation in the east. It is quite true that people are more friendly and equally less nosy. I 

enjoyed being in Red Oak immensely, but I am quite sure that I would go crazy if I had to 

remain there continuously and continually in my private business. A walk along the street 

is instantly reported. The news is at the top of the hill before you are and you realize that 

speculation as to the purpose of the walk has started without delay unless some one of 

more or less accurate eyesight has already ascertained the fact. I really didn’t care about 

that part of it because I was on vacation. In fact I rather enjoyed it, especially when 

gossip reached the interesting climax anticipating that a certain Mrs. Jenkins was giving a 

party for no other purpose than to announce the engagement of her charming daughter to 

your own most modest son. It was with great glee that we observed their countenances 

drooping on their way out of the hotel. For we had no more intention of making such an 

announcement than the man in the moon. When we are ready we will speak right up, but 

there will be little forecasting.” (Cohabitation would thus continue.) 

 “I was told on my arrival in Red Oak that most easterners regarded Iowa as a 

country swarming with Indians and infested with the wildest of beasts. I think some of 

them were a little surprised that I didn’t come with a gun or some other weapon within 

easy reach. 

 “Parties are the thing in Red Oak. They are of utmost importance. One is careful 

to offend no one. One is careful to include in her invitations all those to whom one ‘is 

indebted to.’ It is a great life. You eat – generally excellent food – you chat and then play 

bridge, at the close prizes are offered, one for the lady with the highest score and one for 

the honored guest of the evening. In the role of the latter I garnered a cigaret lighter, a 

leather cigaret case and a green fountain pen. Once I won a first prize, which now graces 

the calves of my legs just above my socks. That was the evening of my arrival and caused 

a tremendous stir not to mention giving me an unfortunate reputation as a good card 

player. I won no prizes thereafter.” 

 A photo portrait taken at about this time, presented on the next page, shows 

Clinton to have been quite a handsome fellow at age 29. The proprietor of the stationary 

store in our neighboring village made a professional copy for me and said: “Clark 

Gable!” and Peppy said” “Bad Boy.” 
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 1 February 1929: “I hope you both are not doing things too strenuously. This is 

influenza weather you know and it demands caution. So far I have avoided any health 

complications and do not intend to have any. Keep well and let me know how everything 

goes.” 

 18 March 1930: “We had a birthday party for Jo on Sunday. My secretary got 

herself married last month. Golf has started off badly, but we are hoping for better scores 

as the season drags on. Oh yes, we are making requests to both our families that if the 

purchase of furniture for us is contemplated it be forgotten until we find out what we 

want – is that fair? 

 2 October 1931: There follows the text of a letter from Clinton to his parents 

congratulating them on their 37th (and last) anniversary and on their highly successful 

joint career at Springfield. I believe the letter expresses genuine love and respect for both 

of them. Clinton, of course, had always hoped that his father would come to have genuine 

love and respect for him. 

 It is interesting that Clinton mentions having had one anniversary with Jo which 

suggests that they had finally been married sometime in 1930. His reference to the 

importance of being well mated is also interesting. Apparently he and my mother were 

not (or at least the timing and circumstances were not propitious), but Jo turned out to be 

very good for him although they never did have those children that Jo had said she 

wanted (other than me). 

 The letter: “Dear dad and mother – Anticipating that tomorrow is a day which 

adds one more to a rather important looking list of pleasant anniversaries, I am taking my 

chance that I may be the first to get in congratulations and fond hopes that you have only 

started to have these occasions. Having had one such anniversary to celebrate for my own 

part, I feel that I can talk with you on somewhat equal terms when the subject is 

mentioned. The gloriousness of the feeling that a year of effort has brought the good ship 

into safe harbour ready for another voyage is not to be compared with anything else you 

can mention. And the realization that joint management of your craft has been 

responsible for your good fortune is comforting beyond description. We have had only 

one and perhaps are somewhat envious of you who can look back over many with the 

thrilling joy that life together has given you a definite star towards which to plot your 
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course. Ours perhaps is too far ahead to single out from others. But when we get a little 

nearer we shall know it for our own. Yours, I know, has been where you can see it now 

for many years and I have yet to see you get off the course which is bound to bring you to 

it. 

 “I do not wish to engage in the churlish pastime of speculating on the private lives 

of other people, but I like now to tell you I have full appreciation of the fullness offered 

by a life to those well mated for living. Sometimes it is plain fun. Sometimes it is a 

chafing struggle. At others it is completely nondescript. And at others it unfolds itself in 

the emotional wonders of loving. All of these things, and probably more which I have not 

yet encountered, you have experienced in your years since Providence brought you 

together. 

 “I think you were a little riskier than we have dared to be. You shot at the moon, 

but you hit it. We are sometimes luney enough, but I am afraid we lack the courage to go 

away for a year without much money. The answer is, of course, that those with the proper 

amount of ability and decent integrity have no cause for worry. And the fact that you 

became self-sustaining at once when you returned is proof that it works out that way. I 

wish I had the nerve to throw this job up to go find something I’d rather be doing. That’s 

about what Dad did when he came to Springfield.  And now look at Springfield. 

 “The years that brought that school from a sand pile to a full size institution have 

been anything but easy. I can remember getting a few sidelights of the worries that must 

have been felt when you still were starting. I can remember the pride and joy shared by 

you both when some definite step of accomplishment had been taken. And I know now 

that the thing that kept you going up the path when the climb was steepest was the thing 

you celebrate tomorrow. Keep going up. The view is always better. 

 “We both send our love. To wish that you continue happy together is like hoping 

that the Atlantic Ocean will stay salty, but we wish that for you anyway. Keep well, and 

please let us know about mother’s plans for going South this winter. We are looking 

forward to having her here as long as she can stay. Love from both of us always.” 

* * * * * 

 Disaster struck about a year after Clinton wrote the above letter. He became 

severely ill with the disease of alcoholism and had to be sent to a sanitarium. Please note 
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that I consider alcoholism to be a disease rather than a delinquency although the two may 

sometimes be related. This the first attack that ever came to my knowledge. Maybe there 

were some wild parties at  despite Prohibition (1919-1933). Don’t know. 

 Fragments of the sad story are told in three undated letters written by Josephine, 

all starting with “My Dear.” The third was definitely to Aunt Olive and had to be in 1935 

because of a reference to her marriage to Big Grandpa “last July” which was July 1934. 

The 1935 letter also states that Jo had tried to do her best for “two years and nine 

months” which gets us back to 1932 or 1933, i.e. long before Aunt Olive’s marriage. 

However it seems unlikely that the first two letters would have been to Carolyn who died 

in July 1932. And referring once again to Prohibition, it was in effect until repealed by 

the 21st Amendment on 5 December 1933. 

 Anyway here are the fragments: 

 First letter: “I went by bus to see Clint yesterday. 

 “He says he sleeps well; the doctor says he eats well. He gets several miles of 

walking a day and is hardened enough now to start wood-chopping this week. He still has 

a strange look around his eyes and is anxious to start with the psychiatrist. 

 “Today he is having an abscessed tooth extracted. He has refused to go to the 

dentist for months, but seemed to have lost the dread yesterday in his greater hopes that it 

might get him straightened out – or be one factor along the way. I’m going to talk with 

him again Wednesday and if he doesn’t feel this psychiatrist will help we may look for 

another one. 

 “We had a good visit yesterday although too little privacy to get into a discussion 

for very long. He said he was all right as long as he kept busy. He sleeps late and then 

walks until noon when they have dinner. Then there is rest, more walking and an early 

supper. In the evening some of them play cards and he does a little reading. The place is 

in the country and looked bright although it is very simple. 

 “He gets a milk-egg drink three times a day between meals and a tonic after each 

meal. 

 “It will be a slow process. I was a little frightened yesterday when I realized how 

long it might take, but miracles do happen. Do hope you are both better. Love. 

Josephine.” (Note: She said both.) 
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 Second letter: “What a lovely surprise and beautiful gift you have given us. I am 

surely a child in many ways for the first day Clinton was back we had out of town guests 

and I initialed the cloth. The workmanship is a joy. Many, many thanks. 

 “Clint reported you in good health and did enjoy having the family together. He 

arrived home early Sunday morning. 

 “A cousin of mine arrived unexpectedly the day after he went to New York and 

stayed all week until Saturday. 

 “Clint reported a number of blind allies, but one nibble which may take him back 

next week. Love to you. Josephine.” 

 Third letter: “I must tell you that he has always resented your marriage. You must 

know that it is an evidence of his sickness, and that I do not feel it to be personal, simply 

that his extreme thought of his mother has made him resent anyone in her place. Also you 

will recall that this started before last July (1934) so you must not feel the cause of it – 

although he has been worse this winter (1934-35). I tell you this to prepare you for 

anything he may say which might otherwise shock you. I am sorry. As I do not think it 

will help matters to make others unhappy it may be well to destroy this letter. But the less 

you discuss your arrangement the better, as I see it now. 

 “One other thing before you come. Unless you mentioned it to him over the 

phone, he is not aware that you know he went to a sanitarium. I kept telling him that we’d 

say he was out of town etc. and he does not know that you know it so far as I am aware 

of. He does not want people to know where he was. 

 “The money has helped tremendously. When he is himself – maybe a year or two 

from now – I’ll be glad to tell him. For the present I have not, because he is spending so 

much for liquor and the things which go with it, that he would want that, too, I am afraid. 

I hope you will feel that is right, for I’ve never kept anything from him or tried to be 

secretive before. It has seemed necessary and wise this time. (I can give you an account 

of it all.) 

 “There are many, many other things – some of which you will have to know when 

you come. He resents having anyone try to keep it from him – he wants me to get drunk 

with him – 
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 “The doctors say it does no good at all to lecture him. So please try not, at first, 

anyway. You see he wants to feel the world against him. He imagines a lot and 

continually tells untruths – all wanting to justify his drinking. Now is a crucial time with 

his job – and he is not doing it. I’m afraid it will go before the week is over. I’m so sad to 

write this. I couldn’t write oftener with no good news. Personally, it has been ghastly and 

at times the world hardly looked worth it. I have this week only been able to reach the 

place of realizing I must take care of my own health and my own job. It is hard to think 

with a heavy heart and a troubled mind. 

 “There can be nothing cheerful to write. 

 “I am presuming you are coming the third. Will it be morning? Or the night of the 

second? And you will be expected at the house. 

 “I really have tried to the best of my ability for two years and nine months. Now I 

almost think he will not wake up until he hits bottom and hurts himself. At present he 

doesn’t want to help himself.” 

 It is indeed unfortunate that Clinton’s treatment at the sanitarium was apparently 

not successful and/or that follow-up measures, if any, seem to have failed. I note that he 

kept on working for the shipping company, but was barely hanging on. 

 It is interesting that he wrote the following letter to Big Grandpa dated 21 

December 1934 on stationary topped by the International Mercantile Marine Company 

letterhead (presumably in the midst of his illness): 

 “Glad you are coming down. Will arrange accommodation Wednesday through 

Saturday, and longer if you can stay. Mrs. Jenkins has come East for the holidays and 

will be here several weeks. Jo has not been very well lately and I have been extremely 

busy with the wind up of more ocean vessel contract investigations before the Post Office 

Department. I am enclosing a piece I wrote about these in last Sunday’s Herald Trib. Jo 

insists I send you the whole page to indicate the notable company I was in. What’s next, 

we don’t know. Let me know time of arrival, will you. Love to both (i.e. including Aunt 

Olive).” 

 The years 1936 through 1940 are blank except that his obituary states that he 

returned to the Journal of Commerce as Shipping Editor in 1938. So he must have started 

functioning again reasonably well by that time. 
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 He was still producing his column as Shipping Editor of the Journal of Commerce 

in the early months of 1941, the year of his death. I have six of them from 27 January to 7 

April. Subtitles and excerpts from these articles are of interest both as a window on the 

substance of his work and as a foreshadowing of the US entry into the war eight months 

later. 

 Some of the subheadings in these columns are as follows: “Selection of American 

crews; Building up domestic shipping; Danish ships for Pacific trade; Tightening of 

shipping control expected; Shipping aid to Britain continues; Coastwise shipping problem 

serious; Tonnage shortages speed control of shipping; Freight rates on way up; 

Modifying the Neutrality Act; and Far East rate discrepancies.” 

 Here are a few excerpts from these articles: “An old fashioned idea was 

resurrected by a Maritime Commission official last week. It was the thought that the 

master of a ship should have the power to select his crew… A bill has been introduced in 

Congress which is designed to encourage the construction of new vessels for domestic 

trade… The eventual fate of Danish and other Axis controlled ships in American harbors 

has been a matter of speculation for some time… The outstanding feature of the 

immediate outlook is the probability of ever increasing control over the operation of 

American ships as a national defense measure… There are hints that the Government 

may soon requisition a number of vessels to ensure the movement of essential raw 

materials such as rubber and tin from the Orient… Freight rates are up for several 

reasons. Labor, both ashore and afloat has become more expensive. And ships are often 

unable to load both ways.” 

 “The older and longer established shipyards are filled to overflowing and new 

yards have sprung up… There are 10,000 tons of manganese ore waiting for shipment to 

American steel mills, but the Robin Locksley and the Robin Hood are still tied to their 

piers in New York because of last minute demands by their unlicensed personnel and 

their engineer unions for an increased war bonus and other concessions. Meanwhile 

nearly one million young Americans are spending a year in the service of their country 

for $21 a month… We are starting to take the whiskers off the Neutrality Act. Everybody 

recognizes that we are no longer neutral and the time seems to have arrived when we 

must let down some of the bars which have kept American ships out of war zones. 
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* * * * * 

 Whatever happened to Clinton after writing these articles remains a mystery to 

me. 

* * * * * 

 I have copies of two letters of condolence received by Grandpa after Clinton I’s 

death. Maybe there were more. 

 One was from Walter C. Paige, the “Old Guard News” Editor of the International 

Association of Retired Secretaries of the YMCA reading in part as follows: “Dear Dr. 

Doggett – I received a letter today from Herbert Lansdale telling me of the sudden 

passing away of your son in the prime of life. Let me extend the sincere sympathy of 

myself and wife to you in your great loss. I did not know you had a son until this message 

came. … Regards to Mrs. D.” (Question: Is it surprising that this person didn’t know that 

Grandpa had a son? Hard to say.) 

 Another letter was from an official of the Boy Scouts of America: “Dear Dr. 

Doggett … I was exceedingly sorry to hear of the passing of your son. This must have 

been a great blow to you. … It has been a puzzle to know why young people should 

precede us. Their going in advance, however, must not be looked upon as representing 

unfulfilled lives, for sometimes a young person (e.g. Mozart) in a very brief time will live 

more fully and meaningfully than those of us who live over a much longer span of years. 

Some day we will understand this mystery more completely. Please accept from me my 

most heartfelt sympathy.” (NOTE: I never knew anyone to call Big Grandpa anything 

other than Dr. Doggett.) 

* * * * * 

 Clinton visited his parents occasionally while I was living with them in 

Springfield, but there is only one of these visits that I remember specifically. This was the 

time that he gave me a baseball with the signatures of all of the 1927 New York Yankees 

on it… Babe Ruth, Lou Gehrig, Tony Lazzeri, Ben Chapman etc. etc. and all that. I guess 

I wasn’t supervised well enough after he left to protect that baseball. Little by little I 

started tossing it back and forth in the living room with my friend Norman Judd. And 

then one day when it was very dull we were tossing it around outdoors and finally it 

ended up just like any ordinary baseball. Too bad! I wish we had it now. 
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 I saw my father on just one other occasion, only the second that I can remember. 

This was in 1936 when I was in high school living with Mother and Ralph on 37th Street 

near Georgetown University in Washington. I was playing touch football with the kids in 

the street which we did quite often. And he just drove up and seemed to be able to pick 

me out fairly easily. We had a nice talk for a few minutes. He was driving a sort of beat 

up convertible and just wanted to know how I was getting along. And that was it. Maybe 

he thought to himself that, hey, this was his son and really quite a nice kid now that he 

was no longer an inconvenience. 

 Thinking it over later on I was rather touched by his residual interest in me and I 

even considered visiting him sometime. I knew that he and Josephine lived in an 

apartment at 400 Cathedral Avenue. I decided, correctly, not to do anything like this. We 

were destined to live in separate worlds. I never mentioned the incident to Mother and 

Ralph. 

* * * * * 

 So that is the story of Clinton Locke Doggett the First, warts and all, based on the 

limited information at my disposal. There are quite a few negatives, but it’s not all bad. I 

haven’t written him off. 

 Besides I owe my life to him as do two other Clinton Locke Doggetts plus all of 

my other children and grandchildren. He was the rather tenuous tenth generation in the 

direct Doggett line going back to 1607. As an only child I was also a somewhat uncertain 

link. But “Apres moi le deluge.” 
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