
CHAPTER XXVIII 

PASTURES AND DROVERS 

Thy servants' trade hath been about cattle from our 
youth even until now, both we, and also our fathers. 

Gen. 46:34 

In 1728 Benjamin Bancroft of Charlestown, Massachusetts, sold to 
William Lawrence of Groton, Massachusetts, one negro boy, aged 
about thirteen years, named Bodee. This is something to remem
ber, because Bodee, without doubt, became Boad who was forerunner 
of all those who have herded cattle from Groton Gore across the 
Temple range and far beyond the Grand Monadnock. The Indians of 
the coast towns used to fire the swamps, making grassy pastures to 
keep their live stock-the deer, the elk, and the moose-within bow
shot against the time when they might be wanted for food or raiment. 
From this practice the white men learned the trick of firing the woods 
in spring or fall, so that their winter-starved cattle might fatten upon 
the wild grass and succulent herbage that followed the fire. 

Very early in New England history grazing became an important 
industry. As in the days of Abraham, the wealth of the settlers was 
in their herds. It may be questioned if any one ever became rich 
in New England by agriculture alone. Many farmers became well
to-do and family fortunes were founded with money a missing or 
nearly invisible factor, but in all these instances may be found one 
or more of the allied occupations of lumbering, trading, or cattle rais
ing. They became rich without money; their trade was barter, and 
they paid their debts with the firstlings of their flocks. 

For the genesis of our pastoral age we go back to Boad and his 
herds. In the summer of 1735, the Province of Massachusetts Bay 
made a grant of land to the Proprietors of Groton, which became 
known as Groton Gore, (see map page 42). This territory is now in the 
State of New Hampshire and mostly in the present town of Mason, 
on the foot hills of our east mountains then called the Monadnock hills. 
This tract seems to have been held as common land by the inhabitants 
of Groton. It was their custom to cut and stack the hay upon its 
meadows in the fall, and in early spring they sent up their young 
cattle to be fed upon the hay, under the care of the trusty Boad. In 
the absence of roads, the haystacks could not be carried to the herds 
and consequently the herds had to go to the haystacks. Meanwhile 
the woods having been fired, there followed a bountiful crop of the 
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rich, green feed, upon which the cattle throve and fattened in summer 
and fall at little cost. 

The site of Boad's camp, then far in the wilderness, is still known 
and is described in the History of Mason, N. II., as "upon the east 
side of the meadow in Mason and near the residence of the late Joel 
Ames." 

According to the town clerk of Groton, Boad married By, but his 
romance was perhaps of short duration as there is no record of his 
tribe's increase, and tradition says that the whole season through he 
lived alone in his hut in the Gore, tending the herds of his masters. 
It must have been a lonely life for Boad, wilder and more remote 
from men than that of Moses in Midian tending the flocks of Jethro, 
his father-in-law. There were lawless men who found stray cattle 
easier game than the shy deer of the forest. Wolves howled nightly 
from the menacing woods, and not a season passed but they took 
their tribute from the weaklings of the herd. Dead trees stood about 
in the burnt land like gaunt spectres; the mosquitoes were a con
stant torment; and the wilderness was alive and vocal with every 
wild creeping thing resenting and opposing this encroachment upon 
their ancient domain. If unlettered Boad had written his memoirs, 
however ill, they might have survived 1 like the picture writings of 
prehistoric men, as priceless treasures, when the chronicles of his 
betters had been long forgotten. 

As new lands were explored and occupied, the patient milch cow 
kept even pace with the progress of settlement. Towed behind the 
lurching ox cart to the remotest clearing in the wilderness, she became 
the foster-mother of a new civilization. Families could not exist with
out her any more than could the tribes of the nomadic ages. Begin
ning with the marshes of the shore towns, or the meadows of the in
terior, natural grasslands were held in common, and in them the 
settlers were a warded "cow rights" according to their wealth or 
family needs. 

As the lower towns filled, the land became too valuable for graz
ing, and the cattle men looked for new pastures farther back on the 
waste land of the New Hampshire hills that bounded their north
western horizon. In great areas the splendid forest trees were girdled 
and left to die, or cut down and burned on the ground for pasturage 
alone. It is said that along the Wapack, or New Ipswich and Temple 
range, after the first firing the ashes in many places lay four inches 
deep on the ground; and the same condition, no doubt, existed around 
Monadnock. After the fire came the grass; and after the grass, the 
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cattle. They came from the farms "down below"-from Acton; from 
Littleton and Lincoln; from Concord and Bedford; from Sudbury 
and Wayland, and all that region. They came, lean as Pharaoh's 
kine, in spring when the grass was greening on the mountain; and they 
flowed back like an ebbing tide, dripping fatness, when the pastures 
were scorched by the hoar frosts of autumn. They were the first 
summer resorters on our hills, the sleek, mild-eyed, melancholy lotus
eaters of Monadnock. They came into a land where it seemed always 
afternoon, to chew the cud and dream their lives away in sunny pas
tures, where the moaning of the city shambles never reached their 
ears. 

The markets of the seaboard cities were insatiable like the sea that 
is never full. As early as 1655, cattle were driven to Boston from as 
far away as Springfield, Massachusetts, and almost as soon as there 
were highways to the north and west, they were filled in their season 
with droves of cattle that were pastured on the hills of New Hamp
shire or far-away Vermont. The turnpikes established toll rates for 
cattle, sheep, and hogs. Year after year the business of the drovers, or 
"droviers," as they were called, increased. Brighton became one 
of the great cattle marts of the country, and salt beef became an 
important article of export from Boston. 

Twice a year there passed through the intermediate districts be
tween pasture and market, great herds of beef cattle, young stock, 
and dry cows-in the spring with ill-kept, shaggy hides, foul with 
the loose hair and accumulated filth of a winter's stabling; in the fall 
returning fat and sleek from the rich essences of the mountain pasture, 
and clean from the purification of the summer winds and rain. And 
in that betterment, the increment of the pastures, rested the profit 
of the drovers and cattle men. 

In these men a new and picturesque element appeared in strange 
contrast to the Puritan type usually associated with New England. 
No cowboys of the plain could outclass this swaggering crew with its 
striplings, downy of lip and chin, and hirsute, homespun-clad giants 
full of strange oaths, men of a class which had suffered no change of 
character, and little in appearance, since the herdmen of Abraham and 
Lot strove with each other in Bible times over Canaanitish pastures. 
They thronged the wayside taverns where-alas for the Puritan tra
dition-they often indulged in uproarious drunks and free-fights. 
They were a "rastlin" crew, and often after a hard day's drive on a 
dusty road, with venom unabated, the rival" champeens" surrounded 
by excited backers, might be seen in the tavern yard, hopping around 
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each other like a brace of young cockerels in a "ketch-as-ketch-can" 
encounter, for the championship of the road, or maybe for the lesser 
meed of a drink for the victor. 

For many years in the first half of the nineteenth century, Monad
nock pastured a thousand head of cattle. The land was new; the 
primeval forest had been cut and burned on the ground. The ashes, 
scattered by the winds, lay deep along the slopes, and the grass re
sponded, without the intervention of the plow, to the early and the 
latter rain. Early descriptions of Monadnock speak of three dis-

PASTURES ON MONADNOCK 

tinctly marked zones upon its slopes; first, the pastures; then the 
dwindling forest remnant where the soil was thin and the slopes too 
steep for the nimblest yearling; and, above the forest line, the Olym
pian pastures of elemental rock, where nothing of value grew but which, 
nevertheless, yielded their tribute of the rain cloud and eroded mineral 
elements to the enrichment of pastures below. Edward Bailey, now 
past ninety years of age, who lived as a boy on the foot hills, yet re
members how from his childhood home, he could look the entire length 
of the eastern face of the mountain stretching miles away, half across 
Jaffrey and half across Dublin, and see continuous cleared land in 
cultivated fields or well-stocked pastures. A few farmholds clung 
precariously to the middle altitude for half a century, reverting first 
to pasture and then to wilderness. Gap Mountain, too, was cleared 
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and walled and pastured; and still has hundreds of grassy acres for 
the remnant of the herds that are now lonesome in the midst of plenty. 
At one time five thousand acres of land around Monadnock were used 
for grazing. Men and families grew rich in the business. Cattle trad
ing as a means of "cutting the eye teeth" and developing business 
acumen, was outclassed only by peddling tin. It is said that Daniel 
Cutting, Jr., of Troy, adjoining Jaffrey, who might in later days 
have been a Wall Street magnate, at times was in virtual control of 
the beef market of Boston. Captain John Prescott, a local capitalist, 
owned mountain pastures; so did Joseph and Daniel Cutter, Jacob 
Jewell, the Mowers, the Fassetts, the Priests, the Pages, and later 
owners were Laban Rice, Thomas Upton, Russell Kittredge, and 
many more. 

Well-to-do farmers from down below had their own pastures on the 
Temple Mountains and Monadnock, or in the hill country farther 
north. From Lincoln alone carefully gathered figures* of the latter 
days of the industry, show that James and John Farrar sent annually 
seventy head or more; George Flint, fifty to one hundred head; the 
Smiths, one hundred head; Daniel and Enos Sherman sent fifty head; 
and Asahel Sherman, twenty-five head to Jaffrey. From Maynard 
the Parmenters, whose accumulated fortune a few years since pro
bated at a million dollars, sent one hundred head to the Monadnock 
region. George Ely Sherman sent twenty-five head to Ashby, Mass.; 
Jude and Thomas Damon, one hundred head; Jonas Parmenter, 
seventy-five; Abel and Luther Gleason, twenty-five. From Concord, 
Nathan and Joe Derby sent one hundred and fifty to Barrett Moun
tain, and Joseph Barrett sent fifty. From Weston four men sent 
three hundred ten; from Acton, Estabrook and Blodgett sent three 
hundred, and three other men as many more, to the Monadnock 
country. Here we have a careful estimate showing 1,780, or in round 
figures 2,000, head of cattle driven to the pastures around Monadnock 
sixty years ago, from six Massachusetts towns. To these figures 
for the Monadnock region alone must be added the business of our 
own vicinity and of many unnamed Massachusetts towns. 

There was little local demand for hay, and the farmers could only 
market their surplus of field or pasture by buying and fattening or 
pasturing stock. In the spring they went to the "down below" 
towns and gathered together droves to pasture for the season, and in 

* Figures gathered from careful inquiry among old-time Lincoln, (Mass.) families by Edward R. 
Farrar of Lincoln, himself a farmer and descendant of one of the earliest and most respected fami
lies in Lincoln. 
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the fall returned them to their owners. Daniel Cutter brought cattle 
from Bedford in Massachusetts, and Laban Rice went to Vermont 
for lean stock to fill his mountain pastures. James Baldwin of Jaffrey 
still remembers the days when he worked for Laban Rice, whose 
pasture on the west slope of Monadnock sometimes held five hundred 
head of cattle. Laban did not drive his fat cattle to Brighton, but in 
the fall he sold his stock at auction to the farmers and cattle traders 
who gathered from miles around. The old Haskell Tavern on the 
Turnpike, west of Monadnock and near his pasture, was a famous 
resort for cattle men, and he found a market at his pasture bars. All 
around was a rugged grazing district that reached into half a dozen 
towns, and every fall the dealers came there for trade. Cattle auc
tions were held at the Haskell Tavern and the traders came from far 
and near. But for every one who came to buy, a dozen came for no 
reason but the lure of the herds. In every trade for one that thrives, 
a dozen fail, and at every cattle sale there were human derelicts 
among the prosperous dealers, like tares in a field of wheat. They, 
too, harked back to the great pastoral ages. No other occasion in a 
town could assemble such a motley crew. There were honest farmers 
in long homespun frocks, sharp cattle traders in high hats from 
"down below," shy wilderness dwellers seldom seen at church or town 
meeting, odd sticks that shunned the highway, and outcasts that the 
law pr the gospel never reached. They came from homes, huts, 
shacks, and hovels; the parson was there from his study and the her
mit from his hollow tree. They came by highways, byways, bridle
roads, and 'cross lots. The lure of the cattle made brothers of them all. 

Droves of cattle, sometimes numbering five hundred head, were 
assembled in the spring in the towns along the way and driven over 
the road through Groton, Townsend, New Ipswich, and Jaffrey. The 
Wapack range of grassy mountains stretching across their path, 
twenty-five miles from Watatic in Ashburnham, Massachusetts, to 
Pack Monadnock and Crotched Mountain in Francestown, New Hamp
shire, was the destination of many droves. This was good cattle 
country and fed perhaps larger herds than Monadnock itself, not less 
than 10,000 head feeding where scarcely a hundred can be found 
today. For nearly a hundred years after clearing, these pastures were 
practically free from brush or forest growth, and even now there are 
hundreds of acres of pasture, stone-walled with incredible toil and 
still rich in timothy and red top, calling for herds that do not come. 

In the extreme northwest corner of Jaffrey, beyond Monadnock, is 
a hundred acre lot still known as the Shaker lot because it once be-
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longed to the Shirley Family of Shakers. They owned also adjoin
ing lands to the extent of a thousand acres, for they, too, were cattle 
men and came here for increased pasturage. Leander Parsons, head 
of the family, is still remembered here as an honest cattle man. He 
was a tall gentleman of grave demeanor and few words, but a just 
and upright trader who paid his bills to the last cent. The traders 
had to know their business because they had to deal with greater 
powers-the butchers of Brighton who controlled the markets of New 
England. They had to watch the supply and demand, lest the penny 
of profit on day of delivery might disappear with overstock, and they 
be compelled to make their way home richer only in dearly-bought 
experience. 

Jonathan Page, or "Old Jock," was the last of the Jaffrey drovers. 
He kept in the game until past eighty years of age, and though little 
of stature, a small hurricane swept around the cattle mart at Brighton 
when he arrived with his herd. He knew his business and spoke his 
mind; and once when the butchers presumed to offer him less for his 
cattle than he figured them to be worth, he turned about and drove 
them all seventy miles back to Jaffrey. He let them know "they 
couldn't fool Old Jock." 

Cattle traders roamed the country and knew every man's barn and 
"paster." It was an event in the neighborhood when the cattle 
buyers came around. They carried the news of the markets that 
was a topic of discussion for weeks. Among them were tricksters 
who played upon the ignorant and uninformed. And there were 
sanctimonious ones, whose claim to honesty was their stock in trade. 
By their own account, all they asked was a new dollar for an old, and 
yet these altruistic gentlemen were all rich. 

When the droves went by, all labor was suspended. The hired 
men, planting in the fields in spring or splitting wood by the farmer's 
door in fall, stopped their monotonous toil to watch the passing show, 
and to wish they were on the road. The district schools let out their 
swarms of children, so that they could share in the excitement of the 
day. You perhaps were of the fortunate ones who went to Number 
One School in Jaffrey in those days, and you remember better than 
the happenings of yesterday, the passing of long droves of cattle in 
spring and fall. Often they were kept over night in Kendall Davis' 
pasture near the schoolhouse. The boys went down to see the cattle 
when school let out, and the neighbors came from all around to talk 
and trade with the cattle men. And sometimes boys from the school 
were taken along to help drive, and their first and perhaps their only 
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great world adventure was a trip afoot down below with the cattle. 
Fred Davis, your schoolmate, who lived in the old tavern, went with 
the droves almost to Boston. He knew all the big cattle men by name, 
and many of them had stopped over night at his father's house. If 
you only knew some big cattle man, perhaps you, too, could go down 
with the drove and could come home and tell of great adventures on 
the road. Some how when the boys who went down with the cattle 
came back they were men. What if they did sleep on the hay at 
night and were nearly choked with dust by day, they had done more 
than you ever did. 

You remember the biggest drove that ever went by Number One 
Schoolhouse on the Boston turnpike, and again you are living that 
day over in your mind. It is afternoon on a perfect October day. 
The windows of the school house are so high that no one can see out
side, but there are faint sounds up the road like the stirring of the 
forest before a storm. As it comes nearer, you hear a great shuffling 
and rustling out in the road; the air is filled with shouting and dogs are 
barking. Some how you know that the road is full of cattle and that 
some of them are trying to turn off on the Squantum road. One of 
the boys forgets and stands up in his seat. No one can study or re
cite, and so school is let out. You see the road full of cattle; and they 
keep coming until they reach from the top of the Sawyer Hill down 
past the old tavern to the Sharon town line half a mile away; you can
not see the beginning or the end. The great drove is broken into 
sections like an army marching and between sections are rows of 
dusty cowboys with long birch switches, to keep the divisions apart 
and moving in order down the road. Some of those boys are bare
foot and not much older than you; you wonder if they do not have to 
go to school. You wish that you could go with them and see the 
places beyond the mountain and have something to tell about when 
you come home. 

Then all of a sudden something happens! Kendall Davis' bars 
are down and there they go, a whole lot of cows and young stock 
right into his field! You hop up and down with excitement. The 
men holla "Get out o' there!" The boys jump over the wall with 
their switches. The dogs come barking and nipping at the heels of 
the straying cows, and they get back into the road, pretty lively, too. 

They keep going by and going by, and you wonder if you will ever 
see the end, until at last comes an old man riding in a wagon. He has 
a long beard and does not smile or say a word. He is too rich and too 
full of thought to have a good time like the boys. He is too old to 
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holla and walk in the dusty road. You wonder, what does a big 
drover think about? He owns the whole drove, and folks who are so 
rich must always be thinking and may not do the things other folks 
do. And there! Did you see? There is a little bossy in the back 
of his wagon because it is too small to keep up with the big ones. 

And there goes the teacher's bell and you have to go back into 
school. But all that day your mind is full of cattle. You follow the 
drovers and you wonder where they are now. They have gone over 
the mountain into the far country and they will never pass again 
except in dreams of long ago. 




