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  INTRODUCTION




  Living in Maine for almost forty years I was comfortable researching and writing It Happened in Maine, but starting More Than Petticoats: Remarkable New Hampshire Women was like striking up a conversation with a long-ignored neighbor. New England neighbors often go their own ways, cordial from a distance, yet independent and separate. But sometimes a moment happens while shoveling parallel driveways after a winter storm or while waiting for a school bus with the children. Someone goes beyond the courteous nod or weather comment, and points in common are discovered. Soon the neighbor is an interesting person, not just a name on the mailbox. Many of the richest friendships begin with unexpected intersections.




  Researching this book I began tentatively reaching out to my down-the-way “neighbor” state and now am richer for the women I have met. I found Ona Judge who fled the most powerful, admired man in America, and found safety and freedom in New Hampshire. Like me, Sarah Hale was a single parent and working mom. She inspired me with her accomplishments: a permanent piece of childhood, a lasting tribute to America’s fight for independence, and a national holiday, all while maintaining a professional life admirable even by today’s standards. Laura Bridgman, although often overlooked, was a template for Helen Keller and all who followed. I love the nerve and determination of Marilla Ricker, attempting to run for governor before women could even vote. Marian MacDowell initially sacrificed her career for that of her famous husband but later far eclipsed his place in the artistic world through her own vision and action. One discovery after another led me to the thirteen women whose stories I am honored to share with readers.




  These thirteen women are a mosaic. White and black, Jewish and Scandinavian, rich and poor, convicted and lawyer, prodigy and late bloomer, respected and scorned, adamantly religious and anti-religion, immigrants and descendants of colonists. They are all worth meeting. Their stories should be known and told. While reading these pages, I suspect you will discover unexpected common bonds with these women. I am sure you will be captivated by their stories.




  There are so many more friends to discover, lives to explore. The guideline for this series is women born before 1900, eliminating Elizabeth Yates and many recent outstanding women. Women like Celia Thaxter I left out because their lives are already well-documented. Others, such as Dinah Whipple and her school, lacked enough detail to share. There are many more fascinating stories to be told, common bonds to uncover. So, if these women’s stories inspire you, go down the road to a library, or go to a senior member of your community. Start a conversation. You may discover someone wonderful with a story that must be told.




  EUNICE “GOODY” COLE




  ca. 1590–1680




  Falsely Accused




  EUNICE COLE SAT IN THE PRISONER’S DOCK of New Hampshire’s county court of Norfolk listening to the litany of accusations. Neighbor after neighbor stepped forward to make their awful claims about Goodwife “Goody” Eunice Cole.




  Town selectmen stood and claimed she had caused the death of a cow and a sheep in spiteful retaliation for the town’s refusal to give her charity wood for the winter. Neighbor Thomas Philbrick recounted a fierce argument, testifying that Cole had threatened that if any of his calves came on her land and ate her grass, she hoped it would poison them or they would choke on it. Philbrick said he soon discovered two cows missing. One was never found, and though the second turned up later, it immediately fell sick and died within a week. Abraham Drake, another neighbor, testified that after he returned a cow the Coles had lost, an ungrateful Goody Cole blamed him for the cow’s death a week later. She threatened revenge on Drake’s cattle. When three of his cattle were lost that summer, Drake immediately blamed Eunice’s curse.




  [image: This doll was one of those sold in 1938 at the Hampton Beach ceremonies to rehabilitate Eunice “Goody” Cole’s reputation. The urn contains ashes of the trial documents burned that day. The urn and doll are on display at the Tuck Museum in Hampton, New Hampshire.]




  Next came some of the women who had so often gossiped about Eunice. Goodwife Sobriety Moulton and Goodwife Sleeper swore they had been talking about Goody Cole when they suddenly heard the sounds of scraping against the window frame. Frightened, they checked outside but found nothing near the window to explain the noise. Returning inside and resuming their conversation, they said the sound returned even louder. Each time the women checked outside they found nothing, but each time they resumed their gossip the unexplained noises returned, louder and more frightening.




  Goody Marston and Susanna Palmer testified that they, too, had seen evidence of Goody Cole’s witchcraft.




  Even children came forward to accuse Eunice. They claimed Goody Cole was in league with the Evil One and was even bold enough to chastise him. They described peeking in Goody Cole’s window and seeing a small black dwarf with a red cap sitting at her table. They watched as he would get riled up and be brought back under control by Goody Cole cuffing his ears. Others stepped forward, charging that this alliance between Goodwife Cole and the Devil was the source of her power to frighten, injure, curse, and punish anyone who offended her.




  One after another, throughout the long day of September 4, the people of Hampton testified against the old woman glaring at them from the dock. Edward Rawson, the court’s secretary, dutifully recorded each claim of threat, each curse, and each supposed act of collusion with the Devil. They even recorded official depositions about times that Goody Cole called someone’s mother a whore. The procession of witnesses begged the court to pronounce Goody Cole a witch and sentence her immediately. When all had finished, it was time for Eunice to await the verdict.




  The 1656 trial for witchcraft was hardly Eunice’s first brush with the law in colonial New Hampshire. Her husband William Cole had first come to Watertown, colonial Massachusetts, as a servant, and then followed John Wheelwright to Exeter, New Hampshire. He lived in Exeter and eventually obtained a grant of land in the new wilderness settlement that would become Hampton. The April 30, 1640, grant confirmed “5 acres for a house lot as gr. And 2 of Salt Marsh where it may be found, 45 acres of planting ground, adjoining to his house lott.” Eunice and William built their new home in 1644 on a small rise overlooking the Hampton River and adjacent marshes. The Coles also held one of 147 shares of common lands in Hampton. They made the move from Exeter in 1645; William and Eunice had seats assigned in the meetinghouse; and early town records show William drew share #38 in the common ox grazing area in 1651. But soon those same records give hints that the Coles were not getting along with the community. The tax list for 1653 showed the Coles were the very last of Hampton’s seventy-two households to pay their taxes. A series of petty disagreements put the Coles in and out of court on charges of slander, illegal withholding of pigs, and other misdemeanors.




  By all accounts Goody Cole was an obnoxious, spiteful old woman. When she needed help in the winter, rather than ask politely, Eunice demanded that town selectmen give her free wood. Known for cursing and threatening those who opposed her, Eunice Cole was almost universally despised. Apparently not an attractive woman to begin with, Goody Cole cared little about her physical appearance, making her the target of taunts by the town children, who often played tricks on her. The journals of early Hampton historian Edmund Willoughby Toppan describe Eunice Cole as “a fruitful source of vexation to the good people of Hampton for a long series of years.”




  In seventeenth-century New England, belief in the Devil as an active power was common, and superstitions abounded. Many houses routinely displayed a horseshoe nail over the front door to ward off witches. People who were quarrelsome or who broke the moral or social codes of the community were often accused of witchcraft, and women were targeted more than four times as often as men, particularly childless women over the age of forty. Eunice Cole was an almost natural target because of her circumstances, her behavior, and her abrasive personality. Now she stood accused with no one but her husband William to defend her.




  The court found Eunice guilty of practicing witchcraft and sentenced her to be flogged, then imprisoned for the remainder of her life or until released by the court. The flogging was carried out immediately, but the colonial territory of New Hampshire had no facilities for life imprisonment. The town made arrangements for Goody to be incarcerated in Boston. In those days, the cost of imprisonment was born by the convicted or the prisoner’s family. The cost was eight pounds a year (roughly forty dollars). Eunice was transported to Boston and jailed. William paid the cost first by depleting their meager savings and then by selling off pieces of his land. On November 3, 1659, William petitioned the General Court for relief. Nearly eighty years old, he was frail, unable to work, and “near perishing.” In exchange for the town’s taking responsibility for the care of both Coles for the remainder of their lives, William allowed the town of Hampton to take over the rest of the Cole estate, leaving him only a small house in which to live. The town sent money to Boston to pay the cost of Eunice’s imprisonment until the value of the estate was totally spent, but then stopped sending payment.




  Still in the Boston prison, Goody Cole petitioned the court to be released to return to Hampton and care for William, who was in poor health. The court said they would release her on two conditions: she pay the amount of her past due board, and she leave the court’s jurisdiction within a month. With no money or resources to pay the overdue costs, Eunice remained in custody. William died May 26, 1661. Five days earlier he had made a will leaving Eunice a few clothes and personal items she had left with him when sent to jail. William left the house to a Thomas Webster in gratitude for helping care for him in his last years.




  With no money from Eunice, and the town of Hampton failing to pay her board, the bill climbed. When eight years passed with no payment, the colonial court took action. At that time, public officials could be jailed for nonpayment of civic debts, so the court signed a warrant to arrest Hampton’s selectmen for lack of payment. Boston jailor William Salter went to Hampton and, on July 14, 1664, selectman Thomas Marston was arrested pending payment of the balance due. The town scrambled and came up with the amount due using the proceeds of small fines levied by the town. The next year town records show that John Coffin delivered a sum of eight pounds to William Salter for the continued maintenance of prisoner Eunice Cole.




  In 1665 Eunice again petitioned the court for her freedom. This time the court’s only requirement was that she relocate outside the Norfolk court’s jurisdiction. By this time Eunice was too old and feeble to support herself, much less find a new home. She remained in jail and Hampton continued to pay.




  After almost fifteen years in jail Eunice was finally released and returned to Hampton. With no husband, no home, and no friends, Eunice was dependent on the charity of the town that had apparently decided it was cheaper to keep her there than pay her jail board. In 1671 the town selectmen ordered the townsfolk to take turns supporting Eunice one week at a time “in the order in which they dwelt.” Eunice was given the use of an old shack near the Meeting House Green at Rand’s Hill. Turn by turn, each family provided her food and cut her firewood as needed.




  Apparently Eunice’s years in prison had done nothing to improve her disposition or her demeanor. The new arrangement lasted barely a year before the gossip again spread accusations of witchery, curses, and odd behavior. In October 1671 Eunice was again arraigned on charges of witchcraft. This time there were new claims. Now people stepped forward to claim Eunice had appeared in the guise of a dog, an eagle, and a cat, changing shapes to meet the Devil’s needs. Others charged that she had “enticed” a young girl named Ann Smith to live with her. They claimed she had lured the nine-year-old into an orchard with promises of plums and a baby. Ann claimed that when she refused, Eunice hit her with a stone, changed into a dog, ran up a tree, then changed into an eagle and flew away. Once more Eunice was charged with witchcraft and in April 1673 the Salisbury Court ordered Eunice to Boston to await trial. She was over eighty years old.




  The presiding magistrate, Major Richard Waldron, found that there was suspicion of her being a witch and that “upon examination of the testimony, the Court vehemently suspects her so to be.” Pending proof during trial he ordered Eunice be imprisoned “with a lock to be kept on her leg” until the trial was complete and verdict read. Once again the town selectmen of Hampton, Province of New Hampshire, were ordered to pay the costs of Eunice’s confinement.




  Perhaps the Boston courts remembered what a problem Eunice had been the last time she was convicted and jailed in Boston. Perhaps they had sympathy for the old woman, despite the charges. Clearly the court found grounds to believe Eunice consorted with the Devil. Yet Major Waldron handed down a verdict with most unusual wording: “In ye case of Unis Cole now prisoner att ye Bar not Legally guilty according to Inditement butt just ground of vehement suspissyon of her having had familyarryty with the devil.”




  Eunice returned to Hampton, New Hampshire, and lived out her few remaining years in abject poverty. She was given a small hut near present-day Hampton Academy and, once again, townspeople furnished her food. Bitter and isolated, Eunice was hated and persecuted by the citizens who never stopped fearing and scorning her. When she died, there was no reference in the town records of her burial, no marker for her grave, nothing but rumors of superstitious mistreatment of her body and grave site.




  Over the following twenty years, Eunice Cole’s place in the folklore of witchcraft trials was completely overshadowed by the hysteria that swept through Salem, Massachusetts. But her story didn’t end, buried beneath the flashier trials in Salem. Fast-forward more than two hundred and fifty years. The colonies have become the United States, the province has become the state of New Hampshire, and the edge-of-wilderness hamlet of Hampton is a bustling New England village.




  The most unexpected change in 1938 in Hampton was a recently formed organization that was gaining national attention. A small group of townspeople, led by a colorful newspaperman named Bill Cram, banded together to form “The Society in Hampton Beach for the Apprehension of Those Falsely Accusing Eunice ‘Goody’ Cole of Having Familiarity with the Devil.” At the start, the society had more words in its name than members, but it had a cause. The stated goal was to rehabilitate Eunice Cole’s reputation and standing in the community. The group grew and the story spread. These modern citizens of Hampton regretted the fact that its early citizens had falsely accused Goody Cole and had persecuted her for so many years. The society stated its determination to remove that stain from its town’s history by official action.




  At the March 8, 1938, town meeting, the society’s carefully crafted and sponsored Article 16 was read. Letters urging its passage were also read, including one from Haverhill, Massachusetts, resident Arnold Philbrick. He was a direct descendent of the Thomas Philbrick whose testimony helped convict Eunice at the first trial. His only request was that those who testified against her not be vilified for their misguided actions. Residents spoke in support of the resolution and then it was moved, seconded, and quickly passed. Local newspapers covered the story.




  The unusual story quickly found its way into the national media. Some gave passing notice to the planned events, others expanded the coverage to look at the history of witchcraft and superstition past and present. Often the coverage included bits of folklore mixed in as facts. Some reported sightings of Goody Cole’s ghost on dark nights. A full-page, illustrated article in Missouri’s St. Louis Dispatch bore the headline “Buried With a Stake Through Her Heart” and included grave site desecrations among the injustices for which the town of Hampton was trying to make amends. Many magazine articles included references to John Greenleaf Whittier’s poem The Wreck at Rivermouth. The poem details the story of a ship and passengers lost at sea, having been cursed by an angry Goody Cole after a verbal spat with the crew. Few pointed out that the shipwreck in question took place after Eunice was already incarcerated in Boston, making any verbal altercation with the sailors in Hampton impossible. The poetic license made for better narrative poetry than journalistic fact.




  Radio joined in as well. The town meeting was reenacted for NBC Radio coast to coast. Commentators used the occasion to assess the status of superstition in current society and to celebrate the progress made since the paranoid chaos of the early witch hysterias. The publicity continued as plans were made for the special ceremony to carry out the town’s mandate to exonerate Eunice.




  Finally the grand day arrived. The boulevard along Hampton Beach was closed and the street was filled with folding chairs for the crowds later reported numbering three thousand. Ceremonies began promptly at 2:00 p.m., with the Hampton Beach Concert Band playing a march composed especially for the occasion, followed by an invocation by the pastor of the oldest parish in New Hampshire. There were musical selections, official greetings from the governor, and addresses from participants ranging from town officials to the widow of famed magician Harry Houdini, who had flown from California especially for the memorial.




  Under the striped canopy town selectmen offered certified copies of original documents from Eunice Cole’s trial. They were ceremoniously burned and mixed with dirt from near Goody’s well and from her “last reputed resting place.” “The Society in Hampton Beach for the Apprehension of Those Falsely Accusing Eunice ‘Goody’ Cole of Having Familiarity with the Devil” had finally succeeded. By town vote and civic action, the accusations against Eunice Cole were declared false, her innocence of the charges given official status.




  Visitors to modern-day New Hampshire can still find reminders of Eunice Cole. The ashes of the burned documents are still in the Hampton Historical Society’s Tuck Museum, but not in the fancy urn pictured in news articles of 1938. A simple metal canister engraved with Eunice’s name and the dates of her conviction and “exoneration” is so darkened by time that the letters are nearly illegible. The canister is displayed in a glass case with one of the Goody Cole dolls made for the celebration. The full-page article from the St. Louis Dispatch hangs under glass on the adjoining wall. A large boulder set upright on the museum grounds stands in for the unknown burial site, but no plaque or sign identifies its significance. Inside the historical society’s building one can ask about the stories of Goody Cole or read through a thick scrapbook detailing her life, her history, and her folklore.




  Sometimes it is hard to tell where Eunice’s history ends and her folklore begins. As with the Whittier poem, skeptics and critics question what is popularized and “adjusted” to make a better story, and what is truth. First, the Hampton resolution stated they would “hereby restore Eunice Cole her rightful place as a citizen of the town of Hampton,” but Eunice Cole lived in the 1600s when the idea of a woman having citizenship rights was still centuries away. Second, some in the town may have been concerned about rehabilitating Goody Cole’s reputation, but it is interesting to note that the effort happened to fall on the three hundredth anniversary of Hampton’s founding. Even the August 25 memorial ceremonies were held as the pivotal event in the town’s tricentennial celebration. Newspaper stories about the events in the small resort town gave Hampton a visibility greater than any Chamber of Commerce could dream. Journalists and radio teams came to investigate the story and report on the proceedings. Tourists who heard or read the story continued to visit Hampton long after the speeches were done and the bunting was down. The local economy received a significant boost from the legends and life of Eunice Cole, citizen or not.




  Does the reason for all the hoopla matter? Did the citizens of Hampton refuse to say it was not too late and take a stand for fairness, or did they mix fact and folklore into a clever publicity stunt? Whatever the motives, the results are real. The town’s resolution sparked conversations about superstition, paranoia, restitution, and justice. Hampton’s actions did acknowledge a 250-year-old injustice. Hampton became the first community to take official action to right the wrongs of prejudice and superstition that had resulted in so much pain during the early colonial years. Perhaps at last Eunice Cole can rest in peace.




  ONA JUDGE STAINES




  ca. 1774–1848




  George Washington’s Fugitive Slave




  WALKING THROUGH PORTSMOUTH’S MARKET DISTRICT, Ona Judge may have been going through a mental checklist of supplies she needed. She may have been just enjoying the weather. Whatever Ona was thinking on that day in 1796, those thoughts surely fled her mind when she spotted the familiar face in the crowd. What was Elizabeth Langdon doing here, so many miles from Philadelphia? Had Elizabeth seen her? Would she recognize Ona? It appeared that Elizabeth was about to stop and speak to her. Careful not to give any sign of recognition, Ona quickly brushed past before a conversation could begin or a question could be asked.




  President George Washington had signed the Fugitive Slave Act in 1793, three years before Ona fled her master’s home to find freedom in New England. If Ona were found, she would be returned to slavery. That was the law. Her fragile but precious freedom would be over. Although her master had treated her well, Ona wanted no master . . . not even a master who was the first president of the new United States.




  When Ona Judge was born, her mother, Betty, was a slave at the Mount Vernon home of George and Martha Washington. Ona’s father, Andrew Judge, had come from England in 1772, agreeing to serve four years as a white indentured servant. Betty was a “Dower Negro,” having come from the estate of Martha Washington’s first husband, Daniel Custis. Under the laws in 1774, children born to slave mothers were considered the property of whoever owned the mother. So, when Andrew Judge finished his indenture in 1776, he became free, but his daughter Ona remained a slave.




  [image: There are no known images of Ona Staines, but this image from the Town of Greenland Vital Records of January 8, 1797, documents the publication of her marriage intentions and her marriage to John Staines.]




  Ona was brought to live in the main house when she was only ten years old. She was a convenient playmate for the Washingtons’ granddaughter, Nelly Custis, and may have even shared a room with her. More important, Ona was learning to be an attendant for Martha Washington. Betty was a skilled seamstress and passed on her advanced skills in sewing, weaving, spinning, and tailoring to her daughter. Soon Ona was asked to do most of Martha’s fine sewing as well as the meticulous preparation of clear-starching, quilling, and frilling Mrs. Washington’s hats. The Washingtons later described Ona as “perfect Mistress of her needle.”




  George Washington was elected the first president of the United States in 1789. That April fifteen-year-old Ona and six other slaves left the Mount Vernon plantation, family and friends, and traveled to New York City to work for the Washingtons in the presidential residence. The following year they moved with the president to the new President’s House in Philadelphia. By then Ona was not only Mrs. Washington’s seamstress but her personal attendant.




  Household account books from those years reflect shopping trips and social events when Ona accompanied Mrs. Washington, buying clothes, traveling to see the circus, and moving about the city of Philadelphia with the Washingtons. Life with the First Family was not exactly a hardship, and Ona had much more freedom of movement than many slaves, but she was still a slave. She had her own room but yearned to learn to read, to write, and to make her own decisions. As a slave Ona had no control over her life and destiny. She was well aware that, as part of their estate, when the Washingtons died she would be left in their will to whomever they chose. Perhaps Ona would be left to their granddaughter Nelly, with whom she had once played. Perhaps she would be a wedding gift to a daughter or other favored relative. But Ona wanted to be free. She certainly had the opportunity in Philadelphia to meet free blacks and probably developed a circle of friends in both the slave and free black communities. Listening to the stories and seeing the lives of both, Ona longed for the independence to determine her own fate.
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This doll was one of those sold in 1938 at the Hampton Beach
ceremonies to rehabilitate Eunice “Goody™ Cole’s reputation. The urn
contains ashes of the trial documents burned that day. The urn and doll

are on display at the Tuck Museum in Hampton, New Hampshire.
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There are no known images of Ona Staines, but this image from the Town
of Greenland Vital Records of January 8, 1797, documents the publication
of her marriage intentions and her marriage to John Staines.
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