
Pager Memoir 

I never really liked fried eggs topped with cheddar cheese but spent my 
childhood happily eating them at my grandparents kitchen table. When a 
coveted grandchild invitation to breakfast came, I skipped next door and 
enjoyed the full attention, great food and warm love of my grandparents in 
their little table by the window overlooking the farm. 

I was blessed to have grandparents next door and a treasure chest full of 
memories of Pager. Enjoying the smell of Pager’s pipe even while he was sure 
none of us never knew about his secret habit. Walks through the woods while 
Pager quietly talked about the types of trees and how to tell the difference 
between them. So many memories: sugaring, haying, milking, story after story 
of Cambridge history, homemade rootbeer, and the best candy in the world 
from an old coffee tin in the milkhouse. 

Pager built a legacy of hard work, love of the land and love of family. For me 
thinking of Pager is all wrapped up in my love of small town Vermont.  A place 
where everyone in town called him Pager. He taught me to be connected to 
and learn about the world around us – the land and the animals and the history 
that sustain us and bring us from one day to the next. I have a beautiful antique 
table in my front entryway that came from Pager. He gave it to me not just as a 
piece of furniture but with a history of coming from the church in town, and 
being created long ago by a local hand craftsman. It is my legacy of family and 
history and the simple beauty of wood that welcomes me home. 

Pager was always so proud that I worked for the power company. Of course he 
remembered power coming to the farm – the workers hand digging the holes 
and setting the huge utility poles in the field which has now become the forest. 
His whole life he thought power was amazing and would enjoy my stories of 
what we were doing next, or sharing his memories of the wonders power 
brought to the farm. When I was growing up Grandma was always the lead 



conversationalist so when she passed away we had precious years to discover a 
way to connect without her smoothing the path – and were both better for it.  

This past year I had a great visit with Pager and wrote this memoir of our time 
together that I want to share with you. 

I visited with my 98 year old grandfather today. Pager still lives in his own 
house, in view of the family farm and sugar house, although he has 24 hour 
care now. His health has been continuing to decline and he has been more 
confused all the time. After seven straight days of not getting out of bed and 
sleeping most of the time, today he arose at 7am, got dressed and proceeded 
to visit all day. Anna and I headed over mid-afternoon and spent almost 2 hours 
talking with him. He loses his way in the conversation, but keeps his sense of 
humor. He kept thinking he was visiting me and complimenting me on my 
beautiful house. He has always been interested in electricity and we spent 
much of the time talking about that. While he can’t remember who I am, he 
remembers that Kingdom Community Wind farm is going up in Lowell so asked 
about it and was surprised about the progress. He talked about the first 
electricity coming to the farm, and the Fairfax dam going in and what a great 
thing that was. We talked about power sources for Vermont, nuclear power, 
the rise of solar.  Toward the end of our conversation he leans toward me with 
a twinkle in his eye and a smile and says “Don’t tell Lois but this was the best 
part of our trip today”. It made me smile, as he hasn’t left his house in over a 
year and his wife Lois passed away 15 years ago. I promised not to tell. 

Dear Pager. Now you are truly on your trip to heaven and hopefully with 
Grandma right beside you.  

 


