
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Greetings! 
 

It took the blizzard of 2017 to get me to hunker down and put out a newsletter. I am going to start recycling some of 

the wonderful stories published in the original newsletters. Many of us have never read them. 
 

The poem by Alice Rist and the picture were published in the 1976 pictorial. 
 

The first story about the Tea Room came from the October 1982 newsletter. The second one about the 1903 

graduates of Wallingford High School was published in our November 1983 issue and the piece about the Old Stone 

Shop came from the April 1983 newsletter. 
 

If you have any old stories you would like to share with us, please send them to us. 
 

Joyce Barbieri, President 

Wallingford Historical Society 

75 School St. 

Wallingford, VT 05773 



ENDEARED BY MANY A TIE… BY ALICE RIST (WRITTEN IN THE 1970’S) 

 

UNDER THE BLUEST VERMONT SKIES, 

THE OLD VILLE OF SOUTH WALLINGFORD LIES. 

LIKE A GEM IN A MIST OF GREEN. 

YOU’LL WANDER FAR TO FIND SUCH A SCENE. 

PANORAMIC VIEWS GREET YOU FROM EAST AND WEST 

IT’S HARD TO DECIDE WHICH IS BEST. 

FOR YOU’LL FIND NO SKYSCRAPERS OR NEON 

TO HIDE THE VIEW. 

ONLY BEAUTY FOR ME AND YOU. 

NO CEMENT SIDEWALKS, 

NO PAVED ROADS HERE, 

ONLY MEADOWS WITH MANY DEER. 

NO HOMES OF CONCRETE OR OF STEEL, 

ONLY THOSE WITH GREAT APPEAL. 

FRIENDS ARE OLD, SOME REAL NEW. 

IT’S PEACEFUL HERE FOR ME AND YOU. 

(Picture taken at the junction of Hartsboro Rd. with Rt.7 looking east.) 



 

(The Tea Room was located across from the Congregational Church.) 



 



 

 



 


