Frances Hll. Flaherty

Ql LDONM do we receive a letter as heartwarming and
revealing as this one from Frances H. Flaherty, wifc of Robert J.
I' laherty, whose documentary films, Nanook of the North, Elephant
Boy,and Man of Erin, have rccelvcd world-wide acclaim. We had asked
for a simple description of her summer home in Vermont. Her reply
was comparable to a personal visit, We are, thercfore, publishing her
letter just as it came to our desk so that you, too, may enjoy fully the
neighborly, just-dropped-in-for-a-chat tone Wthh permeates every
phrase, every sentence, Architectural Editor.

\

As you know, we are a far-faring family—a fam-
1ly of wanderers, gypsies. We have owned no more than we could

carry on our backs or on the backs of porters. Wherever we have
stopped for our motion-picture work, we have made a home of sorts
out vof whatever was at hand. This ranged from a two-room trader’s
shack 1n Samoa to a Maharanee’s palace in Mysore. I think the idea
that we should ever have a permanent place of our own hardly occurred
to us. How could we possibly afford to have a home? And if we did,
what kind of a home could we afford? But I felt the war coming on and
decided that now, at last, the family had to have a roof, and probably a
garden And chlckens. I left the rest of them in England and breathed not

-

a word of my intentions, for I was too jittery about the whole adventure

to stand the chorus of doubtlng Thomases I knew I should raise.
y I landed in New Yorkin a lovely September equ1n0ct1al storm—it was
' the year of the New England hurricane—and I reme'-?;_ber the sharp,
bracing feeling it gave me to come back to this, my own tremendous sun
and sky and rain. A friend drove me to. "_‘:ntncy Vermont, where there

was a youth hostel where we could stay. We called a real-estate agent,

.

and I told him, haltingly, what I might perhaps. f-;,jke to find, if . . . étc.

Without further ado he took us alonl-awindmg, wooded road to an opcn
king view. And there I was . . . and I
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knew 1t by the almost sulfocating turmoil of my
feelings . . . straight as a homing pigeon had 1
come to this hillside home! No one had bought
the place because no one wanted such a nondes-
cript house and barn, <o much in need of a good
cleaning. But for the next two years this was my job.
We began with an outbuilding—the “chicken
house”, though 1'm not surc that chickens ever
hved m 1it. A rough board floor and wallboard
walls were all that was needed to make a room to
live in while we worked. Indeed, we could make a
second room out of the corncrib—and did; then
gave it a verandah to enjoy the view better. The
chicken house is still one of the houses 1 love best
on the place. The corncrib became the perfect
castle-of-their-own for my two young grandsons.
The Little House, as we called the nondescript
four-room structure, was to be our center. 1t
would be there for any member of the family
needing to dig in for a while, for a rest or holiday
or “just because”—a pied-a-terre, summer or

winter, for any one, two, or three of us. But In
summer we would burst out into spaciousness, big-
ness—the sheer luxury of room and to spare! This
would be the Barn, with a big attic, a big basement
for workshop and a darkroom. There’d be a deep
freezer, farm size, the biggest we could buy. The
hayvloft would be our living room with onc wall all
window, open to the view,and the opposite wall all
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. fireplace for the four-foot logs we

would bring 1n from the woods. This
was our dream, and the miracle was
that it came true! We are greatly in-
debted to Sam Ogden, the architect,
for this. Sometime, perhaps, you’ll
do a story about Sam and the Ver-
mont village he bought and remodeled
for himself and his friends. (We al-
ready have. See AMERICAN HOME
May, 1947. Editor’s Note.) His meth-
ods are those of a craftsman, He
works along with his local carpenters
and masons, designing as he goes, try-
ing out ideas and materials, There is,
for instance, the paneling of our big
barn living room—just old weathered
boards, salvaged from broken-down
sheds and barns, but weathered to a
lovely silvered gray. Nothing could
be more fitting, more restful to live
with, or make a better background for
our photographs or my son-in-law’s
paintings. Above the boards, the al-
most white wallboard between the
dark beams brings out the room’s es-
sential structure and fine proportions,
But the gray boards had a surprise for
us. Wherever we touched them, we

could feel them vibrate to sounds in
the room. Our whole room was one

big sounding board. For our music,
which is our recreation, it was, as you

THE AMERICAN HOME, JuLY, 1947

may well imagine, magnificent. 1o
the furnishings of this large room, the
family added its ten cent’s worth. It’s
size was not the headache we had
feared, A concert grand piano was
going begging because of its size. A
local junk shop had three large, usctul
picces, but I had to wait a ycar be-
fore the owner was finally induced to
part with them. One piece we did
treat ourselves to the luxury of having
—1ivas made especially ifrom a pair of
oak planks we happened to pick up.
The design of the table was taken
from an old Bavarian peasant table.
Rude benches, to push under or pull
out, were made from planks found
under the barn, The legs had been
stanchion posts in the stable.

As war deepened, our family gath-
ered from near and far. From three
we became nine or ten. We needed
the house for both summer and win-
ter, So the barn got a coat of shingles
and a big Vermont furnace—the kind
usced In churches. At last and in truth,
we were at flome. An- inscription
over the fireplace announced and ad-
jured us in beautiful Gaelic—*“Wan-
der No More”, But alas, over the

peak of our newly remodeled barn
flew a different emblem, the old gypsy
emblem—a wild goose on the wing.
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Q | Gypsy emblem flies ahbove remodelc
A I ELDOM do we receive a lelter as h arlwarming and

revealing as this one from TFrances H. T laherty, wife of Robert 7. barn of Mr. and Mrs. Robert J. Flaher
Flaherty, whose documentary films, Nanook of the North, Elephant of Bratilebo |
, 0 ims, _ | , ro, Vermon
Boy,and Man of Erin, have received world-wide acclaim, We had asked s t
for a simple description of her summer home in Vermont. Her reply
was comparable to a personal visit, We are. thercfore, publishing her
letter just as it came to our desk so that you, too, may enjoy fully the

neighborly, just-dropped-in-for-a-chat tone which permeates every
s phrase, every sentence. Arckitectural Editor.

| As you know, we are a far-faring family—a fam-

tly of wanderers, gypsies. We have owned no more than we could

carry on our backs or on the backs of porters. Wherever we have

| stopped for our motion-piclure work, we have made a home of sorts

out wf whatever was at hand. This ranged from a two-room trader’s

L shack in Samoa to a Maharanee’s palace in Mysore. I think the idea

| that we should ever have a permanent place of our own hardly occurred

: to us. How could we possibly afford to have a home? And if we did,

o what kind of a home could we afford? But I felt the war coming on and

decided that now, at last, the family had to have a roof, and probably a

garden And chickens. I left therest of them in England, and breathed not

a word of my intentions, for I was too Jittery about the whole adventure
to stand the chorus of doubting Thomases I knew I should raise.

I lJanded in New Yorkin a Jovely September equinoctial storm—it was

é J_ the year of the New England hurricane—and I remember the sharp,

.5 bracing feeling it gave me to come back to this. my own tremendous sun

-®  and sky and rain. A friend drove me to Putney, Vermont, where there

was a youth hostel where we could stay. We called a real-estate agent,

and I told him, haltingly, what I might perhaps like to find, if . . . etc.

Without further ado he took us along a winding. wooded road to an open

hillside overlooking a breathtaking view. And there I was . . . and I

Firm determination to have a home for her f
wrought ‘“before” and “after” miracle shown
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turmoil of my

straicht as a homing pigeon had]I
come to this hillside home! No one 1had bo(ﬁ:;]ge;t.
the place bccauslc no one \Llrlllttig itéz& zfnq e’
‘1] and barn, so Muc . a g
iiélziflill']lgtlieut for the next two years tluslwns‘ ‘11*1}?;(:)1?;;
We began with an outhmldmg——‘t 1.e‘l”c1 :rcr
house”, though I'm not sure that (]];L 15“1?1}3.”(]
lived in it. A rough hoard (loor anf Wil m{ !
walls were all that was needed to make a roc

: ' -orke > e could make &
live in while we work . III(]LCd', ! make f
caorncrib—and did; the

knew 1t by the almost suifocating

feelings

cecond room out of the

gave 1t a verandah to enjoy

the view better. The
chicken house i still one of ihe houses I love best

on the place. The corncrib became the perfect

castle-of-their-own for my two young grandsons.

The Little House, as We called the nondescript
four-room structurc, Was to be our center. .fr
would be there for any member of the fm:my
needing to dig in for a while, for a rest or holiday

or “just because”—a pied-d-terre, summer O

winter, for any onc, two, OI three o:f us'eiu%iiﬁ
summer we would burst out into spacilousn leh?s
ness—the sheer luxury of room 11.1‘1(] to -spil)re .‘ s
would be the Barn, with a big attic, & l:ngb asu:j;.c
for workshop and a dark.room. There dd be a le}z
freezer, farm size, the biggest we could buy.

havioft would be our living room with one wall all

window, open to the view, i the opposite wall all
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makes frames for his recently com plete
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