Rev. Paul Coffin
       I AM A FOURTH generation American.  I was born in the same house as my father in Newbury, Massachusetts AND I graduated from Harvard College in the “glorious year of 1759”.   

EVERYTHING CHANGED after the capture of Quebec that year. The murderous frontier became safe and it was possible to settle this area. I became part of a great expansion to open new towns. I kept school (that means I taught school) in Kingston, N.H., Kennebunk and Saco for a few terms. Early in 1761, I began to preach in Narraganset No. 1, which you now call Buxton. I was ordained in 1763 and then I became the first settled minister in this part of what was then Massachusetts.  The town proprietors initially paid me, as it was a great real estate selling feature to have a minister in the area. 

I GREATLY BENEFITED, TOO. Having a job and prospects, in 1763, I was able to marry the sister of a Harvard classmate of mine, Mary Gorham, a woman of good sense and piety. We had our first child in 1764 and our fourteenth in 1785. Our son, Charles, who graduated form Dartmouth College in 1799 became a counselor-at-law. Our daughter, Dorcas, married Dr. Royal Brewster who built the Brewster Mansion, just across the street where you’ll be attending a reception later. 

LOOKING BACK, I realize now that I was a man of strong mind, and great perseverance and, though I entered upon my ministry in a remote place of only twenty families in the parish, I ventured into the wilderness as a valiant tiller of both souls and crops. I worked hard to give my fellow settlers the bright characteristics of intelligence, morality and religion.  

FOR ALMOST SIXTY YEARS, I preached a several hour sermon on Sunday morning, then we broke for lunch and I preached for several more hours in the afternoon!  I think they got their money’s worth! I remember we did have someone assigned to walk around and poke awake those who fell asleep. My first pay was L50 a year and later I had $222 a year in US money. During the Revolutionary War, though, I had to take the pay in corn, chickens, labor and produce.

FOR FIFTY-FOUR YEARS, I performed all the ministerial labors devolving upon me in church and parish. I did 810 baptisms, 484 marriages and over 1000 sermons.  In 1812, my Alma Mater conferred upon me a doctorate’s degree, declaring that I had acquitted myself as a theologian.


I CERTAINLY KNEW to lay aside my clerical robe and enjoy the social qualities of life with my friends. I was a frequent visitor at The Garland Tavern, by special invitation of Madam Garland and her family. The tavern was about a half mile from here toward the river and on the right. Madam Garland was born Joanna Lane and was my second cousin twice removed.

MADAM GARLAND was known as one of the best cooks of the times; and her eight daughters were no less accomplished in that very useful, but much neglected art. It was not alone the famous bowls of punch, the mugs of Flip and Samson (cider and rum) and the choicest viands the forest, as well as Portland market afforded, that so often attracted to that tavern its distinguished guests. This hostelry became noted for its hospitality and its mistress’s appetizing cooking. 


AND, “MARM” GARLAND. as she was called, kept everything in immaculate order. There was a long dresser laden with pewter dishes, and these must be polished until they shone. The unpainted wooden walls were kept in spotless condition by frequent scouring with find sand brought from the seashore.

I BELIEVE THE TAVERN was built about the time the town of Buxton was incorporated in 1772. It was one story and covered about 1000 sq. ft. I seem to remember that there were two good sized rooms in front, the parlor and the other, the kitchen. The only plastering about the house was overhead in the front room and bedroom. All the other rooms were open to the huge rafters. The walls were sheathed with thin unpainted pine boards. In the center of the house was an enormous chimney; and in the kitchen an immense open fireplace, in the back of which, at one end, was the oven. The kitchen fireplace was made large enough to hold four-foot logs or slabs. 


UPSTAIRS THERE was just rough flooring. Sufficient accommodations were made for sleeping by dividing off this attic into “rooms” by hanging up quilts which were used as partitions.

I LOVED TO GATHER there of an evening with neighbors and guests of the tavern. I remember that the long high backed settle, drawn up before the blazing fire was a famous place for talk and laughter. Often the tavern room might be cleared and a fiddle produced by some local genius and the high rafters overhead would resound to the lively strains while the young folk gaily joined in a good old fashioned dance. 


In theology I was recognized as a “moderate Calvinist”! (or Arminian (Dutch theologian) or influenced by English theologian John Wesley)

· Humans are naturally unable to make any effort towards salvation (see also prevenient grace).

· Salvation is possible only by God's grace, which cannot be merited.

· No works of human effort can cause or contribute to salvation.

· God's election is conditional on faith in the sacrifice and Lordship of Jesus Christ.

· Christ's atonement was made on behalf of all people.

· God allows his grace to be resisted by those who freely reject Christ.

Salvation can be lost, as continued salvation is conditional upon continued faith.
Everything has changed. This 1822 church beside us is strange to my spirit as I was never in it.  I preached in the original log church on its spot. It was dedicated in 1762 with plank seats on wooden blocks.  We didn’t have pews until 1790.  We never had a belfry or bell. There was no heat in the church. The cemetery was very small. There was no bridge over the Saco River for our Hollis parishioners until 1795. For many years there were no roads.  My brother-in-law was the very first to get here from Saco by a four hour carriage ride in 1777.  


The Secret is why Buxton is named Buxton.   In 1772 Narraganset Number 1 wanted to incorporate to have its own government instead of proprietors.  .  My wife’s family name, Gorham, would have been good, but nearby Narraganset Number 7 had used it to recognize another part of her family.  “New” something was an option like New Gloucester or Newfield.  I came from Newbury, but New Newbury didn’t work well as a name.  My family came from Brixton England or something like that.  I wonder if Brixton was corrupted in our family history to the more well known Buxton, England?  Buxton, England was a well off market town with many buildings built by the family who sold on commission monastries confiscated by Henry VIII. It also had well know spas and springs.  Their water is now bottled as Buxton water by the parent company of Poland Springs.  In any case I suggested Buxton as the new name without any recorded reason why, the Massachussets legistature accepted it and the reason for the name rests here in the grave with me.
