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A Journal of Events from the Home of Jonathan Fisher  

 

Family, Members, Friends and Neighbors 
Mark your calendars – Friday, July 8th, 2005 from 5:00 – 8:00 PM 

Fisher  House Opening Reception 
 

2003-2004 Fisher  House Board 

·  Jim Fisher, President 
·  Bradford Emerson, Vice President 
·  Amey Dodge, Treasurer 
·  Linda Hoskins, Secretary 
·  Carol Blyberg 
·  Deale Salisbury 
·  Gary Vencill 
·  Maureen Rawding 
·  Robert Nolan 
·  Robert Slaven 

 
Our  Purpose 

 
“To perpetuate the memory, spirit, works and 

teachings of Parson Jonathan Fisher and to 
preserve at Blue Hill and elsewhere his home, 
relics and other things of his, (and of) his 
descendants and the period in which he lived, in 
order that his life may serve as an inspiration to 
others.”  
 

The House the Parson Built 
By Abbott Lowell Cummings 

Brief Excerpts from Bulletin of The Society For The 
Preservation Of New England Antiquities 

Volume LVI, No. 4 April-June 1966 Serial No. 204 
 
“The student of New England architectural 

history will find that only on rare occasions do 
enough contemporary documents survive to 
give a complete picture of the construction of a 
house from beginning to end.  More often than 
not, such documents will refer to the grander 

houses of an era—those substantial homes 
whose owners ordered expensive materials and 
kept elaborate ledgers. The less articulate New 
England farmer—for whom writing, other than 
the keeping of his farm accounts, was a painful 
chore—has left little or no record of how he 
built his dwelling. Did he rely entirely upon 
tradition? How much forethought did he give to 
the design? How much of the Construction 
work did he do himself: for how much did he 
rely upon specialized skills? 

 
Architectural Detail Created by Jonathan Fisher 
 
Answers to these questions are important, 

especially as they apply to the simpler houses, 
and we are fortunate in having a surprisingly 
large number of documents which record in 
detail the construction of the house in Blue 
Hill, Maine, designed and built by the 
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Reverend Jonathan Fisher, the town’s first 
minister. While Mr. Fisher was by no means an 
inarticulate farmer, and while certain elements 
in the plan and such ingenious features as the 
built-in clock immediately suggest an 
individualistic approach to the problems of 
design, the house, nevertheless, is both simple 
and compact. Yet Mr. Fisher’s account of the 
construction, being the record of a man who 
was at one and the same time a clergyman, 
scholar, gifted artist, naturalist, surveyor—one 
of early Maine’s most colorful figures, marks 
this house for special consideration. The 
documentation is largely in the form of day-by-
day journal entries, but these are interestingly 
amplified through a series of drawings by Mr. 
Fisher which are floor plans and details for 
framing and trim. Here one can see how the 
design of the house took form in tile 
imaginative mind of its builder, and the precise 
way in which the design became a reality.”  

 
Fireplace in Jonathan Fisher’s Study 
 
“Thus concludes the record of construction 

for the Jonathan Fisher House. While typical in 
many respects of the normal course of house 
building during the early nineteenth century, 
the account is far more circumstantial than 
many and leaves very little to the imagination. 

Looking at the house as a whole, one is 
impressed most of all, perhaps, with its form. 
Basically, the two-story rectangular mass and 
shallow hipped roof mark the house as early 
Federal in style, yet visually Mr. Fisher has, 
through his fenestration, created the impression 
of a structure which more nearly approaches 
the square.  And of even greater significance, 
the wide fascia of severely plain matched 
boards is hardly Federal at all. One is more 
quickly reminded of the characteristic Greek 
Revival entablature. These two conditions, 
therefore, unite in giving the house a forward-
looking appearance, foreshadowing the Greek 
classical style which flourished in the second 
quarter of the nineteenth century. The building 
must have seemed quite “modern”  to Mr. 
Fisher’s Blue Hill parishioners. Given the man 
himself, however, with the extraordinary range 
‘ if his interests, his lively imagination, and 
above all, the amount of thought which he de-
voted to his “new” house in 1814, one could 
scarcely have expected a conventional 
outcome. 

 
Isabel Davis: Creator of the Fisher House Chronology 
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Annual Appeal a Success 
 
Please consider making a generous 

contribution so that we, the volunteers on the 
Board of Directors can help you to preserve 
this treasure. If you have any questions, please 
contact Jim Fisher, President by sending mail 
or email to the Fisher House. 

You can always learn more about Fisher 
House events on our website, 
www.jonathanfisherhouse.org.  

 

Letter  from the President 
By Jim Fisher  

 
We’re gearing up for the summer.  The 

house will be opening in early July with a an 
opening reception planned for July  8th from 
5:00 to 8:00 PM.  Please come!  Also, join us 
for a Fisher House cleanup on Saturday, June 
18th at 9:00 AM.  We’ ll unpack the paintings, 
dust the shelves, make the beds and laugh a 
great deal. 

Two board members stepped down this 
winter.  Mary Badger Jessup, locally known as 
Badge, served on the Fisher House board more 
years than I can recount.  Most recently Badge 
served as secretary to the board as well as 
volunteer historical interpretive guide for 
visitors.  Badge can always be counted on to 
dress the part, attending our receptions in 
period garb and adopting a new name and 
personality to entertain our guests.  I only 
regret that we did not bring a piano to the house 
so that she could perform at our receptions.  
Badge, singing period pieces in period garb 
would have been memorable. 

Also stepping down is Patty Deetjen.  Patty 
has served on the board more then three years 
and has been a tremendous help in planning 
events and getting the house ship shape for 
visitors.  Patty has a lot of irons in the fire and 
will be shoring up some of Blue Hill’s other 
cultural organizations in the future.  Thank you 
to Badge and Patty for all of your support. 

Thanks to all Fisher House members and supporters.  
We hope you will stop in this summer. 

Fishers Descendents Respond 
By Rob Nolan 

 
When I started this column more than two 

years ago, I was hoping to get some of our 
descendant members to write in to contribute 
either to the genealogy or to Fisher lore.  But 
after most of my columns, the descendants 
have not had much to say.  Then I wrote about 
“ Interesting Fisher Descendants”  and finally 
got some great responses. 

 
If you haven’ t seen this particular column, 

you can find it on the Jonathan Fisher House 
website.  It is in the Summer 2004 newsletter. 

 
Jonathan Fisher Crossette Remembered 
 
In the column, one of the descendants I 

discussed was Jonathan Fisher Crossette—a 
man who became a respected missionary in 
China during the latter part of the Nineteenth 
Century.  While to me, Mr. Crossette was 
nothing more than a name in a genealogy, he 
meant much more to descendant Samuel 
Babbitt who sent a letter about him to the 
Fisher House. 

 
In it, he writes in part: 

“ I remember my grandfather, Samuel 
Herbert Fisher, talking about ‘Uncle Jonathan’ , 
and telling about the time that Jonathan came 
back from China briefly.  It may or may not 
have been the time that he decided to go it 
alone, without the formal backing of a church 
organization.  At any rate, there was my 
grandfather, Class of 1898 at Yale, probably a 
sophomore or junior—thinking himself a rather 
sophisticated collegian, at any rate, and here 
was Jonathan Fisher Crossette, wearing his hair 
parted in the middle and falling to his 
shoulders, wearing a single cassock-like 
garment, probably Chinese, and asking 
everyone, family or not, for money to advance 
his work.  Jonathan never slept in a bed, but 
always on the floor.  When people gave him 
clothes, he sold them rather than wore them.  
At some point, he spent the night in my 



 4 

grandfather’s room on campus, and, of course, 
he was a great curiosity to all the students—and 
a great embarrassment to his student/host.”  

 
Later in his letter, Mr. Babbitt describes 

some journals that Jonathan Fisher Crossette 
wrote when he was in his late teens.  Like 
Jonathan Fisher’s journals, they were less about 
thoughts and feelings, and more about the 
weather and how many times he went to 
church.  The journals are still in Mr. Babbitt’s 
possession and he hopes “ to sit down one day 
and work on them”. 

 
Another Interesting Descendant: Elizabeth 
Kimball Nedved 

In another letter sent to the Fisher House, 
Diane Nedved wrote about her mother-in-law, 
descendant Elizabeth Kimball Nedved, who 
was the great, great granddaughter of Jonathan 
Fisher through his daughter Mary “Polly”  
Fisher.  And while Diane Nedved’s note 
focused on her mother-in-law’s appearance 
(more on that later), an accompanying 
biography showed that Elizabeth Nedved was a 
very interesting descendant. 

 
Born in 1897 as Elizabeth Kimball, she was 

brought up in an era when women couldn’ t 
vote and were expected to work in the home.   
But Elizabeth Kimball had higher ambitions.   

 
After graduating high school, Elizabeth 

studied interior design at the Church School of 
Art.  From there she took a job in interior 
design at the Marshall Field’s Department 
Store in Chicago.  But she hungered for more.  
She wanted to become something most women 
at that time never even considered.  She wanted 
to become an architect.  So she went back to 
school—this time at the Armour Institute of 
Technology, then at the University of Illinois. 

 
It was at Armour that she met Rudolph 

Nedved, another studying architect who she 
would later marry. 

 

After graduation, Elizabeth and Rudy worked 
at numerous architectural firms, even-tually 
opening their own firm, “Nedved & Kim-ball, 
Architects”  in Chicago.  In this career, Elizabeth 
Nedved became the first woman member of the 
Chicago chapter of the American Institute of 
Architects, an honorary member of the Illinois 
Society of Architects, and president of the 
Women’s Society of Architects. 

 
But architecture was only one facet of 

Elizabeth Nedved’s life.  Another was painting.  
In her day, she was considered to be a fine 
watercolorist, showing her work at such 
prestigious places as the Art Institute of 
Chicago, the Corcoran Gallery in Washington, 
D.C., and the Cliff Dwellers Club in Chicago. 

 
Still, there is another thing that you should 

know about Elizabeth Kimball Nedved:  there 
are those who think she bore a striking 
resemblance to her great grandmother, Polly 
Fisher.  Diane Nedved sent examples.  They are 
printed on the newsletter cover.  You be the 
judge. 

 
One Final Note. 

Oddly enough, my wife and I met Elizabeth 
Kimball Nedved and her husband, Rudy in 
1965.  And we visited them a couple of times in 
their home in Glencoe, Illinois.  Their house 
had been designed by Frank Lloyd Wright and 
the Nedved’s took great pride in it.  The 
house’s most striking feature was an octagon-
shaped master bedroom with windows on six 
sides of the room.  But because the bedroom 
looked out on a pretty busy thoroughfare, 
Elizabeth and Rudy chose to hang curtains over 
the windows to gain some privacy. 

 
As the Nedveds told it, all worked 

beautifully until Frank Lloyd Wright came to 
visit the house.  Wright took one look at the 
curtains and proceeded to tear them down, one 
by one. 

 
So:  does anybody else have some 

interesting descendant stories to tell? 
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JONATHAN FISHER AND THE SEA  

Some notes on Parson Fisher ’s exper iences afloat 
By Rober t Slaven 

 
One does not have to tell the readers of this 

newsletter that Jonathan Fisher was, by any 
standard, an extraordinary individual. He was, 
beyond his calling to the ministry, a painter and 
poet, a carpenter and cabinetmaker, a 
bookbinder and clockmaker, linguist, surveyor, 
farmer, and the list goes on. But there was one 
thing he was not. 

 
He was not a mariner. 
 
When Jonathan Fisher arrived in Blue Hill in 

1796 to become the town’s first permanent 
clergyman (he had come up from Harvard in 
the summers of 1794 and 1795 as a visiting 
parson), the village included some 350 souls in 
63 industrious families. They attacked the 
abundant, surrounding forests, felling trees to 
clear fields for raising crops, using the wood to 
erect and heat houses and places of business, 
and also to build ships and boats. Saw mills on 
the Mill Stream in the village, on Big Peters 
Brook, at the tidal falls, on the east side of 
Long Island, and (later) in east Blue Hill, 
provided sawn lumber for busy shipyards and 
back yard boat builders. 

 
The sea, sea faring, fishing, and waterborne 

commerce and communications were essential 
parts of a challenging existence here on the 
coast of Maine during Parson Fisher’s lifetime. 
One traveled Down East by water, not 
overland. There were, according to his count, 
only ten horses in the village when he arrived. 
Informal research suggests he embarked in 
vessels 21 times for the voyage of over 200 
miles back and forth between the Boston area 
and harbors on the Blue Hill peninsula (or 
Castine). His journals offer interesting 
vignettes of his passages along the coast and 
reveal why he was not a mariner. 

 
He was usually seasick. 
 

We know this from the forthright statements 
in his journal. For instance, on 5 November, 
1798, when the good Parson was returning by 
schooner from one of his trips to Boston, the 
sole entry reads, “Seasick.”  On another voyage, 
the entry reads, “unwell,”  and this was while 
the vessel was still at anchor in the harbor, 
waiting to sail. Elsewhere in his journals we 
find the entry, “Myself, Mrs. Fisher, and Little 
Dolly seasick.”  And again, “Went out with a 
strong wind. Passengers seasick.”  

 
There is nothing unusual about those 

embarking on a trip by water suffering from 
occasional mal—de—mer, but it does seem that 
Mr. Fisher suffered more than most. Its absence 
even warranted mention. On 5 December, 
1796, his journal records the unusual fact that 
“no one seasick.”  This was when he was 
bringing his bride of one month to what was to 
be their new life in Blue Hill. Here, a sidebar: 
this writer never thought he would be in a 
position to critique a statement by Mary Ellen 
Chase, probably Blue Hill’s preeminent writer, 
but in her biography, “Jonathan Fisher, Maine 
Parson, 1768 — 1847,”  she records (pg 63) that 
this trip was, “a five days passage of head 
winds and ‘miserable seasickness’ .”  Actually, 
as just noted, at least one of those five days, 5 
December, was not “miserable with 
seasickness.”  

 
Despite being uncomfortable, or worse, 

nearly all the time he was on the water, Fisher 
understood navigation, recognized the rigs of 
vessels, and used satisfyingly correct nautical 
terminology. For instance: He built an 
instrument and used it to compute the variation 
needed to correct compasses in local waters. 

 
His famous painting, “Morning View of 

Blue Hill,”  includes an accurate representation 
of a brig (which, however, with artistic license, 
is under full sail with the wind aft, approaching 
the town wharf and soon to come to grief). 

In addition to using proper maritime 
terminology, he also turned a nice, crisp phrase. 
Example: from Mr. Fisher’s journal of his trip 
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from Boston back to Blue Hill in November, 
1798, …weighed anchor and dropped down 
under Governor Island. Wind too far north. 
Came to anchor.”  That would be suitable as an 
entry in the ship’s logbook, not just a 
landsman’s journal. And this entry, recorded on 
the 1796 trip with his bride, mentioned above:  
“About daybreak, hove up and got underway 
with a pretty breeze.”  A nice description, and 
that was the day when no one was seasick. 
Who could be seasick when there was a “pretty 
breeze”  blowing? 

 
But he also could misuse a term. Once, he 

recorded that the schooner in which he was 
embarked was not able to get underway 
because the wind was “unfair.”  Mariners use a 
different term. If a wind is not “ fair,”  then it is 
“ foul.”  Winds are not “unfair.”  Later, on the 
same passage, he notes that the wind “ ...veered 
in our favor.”  Actually, a wind “veers”  when it 
changes in a clockwise direction, say from 
south to southwest. Mariners say a wind 
“backs,”  when it changes in a counter—
clockwise direction, as it did in this case. So 
Mr. Fisher turns out not to be infallible in all 
matters after all. 

 
For all the fine detail in Mr. Fisher’s 

journals, there is much that later day readers 
and historians wish he had included. The names 
of the vessels in which he embarked are not 
always mentioned, and while one assumes they 
were always schooners, he does not so state. 
Sometimes he notes the master’s name, but not 
always. He never comments on the 
accommodations, the number in the crew, how 
meals were prepared and served. We find out 
almost incidentally who in the family were 
traveling with him. For instance, when in the 
winter of 1796, he brought “Mrs. Fisher”  to 
Blue Hill for the first time, we only learn that 
“Little Dolly”  was along because the good 
Parson recorded that she was seasick (see 
above). This “Little Dolly”  is Dolly Battle 
Newell, Dolly Fisher’s seven year old niece 
and ward, whom she brought to the marriage, 
providing Mr. Fisher with an instant family. 

 
It is interesting that in the summer of 1798, 

Mr. Fisher’s journals record a trip back to 
Boston, but we only learn that his wife 
accompanied him when, upon arrival, he 
records, “Went with Mrs. Fisher to Mrs. 
Battles.”  And not until their three month visit is 
ended do we learn that niece Dolly also came 
along. But most significantly, note that their 
first child, son Jonathan, had been born in 
March of that year. He is never mentioned, and 
while possible, it is very unlikely that he was 
left behind with a neighbor. When the Fishers 
boarded a schooner readying to leave for the 
return, trip to Blue Hill, a violent storm struck. 
During the night of 19 November, the anchor 
dragged. 

 
The anchor finally held, and the wind abated 

around four in the morning. But imagine the 
scene: a black, early winter night; cold wind 
howling; anchor dragging; and the parson 
accompanied by his wife, young niece, and (we 
presume), infant son. Had he not already been a 
man of God, he probably would have become 
one. It was not a circumstance to induce any 
great love of the sea. And perhaps it was 
another reason why the multi—faceted 
Jonathan Fisher, living and preaching in a ship-
building community on the coast of Maine, was 
not a mariner. 

 
Next time, we will look at some of the vessels in 

which Mr. Fisher, with little enthusiasm, embarked. 
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Assumed to be Polly Fisher 
from a portrait by her father 

Descendent Elizabeth Kimball Nedved 
Photograph taken in 1930 

 


