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TRIADELPHIA: THE THREE BROTHERS

The Personal Recollections of a Lost Village
by One Who Knew and Loved the Place

Triadelphia was the name of a lovely
little village of about three hundred and fifty
inhabitants, that once existed on the south bank
of the Patuxent River, in Montgomery County
Maryland, fourteen miles from Rockville, the
county seat and twenty five miles from
Baltimore. The town was laid aut on a survey
containing five hundred and sixteen acres, made
for Benjamin Gaither, April 8, 1725. The town
was established in 1809 by three brothers-in-
law, Isaac Briggs, Caleb Bently, and Thomas
Moore. Mr. Moore married Miss Mary Brooke,
September 21, 1 791;' Mr. Bently married Miss
Sarah Brooke, April 20, 1791, and Mr. Briggs
married Miss Hannah Brooke, all daughters of
Roger Brooke, a descendant of Robert Brooke,
who came from England and settled on the
Patuxent River in St.Mary's County, Maryland.
Mr. Briggs was an engineer and helped to lay
out the city of Washington. The town of
Triadelphia was laid out on a part of tract called
“Benjamin's Lot,“ which was deeded to
Benjamin Gaither by Lord Baltimore, and then
deeded by Mr. Gaither to these three brothers-
in-law, Briggs, Bently and Moore, whose
relationship gave name fto the Vvillage,
Triadelphia, which means "The Three Brothers."

Mr. Briggs, the surveyor, laid out the
town and superintended the erection of the
cofton factory, grist mill, and house adjoining,
which burned down. Mr. Charles H. Brooke, a
descendant of the noted sire whose three
daughters were maried to Messrs. Bently,
Briggs and Moored, wrote me a few years ago
of his residence in Triadelphia, which was
before my father come to the place. Mr. Brooke
said in his letter:

“We lived in a brick
house opposite the factory. The
grist and saw mills stood below
the factory, the same race
serving them all. The road fo
the farmhouse passed the
factory and went up the hill;
near the mill was a gushing
spring; the farmhouse was
occupied by OIld Frederick
Brown. At that time, 1820-
1825, the factory, mill, and farm
were busy, and a large tenantry
could hear the hum of
machinery from morning fill
night. The business was like
clockwork in every branch,
perfect system prevailing
everywhere."

1850

By referring to the accompanying
diagram, which | prepared by the help of Mr.
Frederick W. Brown, who also lived in
Triadelphia when | did, though he is ten or more
years my senior, the reader may see what
families resided in the village about 1850-55.
The drawing is not absolutely correct in distance
and relations, but it is sufficiently so to make it
reliable, especially as to buildings and families.
By reference to numbers below the diagram, the
location of each family and industry, institution
and home, may be found.

About 1854 my father moved fo
Triadelphia. With six and eight-horse teams he
hauled raw cotton from Baltimore to Triadelphia,
and conveyed the manufactured goods back to
Baftimore. | think the plant was owned and
operated at this particular time by Mr. Thomas
C. Miller and two of the Warfields, relatives, |
believe for former Governor Warfield, who still



lives near the “deserted village." | do pot
remember the names of the two Warfield

brothgrs, partners of Mr. Miller, if | am right in .

the personnel of the company, but | recollect
that one of them was a tall man, and the other
one not more than five feet high, and that Mr.
John Hackney, demented man of the village,
whom everybody knew for many miles around
because of his frequent and extended
excursions in the surmrounding country, called
one ‘“Long Warfield" and the other “Short
Warfield.” John handled the sugar in the store
cellar, where [ often resorted for "a lump” and
always got it, sometimes a big one.

in one side of the double house in which
my father resided, Mr. Holland and family lived.
There were several sons, two of them grown,
and all of them crippled in their lower limbs.
They were all handy in wood, and kept me in
wagons. They were excellent people. The
Browns were cabinet makers. Mr. Hazel Hobbs
was a cooper, and made all sorts of barrels and
kegs. In the center of the village was a fine
spring, and at the spring, in the dairy house
provided, the people generally kept their milk
and butter. The schoolhouse and Odd Fellow'
Hall, the one above the other, were together.
Mr. Kinsey was the village shoemaker. Mr.
Cauliflower was a cabinet maker. On the green
near the entrance to the main street of the
village a very fine "Bell-and-Everett" pole was
erected during the campaign of 1860. The
sycamore tree at No.4 on the diagram is the one
under which | stood at five years of age and
then again at fifty-five.

The star on the diagram indicates the
place of an explosion, except that it occurred on
the south side of the river and further down the
stream. About twelve o'clock one night an Irish
woman, who lived near the river, hearing the
explosion referred to, and not knowing what it
was, concluded that the bridge across the
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Patuxernt, which was in bad condition, and over
which my father had to come that night with a
heavy load of store goods, had given way and
fallen with a mighty noise. So she came in wild
fright at midnight and alarmed the family, and
whole village, indeed, by announcing the fall of
the bridge and the death of my father! In the
midst of our fright, when the whole town had
assembled to sympathize with us in our dreadful
bereavement, and at the hour of midnight, my
father was seen driving into the village with his
big eight-horse load, safe and sound.

Some weeks before that night of alarm,
a lot of powder belonging to the Store Company
got wet, and Mr. Warfield feared it was no good;
so he gave the "boys", which meant the young
men of the place, a keqg of that powder to test.
They took it below the village to "set it off", and
the tremendous explosion, which so excited the
villagers at midnight, was the result.

Fifty Years Later

"An air of desolation o'er the place,
No face looks out from anywhere,
No sound of children in the air,
A general lack of ease and want of
grace
Pervades the dreary atmosphere.

--Pattie Witherspoon

It is to this lonely village, dear to
memory and still clear to my vision, its adjacent
farms and picturesque Patuxenf, whose waters
made its spindles hum and refreshed its farms
and woodlands, causing "Benjamin's Lot" to
blossom as the rose, that I now trace my earfiest
and fondest recollections. And how swiftly and
sweetly they come stealing back as | stand
under the old sycamore tree after an absence of
fifty years. When | left it | was five years old;
when | returned | was fifty-five! But in no other
place that | know or ever heard of, not even
excepting Goldsmith's "Deserted Village" have
such sad and .sweeping changes been made in
so short a time. When | left the place, bade
goodby to the children with whom | had played,
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to the dear old ladies who had given me winter
apples when | went visiting with my mother, and +
turned to take one last, lingering look at the town
and people | had learmed to know and love with
all the innocence of my child nature, Triadelphia
was a flourishing village, holding on its bosom
of thrifft and contentment a happy and
prosperous people, about four hundred in all;
when | returned just fifly years later, there was
not a soul in the town - - not one! The
disastrous flood of 1868 had swept the village
away, leaving only the bare and broken walls of
the cotton factory, grist mill, church, store, and
three dwellings, all of which had become more
dilapidated since the flood, thus giving additional
gloom and sadness to every aspect of
desolation that the ruins of the village presented.

Under the stately sycamore, by which |
was enabled to identify where "home, sweet
home" had been, and which had grown from a
slender sapling to a sturdy tree, | stood in tearful
tenderness, my soul being deeply moved by
memories sad but sweet. | was glad | was
alone - not another soul being on the sacred site
of the once happy, thriving village. | looked up
to God. He alone could know the nature and
meaning of my tears, or measure their purity
and tenderness. And He alone could soothe my
somrow and sweeten the bitter cup | drank under
that old sycamore. And He did. As I longed for
the boys and girls whom | had learned to know
and to love, and thought of all the blessed
associations | had enjoyed in that place, and
which would return no more on earth, He fed my
sorrowing soul with this promise:

" 'Tis more than a dream, and I smile

for I feel

That the vision that haunts me will
some day be real;

And comrades long parted will some-~
where convene

Sometime, all together, on God's
fadeless green."

PROMINENT MEN

Mr. Lansdale became the owner of the
Triadelphia mill property about 1856. From that
time on, until war, fire, and flood had visited the
place, Triadelphia was a busy, thriving, beautiful
village of three or four hundred inhabitants. Mr.
Lansdale was the first manager to introduce
steam into a factory for heating purposes. He
was one of the inventors of the first wood-
planing machines, and also invented the metallic
yoke for swinging bells.

Thomas Moore, one of the noted
brothers-in-law who founded Triadelphia, was
also an inventor. He made and had patented
the first refrigerator ever made. It was a cedar
tub of oval form, about eighteen inches deep, in
which was placed a tin box with square comners,
which would contain twenty-two prints of buiter
of one pound each, leaving space on each side
between the tin and the wood for small lumps of
ice. In this refrigerator the butter was taken to
Georgetown D.C., a distance of twenty miles,
and in the warmest weather, firm and fine, with
ice enough left to give each purchaser a small
lump., This butter commanded a high price.
Thomas Jefferson, then President of the United
States, and other noted Federal officials, used
Mr. Moore's patent refrigerators. He
constructed the causeway from Mason Island, in
the Potomac opposite Georgetown, to the
Virginia shore. He was also appointed chief
engineer of the James River Canal, in Virginia,
and also served in the same relation fo the
Chesapeake and Ohio Canal.

"The Moon Man"

Shadrach Nugent, a famous colored
man, born near Rockville, Maryland, in 1761,
was a noted character about Triadelphia in its
early history. His father came from Guinea, and
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became "Mr. Crampton's Bob". His mother was
an Irish woman named Mary Nugent who

serveg seven years to pay for her transportation ..

to America. She had four children - Shadrach,
Eli, Millie, and Nellie. Shadrach was bound by
his mother to George Graff, who became an
officer in the Revolutionary War, and Shadrach
became his body servant. After the war,
Shadrach was set free, and returned to the
vicinity of Triadelphia and helped to quarry
stones for the cotton and grist mills, and for
other buildings in the village. During the War of
1812, he lived with his sister near Triadelphia,
and saw the light when the British burned the
capital at Washington. Later on he moved fo
Washington, where he lived and labored for
many years. During the latter part of this life,
when he was too feeble to work, he was a
conspicuous figure on the streets of Washington
selling his "History of the Moons" for a living. He
wore a card on his breast with this inscription:

“Shadrach Nugent was encamped on Federal
Hill, Baltimore, Maryland, with Lieutenant
George Graff, of the artillery, as his body
servant, one hundred and two years ago this
July 1879, when General Lafayette reenforced
General Washington at Yorktown, Virginia. |
was sixteen years old then, and am one
hundred and eighteen years old now.” His
predictions concemning the moon, including his
activity in selling them, gave him the title, "The
Moon Man," of which he was proud.

The Farm House

This is a part of the house info which my
father moved when we first went to Triadelphia.
It was built by Captain Welch, an ancestor of
the Warfields, | am told, about 1725. It was
located about half a mile from the village, and
was called the "Farm House" perhaps because
it was more in the centre of Benjamin's Lot, or
else for the reason that the manager of the farm
lived in it for many years.

The Church

This was the first church | ever
affended. It was a Methodist Church, located on
a hill just south of the town. The road in front of
it led from the village up to the company's large
barn and stables, and on to what was called the
“old orchard" and the "Farm House". If was
called "the back road."”

My earliest recollection is connected
with this church. One bright Sunday morning,
because my mother had made me a dress that |
did not like, and which | refused to put on, |
declined to go to Sunday School. My father
then took me in charge, administered some
medicine in the shape of a spanking, and it
cured me. | put the dress on and went to
Sunday School. That was the first and last
spanking my father gave me.

Fifty years after, when | visited the ruins
of the town, [ entered the old church, then used
by the farmer as a place to store implements,
and found it much as | had seen it fifty years
before, except that the pulpit and pews were
gone. There was the same old gallery for the
colored people - a provision found in nearly all
churches in that section of Maryland in those
days. | went up into the gallery fo see what |
could see. Among other things | found an old
wheel, about five or six feet in diameter, over
which the village schoolteacher, about whom |
used to hear them talk, is said to have lost his
mental balance, trying to establish perpetual
motion. Just how or why he lost his mind | do
not know, but there was the old wheel. | carried
it down and out into the light, and then took a
snapshot of it. But the schoolmaster, whose
name | do not recall, has long since gone to his
home on high, where perfection of faculty is the
gift of God fo each and all.

The Store
Here are the remains of the village
store, owned and operated by Miller and
Warfield, to which | used to run on errands for



my mother. It stood on the bank of the river,
and could be distinctly seen from the other end
of the village.
street in the town. Just behind it glides the
Patuxent River. To me those ruins are dear and
mean much.

The Old Tree

Looking from the ruins of the store
westward, we have presented in this view the
Miller and Warfield house on the right, the cotton
factory on the left, and the large village tree in
the distance. Just to the left of the tree is the
spring, with part of the dairy remaining. It was
once a lovely place - and is still, for that matter.

Copied from the Religious Telescope, Dayifon
Ohio, Auqust 23, 1911, Vol.77, No.34

Copied from little book published in 1879, written
by Col. T.H.B. Boyd, entitled "History of
Montgomery County- Maryland."

Under Chapter XIV - Prominent Men

Hon. Thomas Lansdale was born in this county
in 1808. He .invented the first wood planing
machine, and the metallic yoke for the swing
bells. Extensively engaged in mechanical
operations for a number of years. In 1842 he
became interested in the Triadelphia Mills,
remaining five years, when he took charge of
the Granites at Ellicott's Mills where he

It faced up the main and only -
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remained ten years. He was the first to
introduce steam into a factory for heating
purposes. In 1856, he returned to Triadelphia
and by his enterprise and energy succeeded in
making it a thriving village containing 400
inhabitants, with a large three story store, cotton
factory, saw, plaster, bone and grist mills, stone
and mechanical shops. He was a member of
the State Constitutional Convention of 1864, and
was elected to the Senate 1865. He died in
1878 universally respected by the large circle of
operatives, business men and politicians, with
whom he was associated while he lived in the
confidence and esteem of his friends and
neighbors.






