Winter Drove Herd Right Down Broadway (Kinston)

A drover is something you never see any more.  Years ago, there were droves of them.  One of the last few remaining in this section is James T. Winter of New Kingston.  He will be 90 years old in July.   "I've driven many a head right down the middle of Broadway, in Kingston. I'd like to see you try that today." says Mr. Winter.
Winter was born during the Civil War in New Kingston, and spent all his life there. His father, Rob Winter was a professional drover before him, starting in New,Kingston in 1876 and continuing until 1900 when, he died.   The business was then taken over by James and another brother, Frank, who died two years ago.


“I’ve often taken cattle as far as Connecticut." says James.  “You

could always sell cows there for a good price. The trip took five days. We'd start out early in the morning from New Kingston with a big drove, and by night we’d be at Pine Hill, 23 miles away. There'd be four or five of us along, and the roads were not too good.  It was hot and dusty in the sum​mer, and the mud was deep in spring.”

  “If there’s anything we didn't have any use for, it was a dog. A dog would scatter  the  drove all over the landscape.  The first day on , long trip was the worst.  After that, the cattle would  get used it. 

They even learned to turn out to one side of the road for horse and buggy traffic.

         Arkville Was Railhead. 


The big bulk of cattle driven by the Winter family came from the New Kingston area. They kept a big stock pen in the village, right next to the general store now operated by Douglas Faulkner.  The Winter boys would round up the cattle from places like Bovina, Dingle Hill, and nearby farms.  They would then take the drove to Arkville, where a carload of local stock left the railroad station every other Tuesday all summer long.  Sometimes 14 carloads of  stock would go out to Arkville.  Now you don't see a single one.  The cars were just as apt to be double deck too.  Stock was picked up from Hobart, Stamford, 

and other towns along the line.   The creameries knocked all that in the head.  When they came in, the stock business in this section went to pieces.



Requisites for the drover were a pair of stout legs, good brogans,

patience, and plenty of wind. The drover's cane was his trade‑mark.  There was a lot of noise too.  People collected along the highways to watch the cattle go by, and there were always small boys along the line to pitch in and help.         

Bull, With Blindfold.

   "I once took 200 lambs from New Kingston to Arkville." said James, "and they were a mighty frisky bunch let me tell you." James also remembers how the farmers kept summer cows and after they were bred in the fall, the bulls would be sold for slaughter.  "I remember when our yard in New Kingston was packed with nothing but bulls.  Some were so vicious, we had to blindfold them to drive them along the road.  The  last bunch went in 1905.  That was the end of the 

drover's business around here."

   Winters also had a nephew, Frank Russell, with whom he makes his 

home at New Kingston.  Russell remembers helping to drive sheep as a 

small boy.  "They started over the mountain one day just before we got to Arkvill." he said.  "They went back of the Pakalskan Colony there.  I don't know what the city visitors thought, but we were a mighty worried bunch of drovers until we got them all rounded 

again."

