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Editor’s note: Doris Ly-
ford was in her 80s when she
wrote this firsthand reminis-
cence of the Great Bangor
Fire of 1911. The 105th anni-
versary of the fire is this
weekend, and Lyford’s
daughter-in-law, 93-year-old
Jean Lyford of Brewer, sent
along a copy of her account.
Doris Lyford, born in ap-
proximately 1894, also wrote
for the Bangor Daily Com-
mercial, which ceased pub-
lishing in 1949.

Sunday, April 30, 1911,
was a fine spring day with a
brisk wind blowing. Sever-
al of the neighborhood teen-
agers, including myself,
had been gathering may-
flowers in Murphy’s Woods
— this was long before
[those flowers] had been put
on the conservation list.

As we came over the
Bangor and Aroostook rail-
road trestle on Union
Street, we spoke of the
black smoke billowing over
Bangor proper.

We lived in North Ban-
gor, about three miles
from the Bangor Post Of-
fice as the crow flies, but
much farther should you
walk down to Seventeenth
Street and take the Bangor
Electric Trolley.

As we were walking
along, one of the girls re-
marked that it looked as
though Bangor was burn-
ing up. How true.

When we arrived home,
father and mother looked
worried, and father said, as
the black smoke covered
more of the skyline, “There
must be more than one
building burning.”

At this point in time we
had just has the telephone
installed, and father
called his foster sister, a
widow living on Jefferson
Street, to find out what
was going on.

Louise told him that
much of downtown Bangor
was on fire, and she was
very much afraid that with
the stiff wind blowing, it
might reach Center Street.
If that happened, the houses
on the side streets would
surely burn.

Father said that he
would hitch up the horses
to the jigger, a low-slung
truck affair, and try to

help her. In the early eve-
ning, after several hours
of circuitous driving, he
finally arrived at Jeffer-
son Street by way of Val-
ley Avenue. As it turned
out, she did not need help,
as the fire did not reach
her home.

The fire had swept
through Exchange Street,
as well as Harlow, Park,
Central, State and Frank-
lin in the business dis-
trict, and through Broad-
way, French and Center,
and brought under con-
trol at South Park Street
on the North.

The loss was estimated
at $7 or $8 million dollars,
with insurance at about 60
percent.

As the evening darkness
fell, the flames illuminated
the northeastern skies, and
we could see sparks falling
as another building was
flattened under the furious
fire. It was a picture I have
never forgotten.

Someone remarked that
it looked as though the
world was coming to an
end. It was just that for two
Brewer firemen, George
Abbott and N. Schribner —
what a miracle there were
not more fatalities.

I was a sophomore at
Bangor High School, which
was situated in Abbott
Square. We heard that,
along with many other
buildings, it was razed to
the ground.

I wondered what would
happen to us scholars. As it
turned out, we were sent to
the Abraham Lincoln
School on Palm Street,
from which the class of
1913 was graduated.

I could hardly wait for
Monday morning to see
the devastation. Our
neighbor up the road had
tickets to the musical
“Madame Sherry,” which
was to open in the Opera
House Monday afternoon,
and open it did.

The Opera House was
spared, as the wind was
blowing in a different di-
rection. As there was no
gas or electricity, lamps
were used for footlights.
What a daring thing to do
after such a conflagration!

As our neighbor

planned to attend and was
going in early, she offered
me a ride. Black smoke
was still rising from what
was left of the Baptist
Church on the corner of
Center Street hill and
Harlow Street. Central
and Franklin Streets were
completely wiped out.
Being young, the enormi-
ty of it did not quite sink
in, but my heart was deso-
late, to think that our
school and the Nickel The-
ater on Central Street
were gone.

The Nickel — where we
often went to see the si-
lent pictures and hear the
Veilleux Brothers sing.

Gone also were the
Morse Oliver building
that houses the Bangor Li-
brary, and all the books I
was planning to read, and
the livery stable on Frank-
lin Street, where we left
our horse and sleigh in
the wintertime after driv-
ing to school.

And to think — it all start-
ed in a large shed on Broad
Street, used by J. Frank
Green as a storage house for
hay and other goods of a
flammable nature, on a
beautiful day in April 1911.

Remembering theGreat Fire 105 years later
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Three unidentified children stand in front of rubble near the Franklin Street Bridge following the Great Bangor Fire
of 2011.
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A man sits in the rubble near a Bangor Savings Bank sign after the Great Bangor
Fire of 1911.


