




Ken Simon, son of Joyce and Max, recalled 
candling and grading eggs, helping with chicken 
vaccinations and working the delivery routes. 
“Th ose days provided lessons that I’ll value for a 
lifetime,” Ken said. “Th e egg business was an all-
consuming mixture of livestock management, farm 
maintenance and customer deliveries. It was also, 
both literally and fi guratively, a stinky business. But 
I learned a lot about work, farming and marketing 
there. My father was the hardest working man I’ve 
known, but the family farm in general, and the egg 
business in particular, was a diffi  cult business to 
sustain, primarily due to ever-increasing corporate 
agribusiness encroachment.”

Isidore Simon left the business in the 60s at 
which time the farm changed its name from Simon 
Brothers to JoyMax Poultry.At that point, with the boys 
grown and away at college, it was just Joyce and Max 
and they continued to run the JoyMax poultry farm 
until 1976. From 1976 till sometime around 1993, Arbor 
Acres, the world’s largest chicken breeder at the time, 
leased the back coop to raise laying chickens before 
moving its operation down south, where it’s cheaper 
to raise chickens. In 1977, the Simons renovated the 
front two coops into a gallery and art studio. Known 
as the Down On Th e FarmGallery, the coops were now 
home to potters, glass blowers, woodworkers, jewelers, 
a musical instrument repair shop, and a bakery.



“Over 14 years Down on the Farm gained a great 
reputation in the professional craft community and 
it was great fun to do,” said Ken, “but it was another 
difficult way to make a living.” With Joyce retiring 
in 1992, the family decided to close the Gallery. For 
a while, the family attempted to maintain the coop 
structures, but the forces of nature took over. Ken 
said it was then that he began talking to members 
of the East Haddam fire department. The rest of the 
story is now a chapter of Moodus history.

Volunteer firefighters from East Haddam, East 
Hampton and Haddam Neck set up equipment and 
held a live burn on Sunday, June 4, in order to test a 
compressed air foam system fire fighting agent. The 
burn went off without a glitch.

“The foam was extremely effective,” Ken said. “It 
saved and protected two other buildings that were very 
close to the burning chicken coop. The firefighters 
were great, very professional and cautious. They had 
everything under control, and we’re looking forward 
to working with them to take care of the second coop.” 

Spectators, friends, family, and several airplanes 
buzzing overhead all watched as the Simon poultry 
farm took its place in history in a blaze of glory. The 
second coop was to be burned down a few months 
later.” 

Leta had been in the right place. She pushed her bike 
up the hill and they were there again, the golf men, or 
was it another set? The phone call that one of them 
had made before, asking a friend where the farm had 
been, felt like a dud. She stood on the same grassy 
verge and with her back to the golf course, she saw 
him now walking down the driveway on the other 
side of the road. He was going into a house. Some-
body called to him. 

She was finding it hard to remember what the 
campground lady had said. The first house has cars 
and people, second house looks empty? Is it true 
that when you get closer to the centre of something, 
things get confused? There was a house with some 
cars near it, but they looked bashed-up in the dis-
tance. She started walking down the driveway, wheel-
ing her bike along the dirt track that had sprouted 
unkempt grasses. She had gone some distance from 
the road and there were little trees dotted around. It 
felt like an orchard but it wasn’t. As soon as she saw 
that the cars were rusting and unused, guard dogs 
she hadn’t seen, noticed her too. Her body felt brit-
tle. They were in a big cage next to the house but you 
could tell from the rasping in their throats, if they got 
loose there would be no escape at all.  And if anybody 
were to come out of the house on hearing their dogs, 
would she be calm enough to smile and explain that 
she had come the wrong way? 



She got back to the road and lifted a few en-
velopes that were poking out of the mailbox. They 
were addressed to a woman, and for some reason 
Leta dropped them, uninterested. She doesn’t re-
call what took place between the mailbox and the 
next house along Banner Road, - it got lost, some-
how - only that now she was standing looking down 
the driveway. “It’s a white house,” The woman in the 
campground had said. Had she forgotten? Further 
down, a second white building, a shed.  She walked 
up to the building.  The grass around it was recently 
mowed. It was the middle of the day and the porch 
light was on. Either: 

1.  It is a permanent deterrent because the  
bungalow is vacant. 

2. Someone left it like that until they come back.
3. Somebody is in the house. 

Being close to the road and freshly arrived qui-
etened the act of real trespass. A short throw from 
the tarmac - the tributary to other homes, dogs, mail-
boxes, the golf course - and Leta could be delivering 
something, or looking for somebody. She could be 
lost. But these were mirages and one more step down 
the track that was not “back on her way” made the per-
formance of standing in front of the house null and 
void. “Hello... is anybody home” Did she knock? No. 

The second white building looks like an old garage 
from the front with two sliding barn doors on heavy 
metal tracks. The dirt road goes down a slope past the 
right side of the shed and from there you can see that 
it is actually a two-storey building, with a lower lev-
el built into the hill. When the slope levels out, you 
can’t see the bungalow anymore. Past the middle of 
the afternoon the light is pure and sleepy and gold-
en – beautiful, shining on dark, spaced out leaves of 
bent sumac trees, and the ivy creeping. It’s unclear 
whether some of those other white buildings on the 
neighbouring land were once part of the farm. They 
have vines growing through their windows too. 

There are big piles of rubble in a clearing next to 
the little building and it looks like there is some work 
being done, but there is no construction happening 
at all. The main door to the lower part of the building 
is falling off. Over the edge of a broken window you 
can see that the first room was painted bright blue. 
Was that because of the flies? There is a wire cage 
with straw stuck in it, old farm equipment, and some 
dark wooden furniture at the back. There are fuse 
panels on the walls, and a heavy door with a large 
rusted handle in the shape of an arm with an inward 
bending fist. It is awkward. It is empty and dark and 
horrible. There is a ruler on a shelf, dumped comput-
ers and old records… sorry.  

There is a feeling of the birds in pens, in the 



dark and running outside, the smell of hay, the smell 
of chicken shit, and death, of the graft and sweat and 
blood of taught white bodies from the last centu-
ry, with poisons and gasoline and traps and buck-
ets, and slop and organisation and business. There 
is the place where the fire was. Ragweed and bur-
doch are growing. Further down the track, there is 
jewel-weed with orange trumpets and yellow rocket, 
like soft dandelion heads growing high, tall grasses 
with fronds.  All the way to the end of the track, get-
ting further away from the road, there are shuffles to 
either side that feel difficult. 

The big white building has been completely 
overtaken by vegetation. Bittersweet, wild grapes, 
and poison ivy: they’ve removed all hard edges. Dark 
relations. A world of inexact dimension in there. Be-
yond is the huge silo, majestic rusting tower of feed. 
On the ground in the centre of the clearing it is del-
icately foliaged. There are tiny white flowers and 
golden rod leaning in, nettles, blackberry, multiflo-
ra rose, in the centre mullein – big, velvety rosettes, 
tall spikes, dynamic accumulators, copious healers. 
It’s so beautiful.  

The door is open six inches on the right side. 
The thick black crack is how you go in. You need 
to move slowly. The old white paint from the heavy 
door has flaked off. This darkness is single, basic, 
unforgiving.
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