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By JACK MATHER 
Medford Mass-) grocer in the center of Truro came one 

day a week- to get your order. He de- 
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n the e of South Truro became a ghost town 
in the decades following the middle of the last century, 
the hardy South Truro names were spread across the ’na- 
tion . . . Elliotts, and Cobbs, and Mayos, and Freemans, 
the hardy families have established themselves from coast 
to coast. Some of the folks, finding a separation from 
Cape Cod too much of a sacrifice, settled in the neighbor- 
ing towns, and one such family was the Lombards, who 
abandoned the family homestead located in the valley 
named for them, and moved over to Wellfleet. .There son 
David Lombard grew up, got his schooling, and entered 
business, first in dry goods, and later as a purveyor of sea- 
foods. Mr. Lombard was a tall, thin man, of distinguished 
mein, who wore, habitually, a rusty black suit (protected, 
at the fish bench, by a pair of straw sleevelets) and a long 
white apron. He had a handsome gray moustache, and a 
high-pitched voice which, under the pressure of business 
or other excitement, would break into the most agonizing 
stammering imaginable-aspirate h’s were particularly 
bad vocal traps for Mr. Lombard, and he avoided words 
like “half”, or “howdy” or “Hezekiah” as best he could. 
The Lombard fish shop was located on the bank of Uncle 

Tim’s creek, near the Town pump, about where the Wellfleet 
fire station now stands. A neat, tiny, building, rich with the 
smell of the mudflats at low tide and the aroma of its mer- 
chandise-glassy-eyed mackerel, and bottle-green lobsters, and 
blue-gray quahaugs from the Bay, all neatly packed in ice in 
the glass-topped cases, the market served as a base of opera- 
tions for the Lombards, father and son. Twice a week the 
family truck was backed up to the door, and the Ash box was 
loaded with finny delicacies to be peddled around town, while 
the business at the shop was turned over to some trusted 
underling. 

We are indebted, to Ned Lombard, an old schoolmate, 
for the following true anecdote about his great uncle, Dav- 
id, and told in a spirit of sincere respect. Mr. Lombard 
had ground to a stop in front of some Summer cottage 
down the Neck wa , had imperiously ordered his son, Clar- 

the customer’s door, listing the fish in stock for the day . . 
I g-g-got cod, m-m-mackerel, f-flounder and ch-ch-cheeks 
and tongues,” began Mr. Lombard . . “No, we had griddle 
cakes for breakfast,” said the lady, with true female ob- 
tuseness . . . L-lobster, oysters, whiting, and b-b-butter- 
fish,” said the merchant, hopefully. What  else?” queried 
the lady . . . A deep breath from the old gentleman, 
then, “S-s-swordfish, h-h-h-haddock, h-h-h-h-Oh damitall, 

ence to shut off t way e motor, to save gas, and now stood at 

lady, come out to the truck and see for yourself 


