RED BEACH SCHOOL OF OTHER DAYS
-------ANOTHER INTERESTING INSTALLMENT FROM THE PEN OF MR. KEENE

--------Editor Advertiser:
Although it is many years since I walked out of the old schoolhouse: for the last time, each
year brings back more and more vividly my days there, first and last. Days in which I had more
than average pleasure, I think, being always eager to learn something new and blessed, in
almost every case, with a teacher who was capable of imparting this knowledge in a form
whereby it could be most easily assimilated.
Two months after I was five, or in March, 1881, I went to school downstairs for the first time.
The teacher was Mrs. Carrie Porter, a strict, but not unreasonable teacher, who was always
delighted at finding a pupil who was fairly tractable and at the same time teachable. I have
mostly pleasant remembrances of her efforts with me, although making a bad faux pas the first
day of school. The teacher was calling the names, and all were answering "Present." Not being
yet down on the register, my name was overlooked, and not liking this, I said in a loud voice,
after all had been called, "Present," thinking that attendance at school meant a gift of some
sort. Needless to say I got none and I might say that neither have any handouts come my way
during a good many years of being "present" here and there.
I sat between Annie Shattuck and Minnie McCurdy that week, until someone got sick and had
to stay out, on which I was promoted to a seat well down front. Ahead of me was a boy whose
parents had not apparently become aware of the fact that there was more in his head than had
been put there by studying and that the inhabitants were increasing at an enormous rate. I
stared at these moving mites in great interest, which turned to consternation when I discovered
that they were coming my way in search of newer and I might say, greener pastures. This
came near keeping me out of school, but after an exhaustive examination, I was sent back,
deloused, and my seat was changed, after which my head began to be devoted exclusively to
study instead of to pasturage.
I remained under Mrs. Porter's guidance for four years, with only one feruling, as I recall it-and how! That inch-thick maple ruler twenty inches long had no equal as a weapon and I
mentally resolved that as far as I was concerned the other boys could have a monopoly of it
and welcome. In the "lower school" we had almost a hundred pupils from four to twelve years
of age but despite this crowding, it was a good school. We were especially well drilled in
elementary figuring, spelling and reading, which were to be the basis of our next step ahead. A
few months before I was ten, I went "upstairs" where I was to stay without a break, except for
sickness, for the next four years. My first teacher was Florence Brown and she was a wonder
in that capacity. If there was anything she could not teach, we did not know it and so great was
her desire to teach that she held evening classes in bookkeeping, music and penmanship.
How I have wished that I applied myself more to the study of many things of this kind, instead
of wasting time on Greek, Latin, and the attempt to write poetry by rules of prosody and
versification. However, there is no use of crying over split milk and knowledge of any kind is
better than none at all. I have frequently found in the newspaper business that the smattering
of languages I absorbed has helped very materially to select the word having the right shade of
meaning by knowing its derivation.
We were, as I have said, extremely fortunate in having a good start under Miss Brown. She
received the munificent sum of ten dollars a week, for teaching probably twelve or thirteen

subjects. How does that compare with the present conditions in your schools, when a teacher
getting two or three times that much feels insulted at being asked to teach more than one or
two subjects. They are all specialists now and if taken away from their particular "beat" like a
rabbit, they would make very few tracks of any importance in the educational world. A modern
teacher would have been absolutely lost in our schools, with boys and girls of all ages,
studying sometimes only a few chapters apart in the same book; big boys, of twenty or more,
coming in during the winter to upset and demoralize the school if possible, a big room heated
by a ram down stove burning four foot sticks of wood and the most rudimentary facilities for
health and sanitation.
Following Miss Brown's departure for work in other places, we had in turn the Misses Bertha
and Nettie Boyd, Minnie and Janie Tait, Archie Boyd, a man named Reed, and Kalloch, who
made his reputation as a dangerous man the first day of school. The boys were "kicking the
broom" in the anteroom, when Mr. Kalloch came catlike up the stairs and seeing Will Warnock
standing on a chair, holding the broom close to the ceiling, leaped off one foot and drove the
said broom clear into the plastering. There was no attempt at having any fun with him that
term.
The Boyds were all good teachers. So were the Tait girls. In fact the school committee of
those days seemed to use very good judgment in sending teachers down river, because of the
peculiar conditions of attendance and the size of the school.
It was said that the big boys, among them Tom Kaye and Fred Harvell, had been accustomed
to take the measure of the men teachers the first day of school but I cannot. recall any attempt
to take charge in my day.
As I remember it, our school day started at nine and ended at four, with an hour off for noon.
It was one man's job to keep the fire going, carrying and putting in yellow birch sticks and at
that time we were generally cold most of the time. In the morning the scholars would bring their
frozen ink bottles and put them on the flange of the stove. Occasionally one would burst, as
was evidenced by the splotches of ink for some yards all around the stove, and in some faces,
which were well tattooed for the rest of the day. My home was a mile from the schoolhouse
and the janitor lived in the next yard to the school fence but more than once I have beaten him
to it and had the fire started when he came stumbling up the stairs. The difference was that I
went to bed at seven and the folks got up long before daylight, so that I generally got headed
for school before it was really light enough to see much. Sometimes the trip was made through
deep and drifting snow; sometimes walking on snowshoes and often taking an hour to go the
mile. Sometimes we got a ride on a woods team part of the return trip. One night, being kept
later than usual, a wildcat followed me from Sprague's house through the woods, and was only
discouraged from making a meal of me by being scared away as I threw my dinner kettle at
him. The cover came off and made such a noise on the crust that he retreated far enough into
the woods so that I made the Mingo homestead in a few hurried sprints and my life was saved
for what purpose it has never been made quite clear.
The only trick in which I had a part was on one bright October day when the beechnuts were
thick and the teacher was cross. We wanted the day off and in order to get the afternoon we
took down the thirty-foot stovepipe and stuffed in it a pair of overalls, putting all back with care
and judgment. Needless to say we charged the stove well with wet wood, and the resulting
smoke screen was complete. We got the afternoon for beechnutting, and I never heard any
reference made to the episode afterward, as the next morning saw the stuffing removed and
the stove began to function once more.
F. W. Keene.

RED BEACH OF OTHER DAYS
----------Another interesting installment of School Days Memories from the Pen of Mr. Keene
--------During my first year "Upstairs" there broke out an epidemic, of autograph albums and these
little books made their appearance in the schoolroom early every morning and circulated all
day, until the writers who were solicited for a sentiment, must have learned penmanship to
quite an extent.
Mine bore on the outside the embossed picture of a stork carrying an infant in a blanket, the
significance of which I did not and do not yet understand, in connection with an autograph
album. On the flyleaf I had written an appropriate dedication and then passed it along the line.
When it returned it was filled with poetry, prophecy, history and humor; with sage advice and
promises, assurances of affection and veiled allusions to fights that had taken place when
Stubby Lane was blamed, probably unjustly, of abstracting a box of pens from the teacher's
desk.
As I look over the pages of the little book I am instantly transported to the school yard, where
on a cold December afternoon I fell, while running to catch Uncle Ben Shattuck's team and
falling on a pile of frozen mud, broke my collar bone. I can see the bombardment that marked
each first day of school, using the chamomile that had grown all summer in the yard. This was
pulled up by the roots and could be thrown with deadly and dirty accuracy, when it struck a
white collar or a clean shirt. It brings back the games of two old cats, of the teams of human
horses that were driven around the building harnessed with ropes and prancing in imitation of
the real thing. It recalls the passing out of our old fashioned seats, which bore "the jacknife's
carved initial." Many of those who wrote in the book have passed on but a few still survive who
“played with me upon the green, some forty years ago.”
"Tempos Fugit-time flies,
And with it our opportunities,"
wrote Soyla Elliott, in christening the book.
She was right. Time carries away our ungrasped opportunities and we sigh for them after
they are gone. Some of us carve our names a little higher than others or come closer to our
ideals but "life is like that." Most of us waste altogether too much of the stuff life is made of,
which is time, in frivolous pursuits or in making mistakes that can never be rectified.
"May your life he long and happy", wrote Minnie McCurdy, who is one I find absent from my
album's roll call. Length of days and happiness, what could be a better fulfillment of our
destiny. I am older than I ever expected to be and happier, no doubt, than I deserve, so that
this kind wish of a departed friend was prophetic.
Here comes a comedian:
"Cows like cabbage
Pigs like squash
I like you.
I do, my gosh."

The writer was Peter Wetherbee, one of the Shattuck Road boys, who came from nowhere
and went there again while I was quite small. His offhanded strain is echoed by the sentiment
of another friend, Walter Elliott, who taught me to wrestle. He wrote:
"May your virtue ever spread
Like butter on hot gingerbread."
This wish has not been realized as yet and the wisher will never know if it is realized, for he
has passed on to hear his virtues recounted by the Great Recorder of all deeds done to the
body.
Stubby Lane wrote with a great, shaded, flourishing hand, his name and some references to
the Big Fight, in which he took away the teacher's ruler and inflicted damage to her coiffure
and chassis.
There were some fine writers in the school, as there should have been, for Miss Brown kept
an evening class in penmanship, bookkeeping, and “do-sol-mi-do-ing.”
Kate Lane, Mame Porter, the Stickney girls, the Seaver boys, Bobby Lowe, Lizzie Vickery,
Ethel Bohannon and her sister Margaret, Addie Brown, Flora Cook, Ida and Nellie Calkins and
Addie Jamieson were among those whose names appear on my rolls. Addie's writing was very
small and she bore very lightly on the pencil, so that it is almost obliterated, but the memory of
her blue eyes, bright smile and fluffy light hair is clear and plain as she told her name on the
first day of school "Addie Pike Jample".
All but one of the above group, I think, are living. I would count it a great pleasure to have a
card from them saying that they have seen this series and remembered the events as I did.
There are of course, many others, and the same wish holds true of them, whether especially
spoken of or not.
Addie Brown died when about ready to leave school. She wrote: "Be good and you'll be
happy." Her life seems to me to have inspired that thought, for good she certainly is, and I
hope she is happy now, as she showed a tendency very young toward the better things
beyond.
The descendants of many of my boyhood friends are still in and about Red Beach, although
the ill times that fell on their home town have sent many to other places. As I pass through the
village and gaze sadly upon the destruction that has been wrought I can only think of the
words of the poet in “The Deserted Village,” who speaks of the change that came to “Sweet
Auburn, the loveliest village of the plain,” for only a part is as I knew it. The Shattuck Road has
not changed much. The bushes are around the old Sandhole once more and Young's hill looks
as if there might be good sliding there sometimes. I feel sure that the brown-faced boys I see
there now, as I knew, where the trout are, where to find the first Mayflower and the last
raspberry. I know they swim as I did in the granite pond and fish for pickerel off the old dam
and bridge. Perhaps I could take them over some paths now grown up, but which my feet
would follow unerringly as ever I am sure. I do think, however, that they could never have as
good times as I had, despite the coming of the automobile, the radio, and the other modern
innovations. Mine were for the most part, Scotch pleasures-- that is, they did not cost much, for
obvious reasons; fancy clothes bothered me, being mostly a two piece affair, with part of a hat,
or none, in the summer, with heavy and servable clothes and copper-toed boots in the winter
and a scarf or “comforter,” the whole topped by a stocking cap. I never owned or wanted an
overcoat until I was nineteen, when I bought my first one in the city of Eastport for the
magnificent sum of ten dollars. Nowadays all the fourth graders have them and some have
two.

While I am speaking of the album, let me briefly refer to another "album," the old "Umpire,"
out of which we sung, "Elsie May," "Merry Mountaineers," and "Whippoorwill" and "Silver Bells
of Memory." I know the words of all and sing them to my grandson, who is particularly
interested in a two-year old way at my not very birdlike manner of rendering an imitation of the
whippoorwill's song on a foggy night. If any one has one of these, "Umpires" or knows where
there is one available I would like to know about it and would call and look it over once more.
F. W. Keene

MR. KEENE WRITES OF OLD TIME SCHOOL EXPERIENCES
Editor Advertiser:
Somebody has said that it is better late than never, so I want to write of the pleasure it has
given me to get hold of an old souvenir of my school days at Red Beach in, the form of a copy
of the “Umpire”, out of which we sang. This was sent me by Mrs. Fred G. Lane and if I have
not already done so, I wish to thank her for the same.
Most of the songs are familiar. A song is something we seldom forget and so when I run over
"Merry Mountaineers," "The Whippoorwill," "Silver Bells of Memory" and "Elsie May," a whole
flock of memories troop along behind them. We sang these songs when the snow lay deep on
the roads, unmarked except by the soft, round, straight path of a fox making its way home in
the early morning, while the rising sun turned the whole landscape into a display of diamonds,
with ice pennants hanging from the trees and windows covered with tracery beyond the power
of a human artist to duplicate.
We sang them when spring was bursting the buds on the willows and we fidgeted in our
seats, craning our necks to get a peep at the "Rose Standish" as she came down through the
anchor ice on her first trip. We hurried through them when the dandelions had bloomed and we
were therefore entitled to run away from school and go swimming in the Granite Pond, running
and shedding what few clothes we had, as we approached the pond and were somewhat
daunted as blue-lipped and shivering companions crawled out and sat trying to untie the knots
in their shirts and socks.
We sang them when the sun had mounted to the zenith, and we were nearly frantic with
anxiety to get out for the summer vacation. Perhaps we had company coming to spend the
summer, or had planned to go camping or fishing. The last few days of school were more or
less vague and hazy. My remembrance of the last day of school downstairs is that two boys
came all dressed up, with bright neckties and smooth hair and that before school went in they
had been in a rough and tumble fight over a girl who had recently arrived and their condition
was distinctly not complimentary to the occasion.
We sang them when we all met again for the opening day of the fall term, when the big boys
had dumped us, neck, heels and all, out of the back seats which we, in our ignorance of our
own weakness had fondly hoped to possess. I remember how quick Fred Lane and Seth
Martin cleaned out my desk, the back one in the row next to the river. I wanted that seat badly
but I drew one in the center, next to the front, with no advantages at all, except that it was
nearer the stove. To offset this advantage it had the drawback of being directly in line with the
eye of the teacher and of the superintendent.

We sang them when the last baseball game had been played and the first inkbottle that froze
up was placed on the stove, with the cork driven in tightly, so that when the steam had reached
the proper point, there would be an explosion and a shower of ink, traces of which could be
plainly seen the last time I was in the building, which is some time ago.
I wish it were possible to gather again the same pupils and to hold a reunion in the school
room, singing the old songs from the “Umpire’, and swapping experiences. But alas, those
things cannot be. Not a few of the boys and girls who could sing the songs are beyond this
earth. Others are in far places. The only way in which we can unite is by the power of thought
and of memory, and this is a great blessing to humanity.
I see occasionally the name of H. F. Kalloch in the Aroostook papers and I wonder if he is the
teacher who came upstairs the first day of school while the boys were kicking the broom in the
ante room, and springing off one foot, drove the wire around the handle clear through the
plastering of an eight foot ceiling. I would like to see Mr. Kalloch-- he was an able teacher and
had good discipline.
I think my greatest frights were thrown into me when it was noised around that the
superintendent, "the school committee" we called him, was coming to visit the school. It was
generally too late to go home and fix up, comb hair, shine shoes, (if any) and wash off the
outer layer of soil, so we sat dumb and distressed, quaking as the door slowly opened and the
teacher with a smile of welcome, ushered in the tall and awful form of the "committee." Two of
them were preachers, I think or at least one. I seem to remember the Rev. C. G. McCully as
calling on us in the lower grade, and I am sure about, Rev. A. J. Padelford. Both were fine,
and probably kind hearted men, but they seemed to us like avenging demons, particularly as
some of us had cut our names deeply into the tops of the new desks, and were even now
trying to prevent the new gashes from being too obtrusive by putting ink into them, which made
a bad matter worse. The only thing left to do was to put a book over them. Sometimes this did
not work or the teacher would direct us to put the books away and fold our arms while the
viewing committeeman gave us a talk. So we sat, sweated, and prayed that he might have on
spectacles, which did not have too long a range. On one occasion he announced that he would
select one pupil from each class and give them a little examination. When I was picked from
the "B" class, the schoolroom turned over twice. Probably it would be arithmetic, in which I had
been flunking consistently for two years or more. This would mean disgrace, shame, and
torture from the whole school at recess. Maybe it would mean getting expelled. The others
went out and I followed. Acting on a tip, for which I hold her memory in reverence, Miss Brown
suggested that Mr. Padelford try Cy Lane on arithmetic, in which he was a wizard, and got by
finely.
I think it was my turn next and Mr. Padelford, after a minute's whispered conflab, began to
give me words to spell-- which was duck soup for me, in fact the only thing I could do well
except make excuses for not doing anything else. I slid through it without a break, and walked
to my seat on air, almost ready to tackle a sum in addition. The others got by too, and Mr.
Padelford made a neat speech, congratulating us on our scholarship. No soldier being kissed
on both cheeks by the commanding officer and having a “Croix de Guerre” pinned on him, ever
felt half as well as we did over that experience.
It was about this time that there occurred an event which caused a great deal of curiosity and
speculation on the part of everybody and which was finally traced to a prank on the part of a
couple of the older boys. This was the coming of the "Meteor," about which I will write as soon
as I get the story together.

Will you thank the old friends who have written me letters about these old recollections and
which I should like to answer personally, and probably will.
F. W. Keene

RECALLING SCHOOL DAYS
Ed. Advertiser:
Monday morning I was sure I could hear the school bell ringing up in the apex of the old
building where I, with others, fought hard against being taught anything useful and rebelled
daily at being asked useless questions about plastering a room or lining out a four-acre field, or
where Caesar went from his starting point, to hit one of the three parts of All Gaul, or what was
raised in the west outside of five-cent beef on the hoof and statesmen with whiskers.
The bell is, of course, more durable than we are. I suppose if it could talk it would say
something about the boys who used to climb up in the girls dressing room and then on to the
attic to lift out the tongue of the said bell and that when rolled it was dumb as a Republican
platform carpenter, while we did the rolling ourselves in the grass back of the Town Hall and
listened in unholy glee for the summons to come in, bell or no bell and be hit amidships or fore
and aft with a wicked maple ruler.
The teacher once gave us a problem on the board: “What would it (not "will it") cost to plaster
a room 16x20 and 8 feet high, taking out 140 square feet for doors and windows?”
My answer was right in line with the New Deal, for I appealed to the local Brain Trust for help
and got the characteristically Rooseveltian answer, $12,435.00, which was a trifle high until
you find that I had misplaced a comma, which means nothing today, except a chance for the
Republicans to catch their breath while condemning everybody and everything connected with
Relief.
It was the same in Algebra. I could never see any sense in adding an A to a B, for you didn't
have a thing then. And when the teacher said, "Let X equal the sum of Y and B", nobody was
more willing and ready than I was to let her ride as she laid and see if anybody cared what the
result was.
The early morning hours in school after the teacher had read that chapter of John's Gospel
which is calculated to make Baptists of us all, were devoted to Arithmetic—a Gethsemane of
horror and perspiration in trying to find out “if A and B could dig a ditch 100 feet long in four
days, how long would it take C to do it?” when we knew that C representing the idle and cut of
school fraternity, was already lolling over the stern of a dinghy in Wilson's cove or the slag
above the steamboat wharf of later years and pulling in big white, cold flounders to be sold at a
cent apiece, or maybe he was trying to fix the trigger guard of an old trapdoor ten-gauge
preparatory to a cruise out to the woodlot for the partridge that were loafing in the path where
the horses had been hauling out wood. Or maybe C might have been yanking out pickerel from
the Granite Pond or taking a late duck off the bridge, or garnering a few late blackberries off
the tangle around the Peter Brown house. We wished that C, whoever he was, had to dig the
ditch and do everything else that the book said and we hated him cordially, as a boy who had
left school and was supposed to do the work that A and B did and we hoped he would have to
do it quicker. C was a nonentity, but he was the one we despised because of his faculty for

popping up in the book and on the board. Even today I hesitate to shake hands with a stranger
whose name begins with C because he has given me so many bad moments and black marks.
Eternity was once described in a huddle of newspapermen in Portland as the time between
two paydays. It was not half as apt as the solution we had for it- the time between one o'clock
and four P. M. five days a week. I could hardly stifle a desire to baste the face off the clock that
seemed to be satisfied to loaf while we worked, or to draw attention by heaving a full inkstand
out a window, glass and all, or start whistling in an off key. Those seats were hard as marble
and as cold as the response to a bill for money overdue. The inkstands were full of flies; the
fire was generally out and wood absent in the winter; the windows were closed to prevent the
sounds of revelry where a few Clarksons and Kelleys were playing scrub and letting the smoke
of a cinnamon cigarette drift up to our noses as we tried to analyze "Roll on, thou deep and
dark blue ocean, roll."
And if you don't think that it is a job try and do it with those diagram “thingumbobs” and find
out where you stand on analysis. Or spell “syzygy” without looking again, or tell which side had
the red in the War of the Roses, or what city is nearest to the pole or what is the present tense
of the word "wrought," or how many bones there are in a human body, who has had its teeth
all out but the two front ones; or why King John hid the Magna Carta in a tree instead of putting
it in the Morning Journal. Oh boy, the mess they made of our heads instead of giving us a copy
of the New York Tribune to read and review so to know actually what was going on. With all
due respect to the leading educators, I still claim that they are wasting time by not introducing
a school of modern news into the curriculum so that a student can answer a few questions
outside of the covers of a textbook and form some opinions not ready made and predigested
for him.
Well, so much for the resistance to being taught. It is the same now I suppose--boys and girls
fighting off the knowledge that might put them in the office of the Quoddy Project where many
a one is now thanking their stars they took the typewriter and had to learn it blindfolded. How
some are getting more money for this job than they could get as a teacher in the Mutton Hill
district where there is nothing to do at night but listen to the frog orchestra, help milk and retire,
or listen to an address by the secretary of the Connecticut Agricultural Society on "The
Inadvisability of Trying to Make a Silk Purse Out of a Sow's Ear," with pork at the price it is.
F. W. Keene

