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In June, 1900, the Home Week Association for Castine was appointed by the Chairman of the Board of Selectmen
and the Master of the local Grange, under the authority of the State Home Week Association. Noah Brooks was
appointed President of the Association. A full week of activities was planned for Old Home Week, including an
evening parade of boats decorated with Chinese lanterns for the Harbor Carnival, a yacht race, a baseball
game, a band concert, other musical performances, dances, bell-ringing, lectures, a reception on the Common,
and a “parade of vehicles of every description, most of them adorned with bunting, evergreens, and flowers, the
procession forming one of the most pleasing features of the celebration”, according to the introduction
accompanying the following address. August 6-12, 1900, was the period selected for Castine’s Old Home Week.
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Cover of the program prepared for Old Home Week in
Castine, August 6-12, 1900.

Near the conclusion of Old Home Week, the Rev. Dr.
George M. Adams, a native of Castine then residing
in Auburndale, Massachusetts, delivered the following
“discourse, appropriate to the occasion” during a union
service held in the Congregational Church on Main
Street. Dr. Adams, a grandson of Thomas Adams and
the second child of Deacon Samuel Adams and Lucy
Moulton, was born in Castine in 1824 and died in
1906. The address was printed in pamphlet form in
1900 by the Press of Samuel Usher, 171 Devonshire
Street, Boston, Massachusetts. On August 26, 1903,
three years after presenting the Old Home Week
address, Dr. Adams delivered the eulogy at Noah
Brooks’ funeral service in Castine.

Dr. Adams mentions High Street and Broadway,
later changed to Battle Avenue and Tarratine Street.
The town hall he refers to was at the corner of Court
and School Streets where Witherle Memorial Library
now stands. Emerson Hall was not constructed until
1901. For more information regarding “the long-
hoped-for railway train to cross Hatch’s Cove, and
sweep down whistling through our streets” see “The
Train that Never Came’in the summer 2000 issue of
the Castine Visitor. A good deal of Dr. Adams’
comments relate to the Castine of circa 1840. He states:
“In those days, Castine was the shire town of the
county.” Castine was, in fact, the shire town from 1796
to 1838. According to Dr. Adams, “liberty has been
taken to make slight changes” in the poem by Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow he used to conclude his address.
The original poem, ‘My Lost Youth’, contained ten
stanzas of ten lines each and was composed by
Longfellow about his native Portland in 1855.
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CASTINE SIXTY YEARS AGO

A Historical Address

Delivered in Connection with Old

BY

Home Week in Castine, Maine

Sunday Evening, August 12, 1900

Rev. GEORGE MOULTON ADAMS, D.D.

The thought of the “Old Home” is something to touch us
on the tenderest side, and is fitted to join itself with our
purest and best emotions. The home of our childhood,
the scenes of our earliest experiences, the place associated
with the dear ones who guided our infant feet on the first
steps of this perilous journey of life,—this must ever be
precious to us, and our relations to it must be of value to
our spiritual life. The house of God is no unfit place in
which to recall the memory of youthful years; the Lord’s
Day is a good time to speak of fathers and mothers who
taught us sacred lessons of duty and of righteousness; all
that is sweet in the memories of household affection may
well ally itself with the worship of our Father in heaven.

Let me ask your attention to some reminiscences of
Castine and its people in the last sixty years.

The Castine that I knew best was the Castine of about
1840, a smaller village than the present. Court Street
ran only from Dresser’s Lane on the south to thirty rods
beyond the foot of Windmill Hill on the north. Perkins
Street also terminated near the foot of Dresser’s Lane.
There was no Broadway, :

vessels of the fishing fleet, shipping their supplies for a
four months’ voyage. In the summer came ships with
cargoes of salt from Liverpool and Cadiz,—sometimes the
ships owned here, sometimes French ships or barks with
their red-capped sailors, giving to the delighted boys of
the town our first lessons in a foreign tongue. Then came
back the fishing fleet, deeply laden with their well-earned
ocean spoil. On the first of January again, the fishermen
gathered here to receive the “bounty” with which the
United States government encouraged their arduous
vocation. The amount paid in this way every year made
an important addition to the income of the fishermen,
and, as the result shows, was indispensable to the
continuance of the business. From the time when the
government ceased to pay the bounty, the business
declined, and, so far as this region is concerned, has come
to an end. The Deputy Collector of this port has kindly
examined the records, and informs me that in the year
1857 —probably one of the most prosperous years—‘w
bounties were paid at this office to three hundred and
fourteen vessels, to an

no Pleasant Street above
the rope-walk, and High
Street extended towards
the lighthouse only as far
as where it now meets

Broadway. There were
neither streets nor
houses, except the

lighthouse and two lonely
farmhouses, in all the
section lying south and
west of what is now
Broadway. The
lighthouse was reached
only by a cart track
through the pastures,
with two or three gates or
pairs of bars on the way, which must be carefully closed
after passing.

But this smaller Castine throbbed with a commercial
activity to which the present town is a stranger. It was
the business center for Penobscot, Brooksville, and the
islands within ten or fifteen miles. There were well-kept
wharves and ample storehouses for the supply of the
fisheries at the Grand Banks and the Bay of Chaleur. In
the early spring, the wharves were crowded with the

Road to lighthouse, 19th century. From a photograph
by A.H. Folsom circa 1880. (CHS Archives)

aggregate amount of more
than fifty-nine thousand
dollars.

Every summer one or
two ships or smaller
vessels were built here.
The ships were for the
cotton-carrying trade
between New Orleans and
Liverpool, which in those
days proved  very
profitable. Most of the
moderate fortunes which
made Castine in
proportion to its
population one of the
wealthiest towns in the
state grew out of the shipping interest. There is a
tradition—I do not know how reliable —of one ship built
here, of the value of some thirty thousand dollars, which
actually cost her owners nothing. The custom was, that
one of the merchants—who found their advantage in
supplying the ship carpenters and their families —would
undertake to build a ship, and reserving a quarter or more
of the ownership for himself, would propose to one and
another of his neighbors to take an eighth or a sixteenth,

continued on page 3
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“Castine Sixty Years Ago”... continued from page 2

as each might feel disposed. Those were days of long credit, the bills being
settled at the end of the year. In the case named, the ship was built and sent
to New Orleans, and the owners waited for the time when they must pay for
their several shares. But the ship made a very prompt and successful voyage,
and when the time of settlement came, there was nothing to pay. The ship’s
earnings for that voyage had covered her entire cost.

In those days, Castine was the shire town of the county. The court house
was the present Town Hall, and the jail stood above it, where now is a garden
of vegetables and flowers. The high spiked fence which surrounded the jail
did not wholly hide the grated windows of the cells, and we boys sometimes
gathered to listen to the shouts of the prisoners in language that was far from
edifying.

I am a little surprised to discover that my own recollection of the men
prominent in the town in those days, is connected in most cases with their
presence on the Lord’s Day in this church. At that time this was the only
church on the peninsula holding regular services, and men of all denominations
came together in this place. As a boy, I saw them here more often than
elsewhere, and under conditions which printed their faces deeply upon my
memory. Here at my left sat Hezekiah Williams, then, or later, member of
Congress from this district. I remember with what lawyer-like intentness he
watched the preacher, as if bound to test the strength or weakness of every
argument. One of his sons, Edward P. Williams, thirty years later than the
time of which I am speaking, was a commander in the United States navy,
and lost his life in the Japan seas. The sloop-of-war Oneida, of which he was
in command, was run down and sunk by the Peninsular and Oriental mail
steamship Bombay, in Yokohama Bay. Commander Williams and nearly the
entire ship’s company, two or three hundred men, went down with the ship.
Farther away, still on the northerly side of the house, sat Dr. Joseph L. Stevens,
for many years the beloved physician of the town, ministering also to a wide
circle of patients in adjoining towns and on the nearer islands. Near him sat
Charles J. Abbott, a younger lawyer than Esquire Williams, in later years
prominent in connection with the educational interests of the town.

In the same section of the church sat Robert Perkins, the father of Elisha
Perkins, and of the late Mrs. Daniel Johnston. Mr. Perkins was a farmer and
shipowner, but especially known to the boys of that day as the possessor of a
large orchard, the fruits of which he dispensed generously to us all. I remember
especially his sunny face, which seemed always ready to break into a smile.
Perhaps something was due to the fact that he was associated with my father
in some business matters, so leading him to take more notice of me than he
would otherwise have done, but I always had the feeling that, more than
most men, he thought a boy was worth caring for, and so he won my lifelong
gratitude.

Another kindly face comes back to me, as I wander in memory over the
worshipers in this sanctuary in those days, —the face of my uncle, Thomas
Adams. Much the same might be said of him as I have already said of Mr.
Perkins. He was superintendent of the Sunday-school connected with this
church, and his genial, winning ways must have effectively commended to
many young minds the sacred truths he set before us. Of my own honored
father, I leave it for others to speak.

The mention of the name of Thomas Adams gives occasion to refer to an
interesting fact, which Mr. Noah Brooks kindly named to me a few days since.
When the British had possession of Castine in 1814 and 1815, they established
a custom house and collected duties on imported goods. After the war, the
United States government demanded another payment of those duties. The
merchants refused to pay, and suit was brought against them in the United
States Court. Thomas Adams, as one of the principal merchants, was named
as defendant. The amount involved was about one hundred thousand dollars.
Daniel Webster was attorney for the defense, and won the case. So much, in

continued on page 4
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“Castine Sixty Years Ago”.

substance, we knew
before, from Dr.
Wheeler’s valuable
history of the town.
Now, it has been
learned that the
money which the
British collected was
kept separate, and
was known as the
Castine Fund. It
was taken to Halifax
and remained
unappropriated for
some years, and
finally was given
with accumulated
interest to Nova
Scotia, for the
founding of
Dalhousie College.

I have spoken of
the forms and faces
which rise most
clearly before me,
when I look back on
the congregation of my boyish days. There are others
which I recall, but less distinetly, partly, it may be, because
in their places in the church they did not fall so well within
the range of my vision,—Charles K. Tilden, Sewall
Watson, Charles Ellis, Mark P. Hatch, Noah Mead, Doty
Little and Major Otis Little, who in still earlier days was
the president of Castine Bank. Major Little’s youngest
son, the son of his old age, was George B. Little,

Noah Brooks, well-known author
and confidant of President
Abraham Lincoln, was President
of Castine’s Old Home Week
Association in 1900.

That was when I went to his house to obtain a book from
the Social Library, of which he had charge. His removal
to Bangor must have been in my very early boyhood. Some
years later, when I was residing in Bangor for a time, he
very cordially welcomed me to his house.

I have referred chiefly to the men of adult years who
were prominent here between the years of 1835 and 1845.
I must be allowed to speak also of my own boyish
playmates who have passed away,—James Hale and
James Brooks, brothers in each case of those still with
us. They, with one yet living companion and myself,
formed a quartette in which there were, as I remember,
no discords, but always a delightful harmony. Many a
chowder we ate together on the shores of Back Bay,
otherwise known as Wadsworth Bay. More than one May-
day festival we observed, in a chosen spot in “Perkins’s
Back Pasture,” trudging over the hills at the sun-rising,
laden with our supplies, and dragging our weary feet
homeward with the declining day. Many a pleasant sail
we had together, often in Dr. Stevens’s sailboat, which
one of our number could obtain when not in use. But
they have now sailed far away beyond the horizon, and
we who remain are glad to hold them ever in loving
remembrance.}

I have spoken of the sea and shipping as the source of
commercial prosperity, to this town. But it is more than
material success that the sea has brought to us. The ocean
is an educator. Those who are brought up by the seaside
have a new realm of nature thrown open before them. In
addition to the natural history of the land,—the beasts

and birds and insects, the trees and shrubs and flowers, — &

they have also the multiplied life which inhabits the deep,
and that which plants itself on the ocean shores,—shells

one of the most gifted men that Castine has
produced. It was my good fortune to be brought
into intimate relations with him in college and in
afterlife. He was for some years pastor of the First
Church in Bangor, and later of a church in
Massachusetts, but passed away in the midst of his
years and of his usefulness.

Besides those I have named there were men
prominent in the town of whom I have clearest
recollection, as it happens, in other places rather
than in the Sunday assemblage,—Judge Nelson, for
many years judge of the Probate Court for the
county, and William Witherle, father of our present
citizens of that name. He must have been a man
very accurate and exact in his habits, for I think I
must have seen him scores of times, after walking
up from his place of business at noon, turning in at
the gate of his house on Main Street, at the very
moment when the twelve o’clock bell began to ring.,

I must add to this enumeration of those who in
my boyish days seemed to have leading influence
in the town, the names of Joseph Bryant, John H. Jarvis,
George Vose, Dr. Rowland H. Bridgham, and Capt. Henry
Whitney. Rev. William Mason—Parson Mason, as he was
always called—1I remember to have seen here only once.

The old court house and jail and later the town hall
on the site of Witherle Memorial Library.

&

in their endless variety, sea mosses, the strange vegetable [—

products which make their home in the salt sea, the lower
growths which link together vegetable and animal life,
and all that class of borderland existences to which science

continued on page 6
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GARDINER GREGORY — A REMEMBRANCE

In the fall of 2002, Anne and Gardiner
(“Greg”) Gregory moved from their home
in North Castine to take up separate
residence in a Connecticut Masonic Home.
Only a few of us were aware they had
reached that crucial point in their lives.
Anne, under treatment for Parkinson’s
disease for a number of years, passed away
soon after their arrival in Connecticut.
On December 15, 2005, Greg followed his
dear wife.

The breadth of Greg’s interests mandates
that this sketch be restricted almost
exclusively to his activities while in
residence in North Castine and, primarily,
to the Castine Historical Society. The
current society, organized in 1966, was
largely dormant until 1980, when Greg
and Anne spurred its revival. So far as is
known, this was the fourth Castine Historical Society. One of the first society events
following its “rebirth” was to sponsor a ceremony to celebrate the U. S. Government’s
return of the Ft. Madison property to the Town of Castine on July 4, 1981. In August
1983, the Society sponsored a reenactment of the departure of the Loyalists from
Castine to St. Andrews, New Brunswick. Under the Gregory’s leadership, the revived
society sponsored many other major events as well.

During the period between 1980 and 1993 Greg produced 83 slide programs and 21
photo albums containing more than 7,200 photographs about the history of Castine
and its people. During the same period, he produced 58 audiotapes and 38 cassette
tapes about Castine people and events, plus 12 videotapes of Castine events. The
Castine Patriot, Bangor Daily News, Ellsworth American and Yankee magazine
published many articles by Greg about Castine’s history. The total energy and time,
literally thousands of hours, the Gregorys spent to assemble, catalogue and care for
their collections is virtually incomprehensible. The Castine Historical Society is the
principal repository of these collections. The entire Castine community and anyone
doing research in the Society’s archives are the beneficiaries of the Gregorys’ efforts.

Greg was born in Standish, Maine on February 27, 1917. Following his grade and
high school studies he attended Colby College from 1935 to 1939 earning an A. B. in
social studies. In 1946 he received an M.A. in education from the University of Maine
at Orono, and from 1954-1957 undertook Ph.D. studies at Rutgers University. During
the period from 1939 to 1977 Greg was employed in teaching and/or principal positions
in high schools and institutions of higher learning in Maine, New Hampshire, New
Jersey and New York. During the 1945-1946 school year, Greg was principal of Castine
High in the Abbott School.

The sheer volume of Greg’s activities and interests becomes a barrier to any concise
characterization of him. He was as apt to be awake at 3 a.m. making sure that his
butterflies or moths had the proper food and conditions for their propagation as he
was to be checking out the site, at low tide, where the old Lymeburner’s Ferry once
carried Castine residents across the Bagaduce River to Brooksville. Each spring he
knew when to go out to his small pond stocked with goldfish and count how many of
them the Great Blue Heron had breakfasted on before heading farther south. (He
also planted water lilies to give the goldfish places to hide!) Some days he had
schoolchildren visiting his “Earth Science Museum” to study the rocks and minerals
in his collections. He was, at the same time, eccentric, focused, avidly interested in
history and nature, and tireless when he was “on to something.”

Other residents of Castine were perhaps as interested in and even more
knowledgeable about the history of Castine than Greg. However, he had a surpassing
tenacity that drove him to dig, sometimes literally, into fields of information others
might quickly abandon because of the effort required. Castine’s past was his “oyster”
and he never willingly let go of it. He was justly proud of the part he played in the
beginnings of today’s Castine Historical Society and the very successful organization
it has become in a mere quarter century. His knowledge and talents will be missed.

A Friend

From a portrait of Gardiner
Gregory, 1972 by Rita Soloway.
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“Castine Sixty Years Ago”... continued from page 4

Dr. Joseph L.
Stephens
(1796-1879)

“For many years the
beloved physcian of
the town of Castine”

is giving so much attention in our day. The children who
grow up in the country are educated in respect to the
grandeur of nature and into an apprehension of the
majesty of the Creator, by wintry storms, by mountain
heights, by summer tempests and rolling thunder. But
how much is added to the impression upon the young mind
and to educative influence, where he sees also the ocean
in a storm, the mighty waves tossing human fabrics like
toys, and hurling themselves upon the rocks with a force
that shakes the solid earth! “They that go down to the
sea in ships, that do business in great waters, these see
the works of the Lord, and his wonders in the deep.”
And the touch of the ocean trains our youth in courage
and skill and adventure. Many a mother, to be sure,
dreads this part of the education of her boys, and would
be glad if it could be omitted. When her little ones learn
to paddle and row and scull, almost as soon as they learn
to walk, when they climb the masts of the incoming ships
to dizzy heights, and with yet untried skill sail away to
the islands or beyond the sounding rapids of the
Bagaduce, the mother’s heart trembles with anxious fear.
And when later the nautical fever seizes her growing boy,
and he can no longer be held back from committing
himself to a sailor’s life, and going to visit strange lands
beyond the ocean, she is ready to wish they had an inland
home, where the glamour of the sea should never have
fastened upon her sons. But she may not be wise in this.
The boys are getting a most valuable training. They are

growing manly and energetic and courageous. When the
country calls her sons to her defense, when any noble
sacrifice appeals to youthful enthusiasm and devotion,
the boys of the seaside are not found wanting.

Nor is this yet all that the sea has done for us. The
communication with other countries which belongs to a
seaboard town has a broadening influence. Seafaring men
get larger views, and learn to look on more than one side
of a question. If Castine, with its somewhat secluded
position so far as communication by land is concerned,
had not found this outlook by means of the sea, there
would have been danger of the growing up of narrow
prejudices, local habits, estrangement from the large
movements of humanity. But our fathers and brothers in
many instances went over the sea. The tides of a larger
life flowed in upon us. And instead of settling into narrow
and provincial views and habits, we have become as a
community, I am proud to say, in a good degree broad-
minded, public-spirited and patriotic. This assuredly is
a result which our favoring circumstances ought to have
brought to pass among us, these qualities we are in all
honor bound to possess.

Castine is “one of those old towns with a history.” We
have —what few localities on this new continent possess—
a record running back three centuries or more, and
localized and made definite by many points of historic
interest which can be exactly identified. All honor to the
generous zeal which has undertaken to guard against
destruction these priceless relics, and which has kindly
marked for us so many of the historic spots! This flavor
of the olden time which hangs about the town is a heritage
of increasing value. The changes which are sweeping
away so many of the things that are old will never sweep
this away. On the contrary, this—we may be assured —is
a feature of interest which will grow ever more precious
with the advancing years. As time rolls on, more and
more of poetic interest will gather around the names of
D’Aulnay, and La Tour, and Friar Leo, and Baron Castin;
other pens will be enlisted, to add to what has already
been so well done, in rescuing from oblivion the incidents
and legends of the past, and in immortalizing in fiction
and romance the events of our early history. The steady

continued on page 7

the budget and keep your Society moving ahead.

NEW MEMBERSHIP SCHEDULE

Under our new financial plan adopted last year, all Castine Historical Society membership renewal notices will
be mailed in March with responses requested by April 1%, the start of the new membership year. Our hope is for
members to respond promptly so additional notices will not be necessary. With postage rates increasing we want
to keep our mailings to a minimum. We realize that establishing a membership year of April 1-March 31 for all
members caused a little uncertainty, especially for some who had sent in their annual dues not long before the
change. We regret any confusion that may have resulted. Membership dues and donations to our Annual Appeal
are the two requests the Society sends each year. We rely on contributions in response to those requests to keep
the Society active. Our special money raising events during the summer fund expenses over our basic operating
budget. Thanks to the generous contributions in time and money from our many friends we are able to balance
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“Castine Sixty Years Ago”... continued from page 6

growth of antiquarian interest and research in this
country is sure to reach after, and draw out to the light,
and embellish in ever richer illustration and detail, the
ample materials for study which belong to the events that

glave transpired here.

X

" The commercial activity of Castine may have passed by,

or may have been suspended, until the long-hoped-for
railway train shall cross Hatch’s Cove, and sweep down
whistling through our streets. But be that as it may, there
are other things we can never lose. The natural beauty
with which God has endowed our native town,—the ever-
changing grandeur of the ocean and bay, glittering in the
summer sun or thundering in storm upon our western
cliffs; the quiet beauty of river and cove and inlet; the
glory of the sunrise and the gorgeous painting of the
sunset; the blue haze of the far-away mountains, and the
nearer vision of green islands,—emeralds set in a silver
sea,—these rare, almost unequaled, features of majesty
and beauty, no change can take from us and no lapse of
time can impair.

It is gratifying for us who in other parts of the country
keep the memory of our Old Home fresh and green, as it
is for you who dwell still by the ancient hearthstones, to
see that others, who had not the privilege of being born
here, have discovered the attractiveness of the dear old
town, and have come to make their summer homes with
us. We welcome them,—unless, indeed, it is more fitting
that they welcome us, the wanderers,—at least, I may
say, we join hands with them, in appreciation of the beauty

’and healthfulness and romantic history of the town, and

rejoice in the generous heartiness with which they identify
themselves with our local interests.

The sons and daughters of Castine who have gone out
from the Old Home are found in almost every state of the
Union, and more or less in foreign lands. Fifty years ago,
when the ships sailed from this port every autumn to New
Orleans, there were many from here in that city; and now
Castine is represented there, if not by new accessions, at
least by the children and grandchildren of those who were
born here. To-day Boston is full of Castine boys. They
are found in Bangor and Portland, in New York and
Philadelphia, in Chicago and St. Louis, in Cincinnati and
Minneapolis and San Francisco. We hear of them in Jamaica
and Hawaii, and on the shores of China and Japan.

MARK YOUR CALENDARS

The opening reception of the 2006 summer season will
be held on Friday, June 30%* at 5:30pm in the
exhibition hall of the Abbott School on the Town
Green. The exhibit, now titled OPENING THE
BOOK: Literary Castine 1776-1976, will be officially
opened to the public at 10:00 a.m. on July 1st and
will remain open through Labor Day, September 4th.
Authors featured, whether locally, regionally,
nationally or internationally significant, will always
reflect the enduring depth and richness of the village’s
vibrant literary history.

We do not forget those who with patriotic devotion went
out from us to the war, some of them, alas, not to return.
They gave their lives for the country, at Bull Run and
Cold Harbor, at Hall’s Hill and at Gettysburg. Out of the
one hundred and thirty-seven who enlisted in the army
and navy, twenty-three of whom there is record, fell in
battle or died in the service. Let their names be cherished
in grateful remembrance in all generations!

Of the sons and daughters of the town who have found
their later homes elsewhere, a goodly number are here
to-day, or have been here for the festivities of the week.
We have come back in response to your kind invitation.
We come with glad greetings to you who have kept guard
by the ancient watchfires, and with quickening affection
for the Old Home. We miss many faces that once were
dear to us, but we rejoice that we are not forgotten, and
that there are many still to bid us welcome. In our present
homes away from here, some of us may wear perchance a
sober mien under the duties and cares of maturer life,
and those who see us there and who cannot look below
the surface may call us sedate or even stern. But in
Castine, we are boys and girls again, and the burdens of
life slip off from our shoulders. The very air is a cordial
which is almost intoxicating. The associations and
memories which meet us here make us forget our years.
It is a joy to us to find the old town as beautiful as ever,
and to see that the generous spirit of local loyalty and
regard for the common welfare has not died out. Itis an
abiding gladness in all our dispersions to look back to
these cherished scenes, to people again the streets and
the homes with their former occupants, and so to live over
again the life of our youth.

continued on page 10
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Sanctuary of the Congregational Church taken before

installation of stained glass windows in 1867. From a
glass negative taken by Wm. Geo. Sargent.
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2005 ANNUAL APPEAL DONORS

The Board of Directors of the Castine Historical Society expresses its gratitude to all the
contributors to the Annual Appeal for their generosity. These contributions, as of February 15 &
numbering 183 and totaling more than $18,000, keep the Society on a sound financial basis. We
hope we can look forward to your continued support this year.

Mary & James Abbott
John Ackerman &

Jeff McCarthy
Elise & David Adams
Carol & Bob Allen
Dianne & Thomas Allen
Timothy Allison-Hatch
Laura & Richard Ames
Sherry & David Auld
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Linda Austin & John Hallett
Marjorie Babcock
Carol Badgley
Al Bagot
William Bagot
Lynn & John Baker
Mary & Tom Bartlett
Sherri & James Benenson
Ellen & Douglas Benjamin
Riva & Arnold Berleant
Jacqueline & Lester Bernstein
Jill & James Bicks
Linda & Peter Bicks
Marian & David Bicks
Thomas Blakemore
Hella & Richard Blystone
Carol & Bob Bonini
Margaret & Philip Booth
Fran Bos
Patricia Boudreau
Virginia & Standish Bourne
Kathleen & James Bower
Cynthia & J. Alton Boyer
Barbara & Robert Britton
Chase & Gene Bruns
Marianne & Bill Buchanan
Miriam & Charles Butts, Jr.
Barbara Campbell &

James Reed
Jean Cass
J. W. Castino

Sally Chadbourne &
Delacroix Davis
Jill & Robert Conklin
Mr. & Mrs. John Conrad
Mary Lynn & Thomas Cooney
Marylouise Cowan
Phyllis Ames Cox
Solveig & Wendell Cox
John Curtin
Lois & Paul Cyr
Charlotte & James Dallett
Faith & Paul Davis
Peter Davis
Leila & James Day
Lynne Dearborn
Robert Dick
Sandra & Will Dick
Thomas Dixon
Lorna Doran &
Bruce Breimer
Beatrice Drinkwater
Douglas Endicott
Craig Fanning
Olivia & John Farr
Richard Fenton
Judy & Doug Fitzsimmons
Dora Flash
Betsy Foote &
Howell Jackson
Sara F. Foote
Anne & Roland Fuentes
Wendy & Donn Fullenweider
Gary’s Fuel Service, Inc.
Mardi & Richard Gay
Michael Gillette
Betty & Roger Gilmore
Dixie & Paul Gray
Margaret & Dan Gregorie
Barbara Griffiths &
David Schoonover
Jessie & Frederick Gunter

Bente Hartmann
Elizabeth & Whitney Hatch
Serena & Francis Hatch
Stephen Hatch
Susan & David Hatch
Beverly Henry
Jane Herfort
Rosalee & Richard Heyman
Patricia Higgins
Kay & Richard Hightower
Betsey Hillas
Carolyn Hooper
Sally & Don Hoople
J. Richard Hunneman
Mary Ellen Hunt
Reta & Guy Hunter
Alex Huppé
Patricia & Sherman Hutchins g
Kerri Jones & Thomas Beck
Berna & Harry Kaiserian
James Kerr
Christine & Robert Kilpeck
Lee & Charles King
Alan Kornberg &
Harold Koda
Gay & Tim Leach
Mary Ellen &
Norman Ledwin
Dan Lefevre
Roxanne & Charles Leighton
James Lindsley
William Lovett
Kendell & William Lutkins
Susan & John Macdonald
Sasha & Paul Macomber
Maureen & Michael Mainen
George Marshall ,
Henrietta & Wallace
Martindale
Marcia & Thomas Mason
Carolyn & David Mathiasen

-
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Cathelia & Gerald McCarthy
Patrisha & Don McLean
Matt Merfeld

Anne Michel

“WSara Mikell

Ann Miller
Helen Miller
Jean & Thomas Miller
Alden & Tom Monberg
Mr. & Mrs. Michael Morgioni
Eileen & Michael Morrison
Jean Moss
Sheila Murnaghan
Janet Murnaghan &

Alan Feinberg
William Murtagh
Danielle & Lawrence Mutty
Joan Netland
Ruth & John Null
Jean Olson
Julia & Brooke Parish
Elizabeth & John Parish
Anne & Lynn Parsons
Emily Paul &

Q John Kleshinski

Jean & Thomas Pedersen
Mary E. Pincoffs

June Pohlman

Joy & Ronald Pott

Carolyn & David Punzelt
Robert Rettig

Revalle Robbins

Edward Rodgers

Leigh & Peter Roessiger
Debbie & Bruce Rogers
Barbara Rossow

Doris Russell

Gloria & Timothy Sampson
Geraldine & Alan Schechter
Ruth & Kenneth Scheer
Joseph Sewall

Jeanette & Raymond Shaffer
Janet & James Shanley
Elaine & David Smith
Karen & Richard Stanley
Penny & John Steppacher
Candace & Richard Stern
Laurie & James Stone

Eve & Albert Swertka

Loa Sullivan

Barbara Tenney

Brooke & E. Gilman Tenney
Laurie & Brad Tenney
Martha & Donald Tenney
Dorothea Twomey

Carolyn & Charles Ulrich
Carolyn & David Unger
Marian Vafiades
Marguerite & George Valliere
John Vermersch

Paul Vignos

Cynthia & Wayne Wardwell
Jane Warker

Lucy Webster

Mary B. & James Wittemore
Elise & David Wilson

Gail Winkler & Roger Moss
Margaret & Gary Wood
Marjorie & Marshall Wood
Rosemary & David Wyman
Stefanie & Andrew Young

Anonymous
Sally Foote
Sylvia Larsson
Maine State Society of
Washington, D.C.

CONTRIBUTIONS

Our grateful thanks are extended to the following who have recently added
their gifts to the Castine Historical Society Collection:

Bessie Mixer
Doris Russell
Lesley K. Walls-Grant
Virginia Whitaker and John Hackney, Jr.

MEMORIAL GIFTS

Have been made to
the Castine Historical Society
recently in memory of

Gardiner Gregory

C &

Barclay Robinson

THANK YOU

The Building and Grounds Committee is
grateful for the contribution made by

Gary’s Fuel Service, Inc.

Spring 2006
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“Castine Sixty Years Ago”... continued from page 7

Some lines? that were not written for this place, yet
express so well many of our thoughts, as we from afar
look back to these scenes, that we may adopt them as
our own:—

“Often I think of the beautiful town
, That is seated by the sea;
Often in thought go up and down
The pleasant streets of that dear old town,
And my youth comes back to me.

“I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
And catch, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,
And islands that were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams.

“I remember the black wharves and the slips,
And the seatides tossing free;
And the foreign sailors with bearded lips,
And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
And the magic of the sea.

“Half strange to me are the forms I meet
When 1 visit the dear old town;
But the native air is pure and sweet,
And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street,
Sway their branches up and down,

“And the evergreen woods are fresh and fair,
And with joy that is almost pain
My heart goes back to wander there,
And among the dreams of the days that were,
I find my lost youth again.”

1 Mr. Joseph L. Stevens, in a familiar letter to the writer,
recalls the names of some of the older boys of our day:—
“Above our generation, chronologically speaking, were
Thomas Little and John, David Cobb, John Perkins, Otis
Hatch, the Upham brothers, the Upton brothers, the Vose
brothers, the Whitney brothers, ef. als. I know of only one
survivor of them all, Thomas Little, who went to Dixon, Ill.,
some threescore years ago, and now is in high honor in that
thrifty place as one of the pioneers. Then came Haskell
Noyes, Thomas Adams, Thomas Hale, and many compeers,
among them Noah Mead and Jacob Dennett, the Damon
and Pythias of their time, jestingly called “Jake Mead and
Noah Dennett.” Here too was Barker Brooks, whose
muscular swing of the bat would send the ball farther down
the ‘Common’ than any other boy in the town. Then came
our generation.”

2 The liberty has been taken to make slight changes in these
fine lines of Longfellow’s, in order to adapt them to the

present use.

WE NEED FEEDBACK

Readers of this issue of The Castine Visitor have probably noticed that it is printed on white paper
instead of the customary light gray. Many of the photos and graphics that appear in the Visitor are
images of old black and white photographs and documents. Some of the definition and detail of
these images may be lost by printing on gray stock. Printing on white stock is done in an effort to
sharpen the detail and enhance the quality of the graphics. Please let us know if you approve or
disapprove of the proposed change. Or if you can’t tell any difference, let us know that, too. Just
send a quick email to info@castinehistoricalsociety.org or include a brief message along with your

membership dues this spring. Thank you.

Editors

in the CHS collections, contact the

CHS Acquires CD of Original Castine Vital Records

The Castine Historical Society Collections Committee recently purchased from Picton Press in
Rockland (www.pictonpress.com) a CD-ROM containing digital images of available Town of Castine
town and vital records covering (in part) the years 1733-1892. These are not transcribed records —
these are digital images of original ledgers as recorded by Castine town clerks in their own
handwriting, made from microfilm copies at the Maine State Archives. Some records are more
easily read than others depending on the quality of the handwriting, the wear and tear on the
original ledgers, and the fading of ink over time. Included are records of births, deaths, marriages
and marriage intentions, as well as some town records from the 1830’s and 1840’s. While there is
little (if any) information on private property transactions, this material could be a useful tool for
genealogical or historical research. To schedule an appointment to use this or other research materials
CHS Collections Committee by email at
info@castinehistoricalsociety.org or leave a message at 326-4118.
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' @Plant a Brick This Spring!?

»

Join the hundreds of CHS supporters who have remembered their parent triends and
even pets by purchasing a personalized brick for the Abbott School walkway. This is the perfect gift to
commemorate a special person or occasion, a great way to support the Society, and a lasting remem-
brance for future generations.

Please indicate below how you want the brick to look, using up to 12 letters, numbers and spaces
on each of three lines. Also, please provide names and mailing addresses so we can notify recipients of

* your gift.
Line 1
Line 2
Line 3
Name
Phone (H) (W),
Address

The tax deductible price for each brick is $50.00. Please make checks payable to the
Castine Historical Society and mail to P.O. Box 238, Castine, ME 04421.

CHS Appreciates Your Support

We would like to thank all of our members for their generous support of the Society. We
now have more than 400 members.

Each new or renewed gift membership conveys all privileges of being a member of the
Society, including a subscription to The Castine Visitor, published three times a year.

If you have a address change, winter or summer, please let us know, It is important to keep the files accurate
so you receive all CHS mailings. Thank you for your support. It is what makes CHS and its members, near and
far, an active [part of the Castine community.

[ ] Student ................ $ 5.00 [] Family............... $ 25.00 [] Contributing ........ $100.00
[ ] Individual .......... $15.00 [] Sustaining ........ $ 50.00 [ JPatron .oovevvoo. $250.00
[ ) Benefactor............ $500.00
[ Please renew my membership [] Please send a gift membership to:
Name
Address
. Gift Membership Category Check Or Money Order Enclosed

Clip and mail to Castine Historical Society, P.O. Box 238, Castine, Maine 04421
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(CHS Archives)

A Castine High School homeroom class in the early twentieth century. After a 45-year
absence, students are once again attending classes in the Abbott School. To ease
overcrowding at the Adams School, in January the Historical Society made the Mitchell
Room available for math classes for the balance of the 2005-2006 school year.
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