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MEMORIES OF THE GOODWIN AND AUSTIN FAMILIES

IN HARTFORD AND CASTINE
by David Austin

On August 8, Eugene B. Gaddis, curator of the Wadsworth Atheneum in Hartford, Connecticut, will present an illustrated
talk at Maine Maritime Academy’s Delano Auditorium on the Austin family’s contributions to Hartford and the art world.
Gaddis will highlight Sarah G. (Sally) Austin’s artwork and the inspiration for it she derived from her upbringing. For more
descriptive information about Sally’s collage dioramas, or “boxes” as she called them, see the material on pages 6 and
10. Following the August 8 lecture, a sample of Sally’s work will be on display in the Mitchell Room of the Abbott School.
In anticipation of the talk and showing, the Visitor asked Sally’s brother, David, to share some observations about his and
Sally’s early years in Hartford and Castine. His reminiscences follow. Editors

CASTINE

My family’s connection with Castine dates back to masted schooners laden to the gunwales with logs down

1901 when my grandfather, James Goodwin, Dean of the river from Bucksport.

Christ Church Cathedral in
Hartford, accepted the offer to
become the summer pastor for
.the Episcopal Church in Cas-
tine. He and his wife, Frances,
known as Fanny, had four chil-
dren and in the next generation
there were six grandchildren,
my sister and I among them.
We never met our grandfather,
who died before we were born,
but my sister and I spent almost
every summer of our child-

The village as we were growing
up looked very different than how
it does today. The now well-kept
properties were dilapidated and
neglected, still reflecting the hard
times of the depression era. My
grandmother told the story of how
my grandfather would give small
amounts of money to some of the
poorest residents each year when he
left at the end of the summer. One
family was so grateful they named
their own children after my mother

hood with our grandmother and her three siblings.

at “Fircliff”, the cottage just

below the lighthouse on Dice’s Childhood Amusements in
Head. Castine had a deep Castine

affect on me. It had a daily
rhythm, like the sound of Vic-
tor Black’s lobster boat hauling
traps that would wake me at 6
every morning. [ would watch
the mail boat Hippocampus
leave the harbor for Belfast at 8
.and return at 3. There was the

sound of the great fog bell on the lighthouse ringing on
foggy nights and on windless days the reverberating rat-
tat-tat of the yawl boats as they pushed the great many
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David Austin with his sister Sally at
“Fircliff’” their grandmother’s Castine
cottage, late 1930’s

Courtesy David Austin

Highlights of our early years
were elaborate picnics, often with
our cousins, at favorite places like
Hahn’s Beach and Ribame Beach.
These picnics required enormous
preparation ably overseen by my
grandmother.

Transportation, always by water, was provided by
Jake Dennett in the Bonton, or as we usually referred
to it, Jake’s motorboat. Other childhood amusements
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“David Austin”... continued from page 1

included many hours of fishing from the rocks below
the great overhanging cliff on which the cottage was
perched. The descent to the water below was by means
of an extremely narrow and precarious path which no
mother of today would allow her children near. There
was also the Witherle Woods, or the “Indian Trail” as
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Grandmother Frances “Fanny” Goodwin in Castine, 1947

we called it, where you could hike all the way to Wad-
sworth Cove, usually with a stop at Trask Rock on the
way. These woods, steeply sloping to the shore were, of
course, the site of the ill-fated attempt to wrest Castine
from the British in 1779. Many remnants of the battle,
such as musket and cannon shot, belt buckles, and parts
of china dolls were later unearthed by my sister, armed
with a metal detector.

Castine Teens in the 1940’s

Castine provided two great public attractions for teen-
agers in those days, the swimming pool at Wadsworth
Cove and the movie theater on Water Street. Both
functioned to bring the summer kids together with their
local contemporaries in a casual way that has no counter-

part in today’s world. We spent long hours at the swim-
ming pool showing off our prowess (or lack of it) on the
high diving board. The audience at the movie theater
usually consisted almost entirely of teenagers. The pur-
pose of the movie seemed only to provide a continually
unfolding subject for a constant barrage of loud, raucous,
and often lewd comments. It was no wonder there were
few adults in attendance.

The one thing that, for me at least, was missing dur-
ing those years in Castine was sailing, a love of which
was instilled in me by my mother in early childhood.
She had her own sailboat growing up here and in those
days Jake Dennett, whose father was a sail maker, always
had sailboats for rent at the wharf. Yet when I was a
child there was virtually no sailing, despite the fact that
Castine is a sailor’s paradise. Perhaps it was a fear of
the strong harbor tides, or the well-known prejudice of
Jake himself, virtual ruler of the waterfront at that time,
as he summed up in his often heard comment, “they’re
pretty but theyre no damn good!” 'This was to change
in the 1960’, when a group of families came together to

Céurtesy David Austin

Sally and David Austin with Alonzo Eaton launching the
“Fanny G”, the first of the Castine Class boats

form the Castine Yacht Club. Among them, the Rob-
insons, Brownells, and Austins agreed to commission
Mace Eaton to build three eighteen foot centerboard

boats on the model of an existing sixteen foot design of -

Mace’s but with a tall modern rig. Also about this time,
Barclay Robinson Sr. and his wife, Peggy, donated to the
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