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The town report for the year 1929 showed appropriation for work on the grades of roads and highways for that
year were $10,376. By comparison Owls Head appropriated $4,870 for education. This sum included the salary

for four teachers and $14 a month for F.L.S. Morse, school
superintendent. Working on town roads was big business in
those years and provided income for the citizens of Owls
Head.

In 1921 the demand for useable roads in all seasons was the
main cause of the residents from the eastern section of Owls
Head employing Rodney Thompson, lawyer, with L. True
Spear of the Maine Legislature to sponsor a division of the
Town of Owls Head from South Thomaston.

The Rockland Courier Gazette of February 22, 1921, reported
that property owners at Ash Point and Ingraham’s Hill were
opposed to the separation. The issue was the appropriation of

yearly road funds spent on 21.5 miles of roads from Spruce Head Island to Ballyhack Creek while the Owls
head area had only 13 miles of roads to maintain.

On April 6, 1921 the Maine Legislature approved splitting the town of South Thomaston by a vote of 6-4.

The valuation of Owls Head would be $304,794 and south Thomaston but $190,776. The rapid building of
summer colonies in Owls head like Holiday Beach, Crescent Beach, and Coopers Beach had driven up the
valuation and gained the town larger appropriations from the state.

With the separation of Owls Head from South Thomaston, adequate funding was becoming available for road
maintenance and good road with a rapid increase in the reliability of new motor cars would make Owls head a
bedroom community of Rockland. In just a few years the summer population was greater than the native.

This growing change was reflected in 1925 tax list of Owls Head, which showed 248 residents and 290 non
residents!

In 1929 the Knox Electric Company started to set poles and string wire on the first power line into owls head
which reached to the Maloney field at “Head of the Bay”. The Electric Company superintendent, H.P. Blodgett,
commented that the line could be extended to the Keag if 35 more patrons pledged their support.

The same year was also the start of paving a small section of the road from the town landing at the harbor to the
old Jameson’s store. The heated material called “Tarvia” was sprayed on the ground and then covered with a
thin layer of fine sand. Five barrels of “tar” was applied.

Selections from the book “The Coastal Town of Owls Head, Maine”
by Edward Wayman Coffin…



                                                         OUR BUILDINGS INCOGNITO

Much of the information in this piece was gathered through personal interviews, the book The Coastal Town of
Owls Head, Maine, and other sources.  No doubt, there are buildings that should be on this list so with that
thought in mind we ask our readers to let us know them with any historical background they may be aware of.

The Owl’s Head Post Office came to our town from Dix Island, Maine. As of this writing, we do not know it’s
purpose there, but we do know that it came in two sections, landing at the end of Main Street sometime before
or early 1923.  We have a photo of the building when it was a general store & Post Office.  It’s reported the
upper level was used for community dances in it’s early days here.

The former Alfred Young residence is a lovely
home on Ingraham Hill that we’ll identify as the
green cottage with a long dormer, situated on the
west side of Rt. 73.  The Coastal Town of Owls
Head, Maine, by Edward Wayman Coffin, mentions a
church group building The Ingraham’s Hill Chapel,
(with the end of the church facing the road) on this
site in 1886. In 1947 it was purchased by Alfred &
Florence Young who had it turned and placed on a
pre-dug cellar facing the highway.

Owl’s Head Village School has been mentioned in the Mussel Ridge Historical Society’s newsletter many
times as one of our restoration projects. It is presently located on North Shore Drive, directly across from the
town’s fire station. We have good reason to believe that it may have been moved from a site about a quarter-mile
to the west. Through the Spring of 1921 it served as a one room school, hosting as many as forty two students in
a session. Subsequently, it was used as a town community building and holds the distinction of being the venue
for Owl’s Head’s first town meeting.  It has also served as a storage building for the town’s public works and the
Fire Department.

The Grange Hall is another restoration project of the Mussel Ridge Historical Society. In 1828 a deed from
William Perry conveyed to the school district a small lot at the corner of Ash Point Drive and North Shore
Drive. Originally known as the Head of the Bay School, we’ve found that as the needs of our town grew, so did
this building. The first school was nearly doubled in size by 1838 and later added cloak/ fire wood room,
attached outhouses for boys and girls. Finally a kitchen was added.  Likewise, it’s purposes changed with the
times from one room school to a venue for town meetings, dances, anniversary parties, family reunions and
grange meetings. Today it stands empty waiting for the proposed restorations.

Many of our older houses provided room and board for the shipyard workers, fishermen, loggers, stone
masons, surveyors and a multitude of day laborers during the industrial revolution of the late nineteenth and
early twentieth century. The two houses at the intersection of South Shore Drive and Shell Street, in the village,
were such.

I’m wondering if the New Jerusalem school that was in Owls Head was affiliated with the New Jerusalem
Society that was very active in the United States in the 1800s and had chapters in Maine.

TomC’s note:  According to Ed Coffin’s book, (page 65) the village school had student populations as high as
47; winter being the highest number of students. The school district had as policy that people up to age 21
were allowed to sit in on the classes.  The  teacher was paid $10.00, (we believe this was for a week, but has
not been confirmed).



“The Coastal Town of Owls Head, Maine”
By Edward Wayman Coffin

In 2004 Edward W. Coffin, a long time resident of Owls Head, Maine, published his history
book, The Coastal Town of Owl’s Head, Maine.  It took him over four years to research his book
and put together all of the old pictures and stories he thought were important to preserve.

The Mussel Ridge Historical Society is proud to announce that it has 100 copies of Mr. Coffin’s
book for sale.  This is your chance to own a brand new improved edition of his book.  It will make a
perfect gift for any occasion for a family or friend who is interested in the history of our area.

All proceeds from the sale of this book will go to the Mussel Ridge Historical Society to help
preserve our Town’s history, including the renovation and maintenance of the Grange Hall, the
one room Village school house on N. Shore Drive and the Old Homestead on Ash Point Drive.

Books will be available at all of our summer events and on Wednesday afternoons when the Old
homestead is open for visitors. Or you may order your book(s) by filling in the order form below and
sending it along with your check made payable to: The Mussel Ridge Historical Society.

                                                              c/o Mr. Rodney B. Weeks
                                                         43 Lucia Beach Road
                                                         Owls Head, ME 04854

ORDER FORM
I would like to order _________ copies of The Coastal Town of Owls Head, Maine
at $35.00 each (tax & shipping included)  Total of check _______________

Name:_________________________________________________________________

Mail Address:___________________________________________________________

City, State, Zip Code_____________________________________________________

Phone Number:_________________________________________________________



                           YOU KNOW YOU’RE IN A SMALL TOWN  POST OFFICE WHEN  • • •

...a local secretary coming through the door of the Post Office calls out, “The office mail, Please”  and the
clerk passes her mail through the service window without any further conversation between them.

...when the mail route driver knows that a package will get rained on if left at your home’s roadside box, so
he delivers it to your place of employment farther down the street.

… when the a postal carrier recognizes your dog is loose and returns him to his pen.

… when the UPS driver asks the mailman for directions to somebody’s house.

… when a letter is addressed to, “The cute white house across from the church on the corner of So & So
Street.” and the letter is delivered the next day.

...when an elderly patron owes three cents on a greeting card and the postal employee pays it for them.

… when a person is waiting for the traffic light to change and hollers over to the driver of the postal vehicle
stopped beside him to, “hold my mail for three days.”

Cemetery Etiquette

The following is an excerpt from a “DEAR ABBY” column, published 7/25/2011, which addresses the issue of
cemetery etiquette:

     DEAR ABBY: I live down the street from the town cemetery.  It contains some old stones from the 1800’s that are
starting to crumble.  This cemetery has become a favorite place for many to walk their dogs or ride their bikes.
One woman lets her dog run off-leash and her young daughters play tag around the stones.  Another neighbor
allowed her children to set off fireworks.

     I was taught that in a cemetery, people should behave as if they are in a church.  It upsets me to see this place
used as a playground.  This is a final resting place!

     Can you comment on proper etiquette in the cemetery?  — RESPECTFUL IN OHIO

    DEAR RESPECTFUL: …The idea that people have been using it as a dog park where the animals can urinate
and defecate on the graves is appalling.

    Cemetery etiquette is simple:  Treat the graves as you would the graves of your parents, or as you would like
your own to be treated.  This includes no loud chatter, in case there are people in mourning there; not walking on
the graves; not leaving chewing gum on the gravestones; keeping pets leashed (if they are brought there at all);
and teaching children the difference between a cemetery and a playground.

Of course there are other things that are not appropriate behavior in a cemetery, but what’s important is that a
cemetery is hallowed ground deserving of our utmost respect.

Owl’s Head Cemetery Committee: Bill Gay, Michael Voncannon, Dan Clough, and Andrew Carpenter
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Like sentinels
They stand,
Grey and silent.
Guarding the people who lie
At their feet.
People long dead
But who lived and breathed once,
And felt the cold of the wind
On their faces;
The heat of the sun
On their backs as they worked
In the fields.
And felt the pain
Of a baby born
Or a husband dead.
They lived right there—
In that farmhouse.
That house could tell tales, all right.
Of women who cooked at its fireplace
And the little boys who lugged the wood for it.
And babies who sickened and died
(They’re out there—
You can see for yourself.)
This house could tell of life:
Its pain and joy, heartbreak and happiness.

Some of the heartbreak is there
Under the lilac,
Hemmed in by a low stone wall.

Snow will come blowing across the mountains
and drift
Near the gate.
When the days get warm, and the wind is
Soft from the South
The lilacs will bloom again.
And when the sun beats down mercilessly
On the earth,
The maples will cool the grass
Where the grey silent stones
Stand guard.

MBShaw 1979

Memorial



                                                           MAIN STREET HILL

Coming to Maine from the flat Florida panhandle, I was intrigured by a feature of many towns and villages
along the Maine coast. I had often imagined how lovely it must be to live on a hill overlooking the harbor.
The view, whether from the landing or from the top of the hill, is gorgeous in every town I’ve visited and the
proximity to the waterfront has to be a huge convenience if you enjoy any type of water activity.  In Owl’s
Head our Main Street, like so many other towns, takes you down a steep hill to the waterfront and makes a
sharp turn at the launching ramp. In other communities it might be called Hill Street, Water Street, Harbor
Drive, Shore Road or some other appropriate name. Whatever your street to the harbor is named, I’ve heard
they all can be unforgettable experiences for the town folks and strangers alike.

Many a motorist making that descent has unintentionally tested his vehicle’s seaworthiness by driving into
the harbor.  Yes, there are newspaper accounts statewide of folks who didn’t realize they had to make a turn
to avoid a dunking; or stepped on the gas instead of the brake; or mis-judged their speed; or even worse,
simply admired the view a little too long only to be jolted back to reality when they rolled onto the rocky
shore. If lucky, the tide was out and all they had to do was put their vehicle in reverse and back up onto the
pavement.  And, if the tide was high, there they sat, their pockets filling up with seawater.

During the winters of long ago, before the snowy roads and streets were plowed by trucks, they were packed
using horses dragging a roller.  The horses’ shoes had sharp prongs to give them traction. Surely they had no
trouble on the descent, but how were they able to climb back up the hill dragging the roller behind them?
I’ve heard stories of children in those “good old days” sledding on Main Street Hill all day long and not
having more than one or two cars interrupt their fun, which was no real danger because the kids heard the
cheerful klinking of the tire chains as the cars sped toward them. To avoid an approaching car the kids often
steered their sleds onto someone’s lawn or into the shallow ditch that ran parallel to the street.

And therein lies another unforgettable experience for a young man who’d just kissed his fiancé’ good-bye at
her home one cold winter’s eve. The warm memory of their evening together soon chilled when he
discovered his car couldn’t make it up Main Street Hill because the tires where so badly worn they had no
traction on the icy road. It took only three attempts at conquering the hill to put his car in the ditch. That poor
chap was obliged to hike back to fiancé’s house and beg the help of his future father-in-law.

You shouldn’t infer that life gets any better after the snow melts.  One Spring day a small boy was learning to
ride his new bicycle around the neighborhood at the top of Main Street Hill when he realized he was about to
take a terrifying ride down toward the harbor. Not knowing how to use the bike’s brakes yet, he took the only
possible escape at hand, a temporary ramp up over the steps of the village store. Fortunately, the storekeeper
working near the open door waylaid our young Evil Knievel before he crashed into the Post Office boxes at
the back of the store.  And, consider this. If the tourists who turn around in your driveway are a pain in the
neck, what do we call those who are bold enough to actually park and leave their car in your driveway,
blocking your vehicle from leaving or re-entering?

A friend related the incident of her mother, (who lived adjacent to the public landing) hearing her front door
open very early one morning while she was in her kitchen. Upon investigation, she saw was a pair of hip
boots disappearing up the stairs.  A man’s voice called down, “Gotta $#!+, Nellie”.  Moments later she heard
the bathroom door close and latch. The women returned to her kitchen, waiting for the man to finish his
chores. The toilet flushed. Boots clomped down the stairs. Her front door opened again and re-closed.  As she
watched a local fisherman walk back to the harbor, his left hand raised in greeting to her.

Sounds to me like life on Main Street Hill can be quite an adventure.  Guess I’ll stay right where I am.
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A STRANGE TWIST OF HIS CAREER

     Glenn Strange was a real working cowboy and rodeo contender. He began his acting career in the 1930s
playing any part offered, which encompassed Frankenstein’s monster three times, as a double for Tarzan and a
singing cowboy in the B-westerns of that period.
     The role that launched him into fame was as Butch Cavendish, leader of a bunch of tough hombres. To shake
off the Texas Rangers that were trailing them, Butch and his gang ambushed the Rangers, leaving them for
buzzard bait on the Arizona desert.  But, one ranger survived the ordeal and was returned to good health by an
Indian named Tonto. With the help of his friend, the Lone Ranger eventually captured Butch Cavendish,
committing him to life behind bars.
     Glenn Strange played a multitude of roles in television and the movies until 1959 when, by a twist of movie
fate, he took the role of Sam Noonan, bartender at the Longbranch Saloon where, on occasion, he’d haul out a
shotgun and rescue Marshall Matt Dillon from some half-drunk cowboy about to plug him in the back.  Glenn
played that role for twelve years before passing away in 1973.

NEWS FLASH !!
Mussel Ridge Historical Society will hold it’s annual meeting on September
13, 2016 at the Owl’s Head Community Building.  We’ll be electing officers
and approving a set of by-laws that has been in the works for several months.
All members are encouraged to attend.

With that thought in mind, any members who are not Life Members, will need
to pay their annual dues before the meeting if you want to vote on the
questions brought to the table. The annual dues are only $5.00 and should be
paid to the Treasurer prior to the opening of the meeting.
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                                             TOWN FOLKS– “How was your day, Dear?”

The Mussel Ridge NEWS is always looking for short stories and ancedotes on any subject our readers are
willing to share with us. Sometimes a good day can turn bad in less time than it took to read this sentence.

There are very few lobstermen who haven’t absent mindedly tossed a trap overboard, forgetting to tie on the
warp and buoy. But, it could be worse! Harold Bray, Sr. and Charlie Andersen were lobstering from  a small
island in Penobscot Bay.  One morning Harold loaded their dory with an abundance of traps to be set out. Since
the traps were wooden and had not been in the water, they were not heavy enough to ride in any kind of seas.
Against Charlie’s advice to lash them down, Harold set out toward the open sea. Several slid overboard before
he got them to his intended fishing ground.

Foster Sullivan, Sr. was well acquainted with our harbor but didn’t realize he had parked his truck and boat
trailer so close to the rim of a recently dredged area. Walking behind his boat to ready the motor he launched
himself into seven feet of water.

One fine summer afternoon a local gentleman farmer was treated to a walking tour of all the swamp land on
South Shore Drive. His Jersey cow had gotten loose and went on a “bramble ramble”. On at least one occasion,
she traipsed through a person’s back yard seemingly in no hurry to go anywhere particular. About two minutes
behind followed a muddied, scratched and generally disheveled Mr. Farmer, optimistically carrying the cow’s
halter and lead. The resident offered his help, explaining that he’d grown up on a small farm, but Mr. Farmer
thanked him kindly and noted they were headed in the right direction and would get home sooner or later.

Tom Christie had an elderly woman on his mail route (in Rockland) who often waited for him just to have a
quick chat.  One December afternoon at the height of the holiday rush Tom was running quite late, with no hope
of finishing up before it rained, when he heard this woman begging him to come back to see her. Tom had no
time and pretended to not hear her calling. But she persisted, saying there was something very important she had
to discuss.  Dutifully he trudged the half-block back to her house where she cheerfully hugged him and wished
him a “Merry Christmas”.
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