
and horse stalls, and in the process, his footgear would 
get saturated with what Sears Roebuck catalogue used 
to delicately refer to as barnyard acid. “Well sir, I’ll 
never forget one cold Winter’s day, up at Wilder School, 
when Betsey Holsbery was teacher . . . so dern cold 
in the room that she asked us all to come down front and 
set near the pot-bellied stove to keep warm. I was first 
in line- propped my shoes up against the stove, I did- 
but just about the time I got real warm, my foot gear be- 
gan to emit the strong odor of barn- so Mis’ Holsberry 
tactfully asked me to move to the back of the room . . . 
and then she relented a bit and asked me to just leave 
my shoes up back. 

Now you know, in those days lots of the older fellers . . . 
from sixteen to twenty . . . used to come to class in the 
Winter, when fishin’ was slow . . . . and they sat in the back 
of the room and chewed tobacco all day long. So when it came 
three-thirty in the afternoon and Mis’ Holsbery rang the bell 
for end of school, I padded back to my place, dragged out my 
size thirteen shoes, and slipped my stocking feet into ’em 
and each one had a puddle of tobacco juice about big enough 
to float a dory. . . . Maybe that’s why I never’ve had trou- 
ble with my feet, even though I’m crowdin‘ eighty.” 

cargo of salt, and (headed back for the fishin’ grounds. Rode 
out a bad gale, we did, lost one man overboard and had to 
splint another for a broken leg- filled the holds with codfish, 
and headed for  home. Ben Loveland, I remember, had the 

if memory serves- that once stood by the railroad 
tracks in South Truro, about where Marie Stephens’ 
place is now located. Eight grades in one room, he used 
to tell, presided over by a single teacher who was ex- 
pected to lead his hoterogeneous group of pupils from 
the age of six to the late teens through such diverse 
subjects as arithmetic (including plane geometry, alge- 
bra, and double-entry bookkeeping) literature and 
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