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The Fog Horn
Upcoming Events

All meetings at Community 
Center, 345 Ocean House Rd.

Tuesday, September 5; 7 p.m. 
A 200 year old treasure 

hidden in plain sight. Art Gaf-
fer from the Maine Charitable 
Mechanics Assn. reveals this 
significant 1800s tradesmen’s 
organization.

Monday, October 2; 7 p.m.  TBA

Monday, November 13*; 7 p.m.
Paul Stevens, will talk about his 
great-grandfather, John Calvin 
Stevens: Architect and Artist.
Paul Stevens, an architect 
himself at SMRT Architects in 
Portland, is also a 1955 graduate 
of Cape Elizabeth High School.  
Mr. Stevens recently curated 
an exhibition of his great-
grandfather’s art at the University 
of New England .
* Note meeting 2nd Monday of month

Early 1900’s Cape captured in family memoir

Apphia Foss Montgomery’s family
In 1895 Apphia was born at 130 Ocean 

House Road, the home of her grand-
parents, Samuel and Elizabeth Bishop.  
Samuel came from Canada. Elizabeth, 
whose father ran away from his titled Eng-
lish family, grew up in Nantucket.  

“Samuel Bishop was a market garden-
er, so people came to him with vegetables 
and fruit from the Cape. He fixed it all 
up, threw away the bad stuff, and got the 
wagon ready for the morning trip to the city. 
… [He sold to every store along Congress 
Street.] I remember the blueberries were 
in a little wooden box with sides clamped 
together with pegs. 

  

“The house [had]...a barn in the back, 
[with]... a squash house with planks separat-
ing the tiers of squash. There was a fire going 
in the winter to keep the squash warm. There 
was a barrel of salt pork out there and some-
times Indians would go in and take some, but 
my grandmother never complained ...

“My grandmother was a great hand 
for going places. We would go to Riverton 
[Trolley Park, Portland] on the trolley and 
see plays and minstrel shows. We’d always 
have popcorn, which came in striped paper 
bags. Often we went to the theater down 
here at the Cape [Cottage] or to the Keith’s 
Theater in Portland. And when the movies 
came, we went to those. My family lived in the 

old stage-coach inn on 
Spurwink Avenue* when 
I was in high school. I 
walked the 2 miles each 
day [often stopping in on 
my grandmother on the 
way home.

[Alice, the Bishops 
only daughter was my 
mother] “… She was al-
ways a wonder to me. 
She married young, about 
15, and had a child every 

Many families preserve memories of their ancestors: stories that have been 
handed down; treasured photographs or elaborate family trees.  Once in 
awhile a family member interviews their elders and writes a memoir to pass 
along to future generations. The Society is lucky to have such a memoir filled 
with delightful descriptions of life in Cape Elizabeth and Portland in earlier 
times.  Apphia Foss and Paul Montgomery were interviewed in 1976 when 
they were 81 and 84 by David Bell and Diana Allen.  The memoir was given to 
us by Norma Wadman, who many know from her years at Thomas Memorial 
Library. She was Apphia’s granddaughter.  

Sumner Dyer, Two Lights
Life Saving Station Keeper
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*Please contact us if you 
know about a stage-coach 
inn on Spurwink Avenue.



Family Memoir
other year for 20 years. Their income 
was limited, so she made the children’s 
clothing and did all the baking. 

Ancestors of Apphia’s father, Edgar 
F. Foss, came from Scotland and settled 
in Machias, in 1665. “

“When …my father was 7 years old, 
his mother died and his father immedi-
ately remarried a woman named Leo. 
She didn’t want so many children about, 
so Edgar was “bound out” by his father to 
...work for his board and a little money. By 
the end of 2 years, he had saved enough 
to buy a ticket to Boston. Still being a 
young boy, however, he had to get some-
one taller to buy the ticket for him.

“In Boston, he ... found a job working 
for two women who needed someone 
to run errands and help in the kitchen. 
The first night he blew out the gas lamp in 
his room (thinking it was like a kerosene 
lamp). If there hadn’t been an open win-
dow, he would have perished. ...Around 
this time he had his first banana and start-
ed to eat the entire thing, skin and all.

“When he was about 15, he had 
saved enough to travel out to Minnesota 
where he stayed with his elder sister, 
Linnie. He was 25 when he returned to 
Maine. He settled in the Cape [Elizabeth] 
and didn’t go down to Machias to see 
his folks at all.”
Paul Montgomery’s family

Paul was born in 1892 to John 
Montgomery and Mary Wentworth. “My 
father...was a grocery clerk… working 
on [Munjoy Hill]… I think my mother...
worked there at the same time. Well, 
I was born down on Myrtle St., right 
across from the old city hall and the 
police station. ...”

John and his brother George opened 
a shoemaker’s shop on Pearl St. in Port-
land. “They had machines that cut out 
the taps (soles) and heels. I designed a 
cutter for him that revolutionized the cut-
ting of pairs: doing both right and left at 
the same time. It wasn’t long before every 
manufacturer had something similar. Fa-
ther did inside work and George travelled. 
He had a bicycle with a case for carrying 
leather goods, his change of clothes, and 
so forth. He’d ride the train to one town, 

get out and work, pedal to the next town, 
and catch the train the next day.”
Paul’s Richmond Island trip

After coming to the Cape summers, 
Paul’s family built 108 Spurwink in 1902.  

 “…Two of Apphia’s brothers, Phil 
and Edgar, and I wanted to go camping 
out on Richmond Island. I don’t know 
how we got out there. I think [we shared]
one bicycle amongst us; one of us rode 
a little while then got off... and [then] 
another one rode ... until we all got to 
the sandbar. We went over, pitched a 
tent, and set up camp. There were peas 
on the island, so we were picking peas 
and earning a little money ...from the 
owners. And we could go fishing or dig 
clams; we found plenty to eat. But we 
missed little delicacies ..., so I thought 
I’d go back and get some simple things 
like crackers and bananas.

“Back at our house, I looked at a 
calendar and saw that low tide was at 
9:00 that night and that was a good time 
to cross the bar. But Mr. Foss and his 
daughter didn’t want me to go out there 
alone. So my future wife and her father 
drove me out in his horse and team; and 
when we got there, lo and behold, it was 
high tide instead of low!

“I made up my mind to cross. ... 
there were some rocks sticking out of 
the water and I figured I could get from 
one to another. I strapped my burlap bag 
on my back and told them to be sure 
to watch for the match I was going to 
scratch anytime I got near a dry rock. So 
I started. I never struck a match because 
they were immersed in water.

 “I went from stone to stone,...at 
pitch dark you can see very nicely on 
the water, so I knew where I was all the 
time, but the people on shore didn’t have 
any idea where I was. ... Mr. Foss was 
very much put out for letting me start 
across. [when I got over there] one of the 
boys came out of the camp and swung a 
lantern, so then they knew that I’d gotten 
there alright. But it seemed a long, long 
time to those who couldn’t see me.

“You know, the funny part of it was, 
there was a big barn on the island where 
they kept farm implements. We decided 

we’d go up and stay in the barn for one 
night and we did. The next morning we 
came down and found that our tent had 
been rammed into by one of the animals 
on the island, a bull I think it was, and 
torn all to shreds. So we didn’t do any 
more tenting on that island.” 
Paul’s early jobs 

“I had a job of turning on and off the 
gas street lights. I had a route through 
the prime of the city, down around Ox-
ford Street. I had a little step-ladder and 
a long affair with a wick on the end of it 
that was always burning. When it was 
daylight, I turned them off.

“I also had a job meeting the Port-
land-Boston boat that would come in 
anywhere from 4-5:00. I’d hear the 
whistle, go down before it docked, to 
get their bill of lading which they’d throw 
overboard to me. I’d sort it all out and 
go over to Commercial Street to deliver 
them to Carr Brothers, Milliken Tom-
linson, L.B. Griffin, and a lot of others. 
Then their first team could go right over 
to the boat and get their perishables 
when they were unloaded. There was 
no way we could telephone about it; we 
didn’t have such a thing then.”
Apphia and Paul’s courtship

Paul:  “We used to come out sum-
mers and I could see that beautiful girl 
walking up and down Spurwink Avenue. 
I made up my mind then and there that 
I was going to marry her, but she said I 
wasn’t. But it went on and finally I had 
the opportunity to take her into the city 
to see “Romeo and Juliet”. (Gram was 
14 years old.) …When I took her home 
and got somewhere near the door, I 
reached over and started to kiss her 
and she slapped me! Well, I don’t know 
how many years after that it was before 
I could get near her, but I made up my 
mind I was going to... and I did.” (Gram 
says he behaved himself for quite a few 
years after that,) …

Apphia: “I graduated from high 
school in 1912, took a 2-year course at 
Gorham Normal School, and then taught 
in Pittsfield [one year] and Fryeburg [3 
years]. Then Gramp came home from 
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“At one time when I was young, I used to know all the families, every house 
in the Cape, except those few down on Shore Road, It was all wooded then. Mr. 
Gignoux, it must have been the great grandfather of Judge Gignoux came here 
as an officer in the Army; and he built a house in what we call Delano Park. And 
from then on it gradually built up.

“There were 2 or 3 hotels built for summer visitors. They would come and 
were fascinated by the water, They didn’t want to go in wading or swimming, 
but would sit on the rocks and look at the water.

“You should have seen the roads in the springtime, when I was going to high 
school out here. Ruts, that’s all they were, rutty-deep ruts where the farm wagons 
were going over them with wide wheels. In the winter, they rolled the roads for the 
pungs (sleighs, to us modern folk). We used to love to go pung riding. We’d hitch a 
ride on the back of a pung by stepping on the runners in the back and holding on.

“There used to be quite a few Indians come here summers. They were from 
Old Town and Milbridge. They used to have camps and pitch their tents this side 
of Bothel’s Garage. They used to go in the woods and pick out the sweetgrass 
that smells just as sweet as honey. They could find that grass where nobody 
else could find It.”  Paul: “They’d take young maple trees (or ash) and somehow 
they could take that knife and come right down through there, after stripping off 
the bark, and take a strip that must have been less than 1/32 of an inch! That 
was the cane they made their baskets from. Then they would go in  the woods 
and get herbs to dye this wood. They taught me how to make baskets.”

“I have a basket the Indians gave my grandmother as a gift, and I can re-
member how it looked then dyed pink and white. She was very good to them. She 
knew they came in her root cellar and took salt pork out of a barrel.

“One time when I was between 4 and 5, my mother could see an Indian man 
coming up the road and knew there was going to be a fight outside the house. 
She told me not to go near the window, but she was close to the window and 
could see through the lace curtains. So I went out back and … I got a hatchet 
they used in the kitchen to tenderize meat and I threw it at my mother. You can 
be sure I got my bottom spanked. Well, you know, that was unfair. I was just as 
eager to see what was happening as my mother.” 

 by Apphia Foss Montgomery

In 1971, John Peabody, a young lob-
sterman working out of Maiden Cove at 
Cape Cottage, Cape Elizabeth, snagged 
part of a string of traps just inside Port-
land Head…”

…and so begins Shipwreck at Port-
land Point, the fascinating new book 
wr i t ten 
by Cape 
E l i z a -
beth na-
tive and 
C a p e 
E l i z a -
b e t h 
H i s -
t o r i c a l 
Preser-
v a t i o n 
Society 
member 
P e t e r 
Benoit.

A Shipwreck draws on the first 
person account of the author and well-
researched sources to piece together 
the true story behind the rusty cannon 
that now languishes next to Capt. Strout 
Circle at Portland Head Light. A one-
sitting-read, Benoit’s work sheds light 
on the October 16, 1711 demise of the 
British merchant ship Three Friends. 

Until this publication, the loss of 
the Three Friends has been a missing 
entry in the catalog of Maine maritime 
disasters.

The reader is transported to a time 
before there were lighthouses blinking 
on our wild north Atlantic seaboard…a 
time when merchant vessels were, 
by necessity, nearly as well armed as 
warships…a time when the perils of 
a rockbound seashore claimed many 
victims.

Peter has donated a limited number 
of copies of Shipwreck at Portland Point, 
which are available for $10 each at our 
historical society (Public Safety building) 
on any Thursday morning     between 
9:00 AM and noon. All proceeds benefit 
the Society.

                                   

Book Review:
Shipwreck at Portland Point                              

The Keeper’s Log: 
Early Cape Memories of pungs and Indians

by Jim Rowe

PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE       Fall is our Growing Season

As I look ahead for our Society, I can’t help but feel excited.
Our general membership is at or near its highest level in recent memory. We 

continue to hope we will eventually find residence at the former Spurwink School. Our 
intrepid “digitizers” are picking away at making our archives available online. We con-
tinue to be the beneficiary of amazing historic documents and artifacts, as people weed 
out attics and basements or seek permanent homes for their cherished memories. We 
have another season of informative and entertaining monthly programs planned for you, 
our members. For local history buffs like you and me, it doesn’t get any better.

In some ways, we are like the Cape Elizabeth farms of yesterday and today, as we 
await the arrival of bounty in our new program year. “Finds”- both within our existing col-
lections and out and about in the community feed our curious nature…and we grow.

But as with farming, it takes a lot of work to be successful. It is important to bring new 
vitality into the group…seedlings that will one day become the stewards of “The Cape 
Elizabeth Story.” Please help spread the word about our historical society and the work 
we do! Keep current with your dues (September renewal)! And become involved!

Thanks as always for your support!                                                           -Jim
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the service and he didn’t want me to go away. We 
didn’t have enough money to get married. So that 
year, 1919, I clerked in a store in Portland; we were 
married in June 1920…

“We didn’t either of us have much money, so we 
were married at the minister’s on a Monday morn-
ing. Then we started out for Arrostook County on the 
coastal route--to Eastport and then up. He had an old 
Ford, it wasn’t an old Ford at that time. ...That was a 
lovely trip. We were gone 3 weeks. It was about the 
first time I had been anywhere besides Boston.

Memoir 

CEHPS Summer outing
Members travelled to Gorham to visit the 
Baxter House Museum which displays 
artifacts pertaining to Gorham history and 
is the birth place of James Phinney Baxter, 
a six-term mayor of Portland, Maine. In 
1908 Baxter funded the building of the 
Gorham library stipulating that this home 
become a museum. Baxter furnished one 
room with family furniture and books, other 
items were donated by townspeople. Our 
members admired musical instruments 
and portraits. Add this spot to the list of 
Baxter family gifts to us including a state 
park, Baxter Woods and Baxter Boulevard.

  Founded in 1815, the Maine 
Charitable Mechanic Association was 
an influential group which promoted  
fellowship and excellence among Port-
land’s mechanical and artistic trades: 
the blacksmiths, coopers, carpenters, 
glass workers and sailmakers, et.al.

Art Gaffer shares the history of 
MCMA and its role today connecting 
the modern makers movement.  

September lecture: Maine Charitable Mechanic 
Associationn., Portland’s hidden treasure

See page 1 for date and time.


