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ALL THAT, HUSBAND AND FATHER TOO

By Betsy Connor Bowen

IF YOU TURN RIGHT onto the North Wayne Road off Route 133 you
will come to a very old house that sets up off the road to the left, with a
bamn that looks even older down to the right.

That is the farm of Foster and Irene Beach. They have lived in Wayne
since 1936, when the road was still an unpaved dirt path full of bumps and
mud holes. They have lived through all the changes that have transformed a
nation of farmers into a nation that, on the day we spoke, had just landed a
vehicle on Mars.

First off, Foster Beach is 2 Maine man of the old style: farmer, house
builder, plumber, electrician. All that, and husband and father too. Irene
came to Wayne with her parents, Foster later; they met and married, and
have lived here ever since. For a while, they lived in a tarpaper shack. Foster
cut the wood for it off their own land and took it to Morrison Heights to
be milled. They both remember the day they got the running water hooked
up. With two small girls helping Foster, he hayed, and Irene kept a cow and
chickens, and planted a market garden.

Back then North Wayne was busier than it is now, with its own post
office, school, church, and the North Wayne Tool Company. Foster re-
members putting water in the radiator in the church furnace so they could
have Sunday school and church, and his two girls went to school in the
building that became the Grange Hall.

Foster has never been sick a day in his life. He still cuts four cord of
wood a year and stores it in his cellar. He rarely watches television, except
for Lawrence Welk reruns. He does not think much of the Mars landing; he
thinks the money ought to be used to help people here on earth. Irene
suspects that the politicians may be looking for a place to hide out if the
people ever overthrow the government.

Foster has many stories to tell and many opinions. Some of them can
be printed, and some of them cannot.

Warren Walton was the road commissioner when Foster Beach was
Selectman. Foster had long complained about the North Wayne Road being
unpaved, especially when Irene's father had been told it would be paved by
the time they moved in. Year after year, it never was, so finally Foster took
matters into his own hands and investigated the polidcal situation in
Wayne. He was able to take advantage of a split between the two other



98

selectmen and obtained a seat by forming a coalition with one of them.
Naturally, it was not long before the road was paved. He took a particular
interest in keeping an eye on the books, and once caught an error that
saved the town considerable money.

Foster Beach in 1950 as a newly elected Selectman

Foster was friends with a certain gentleman who was a known practical
joker. He was in the habit of leaving his goat in the barn when he went to
Florida, but one spting when he came back the goat that was in the bamn
was a stranger to him. Foster didn't want to make a fuss over it, but it was
the principle of the thing. Anyhow, he said nothing to anybody, but sure
enough one day the known joker came by with a very long look on his face.
Foster kept quiet until finally the fellow gave in and said, "I suppose you
think I swapped that goat!"

That same joker found out that there was a law on the books that said
the town has to reimburse you if a fox kills your chickens. Foster as
selectman was called to the man's house, and the joker showed him a trail
of feathers leading into the woods. He claimed the fox had killed all his
chickens. Foster knew the man well enough to suspect he was lying, but he
reimbursed him anyhow because he couldn't prove anything.






