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MR. BEACH HAD IT TORN DOWN

By Betsy Connor Bowen

[F YOU HAVE DRIVEN along the North Wayne Road recently, you may
have noticed that something is missing. No longer does the old barn across
from Foster and Irene Beach's house turn its rickety southern face towards
Met. Pisgah.

Mr. Beach had it torn down. He was afraid if he didn't it would fall
down. "It had gotten too dangerous," he says, an opinion that came after
fifty years of working in it. He had shored it up years ago with four-by-eight
panels nailed tight to the studs, close together on the southern side, which
was the most fragile.

After he took the panels off, it didn't take much force to get it to come
down. "By gory when I got taking the last [panel] off that whole wall was
starting to bulge," he said. "There was a great big whoof of whitish dust,
and then the whole thing was flat." The fellow who was helping him went
on the roof and took all the nails out so the tin roofing could come down.
"He did all that grading there for me and I gave him the tin for doing the
grading. He didn't charge me anything,"

They stacked the old beams in a pile. Then a man drove by who was
building some kind of a spegial building for which he needed big timbers.
The man made an offer and Mr. Beach accepted it. "Sixteen feet long, some
of 'em. He wanted ten of 'em. Now his brother wants some of them, too."

Now Mr. Beach has his old icehouse - he used to cut ice on the lake
and haul it home - filled with barn boards. They're good boards, nice and
dry, mostly from the second story. He doesn't want to leave them out in the
rain because he would hate to see them spoiled.

"That barn has seen a lot of things," Mr. Beach said, reflecting a few
days later on what the old barn has meant to him. The Beaches came to
Wayne in 1936, the year of the big flood. Their daughters were born in
1936 and 1938. Mrs. Beach's parents had bought the place; together they
farmed one hundred and forty acres, forty planted in hay. "When we got to
the farm there was nobody living here. The barn was in good shape. All we
had to do was use it," he said.

They have been on the farm ever since. "This farm right here is the
land of the free," says Mrs. Beach. Its name was "Early Acres Farm." Their
son now has the original sign from the old place on his farm in Yakima,
Washington.
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"There were times we were hardup before we got the farm going, I'll
tell you," says Mr. Beach. "But we had things. I had a big woodlot up there.
I used to haul out a lot of wood, not just pulpwood. I had a big horse. I
liked working in the woods. If you could get a truck up here and get 'em
hauling out a load of logs, you got quite a swag of money out of it."

"We slugged in there because we wanted to get that farm" he
continued. "We had quite a few cows. Irene and the two kids and I cut
forty acres of hay every year. I had a little tractor that would haul the hay
up. We started haying in August. A horse pulled the mower. It had a trip
rope. My oldest daughter would ride that mowing machine. She could pull
on the rope when she saw a rock coming along. My youngest daughter rode
on the hay and packed it down. I would back my mower right next to the
barn door and hoist up the hay and when it got up in the mow we pulled it
clear to the back of the barn. That batn was full of hay every winter. It was
hard work, all right."

"That barn made us a living. We took butter and made a trip down to
Winthrop every week. Milk, cream, everything. . . vegetables, too. Some of
it was during the time when you needed vouchers to buy anything. We
would trade our vouchers for something else that we wanted."

"Mostly we had about ten cows. Irene milked. She liked it. We didn't
mind working. We were independent. Nobody ever told us we had to work.
We knew it. "

Things got easier as time went on. "We would watch the garden and
see what the deer ate and then we wouldn't plant that next year." They
ended up with potatoes and squash.

Woods work was a part of the life, too. Mr. and Mrs. Beach crosscut
pulp during the war in the woods. "It's quite a job for two people to
crosscut. It was hard to get Irene to learn that her job was only to pull," Mr.
Beach said. Her other jobs were more traditional ones. She made bread,
sewed the clothes, cooked the meals, kept chickens and did all sorts of
things.

When it came time for them to build their own house, Mr. Beach asked
her to tell him where to put the corner posts. She did.

"I've got the posts in around where the sides of the house are going to
be," he said to her one day. "Come down and look at it." She came down
and looked. She stood there and Mr. Beach could tell she was figuring.

"Which room is this?" she asked.

"That's it! The whole thing!" was his difficult yet truthful reply.

After he got the house up, he started digging the cellar under it. He dug

a pit and filled it with rocks to set his chimney on. He put all the plumbing






