
 
Greenville Faculty Contributes  Salary To Aid Budget 

Ravena News Herald, Friday, March 24, 1933 
 
 
 The principal of Greenville Central Rural school, all teachers in the Greenville 
unit, the teachers of one-room schools, all bus drivers, the janitor of the new building, the 
treasurer and the clerk, realizing that the State Aid due the district for the year 1932-1933 
has been cut five percent, have presented to the Board of Education a resolution to 
voluntarily refund ten percent of their contracted salaries for the last half of the present 
school year. This action of the teachers and employees in refunding a part of their 
contracted salaries was taken in order that the failure of the State to pay its full obligation 
to the district would not be reflected in any increased taxation on the real estate of the 
central district. 
 
 
 
 



GCS Faculty Secret 
 

 
 Mrs. Margaret Bogardus, who retired as Second Grade Teacher at Greenville 
Central School in 1962, remembers a little faculty secret instigated by one of the teachers.  
Mrs. Bogardus, a dedicated educator, to this day fully supports GCS.  Before sharing the 
secret and its underlying humor, the reader must visualize Greenville Central during a 
period of strict discipline within the student body and the faculty as well.  The buildings 
were kept spotless and the grounds were picture perfect.  The Principal during most of 
that period was Scott Ellis.   Mr. Ellis, while making his rounds, would walk the halls 
with catlike silence peering into classrooms checking students and teachers.  It was a 
period when students feared repercussions for wrong doing more at their home than they 
did from the school authority.  The teachers, funny as it may seem today, could not 
frequent area bar rooms.  One might say the period was pretty straight laced, but it sure 
worked. 
 

THE SECRET: 

 Supervising Principal, Scott Ellis seldom left the premises, but when he did, a 
Secret Broadcasting System was devised to notify teachers in his absence.  A student was 
sent around to each classroom to show the teacher either one of two books:  “The Last 
Days of Pompeii” or “Ten Nights in a Bar Room”. After revealing this little secret, Mrs. 
Bogardus, with a twinkle in her eyes and a muffled chuckle, added, “Wasn’t That 
Terrible”!!! 
 
 Without a doubt, had Mr. Ellis uncovered the secret, he’d have blown his top like 
Mount Vesuvius.  As to the use of “Ten Nights in a Bar Room”, it also leaves us with a 
chuckle. 
 
 Our thanks to Mrs. Margaret Bogardus for sharing the above with our Committee. 

Elizabeth Becker 
Scribe 



 
 

Medusa School 
 

 Beyond any doubt Greenville Central School has very deep roots in the field of 
education.  As noted in a Beers history publication, Greenville, a very desolate and 
unsafe area, was settled first by Godfrey Brandow, in 1750; followed by Stephen 
Lampman in 1759; and then by Jacob Bogardus in 1772.  Recognizing the need and 
importance of education, Stephen Lampman opened his home built in 1760 as a place for 
night school.  Later on, the one room Red Schoolhouse followed that tradition. 

 Pictured is a small group of students and their teacher, Leona Patrie.  The one 
room school, Number Four, was just to the right of the picture on the East corner of 
North Road and Main Street, in Medusa, NY. The building, after much negotiation was 
moved and incorporated in what is now the Medusa Firehouse. 
 
 Five (5) of the students pictured entered the teaching profession.  Pearl Haskins, 
Reuben Head, Nettie Gifford, Paul Merrit and Goldie White. 
  

Mrs. Goldie White notes that while gaining her education, her High School 
Principal was Paul Patchin.  Following one year of training at Delhi, Mrs. White in 1926 
started teaching in the village of Oak Hill, NY. She taught all eight grades for one year at 
a salary of $1,045.00.  In 1927, it was on to Lampman Hill School between Norton Hill 
and Medusa for two years.  Then studied at New Paltz, receiving Certification and took 
Extension Courses on weekdays and Saturdays.  In 1932 she was granted her degree from 
New Paltz.  During this time the Lampman Hill School became part of the Greenville 
Central School District. 

 
Mrs. White was in the first group of about twenty teachers starting in the new 

1932 GCS building.  She taught fourth grade for one year and was given the third grade 
the following year, continuing as third grade teacher until her retirement.  She recalls 
there were many happy years with students and faculty members. 
 
Richard Ferriolo 



Scribe 
 

Pearl Haskins 
 

 Our teacher, Pearl M. Haskins, was a great teacher.  She taught in the one room 
schoolhouse in Medusa from 1928 to 1935. 
 
 Pearl had to know how to teach all subjects for all grades.  There was no such 
thing as a teacher for English, one for Math, one for Science like they have today.  She 
also stayed if necessary to help tutor kids in need of extra help without any extra pay.  
She didn’t get the huge salaries or benefits such as dental care and health insurance for 
her and her family as teachers get today. 
 
 She was her own janitor, sweeping the floor every day, attending the wood stove 
through the winter months, washing the windows, polishing desks, checking our supplies 
and correcting papers from all sorts of tests. 
 
 Pearl also supervised the production of plays for Thanksgiving, Christmas and 
other special events during the school year in which all the pupils took part.  She also 
made the costumes for them.  Parents and friends were the audience.  She taught piano 
lessons in her home on weekends and played the school organ for all school events.  She 
was a jack-of-all-trades in the education world. 
 
 Each morning we took turns ringing the school bell.  That old bell was mighty 
heavy.  It hung at the top of the school, high over the roof.  A heavy rope hung down 
from the bell and if you wanted to ring it, you had to climb up a crudely made ladder to 
the loft to get to the rope.  Sometimes the teacher had to help the little ones because it 
was much too heavy for them. 
 
 Our school day began with the Pledge of Allegiance to the flag, the singing of a 
patriotic song and the Lord’s Prayer, which is against the rules today.  We had no water 
supply at the school, so every morning pails of water had to be carried from the house 
across the street.  Some was used for drinking and some for flushing our so-called “john” 
to make it run out into the cesspool after each use.  This was as modern as you could get 
in those days since there was no such thing as our modern plumbing of today.  Even our 
homes only had outhouses. 
 
 Sometimes when we went to get a drink of water, we would find a frog swimming 
in it. Then the water would last all day and finally end up in the john, as no one was 
thirsty then.  Who would think the frogs could jump so high?  I am sure they had some 
help. 
 
 Wood was piled in a shed in back of the schoolhouse, and it was our duty each 
day to bring in a good supply to keep the potbellied stove, which sat in the middle of the 
room going.  Those winters were really cold! 
 
 When the new Greenville Central School opened in 1932, some but not all of our 
students went on the school bus to the new school in Greenville.  That bus was nothing 



like what they have today.  It was really cold unless you could sit way up front by the 
heater, and it made so much noise we called it the old “cement mixer.” 

With the new school opening, they sent us another teacher for gym classes.  Mr. 
Donald Mabee was at our school twice a week to give us gym lessons.  He helped us 
learn the right way to play baseball, shoot baskets, play touch football and even how to 
do exercises.  We played games and had a great time.  This was a blessing for Pearl as it 
gave her a breather, which she never had before. 

 
 In 1935, our one room schoolhouse was finally closed permanently, and all the 
students were transferred to Greenville. 
 
 Now in the year 1999, our good one room school still lives in the hearts of all 
those who went through her doors.  It is now a part of our firehouse here in Medusa.  Our 
teacher Pearl, at 99 years young, is still driving her car and lives in the house next door to 
it.  Next year in March 2000, she will be 100 years young.  May God bless her and give 
her many more healthy happy years to share with us. 
 
Carolyn E. (Snyder) Schultz 
Scribe 

 
Bottom Row Left to Right 
Benjamin Snyder, Jr.; Wm. Donahue; Pearl Haskins (teacher); Homer Cole Jr.; Wm. Hallock 
 
Middle Row Left to Right 
John Dunagan; Rufus Rider; Everett Jaycox; Francis Donohue; George Duncan; 
Irene Cross; Carolyn (Snyder) Schultz 



 
Back Row Left to Right 
Margaret Rockefeller; Dorothy Duncan; Pearl Oathout; Doris Smith 
 
 
 
 
 

Medusa School #4 

Medusa School #4 Moving the building to the 
“Firehouse Site” on Main 
Street Medusa 

Some of the Moving Crew 
Left to Right: 
Sitting:    unknown (sitting) 
     Edgar Waterman  
Standing: George Abrams 
                Sumner Bates 
                Ed Goff 
      Porter Wright 

 



 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Medusa Schoolhouse Clock “Keeps on Ticking” 
 
 During the school year 1922-1923 students raised necessary funds for purchase 
through donations, bake sales and selling Saturday Evening Post and Country Gentlemen 
magazine subscriptions. 
 After the schoolhouse was closed and became the firehouse, the clock was 
safeguarded by Ben Snyder, Jr.  In later years it was reconditioned at a Cohoes, New 
York repair shop.  Hanging in the schoolhouse side of the firehouse, it keeps excellent 
time and is rewound every eight (8) days by Ron Case, Volunteer Fireman. 
 
 

 



Souvenir Class Programs  

 
 



 
Cooksburgh School 

 

 My father began his education in the Cooksburgh School District Number 9.  He 
was born in 1894 and would, no doubt, have started school in 1900. It seems that 
education was not top priority to young boys in those days and to my knowledge, my dad 
did not complete eight grades. 
 
 One-room schools were equipped with freestanding stoves that had the essential 
stovepipe connecting it to the chimney.  
 
 One day, during class, one of the older boys was “whinnying” like a horse during 
class; the teacher, telling him that horses have to be tied-up, tied the student to the 
stovepipe.  The boy suddenly bolted saying “the horse is scared” and he ran across the 
room, pulling the stovepipe out of the stove and wall. 
 
 A harmless prank, but it sent the whole student body scurrying to put it back 
together. 
 
 That school had a huge oak tree growing right at the entryway and the children 
loved that tree, playing around it and on its’ gnarled trunk. 
 
 I later began my education there in 1932.  Sadly, when the school was no longer 
in use, time and neglect took its toll on the beautiful little building and the roof collapsed 
into the remaining contents of the school.  September 10, 1999:  In a phone conversation 
with my sister who lives in Preston Hollow and in the Middleburgh School District, I 
have learned that the ruins of this school have been removed. 
 
Phyllis Kelsey Beechert 
Scribe 

 



 
 

Cooksburgh School Students 
Circa 1905-1906 

Back Row – L-R:  unknown, unknown, Roy Kelsey, Howard Wilsey, Jerry Makely 
                          Robert Dingman, Teacher-Millie Newman, unknown 
Front Row – L-R:  unknown, Rosa Burhans Tinque, unknown, Howard Poultney,  
                               Grace Kelsey Mackey, unknown, unknown 

 
Cooksburgh School   

Circa 1932 
Left to Right:  Virginia Kelsey Lloyd, Laura Cleveland, Edith VanTassel Place, 
                        Richard VanTassel, Laverne Cleveland, Goldie German Chappell, 



                        Phyllis Kelsey Beechert, Teacher Dorothea Clapper 
 
 

Potter Hollow School District #19 
 
Teachers Remembered: 
Florence Haskin, Effie Bates, Freda Engle, Ann McNamara, Olive VanLoan, Pearl 
Haskins. 
 
Memories of Ernest Cook:      

There were seven children in the Dean Cook family. Walter, the youngest, started 
school in Middleburg because the Potter Hollow School had closed. Ernest remembers 
that Olive VanLoan came from Lexington and he was very impressed by the 1938 robin’s 
egg blue Chevrolet that she purchased while teaching in Potter Hollow. 

 
Ernest recalls that there was a time when every school district in New York 

(except three) had centralized. One of those was in Colonie and Cooksburg another. 
When forced to centralize, the Cooksburg district was divided by the creek running East 
and West and Route 145 running North and South, the South side of the creek and East 
side of Route 145 going to Greenville. 
 
Owner of Potter Hollow School: 
Greenville Central School District 
 
Hamilton Beall:   Potter Hollow 
 Recalls that the first year that the Potter Hollow School closed, students were 
given a choice of going to Greenville or Middleburg. The elementary students went to 
Durham. After the first year, they were forced to centralize and Middleburg tried to force 
centralization with them. Not wanting to be told what to do, a vote was taken and 
Greenville was chosen. 
 
 When centralization was decided, many of the books and records (including the 
school bell) went to the Durham Center Museum. 
 
Students Known To Have Attended: 
Children of Arthur Cook:  Family of 12 children. 
Esther Cook Stein – only one still living, Delhi, NY. 
 
Egbert Cook children:  All deceased (DeWitt and Raymond). 
 
Winans children : William, Charles, Allan and Vivian. 
William is in his late 80’s. 
 
Children of Charles Haskins:  Alton, Maynard and Alice. (All deceased) 
 
Children of Dean and Clara Cook: Oliver, Olive, Ernest, Eldon, Walter. 
Oliver deceased. Olive would be a good one to talk with. She is the mother of Dennis 
Statham.  



 
Children of Gurdon Clapper: Reginald and Lodema. Reg lives in Florida and Lodema is 
in Arizona or California. 
 
Children of Leslie VanTassel: Dow, Clara, Leslie, Jr. and Leland. Gertrude Layman is 
wife of Leslie, Jr. and lives in Pennsylvania but comes to Potter Hollow often. Dow is 
deceased. 
 
Florence Bates Brandow: Widow of Richard Brandow 
Good source of information. Her mother Effie Bates taught in # 19 school. Florence 
thinks that she has a register of children’s names that she had as students one year. 
 
Child of Raymond Reed: Daughter Virginia lives in Feura Bush. 
 
Teacher:  Pearl Haskins 
Spoke with her on September 15 and 16, 2001. Related that she had taught at # 19 in 
1951-52 and 1952-53. Kenneth Bates (deceased) was trustee at that time. Her salary was 
$2,500.00 annually. 
 
Phyllis Beechert 
Scribe 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
South Westerlo One Room Schoolhouse 

 
 
 My first six years of school were spent in a little one-room schoolhouse in South 
Westerlo. There were six grades and six pupils in my grade and when we “graduated” at 
the end of the sixth grade, it was truly a graduation with white dresses and a diploma. 
  

We had two wonderful teachers, Irene Ingalls and Margaret Bogardus. Mrs. 
Bogardus, to all of us, was with us the longest. 

 
 I remember cold winter days when we made soup on the old stove that heated the 
schoolroom, and then we would have recess. How we loved it when Mrs. Bogardus gave 
us an extra five minutes to sleigh ride down the hill one more time. We built lots of 
snowmen and snow forts. Then there were those wonderful school plays. I remember 
“The Light in the Window”. Our curtain was a couple of sheets from someone’s home. 
Light was provided by several lanterns. I believe every parent showed up for these plays. 
  

We shall never forget Arbor Day every spring. The whole school cleaned the yard 
and planted a tree. Our drinking water was from Mrs. Bogardus’s well, pumped in a pail 
every morning and we all drank from the same dipper. (We were all very healthy too!). 
Our bathrooms were outhouses, one for the boys and one for the girls. 

 
 Oh yes, the special projects! One was a huge United States map, covering most of 
the tabletop. We even drew the outline. We worked on that for weeks. We studied each 
state and brought in pictures of what that state was famous for. It was really something to 
see when it was all finished. 
 
 Everyone helped each other no matter what the age, and I never remember anyone 
being punished or “stood in a corner”. What I do remember is six very sad graduates 
leaving Mrs. Bogardus and that school at the end of the sixth grade. 
 

Betty Winn Vaughn 
GCS Class of 1940 
Scribe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Ray Beecher Memories 

 
 

      Mr. Beecher remembers being in fifth grade in 1927.  He attended the 
extension part of the Academy (now the Greenville Library) that was attached 
somewhat like a chicken coop. Fourth, fifth and sixth grades were held in the south 
part of the building. There was a long bench in front of the class where you sat 
when being taught. Other grades waited behind for their turn to sit up on the bench 
to be taught next. If they were short on teachers and had no substitute they would 
have one of the sixth graders teach the class. The first second and third grade 
classes were held over on the corner opposite the insurance building. That building 
was also a restaurant before being torn down. For a time Scott Ellis was Mr. 
Beecher’s eighth grade teacher. Homeroom was located in the little chapel next to 
the Presbyterian Church. Junior high students sometimes took courses in the high 
school. There were four main rooms in the library. Assembly room was also in this 
building. Muriel Wooster taught history and the ABC’s. 
 
      If they had anything special going on they went down to the Vanderbilt Opera 
house. It was on Route 81 west of the creek, (now Cumberland Farms) They 
played the basketball games there and the junior and senior plays. In the spring 
almost every year the Gram Stock Company would come and put on 
Shakespearean plays. Baseball was played  by the Greenville Cemetery.  
 
     The students had no cafeteria. They would walk home for lunch most days. 
Sometimes you got asked to take the bucket and go down to the corner where the 
bank is now. They had a turn handle with a well. You would come back to the 
class with a fresh bucket of water for the classroom. Each classroom had a coal 
stove so you took turns doing that as well. Desks were fastened down to the floor. 
Mr. Beecher remembers Mrs. Mabee taught fourth, fifth and sixth grades. Mildred 
Stone taught foreign language. She later became a Mrs. Vaughn. Scott Ellis taught 
geometry. Mr. Mabee taught Physical Education. 
 
     He spent his junior year in the new building. They abandoned all the one-room 
schoolhouses. This was in 1932 or 1933. His class was the first class to go to 
Washington on their senior trip. Leonard Palmer was an AG. Teacher. He 
remembers a youngster named Mathews who would come over from Oak Hill on a 
white horse and tie it up for the day over by the Presbyterian Church. Also the Joys 
came from beyond Norton Hill. The oldest boy used to bring in three or four of 
them in on a wagon being pulled by a horse.  They would stable the horse in west 
Greenville. That was the old Marble Pillar Inn. Sometimes at noontime if they had 
time they would skate on the pond. The kids liked to swim up at Basic Creek at 
Little Flat Rock. You bought your own textbooks. His dad was on the BOE in 
1930. In the pamphlet “Out to Greenville” he wrote a chapter about the old 
academy. He owns a catalog of school library books dated 1852. He has the first 
school newspaper. It was called the Greenville “Gargoyle” 1929.   His last year 



there Scott Ellis was the principal.  He would call up the students and ask them if 
they had any plans for the future and whether or not college was going to be an 
option. Of course this was in the height of the depression. Mr. Beecher thinks he 
was the only one who went on to college. He went to Hartwick College in 
Oneonta. Muriel Wooster in history was his favorite memory from the school. She 
gave him a love of history. He also fondly remembers in his senior year in the new 
school the library taught English and sometimes he would be the teacher. Once in 
the old building he remembers acting up with some boys, and Scott Ellis took them 
downstairs and threatened to wallop their rear ends. But he never did. You never 
went home and complained because the teacher was always right. They had their 
fiftieth reunion at the Quarry Steak House. Never had the 60th.  
 
      Mr. Beecher continues to be very active at the Vedder Museum. 

Special thanks to Ray Beecher for this remembrance. 

Debra Danner and students James Danner and  Joseph Gallogly 
Scribes 
 
 



Memories of School District 17 in Dormansville 
 
 My first recollection of the one-room school in Dormansville was in 1918 as a first 
grader followed by all the grades through the eighth. Those days the teachers were hired 
by a trustee and were very much on their own. After four years in high school in Ravena 
(coming home only on weekends) and three in teacher training at New Paltz Normal 
School I returned to teach in this one-room school but with many changes. My first 
teaching experience began in 1930 the first year of Greenville Centralization. The one-
room schools then had grades one though six, however, I never had all six at one time 
and enrollment ran from 14 down to 4 as years went on. When the school system began 
bus routes, parents had the choice of sending pupils here or to the Greenville building. 
Scott Ellis was the supervising principal and made occasional visits and Don Mabee was 
the Physical Education teacher who came to teach children games and exercises. The 
school nurse also made occasional visits. 
 
 There was also a one-room schoolhouse in Tan Hollow, which closed after a few 
years, and those pupils attended Dormansville School. I taught here fourteen years 1930-
1944 and Mrs. Elsie Rivenburgh taught a few years and then the school was closed and 
all children attended classes in Greenville. The building became one of the Town of 
Westerlo’s Fire Houses. 
 
 Going back to the school days in 1930 and some of the following years: The day 
began with Prayer, Pledge of Allegiance, and Songs. Then each grade began lessons and 
the lower grades had the benefit of hearing the upper classes. The first year’s textbooks 
were not furnished but fortunately I had kept many of mine. My parents (both teachers) 
also had some books, so often pupils in some grades had different texts and correcting 
papers became a chore. 
 
 A highlight of the day for children was the choice of two to go to the village well to 
carry a pail of water back for drinking. It was then that they were taught that each one 
must have their own glass, no more common dipper. Recess and noon were fun times and 
relaxing without concerns apparent today.  We had nature walks as well. 
 
  As for janitorial work older boys and young men of the area built a fire in a stove 
that held large pieces of wood but the teacher usually had to keep the fire burning. We all 
gathered around the stove in freezing weather and thawed out ink and mucilage. The 
janitor swept the floor each day and carried in the wood. 
 
  I don’t recall discipline problems even though some pupils were there until they 
reached 16 years of age so they would have to adjust to a big school. 
 These years leave pleasant memories that I’m sure it is difficult to understand in 
today’s world. There are many of those pupils of past years who still live in the area. As I 
approach my 90th birthday I realize I’ve lived through many changes but I’ll always be 
thankful for the experiences I had in the Dormansville one-room school many of which I 
haven’t even mentioned. 
  A student was chosen to ring the bell each day for the day at 9:00 a.m., after 
recess and after lunch. The janitor who carried in wood and swept the floors also raised 
the flag. Clarence Bates was the janitor around 1936-1944. In later years, Clarence took 



the bus to Greenville school after doing janitor work, upon return home, swept the floor 
and sometimes filled the wood box for the next day. At the time the wood was delivered 
to the school there was also a load of wood slabs for kindling. These provided the pupils 
and sometimes the teacher with a slab to use as a slide. The schoolhouse was located on a 
hill  
and in winter covered with snow and ice. So grabbing a slab and using it as a sled by 
sitting on it, one could go sliding fast down the hill. It made a perfect spot and no danger 
was ever thought of as it ended on the old unused road in the back. 

Our thanks to Frances Swart for sharing the above remembrance. 
 
Phyllis K. Beechert 
Scribe — 11/04/99 
 

 
 

Dormansville School District Number 17 – 1923 
First Row:  Fred Bates; Freida Bates; Robert Boomhower; Beatrice Swart; 
 Harold Boomhower; Lawrence Applebee 
 
Second Row:   
(unknown); Agnes Seiler; Leona Blaire; Clara Blair; (unknown) 
 
Third Row: 
(unknown); Hazel Hallenbeck; (unknown); Francis Swart 
 



Top Row: 
Cyrus Ingalls, Teacher; (unknown); (unknown) 
 
In 1930 Francis Swart became the teacher at this school. 



 
 

Bus Ride On Number 3 
 

It was a very cold winter day during the early forties.  Snow had fallen the night 
before and a brisk west wind formed large drifts across the roadways. School bus driver 
Lawrence Smith started his run at 7:45am from Bells Store in Medusa.  “Smitty” and the 
International #3 picked up students west of GCS.  It was a long route to Lambs Corner, 
North Road, Norton Hill, Maple Avenue and then to GCS.  Number three was not built 
for speed and with one square heater way up front, it made for cold passengers.  It was 
good going with Ole #3 busting through drifts, especially on the hill by Jerry 
Overbaugh’s farm.   
 

After picking up the Andresen and Lamb children, it was on to Lambs Corner.  
Going down the large dip before the corner, Smitty gave it all she had and with the bus 
sidewalls vibrating we hit the last large drift and almost got through.  But alas, the drift 
was too wide and the snow had hardened.  The engine roared, rear wheels spun and we 
rocked back and forth while little heads jerked.  It was no use and after a spell the 
emergency brake was abruptly pulled back.  

 
It was evident “Smitty” was very unhappy and the students grew silent.  A short 

handle grain shovel was on board and “Smitty” shoveled and made numerous attempts to 
free the bus.  After a long period, he gave up, and walked over to the Frank Schofield 
farm to seek help. Mr. Schofield was doing chores and more time elapsed with the bus 
getting colder.  To help keep warm one young student grabbed the shovel and for fifteen 
minutes or so was moving snow from the rear wheels.  Then out jumped Marie Smith.  
“What are you trying to do?” she asked.  “Just keeping warm.” was the reply.  With 
bright eyes and no anger Marie suggesting strongly the student get back in the bus. And 
cautioned “if you keep that up, you’re going to get us to school”.  The student followed 
her advice.  

 
 Mr. Schofield and Smitty finally got back with a John Deere tractor and after 

more shoveling, rocking and spinning the tractor pulled us out.  We did get to school 
before lunchtime.  To this day Marie can’t understand why she cautioned the student.  
Marie was very popular and liked school very much.  Getting to school promptly was not 
a problem for her.  Maybe, just maybe, being a little older, Marie realized other students 
on the bus might not think kindly of the younger student if they got to school earlier?????   
 
Our thanks to Marie Smith Losee for her help.  
 
Richard Ferriolo 
Scribe 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Cutting Ice At The Medusa Pond 

 
It was a time when family milk farms were abundant, backed up by turkey farms, 

chicken houses and hatcheries, and many vegetable gardens and orchards.  The canning 
jar was prevalent and most work was by hand.  The workhorse teams were the power 
supply with tractors waiting in the curtains.    

 
The icehouses played their important role.  The pond at the Medusa Creamery 

annually employed twenty men, and on one occasion there was work for two young boys 
just in their teens.  The young boys’ task was to stomp sawdust between the icehouse 
walls and the ice blocks.  Carl Smith and his buddy stomped most of the day.  It was a 
good way to keep warm, as storing ice on a freezing cold day, was not a place to stand 
watching.  Porter Wright did the hiring and paid the boys fifty cents each.  In those days 
fifty cents could mean a small pocketknife, five movies in Greenville, ten candy bars or 
two haircuts.  Carl feels sure his half-dollar landed in Bell’s Store.  The other boy happily 
walked home to Lampman Hill Road to show his folks. You see it was his first paid 
employment.  But, it didn’t end there, as the youngster badly needed a haircut.  At GCS, 
to go “Down Street” a written note from home was a must to be released from the 9th 
period homeroom.  Only Scott Ellis, the Principal could allow it.  He scrutinized the note 
carefully and with a warning not to dally gave his okay.  At Bill’s Barber Shop the boy 
took his turn in the chair.  A kindly gentleman turned to the boy and asked; “Can I buy 
your chair?” the man received a blank stare in return.  The boy had never heard the term 
before.  After several hints from Bill and the gentleman, Bill whispered, “If you let him 
go first, he’ll pay for your haircut”.  Finally catching on, the boy agreed.  He got back to 
school just in time to catch the bus home with his fifty cents still intact.  Looks like four 
movies and some popcorn.  William “Bill” Neidlinger’s building remains on Main Street 
minus the barber pole.   

Special thanks to Carl Smith, Porter Wright and Joe Flach for their help in the 
above story.  Incidentally, Joe while in the eighth grade of the new 1932 GCS was 
“tutored” after 4 p.m. the art of haircutting by Mr. Neidlinger. 

 
Richard Ferriolo 
Scribe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Playing Hooky 
 

 
 It was a classic Greene County spring.  The many apple orchards sweetly scented 
the air.  Students at Greenville Central had already been treated to a spectacular air show.  
A WWII pilot dived, climbed and victory rolled his fighter plane over and over again.  
Finally, heading west, he raised and lowered each wing waving goodbye.  (The pilot may 
have been a GCS graduate) 
 
 “Flop Top” weather was in full swing.  Both, having autos, Ken Griffin and his 
pal frequently picked each other up for the ride to school.  On one glorious morning, 
parking at the south entrance, the boys walked toward the door, the Principal, Scott Ellis 
greeted them.  Good mornings were exchanged and the boys proceeded to the locker 
room, and then it started; “It’s too nice to be here”, said one.  The other agreed, “Let’s 
play “Hooky”.  Even though the principal had just seen them, hooky it was!  The boys 
covered most of Greene County, had lunch in the Cairo Diner and, as usual, laughed until 
their ribs ached.  The freedom of the day was enjoyed, but the next day they had to pay 
the piper.  In history class, Miss Muriel Wooster asked where the boys went.  They 
recited all the places they had visited.  Miss Wooster said, “Is that all?  Why didn’t you 
visit New York City?”  Ken piped up; “Maybe we’ll go there next time”.  As was her 
habit when not pleased, Miss Wooster stood in front of Ken’s desk and stared and stared.  
There would be no next time.  Parents were notified and the boys were grounded 
indefinitely.  Luckily, the boys had a great negotiator, Burdett Griffin.  Burdett quickly 
got things back to normal.  Scott Ellis meted out an after school punishment of two hours 
for every hour of school missed.  Clarice Huested, then Clerk of the Board, watched over 
the youngsters when Mr. Ellis left for the day.  The boys were allowed to use the upstairs 
library to help complete their assignments.  All went well until it was discovered the 
world globe was removable from its stand.  Larger than a basketball, the globe was 
flipped back and forth until it slipped and hit the floor.  Both faces turned white as a sheet 
as the globe was now flat on one end with its spindle sticking out of the other.  After 
many crazy ideas on how to repair the globe it was decided that one would hold it, while 
the other would strike the spindle with a heavy book.  With one whack, the spindle 
popped into place and the globe was back to normal spinning perfectly on its stand.  It 
was a close call as only minutes later Mrs. Walker looked in.  The after school hours 
were completed without further incident!! 
 
    In Memory of a Great Pal, Kenneth Griffin. 

 Special thanks to Clarice Huested Walker for her help and to Burdett Griffin for 
keeping the secret of the globe all these years.  
 
Richard Ferriolo 
Scribe 
 
 



The Fearless Six 
  

The GCS Class of 1945 decided to secure a gift for our Class Advisor Mr. Tom 
Blaisdell, who left to serve in the Navy. 

 
 Where to secure a special gift?  Albany, of course, so it was decided that it would 
take six to provide maximum security for our precious $15-20.  And we all know that six 
heads are better than one when selecting a gift, (a democratic bunch those ‘45-ers). 
 
 Of course the idea of cutting classes added some intrigue to our mission.  
Everyone thought that since we were on such a benevolent, thoughtful mission, we could 
stroll back to school unscathed. 
 
 The purchase took ten minutes, so we decided to further legitimize our trip and 
made a self-tour of the museum.  As we departed, we noted a vendor and purchased 
souvenirs, hats and other keepsakes.  Then proceeded to record for history this 
monumental mission, the sacrifice made by “The Fearless 6”. 
 
 Strangely enough one Scott Ellis, the Principal, did not share our reasoning for 
cutting classes.  The price The Fearless 6 paid cannot be recalled, but put it this way; the 
6 culprits were no longer fearless. 
 
 Our thanks to Henry Betke, Clarice Huested Walker and Irene Wildey Irwin for 
sharing the above. 

 
Top Row:       Evelynne Welter Mattice 
                       Clarice Huested Walker 
                       Irene Wildey Irwin 
Bottom Row: Charles Carpenter 
                       Henry Betke 
                       Michael Kudlack 



 
A Few Brief Remembrances 

 
Walter Ingalls notes his Dad, Stanley, served on the GCS Board of Education 

when the 1932 building was erected. Stanley strongly argued against including the Bell 
Cupola, but obviously he argued in vain. Board Members of that period placed some 
mementos in the corner stone on the northeast corner of the building. 

 
Walter had access to his Dad’s 74-MPH Jeep. He used it to pick up Eddie Jettner, 

the school’s play male lead, who was snowed in on Fox Creek Road. They returned just 
in time. The Jeep came in handy when the Class of 1948 was selling magazines as a fund 
raising device. 

 
How about the night Kenny Gifford drove his John Deere tractor all the way from 

Medusa, picking up students along the way to attend the Sophomore Dance. Kenny 
returned everyone home safely. Boy that draw-bar was full. And let’s not forget Mildred 
Kaiser Spinner’s dad, Fred, who planned the area observation posts for spotting planes 
during World War II. As a student, Millie manned one of the posts. While still a student, 
she was struck with the then dread disease Infantile Paralysis, (Polio). In answer to all our 
prayers she fought it off. 

 
Another lesson in courage. 

Our thanks to Walter, Kenny, and Millie 
 
 
Richard A. Ferriolo 
Scribe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
A Visit To The GCS Dental Office 

 

 Dental hygiene was a GCS priority in the 1930’s and 1940’s. We even had a fully 
equipped chair - drills and all. The dental office was located off the main entrance 
hallway of the elementary building.  Many students of that era remember lining up for 
dental examinations by a dentist.  On occasion Dr. Benjamin Feinberg would come up 
from Cairo and apply his trade.  Those that remember the good Doctor recall when he 
was dressed for trout fishing he presented a very likable, friendly man especially with his 
fedora displaying his favorite trout flies and hooks.  But, with drill in hand, to some 
young students Dr. Feinberg presented a scarier picture.  One day with students sitting in 
the room waiting their turn, Ethel “Skip” Covenhoven Johannesen was in the hot seat.  
“Skip” a very popular and friendly individual was faced with the need for a tooth 
extraction.  In those days a tooth extraction was a very blunt procedure.  No Nitric Oxide, 
little if any, Novocain.  It was mostly yank, yank and yank the Doctor did, with some 
prior explanation to “Skip”.  While the extraction continued the waiting students 
crouched silently in their seats, no doubt wishing they were elsewhere.  One student, next 
in turn, could think of a million places he’d rather be.  There was an awful temptation to 
chicken out.  But, no one did.  “Skip” with not a whimper or shout, emerged from the 
chair determined to hold back the tears!  Her pretty face disclosed a bit of anger, much 
resolve and eyes brimmed with water.  With head high, she left the room.  Without 
question, it was a lesson in courage for the remaining students.  For some, to this day a 
visit to a dentist remains scary.   
 
 Our thanks to Ethel “Skip” Covenhoven Johannesen for her help in the above. 

Richard Ferriolo 
Scribe 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Conversation with Goldie White 
 Elementary Teacher 1926-1962 

August 26, 1999 

 Goldie White was interviewed by me, Phyllis Beechert.  I asked Goldie to share 
with me, some of the points of interest during her teaching career, which began in 1926 
and continued for thirty-six years. 
 
Goldie:  I started teaching in 1926 in the rural village of Oak Hill following one year of 
training at Delhi, New York.  I taught all eight grades there for one year and was paid a 
salary of $1,045.00. 
 
 The following year, I went to the Lampman School District between Norton Hill 
and Medusa.  (North end of McCafferty Road.)  I taught in that school for two years; then 
went to New Paltz to receive my Certification; following that, I took Extension courses 
on Saturdays and during the week.  In 1932, I received my degree from New Paltz.  
During this time, the Lampman District had become a part of the Central School District. 
 
 I was one of the first to teach in the new central school in Greenville when it 
opened.  I taught fourth grade for one year and was given the third grade the following 
year, continuing as third grade teacher until I retired. 
 
 The entire faculty consisted of about twenty teachers the first year.  (Goldie noted 
that there is a picture of the first faculty of the new school in one of the Local History 
Calendars.)   
 
 I had a class size of twenty students, quite a contrast to present day classes.  I 
have no idea of the number of students who I taught over the years. 
 
 The school continued to grow and there was a period while a new addition was 
being built that we had “split sessions”.  One year, I taught only half a day; another year, 
I taught two different classes; one in the morning and one in the afternoon. 
 
 Now, when I go to Bryants, someone will come up to me and say, “Hello Mrs. 
White, I was one of your third graders”.  After a while, I will note a resemblance but it 
has been a long time since they were in my class. 
 
NOTE:  When asked to relate the story of teachers taking a cut in pay one-year, Goldie 
stated: 
 
“When I started teaching in Greenville, my salary was $1,200.00. We received 
increments of $25.00 per year until we reached $1,500.00, which was the maximum that 
we could earn.  One year there was some financial difficulty (don’t remember) and the 
administration was planning to ask the teachers to take a pay cut, but before we were 
asked, we beat them to it and offered to give back ten percent of our salary for one year.”  
In those days, there were no teacher unions; we were just one big, happy family. 
Goldie was receiving about $6,000.00 at the time of her retirement and had paid into a 
pension fund during her tenure. 



 
Question:  Do you have any funny stories that you would like to relate about Mr. Ellis or 
others? 
 
 We used to call Mr. Ellis “Pussyfoot”.  He would open the classroom door and 
come in very quietly; instead of observing the class, he would go immediately to the 
thermostat and check it, then leave as quietly as he came in. 
 
 One day as he came into my room, I was standing with my back to the window, 
talking to the students –Mr. Ellis suggested that I not stand there anymore because the 
light might be too bright for the children to look into. 
 
 When I first went to the Greenville School, Mr. McNaught was Superintendent of 
Schools. He never came in but when Mr. Hitchcock became Superintendent, he would sit 
down and observe.  He always had something very nice to say about the way the class 
was conducted. He was a “charming man”. 
 
Question:  During your teaching career, way back in the third grade, were you able to 
identify certain students whom you felt would excel in the future?  (Goldie became very 
emotional at this point and hesitating, she said, “Yes, Bill Quackenbush”.  She then spoke 
of a lady living near Earlton who was caring for four foster children and she had all four 
of them in her class.  She related how one boy’s name was Billy Depippo and Bill 
Quackenbush befriended him and guided him.  One day she was in the pharmacy and Bill 
Quackenbush said “Who do you suppose came to see me the other day? Billy Depippo”.  
(Goldie recalled that he was probably here for only that year and said “We never had any 
contact with the parents of foster children”.) 
 
When Principal Roger Golden was here, we began having parent conferences. Of course, 
lots of parents didn't bother to come. 
 
Question:  I guess that there were several different principals during your tenure? 
Beginning with Scott Ellis, as the school grew, we had Elementary Supervisors.  We had 
Judd Langto, then we had Roger Golden, we always called those our Golden Years; he 
was so good; then we had another whose name I can’t recall because he wasn’t much 
good. 
 
 Goldie related that her husband was serving his country in WWII for 3 years, 6 
months and 17 days during the early years.  She resided with her parents in Medusa 
during that time.  Upon his return, they resided in South Westerlo, building a home there 
in 1948. 
  

During her tenure, classes sometimes reached 35-40 students and Teacher Aides 
had not been heard of. 
 
 The school day ran from 8:15 to 3:30, teachers sometimes getting a break when 
the students were receiving art or music instruction.  If the art or music teacher was 
absent, there were no breaks.  Supervision of their class also included lunch and recess.  
Boys and girls had separate physical education classes and the classroom teacher was 
responsible for those students not having phys. ed. 



 
 Although they were not blessed with children of their own, many years were 
dedicated to teaching the children of the community. Goldie permitted me to relate that 
she will be 92 in October and her husband, Donald will be 94 that same month. 
 
Phyllis Kelsey Beechert 
Scribe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Lampman Hill’s answer to Hollywood’s “Our Gang” 

First Row:  Arthur McCulloch; Walter McCulloch; Carl Ferry; Christopher Ferry 
On car:  Roy McCafferty; Russell Jennings 

 
The 1923 Chevy Roadster belonged to Teacher Goldie (Wright) White.  It was purchased 
from Dean Davis in 1927 for $250.  Dean operated the Davis Express Trucking Company 
 



 
                                                   Marguerite Smith Kelly                 
                                                   Teacher at Lampman Hill 
 

 
 

Lampman Hill co-ed Class – May 1924 
Teacher Marguerite Smith Kelly 

Top Row:  John Jennings; Vernon McCafferty; Wilhelmina “Billie” Jennings; 
 Fred McCafferty 

Row Two:  Christopher Ferry; Webster Jennings; Walton Jennings; Bernice Cameron 



Row Three:  Eunice Cameron; Walter McCulloch; Arthur McCulloch 
 
 



 
 
 

 
Marguerite Smith Kelly’s Teacher’s Contract 

June 14, 1923 


	Circa 1905-1906 
	Back Row – L-R:  unknown, unknown, Roy Kelsey, Howard Wilsey, Jerry Makely 
	Cooksburgh School   
	Greenville Central School District 
	Scribe — 11/04/99 
	Dormansville School District Number 17 – 1923 

	August 26, 1999 
	Lampman Hill’s answer to Hollywood’s “Our Gang” 
	Lampman Hill co-ed Class – May 1924 



