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HISTORY AND STORIES OF COOPER, MAINE

CONTENTS

The contents of this book are essentially the stories and poems
produced by Norman C. Day and presented to the Town Of Cooper in 1992.
These stories and poems were created by Norman except those where he
credited others. Several items have been added to this edition and the
entire book has been typed.
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LEGACY OF COOPER

This verse was written by my son Norman O. Day. I dedicate it to the town of Cooper, Maine
and to Virginia Walker, a good friend and a former Townsman of Cooper, Maine. I attended the
same school as her mother, Ethel (Dodge) Clark, being nearly the same age as her.

Many a heart is pining
Who dwelt here long ago
And carved a peaceful hamlet
From Cooper’s towering groves.

Tales of joy and sorrow
Tears of strife and woe
Following in the footsteps
Of life’s relentless throes.

Come neigh oh loyal patrons
Regard your heritage well
With iron willed virtuosity

And a vision to compel.

A time of seismic changing
The message of life intones
Treasures of world’s imparted
Our master skillfully hones.

Years are only sequels
A blast from the trumpeters horn
And we the stars of destiny
Are children of the dawn.

‘Legacies’ of our ancestors
In spirit now have grown
And flown to new horizons
Precious jewels for God’s throne.




STORY OF MY ANCESTORS

My ancestors came from Wales, Scotland and Ireland. My ancestors, the Day family came
over from Wales in very early times. Grandfather Day’s wife was a Hayward and of Scotch
decent. My mother was part Irish and English, her grandmother came from Ireland.. Her and
family lived on West Ridge. My grandfather Abiah Day was born in Wesley, Maine. Alice, Ella,
Ann, and Willis were born there also, they being his children. My father Willis Day was first
cousin to Wilbur Day, the famous guide and hunter.

Grandfather moved to Milltown Me. when my father was ten years old to work in a saw mill
for a few years. Later he traded his place for a farm in Cooper. Vern, Bert, Torn and Elsie were
born in Cooper.

Bert Day studied civil engineering by mail, and became a civil engineer, and worked for the
State. Torn went to Massachusetts, worked as a landscape gardener, and married. Later he
moved to California and bought a cattle ranch. Vern stayed in Cooper and had a large family.
The rest of the family moved away, most of them settling in or around Lewiston, except Elsie Day
who died at sixteen and is buried on the old home place.

My Grandfather Day was very religious. He wouldn’t allow his children to play, or make any
noise on Sunday. He wouldn’t allow any books except the Bible in the house. My father, when
in his teens, used to borrow books from some of the neighbors, and keep them hid from his father,
and read them when Father wasn’t around. Later he relented, and allowed my Dad to have some
books.

My father became self educated. He purchased many books including 20 volumes of world
history. He became First Selectman and Assessor for many years. He started writing poetry
when I was around six or seven years old. I remember him writing the poem of Wilfred Vining
and others. He studied astronomy and he used to show us how to locate the North Star, Orion,
the Seven Sisters, Big Dipper, and others. I remember Haley’s Comet. We stayed up most of the
night watching it. I must have been around six at the time. I remember Dad reading from the
Bangor Commercial about a family digging an underground shelter, and staying there for ten days.
They thought there would be poison gas from the comet. They were either surprised or
disappointed when they came out of the shelter.

Dad was quite a farmer; he raised a nice garden every year. We always had plenty of
vegetables, dry beans and apples.

My brothers and I started painting at an early age. Hiram, the oldest boy, got a painting
book at Christmas. It had pictures on every other page. One page was blank and one had to copy
and paint the picture opposite. He also had a small box of watercolors that we painted with. We
used to see who could turn out the best picture. From then on, we did a lot of drawing and
painting. Hiram took a course by mail and became a good pen and ink artist. I took a three
month course in Boston when I was 19. It was mostly drawing. John became really good, he
later studied sign painting and made it his life’s work. Robert also became a sign painter and he
had a sign shop in Biddeford. He painted for around 30 years and is now retired and living in
Princeton, Me. June attended art school in Boston and became a portrait artist. She worked in a
studio near Boston. She is now retired and living with her son in Texas. I have been painting off




and on all my life and am still painting. I do both portraits and landscapes. I have sold hundreds
of paintings. There are only three of us living - Robert, June and I.

Following is a story about one of my ancestors: My mother’s grandfather lived to be one
hundred and ten. I can remember my mother reading about it in the Bangor Commercial. I was
very young at the time. His picture was in the paper saying that he was the last grandson of the
revolution. The rest is hard to believe. They claim when he was one hundred, he carried a
hundred pound sack of grain on his shoulder for about a mile to the grist mill.

GRANDPARENTS

I never knew my grandfather (Abiah) on my father’s side. He died at 54 and my
grandmother died at 46 years old. And an Aunt Elsie died at 16 years. All three are buried down
in the long field below Philip’s house. There’s a stone there with their names, and the regiment
my grandfather was in.

My grandmother’s name was Margeret Hayward, meaning her maiden name. But I knew
my grandfather and grandmother on my mother’s side of the family. John Moore, who lived to be
97, and my Grandmother Moore was 75.

THE MOORES

My mother’s maiden name was Martha Moore, she was born in the last place up on the
Breakneck Road. When she was around ten or twelve, the family moved down to the West Ridge
of Cooper. Her father John Moore came from Albion, Me. Her mother’s name was Elizabeth
McNelly. Her cousin George McNelly was chief of police in Calais at one time. After the family
grew up and were on their own, their father moved to Machiasport where he lived most of life.
My mother had three sisters, Georgia, Clara and Minnie. Clara lived a while in Cooper after she
married, later moving to Bangor. Georgia married a McGowan, later moving to Portland.

Minnie was married twice and lived to be 90. Georgia is still living, she is 95. Mother died in the
state of Washington at age 90. She was a caring person who took good care of us. She never
lost her temper.







