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Remembering North Crandon Argonne School days 
By Dorothy Kegley  

  The days of youth 
seep into our minds often 
at the brink of our twi-
light years. The days 
seemed brighter, the 
nights seemed longer, and 
we felt like we would 
never grow old. We 
marked our time by the 
last bell of the school 
year, where we were 
joined by our parents for 
a huge picnic on the 
school lawn. The ice 
cream came in big round 
wooden tubs. It has never 
tasted as good again. 
  I was the thirteenth 
child in my family of fif-
teen, so we made up a fair 
amount of the school pop-
ulation, but we were beat 
by the wonderful Samz 
family who supplied 24 
students. 
  For 25 cents a day we 
had delicious hot meals. 
The cooks and janitors 
were very special to us. 
The janitors would let us 
sometimes cut through 
their janitor room to go 
the bathroom. The room 
always felt so warm with 
the strong smell of coal.  
  There was a smell to 
the school that is missing 
today, it was the smell of 
the mimeograph machine. 
With its sharp, intoxicat-
ing and unique smell of 
ink and paper, mixed with 
the aroma of large con-
tainers of Elmer’s school 
paste.  
  I clearly recall stand-
ing on the first and sec-
ond floor landing and 
looking down from the 
windows and seeing a 
large tree next to the side-
walk that we used to sit 
on and watch the boys 
play sports or to play 
jacks. To a country girl 
that did not get into town 
very often, except for 
school, this was the 
equivalent of looking now 
from the Chicago hotels 
onto the streets below. 
  Our teachers taught 
two classes to each room. 
We all got along and bul-
lying was never an issue. 
We used our energy for 
school spirit and cheering 
on the sports teams. I still 
hold fond memories of 
our team colors of gold 
and black. We developed 
small crushes and the sure 
sign a boy liked you was 
he would throw his gym 
shoes at you to carry for 
him. This could make or 
break a young girl’s heart, 
depending on who was 
chosen to carry the shoes. 
  The school yard had 
a playground had a swing 
set that seemed to touch 
the sky. The only incident 
that I can remember on 

the playground was when 
I jumped off the swing 
and caught my dress and 
tore it off around the 
waist. Thank goodness we 
wore either a full slip or a 
half a slip and underwear. 
I was not only embar-
rassed but was scared, 
because the dress was a 
new dress that I begged 
my sister Pat to let me 
wear. My mom mended it 
for my sister; she never 
wore it again, but I did. I 
liked the dress and wore it 
for years. I even wore it 
several years later for my 
engagement picture in the 
Forest Republican.  
  I learned my love of 
politics from Mr. Mar-
quette. He was way ahead 
of his time. He told us a 
time was coming when 
the dollar would not be a 
dollar. At this time, we 
were paying something 
like $1 for three loafs of 
white wonder bread and 
we would use the colorful 
bags to put over shoes and 
boots. A dollar for three 
packages of cookies and a 
dollar for 100 pieces of 
penny candy. He said the 
day was coming where 
you would need a wheel-
barrow of cash to buy 
three loafs of bread and 
other groceries for our 
families. He predicted 
with a clear vision so 
much of what we see hap-
pening in our world today. 
  Mrs. Elaine Shephard 
was our sixth-grade teach-
er. She treated us with 
such kindness and respect. 
She was our neighbor and 
she would feed our pet 
fawn, Flash, biscuits and 
gravy for breakfast  
  There was an attic in 
our school that was used 
to store the Christmas 
decorations. It was kind of 
creepy but fun to go up 
there and carry down the 
decorations for the rooms 
and hallways. We were in 
awe of the product that we 
created with strung cran-
berries, popcorn and paper 
chains. We would draw 
names for presents then 
watch in wonder as the 
pile under the tree grew 
bigger and bigger. It was 
truly a magical time.  
  The night of the 
Christmas play was al-
most always below zero 
and we went with our par-
ents to the Argonne Town 
Hall for the pageant, since 
we did not have a gym. 
Just as the play ended, out 
of nowhere we could hear 
the jolly “ho-ho-ho!” of 
Santa Claus, who came in 
from the cold to give us 
bags of popcorn balls, 
peanuts, hard candy and a 
red delicious apple. You 

guessed it, Santa had a 
familiar build and voice 
that belonged to our Jani-
tor Don. Thus, was the 
beginning of our Christ-
mas vacation. Sometime 
during that two-week 
break, the buses would 
pick us up and take us to 
Crandon to the theater to 
see a Christmas show 
sponsored by the Lions 
club who gave us another 
bag of goodies.  
  Ms. Wybrew, 1st 
grade, valued shoes as she 
walked to and from school 
every day of her long 
teaching career. She would 
honor the student with a 

new pair, by having the 
class do a new shoes song. 
There was Valentine’s 
day where you hoped to 
get that special valentine 
from the boy that you had 
a crush on and you would 
look through your valen-
tines to find that special 
one just for him. 
  Before you knew it 
was that last bell of our 
grade school year. It was 
bittersweet. We would 
come back in the fall hav-
ing changed into high 
school students. As we 
grow older there is a hun-
ger in our souls for these 
simpler times.  
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North Crandon School (Argonne School) 1918. The school 
was built in 1907 and Mark Samz’s grandfather helped build 
the school. He is also tied to the school with both his grandfa-
ther and grandmother (the Marquettes) having a long teaching 
career there. Note the horse drawn school buses, formal dress 
of students and staff and solid looking school building. 


