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Interviewer: Leona and 
Lucille were the children 
of Leo and Margaret Hoyt 
Keenan born in the stone 
house on The Beadle Road. 
My husband and I bought 
that venerable house in 
1989 at an auction and lived 
there for twenty-two years. 
In 2010, we sold the beloved 
house and moved into a 
townhouse in Clarkson, 
New York. When I conducted 
this interview, I was seeking 
more information about the house and the Keenan 
family and asked the sisters if I could interview them 
together. I used a small Olympus hand-held recording 
device whose sound quality is not the best. I have done 
my best to transcribe all the information the sisters so 
kindly gave me on that November day in 2003.

“I am Leona (Keenan) Maier and I was born on September 
19, 1920, the oldest of ten children.” I subsequently learned that 
Leona’s husband Walter Maier, was also known as Baldy. The 
Maiers had three daughters: Patty, Barbara and Shirley.

“I’m Lucille (Keenan) Dougherty. I was born on June 1, 
1923 and I’m the third oldest. There were six girls and four boys, 
all born in the house. Sheila was the youngest girl. Larry was 
the youngest of all, and he got killed in an automobile accident 
in 1970. He was 28. Our grandparents bought the house in 1903. 
They were from over on Root Road on the corner of Root and 
Covel [Euler, to the east]. That’s where Dad [Leo Keenan] was 
born. The house isn’t there now. It was on the other corner to the 
little school house where we all went to school, except Larry. I 
don’t think he went there. And, maybe Sheila—I don’t think 
she went there.” Kathleen Breiner, Lucille’s daughter doesn’t 
think that the piece about Leo’s birthplace is correct. She thinks 
he was born on Beadle. The court records say that Leo and 
Margaret Keenan bought the stone house in 1903. 

(Leona) ”There were six grades. No, maybe eight because Joe 
Streb went through eighth. But, six for us. It was a one-room 
schoolhouse. There was one teacher.”

(Lucille) “I remember Mrs. Kaheler was my first teacher, and 
she was from Churchville. There were only three in my class—two 

boys and me. And, there was a 
Miss Mildred Rose, who 
taught there for a long time. 
There were Luces over there, not 
in my class but they were there.”

(Leona) “There had to 
be Luces, Breslowskis, 
Alexanders and Keenans.”

(Lucille) “Charlie Alexander 
from over there on The Reed 
Road—Charlie’s sister was a real 
good friend of mine.”

(Leona) “We all walked to 
school. If it was bad weather, 

snowy weather, then, we took a horse and sleigh. Dad and my 
uncle, if it was real bad—they would come and pick us up early 
from school. We took some of the neighbor’s kids home, too.” 

I asked if The Beadle Road was a dirt road in those days. 
(Lucille) ”No, it was little stones.” 
(Leona) “I should have brought that picture. I was about 

eight-years old.” 
(Lucille) “And, I was three or four and we’re sitting on the 

big stone step at the bed of the road and you can see the stones. 
Those steps have been there as long as I can remember and that’s 
not too long sometimes! They would dig down because it was a 
dirt road and throw in all these little stones. They had a stone 
crusher they used which sat over by where Bob’s [Stettner] 
pond is at the nursery.” 

(Lucille) “I don’t remember that.” 
(Leona) “They must have needed a lot of water to keep the 

dust down or something.” 
(Leona) “There are those old stone steps because the house 

sits on a rise. They’re still there. There was a hitching post at the 
bottom of the steps for buggies, I guess. They must have dug down 
below grade for the road. The house is four or five feet above. 

Dad didn’t have a fancy horse or team—just old farm horses, 
Topsy and George, Lizzie and Colonel and Dutch. He worked with 
them, too.” 

I asked about the horse barn shown in old pictures of 
the farmyard which is not there now. The photographs 
probably date from the late 1920s. 

(Leona) “Not in my day, but once upon a time, because there were 
four mangers on the east side—three or four of them—feeding 
things. The door faced north and the stalls were on the east side.” 

Fig.1. Lucille (Keenan) Doherty and Leona (Keenan) Maier, 1970s
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(Lucille) “Then after that, they were kept down in the basement 
of the barn. There were five or six mangers down there—with 
the cows. We didn’t have all of those horses at one time. But, there 
must have been five of them, don’t you think.”

(Leona) “One time old Colonel [the horse] didn’t come down 
to the barn at suppertime and Dad called: ‘Here, Colonel, here 
Colonel, you old plug.’ And, when Dad got back up to the barn, 
he was standing there.”

I asked about the big English Side-of-the Hill barn 
east of the house. It is two barns bolted together. They 
didn’t seem to know anything about this or when it had 
happened. Donnie, their brother, had told me that one 
of the barns sat back to the south on the hill but he, also, 
wasn’t clear when the second barn was moved. 

I then asked them about their grandparents’ names. 
(Lucille) “James and Mary (Cunningham) Keenan. I 

think both came from Riga. Our parents were Leo and Margaret 
Keenan. Mother was a Hoyt from Brockport. When we were first 
married, Dan and I bought her house on Lyman Street. We lived 
there a couple of years and then bought this place.” 

Lucille and Dan lived at the end of Beadle Road 
where the road curves and it becomes Ogden-Sweden 
Town Line Road and then becomes Chambers. Lucille 
still lives there in 2014.

(Lucille) “The grandparents, James and Mary lived with 
us in the stone house. Grandpa died in ’29, I think—the year 
Donny was born and Grandpa Hoyt died that same year.”

I mentioned that Donnie, one of their brothers had 
told me that that field over on the west was low and that 
it used to flood. When it did in the winter time, it would 
freeze over and all the Keenans would skate on it. 

(Lucille) “We used to skate, but I didn’t think it was there.”
(Leona) “We’d skate anywhere there was standing water that 

froze, I guess.” 
(Lucille) “That pond in the back was a ‘no-no’ because it was 

planted ground.” 
(Leona) “We could go down there as far as the pasture lots. 

They belonged to someone, Gallup, wasn’t it. Remember, Jim 
broke his car through the ice down there, didn’t he?”(giggles)

(Lucille) “Bob Stettner was just talking about that the 
other day.” 

(Leona) “There were almost no houses up and down [The Beadle 
Road]—just farmland. Across from us was George Beedle’s 
land. Mary Louise Henion owns that now. She was his daughter. 

On down west on the other side of The Beadle Road, Oscar Duffy 
lived in that house where Nancy Kolb and Michael Merritt 
live now. He lived there all by himself. Then the next house was 
Spaan’s, where the Geigers live now. Then the Breiners, but 
it wasn’t the house that’s there now. George Beedle’s house was 
across the road. And, the hop house that was part of that.”

(Leona) “And, going east Stettners was the only one on the 
road until Root. And, down at the end of the road to the east, 
there was an old house on the corner. Nobody lived there.”  
(Lucille) “Fred (or, Ed) Beedle lived there, didn’t he?” 

(Leona) “No, he lived on down the Lake Road, that big house. 
One up Lake Road from Beadle. And, there’s that little house on the 
other side. I don’t know who lives there. They haven’t been there 
very long. Somebody new. Johnnie Kelsey used to live there.”

I asked what kind of farming the Keenans did. 
(Lucille) “Dairy, wheat, corn, oats.“
(Leona) “The Beedles, they had cattle, didn’t they?” 
(Lucille) “Think so. Everybody did.” 
I asked where they went shopping from Beadle Road. 
(Lucille) “Brockport, always to Brockport. We belonged to 

the Catholic church in Brockport, too, but we went over to 
Churchville. I probably shouldn’t go over to Spencerport now but 
they don’t care where you go.”

The sisters went on to say that there were some little 
stores in Sweden Center and a meeting place for the 
bachelors. It was a store and later there was a gas station 
there on the west side of Lake Road. 

(Lucille) “Alan used to go up there to pick up a loaf of bread 
or just to visit. It was a gathering place.” 

This was the Uncle Alan, the unmarried brother of 
Leo, who lived upstairs in the south facing bedroom that 
we [the Talleys] made into a second floor bathroom. 

(Lucille) “He lived up there with Grandma and Grandpa. One 
big happy family.” (chuckle, chuckle.) 

The house was divided into three domiciles. Leo and 
Margaret and their ten children lived in what they 
called the over home which was on the house west side, 
up and down. When we bought the house there was a 
stovepipe hole over the doorway between the little room 
and the living room. It appeared that a cook stove was in 
the small room with a stovepipe leading to the fireplace 
in the living room. Alan and the grandparents were 
upstairs in the east bedroom and Alan’s was the smaller, 
south facing bedroom.
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(Lucille) “When there was about six of us, we all lived over home, 
where your living room is. The little room behind was our kitchen. 
But, we had the run of the house, you know. We were never cooped 
up on that side, you know. We always ate on our side, though.” 

(Leona) “Lydia lived with us, too. She and Alan never 
married and moved on. Lyd was Dad’s sister. One of those 
upstairs bedrooms, on the over home side, was the girl’s room. It 
had some iron cots in it. When I first got my period, I had to be 
separated from the rest and stay back in the little room.

“When the grandparents died, the next generations took over 
the whole house. Mom and Dad moved downstairs into the living 
room sometime before Larry was born. The girls were over in 
the big, west bedroom upstairs and the boys were across the hall.” 

The whole back wing which was moved from down the 
road and bolted to the stone house in the 1850’s, consisted 
of an old kitchen with a cast iron cook stove, behind 
which were several small rooms and a second story where 
Leo Keenan made harnesses. They called it the harness 
room. Bob Stettner said that, on a still summer night, 
you could hear Leo’s hammer striking the harness table. 

(Leona) “We used to sneak up there and play at horse-riding 
because there was a big old bench you sat on with a piece up 
front like a head and something to rest your feet on. We weren’t 
supposed to be up there anyway. But, it was fun.” 

(Lucille) “We called that old wing, the back kitchen, but we 
never used it as a kitchen. There was another stove out there 
where Mom did her laundry, stuff like that. When Jim was born, 
Mom got an automatic—you know, not really an automatic—a 
gas-driven one—a gas engine washer. It went: putt, putt, putt all 
the time it ran, but it sure made laundry day easier.” 

I asked the sisters about a story that neighbor, Bob 
Stettner, had told us: A man was hung [or hung 
himself?] in a maple tree, down there by Breiners, 
right at their hedge row line when Bob was a kid. Did 
they know anything about this gruesome event? It was 
a cab driver from Rochester. Leona and Lucille had no 
memory of ever having heard this story. 

Was Bob Stettner a friend, did he ever come up to 
play? I asked. 

(Leona) “He never came over.” 
(Lucille) “Oh, he did occasionally. He was an only child, and 

there was a whole mob of us. And, he went to another school—
Churchville—the one room schoolhouse down there on Chambers. 
They had Christmas doings or something at the school, and he’d 

invite us kids down and we’d go—see them in their play.”
I happen to know that Bob had the wonderful and locally 

celebrated Emma Osborne for his teacher for a number of 
years. Emma later came to be a consultant at the Brockport 
Elementary School. The student teachers who came in 
contact with her speak very highly of her to this day. 

Margaret Keenan played the piano and, so well, that, 
before she was married, she got a job playing the piano 
during the silent movies at Brockport’s Strand Theatre. 

(Leona) “She could sing, too, and I don’t think any of her 
kids can carry a tune. There was an upright piano in the front 
room—over home. 

(Leona) “Grandma Keenan had a piano, too. A small grand. 
It sat in the room with the cooking fireplace, on the east side. I 
never heard anyone play it. When so many kids came along, they 
sold it to Charlie Weldon or gave it to him—don’t remember.” 

It sounds as if you didn’t sing a lot. 
(Lucille) “None of us were singers. It would have hurt Mom’s ears.” 
They grew a lot of their own food. Lucille remembered 

digging potatoes before it got too cold. They had a root 
cellar which they called, the dark cellar. I remember the 
cellar when we first moved in. There was an old brick 
wall dividing the cellar in half with a door. On the west 
side where a modern furnace had been installed in the 
late seventies, the floor was cement and there was a 
badly deteriorated cooking fireplace. It must have been 
the summer kitchen in the early days. Also, in that corner 
was a trap door opening into the little room behind the 
living room. Lucille said they never went over there. At 
the change of seasons, there were always a few migrating 
snakes in the basement. Lucille’s daughter, Kathleen 
remembers that on the day of the auction, there was a 
snake in the main level which they hustled out of there 
just as the bidding started.

I asked the sisters if they had kin over on Hubbell Road 
living in a stone house that has been covered in stucco. 
Yes, they do—the Maiers—relatives [in laws] of 
Leona. It’s empty now. Nobody wants to live in it. They 
said even if they rented it, it would cost them too much 
money to keep it up. 

(Lucille) “There’s Keenans all over the place. One time you 
couldn’t say nothin’ about anyone—everyone in Brockport was 
related to us.”

I asked them to tell me about the big old barn which sits 
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east of the stone house. Some of the west-facing windows are 
below grade and I wondered how that happened.  

(Leona”) “There was a big silo on that side. And, there was a 
large opening into the hay barn. Remember? There were granaries 
on the south side in the main level of the barn—where the oats 
and the wheat had to be. There were three, weren’t there?” 

(Lucille) “There was corn in there, too.” 
I asked them if the stories I had heard about their 

mother shooting rats in the granary was true. Leona 
didn’t remember that but Lucille did. Leona supposes 
it happened after she [the eldest] left.

(Leona) “I do remember one time Aunt Lyd went after the 
chicken hawks with her shot gun. But, they said she only put a 
hole in the swing or something. Well, she scared them anyway. 
There was a chicken house for laying hens between the two barns.”

(Lucille) “And later on, Mom had just a little A-frame that she 
would raise chicks in.”

We looked at some family pictures. I could see a great 
resemblance between Eunie [Eunice Keenan] and 
Lucille’s daughter, Kathleen Breiner, who lives over 
on West Sweden Road.

I recounted a tale their brother, Donnie had told us 
right after we moved into the house. In the big room on 
the east side of the stone house, on the east wall, there 
was an imprint on the wallpaper of what looked like a 
small doorless cupboard. He said his dad has always told 
them that there was a treasure sealed up in there. Of 
course, we immediately stripped off the wallpaper, and 
the box was empty. It did turn out that this opening had 
been part of a cooking fireplace in that wall which had 
been removed more than a hundred years earlier. The 
two inch hand-made bricks were all in the basement, 
used in that dividing wall between the two sections. 

Another fanciful story passed on by Donnie was: 
One day, many, many years ago, a traveling salesman 
stopped by the house. As he and the stranger stood in the 
yard talking, the man took a last puff on his cigarette 
and tossed it into the grass. A swallow swooped down 
and snapped that cigarette up in his beak and flew into 
the hay mow above the granaries. Very soon a curl of 
smoke drifted out of the barn, and they had a fire on 
their hands. They were able to extinguish the flames and 
reflect on the importance of stamping out your cigarette. 
The girls did not remember this story but, of course, 

Donnie lived in the house with his parents after most of 
the others moved out to set up their married households. 

Another tale from Donnie: One time when he was a 
little boy the chimney upstairs, over home caught fire 
and his father pried the mantle off the fireplace and 
threw it out in the snow filled side yard below. As best 
he could recall, this fireplace surround was a miniature 
version of the very beautifully hand-carved fluted mantle 
in the room below. In 1989, while cleaning up an area 
just below that upstairs window, I believe I found some 
good-sized fragments of the mantle, fluted and as light 
as styrofoam from their long, long tenure in the rain and 
snow. I guess what preserved them was heaps of rock on 
which they lay. Next to the fireplace which was papered 
over until our restoration was a small cupboard which 
Leona remembered. I believe they are called, warming 
cupboards.

(Lucille) “The babies were all born in the house. Mrs. 
Stettner, Bob’s mother was a nurse. She came down, but just 
for the last one—Larry. Granma helped with the others and 
she had a midwife. 

(Leona) “It seems like Aunt Lill came up, too. She was my 
mother’s sister-in-law. Mom was a Hoyt from Brockport. I think 
Grandma used to work with Dr. Vail [?] as midwife. Dr. Vail 
was in Churchville. You could always call the doctor if there was 
trouble. We had a phone and everyone used to come to our house 
to use the telephone. I know Bill Shelt [?] came over to use it. 
When his mother died, he came over and used the phone.”

The great grandparents came over from Ireland. 
(Leona) “I don’t know how many children came with them, 

but I know that my grandfather and his twin brother were the 
first Keenans born here. They ended up in Riga. They must 
have come over about a hundred and fifty years ago. Do you know 
Mary Smith in Hamlin? The historian. Her son and my sister’s 
daughter, Mary, went to school together and went out together.” 

Mary helped her get information—looking back on the 
tax roles and such. She’s got a lot of information about 
the Keenans. 

(Lucille) “Tina, Jim’s daughter, has been trying to get 
some more information.” 

(Leona) “Tina lives in Rochester. It’s Greece, but it’s Rochester. 
The Cunninghams were Irish, too.” 

(Leona) “There were some death things and all that I left at the 
house that had some information about the Cunninghams.” 
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(Lucille) “There’s that book that 
Tina has that tells where some of them 
came from in Ireland.” 

(Leona) “My best friend, Betty’s 
husband’s people, came over from 
Ireland and their name was Levis. Now 
that’s no Irish name, is it? There must be 
Jewish people in Ireland. His people must 
be Jewish descent and Irish nationality. 
Betty was an only child; her husband 
was an only child; and, they only had 
one child. He was born blind. And, he’s 
not doing too well right now.” 

At this point of the interview, 
Lucille’s husband, Dan Doherty, 
came in the kitchen. I asked 
Lucille where they met. 

(Lucille) “Everybody wants to know 
where I met him. I never did meet him!” 

(Leona) “What did you do? Just 
bump into him someplace?” 

(Lucille) “Knew him in school, Brockport High School. Then 
we married on October 4, 1948. We lived on Ogden/Parma Town 
Line Road for about two years. Then, we moved to Brockport on 
Lyman Street for about two years. It was the Hoyt house where my 
mother grew up. From there, we bought the farm in ’52, and we’ve 
been here ever since. This was the Partyka’s house. They were 
farmers. They sold us this house and moved down on Chambers 
Street. We raised cows and had a small dairy. Of course, we also 
raised oats and corn. We rented a lot of land—pretty near from 
Union Street to Lake Road. Some of that was land from the old 
place and all the way over to Strebs. What we called the old 
sheep pasture is now that big house on the south side with the 
pond shaped like a “W.” We didn’t have sheep in our day, but they 
must have at some time because they called that piece the sheep 
pasture. Dan worked at Kodak and did the farming, too. He quit 
the farming somewhere around ’83.”

Do you all remember any stone fences at the old place? 
(Both sisters) “Oh yeah. Yeah.” 
(Leona) “We kids would pick rocks. There’s a little old picture 

of some us by the fence row where all those rocks were tossed.”
(Lucille) “A lot of work was done on the old place in the fifties. 

Cement floors in the basement of the barn and a milk house put 
up on the north end.” 

(Leona) “How did we meet? My 
husband and I? We never did. We 
just saw each other at ballgames in 
Churchville. He lived there but he 
wasn’t born there. Barney Dibble 
had a ball team over here. Every kid in 
the area wanted to be on it. They played 
down there at the corner of Beadle and 
Lake Road. There used to be gas station 
there later on but it’s not there now. 
And, some kind of storage.” 

They may be referring to that 
space down south a bit on Lake that 
has a big storage facility now [2001]. 

(Leona) “We got married in ’44.” We 
lived up on Ogden/Parma TL Road. It 
was the same house that she [Lucille] 
lived in with Dan and [?] Keenan lived 
there,too. My husband rented the barn. 
It’s a big old white house. It’s still there.”

(Lucille) “It’s right across from the golf thing over there.” 
They think it was Pinewood Golf Club. 
(Leona) “It used to be the Sigerd Boll Farm [?] years ago.” 
I asked how they met other kids around, for instance, 

Brockport or Bergen. 
(Lucille) “There used to be square dances and all.” 
(Leona) “Yes, but that was when we were in high school.” 
(Lucille) “They had the square dances at the old Bergen 

Grange. Don’t remember where the building was—maybe that 
first left as you’re going into Bergen.” 

(Leona) “We used to go over to Spencerport, too, for square 
dancing in the [?] house in Spencerport, on the second floor.”

(Leona) “Then we moved over to [?] for two years, and then 
we bought the farm over in Hilton. We stayed there until he died 
in 1965, and I stayed on until ’81. He died to get away. Me, I don’t 
know. I just stayed on.” 

I asked the sisters what happened when there was a big 
snowstorm. Was there anyone to clear the roads or were 
they just stuck there until a melt? 

(Lucille) “They didn’t have all the equipment they do now to 
take away the snow, so we were just stuck there until a melt.” 

(Leona) “Remember, though, no one was working at farming 
in the middle of winter and you didn’t need to get out like you do 
today to get to a job. Back then nobody worked in the city.” 

Fig.2. Lucille (Keenan) and Dan Doherty wedding picture, 1948.
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(Lucille) “It was all farmers. None of these 
houses you see now were even here yet. They didn’t 
close down the schools like they do now. And, it just 
doesn’t seem like we missed much school because 
of the weather.” 

(Leona) “Didn’t the teacher live with us for 
awhile? I remember she also lived with Clayton 
Root from over there near the school on Root 
Road. She had a horse to get back and forth. The 
big old white farmhouse on the corner of Root 
and Whittier must have been Clayton’s house. 
It’s still there.”

This was all called The Root Settlement after 
early settler, Fred Root. I asked if Clayton was related to 
Fred Root who had a very large brick house on The Root 
Road which burned in [?]. The McCormick Reaper was 
test-driven on Fred Root’s land in the 1850’s. They didn’t 
know about Clayton’s provenance, but assumed he must 
be a descendent of Fred—maybe a grandson. 

(Lucille) “Ted Root. Now, he and Clayton were brothers. 
Ted had a threshing machine drawn by two horses and would 
go around. That’s how he made a living.” 

I asked them if they knew any Lockes since an early 
Locke had built the venerable stone house. They knew 
George Locke, the dentist on the Lake Road and Don 
Locke. There was another boy, Gene Locke [Eugene?].

(Lucille) “One never married and lived with his mother on the 
Lake Road.” 

I asked them about anybody by the name of Way. They 
lived on Beadle, the northwest corner, on the other side 
of Lake and the large foundation of the farmhouse is all 
that remains. The name didn’t ring any bells.

(Leona) “On that other corner that has the sign that says: 
Merrill Estates, there used to be a beautiful big house with several 
large barns. The Merrill family lived there. Their kids were 
Mable, Fred, Byron and Gene. Byron and Gene are dead 
now. They were a couple of years older than I am.” 

I asked them if they knew anything about the next 
property down to the south on the east side of Lake. They 
said that was Ed Beedle’s house at one time. Did they 
know that the building behind the house was the old East 
Sweden Methodist Church? It was moved from Sweden 
Center a long time ago. They weren’t aware of that. They 
identified the house on the other side if the street, a bit 

south which was moved recently some fifty 
feet or so back from the Lake Road. That 
house, they said, belonged to the Watson 
family. At the time of this interview, a very 
elderly Watson female still lived in that 
house. She is a tiny little woman. We’ve 
all seen her moving around in her yard, 
leaning over to pull a weed.

(Lucille) “Mr. Watson retired and used to 
help Danny a little bit.” 

I shared with them a bit of serendipity. 
When we bought the Beadle Road house in 
1989, a friend and neighbor of ours from 

Brighton told me that she used to come out to visit 
her aunt [Mrs. Watson] every Sunday when she was 
growing up. She loved the place. 

(Lucille) “Mr. Watson is the one that told Dan: ‘If 
you’re going to farm for a living, you’ve got to make your own 
retirement. You’ve got to start investing.’ We told him we didn’t 
have any money to invest, and he said it didn’t matter. Just take a 
little bit every week and put it in an investment. It will grow. Hey, 
the stock market went up 160 points today!”

This appears to be the conclusion of the interview. Dan 
died on October 7, 2004. Leona on July of the same year. 
Lucille still lives on her own in the farmhouse she and Dan 
bought in 1952. Lucille celebrated her ninetieth birthday 
at a big party at The Ogden Baptist Church in 2012. Friends 
and family gave her lots of hugs and good wishes. For a few 
years, her widowed brother, Ray, lived with her. He died 
in the late winter of 2014. Lucille’s daughter, Kathleen 
Breiner lives nearby and her son, Patrick, not so far away. 
The Keenans were remarkable people. The remnants of 
the family that were left when we bought the family house 
were unceasingly kind and welcoming to us—a couple of 
greenhorns, if you’d ever seen some. But, sometimes I felt I 
had known them all my life.

Fig.3. Lucille at her home, September 
24, 2014
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