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These sheep are part of centuries old,

specially adapted Penobscot
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Recently shorn, they are

in transit to Allen Island.
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In 1979, David Sleeper
of Brook Farm, Inc. in
Falmouth, Maine installed
Monhegan Island’s first
photovoltaic power system in the
home of Dr. Alta Ashley. Now 18
buildings on Monhegan, including
the island’s Post Office, collect most
of their electric energy from the sun
to give the island community the
distinction of having the highest
photovoltaic power capacity per
capita in the United States.

In the early 1950’s, scientists at
Bell Laboratories first discovered
that treated silicon crystals could
convert about one percent of the
sun’s energy striking them to elec-
tricity. In the years following this
discovery, the silicon panels were
made more efficient and took a
quantum leap forward when NASA
used them to provide power for
satellites. But it has only been in the
last few years that photovoltaics
have become cost-effective for
residential uses as an alternative to
generators in remote settings in
Maine even during the short gray
days of winter.

Residential systems like those in
use now on Monhegan are not very
complex. The collection and
transformation of solar energy takes
place in silicon panels which are
usually mounted on a south-facing
roof. These panels are wired to an
electrical circuit which conducts the
energy through a regulator and into
storage batteries. As the electricity
is needed, it is drawn from the bat-
teries back through the regulator to
the appliances. Although
photovoltaic systems produce direct
current or D.C. Power while most
houses are wired with A.C. or alter-
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nating current, this can be solved
two ways. A house can be wired with
the heavier wire needed for D.C. or
an owner can install an inverter
which converts D.C. to A.C. The
first alternative is more efficient
since an inverter can lose up to 20%
of the power which passes through
it.

David Sleeper, Maine’s leading
photovoltaic salesman, cites its flex-
ibility as its greatest assets. People
who can’t afford or don’t need a
large system can start with one that
just runs lights and small ap-
pliances. As a family’s needs in-
crease, they can add on to the
original system by wiring in more
panels. Photovoltaics are also easily
incorporated into a hybrid system.
On Monhegan, for example, the
systems are backed up by
generators. In other places, wind
machines are used with
photovoltaics. Another benefit of
photovoltaics is their low
maintenance costs. The major ex-
pense comes with installation. Even
a small system can cost around
$6,000 and the larger ones cost
several times more. While energy
tax credits help (on a $6,000 system,
an owner would get $2,400 back),
the initial investment is still a large
one. But once in place, a
photovoltaic system is very inexpen-
sive to operate and maintain. The
collector panels last approximately
20 years and the batteries, if used
properly, can last up to 10 years. The
only problem that current owners
have encountered is with inverters.
Because its parts are fragile and sen-
sitive, breakdowns do occur, making
them the weak links in the systems.

PHOTOVOLTAICS
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While many people believe that
photovoltaics will be a part of our
energy supply in the future, the
costs at present will discourage
anyone with access to a local power
grid. For photovoltaics to be cost ef-
fective in an area serviced by a
power company, the costs per
kilowatt hour of photovoltaic power
must continue to decline relative to
public utility power costs. For those
Maine communities serviced by
Central Maine Power Company
which has a 6% stake in the recently
cancelled Seabrook II nuclear plant,
electric rates are going to rise in real
terms. The only question is how fast
and how far.

But for islands and other isolated
areas already paying 3-4 times the
public utility cost per kilowatt hour
with a generator, photovoltaics are
economically sensible right now.
Sleeper recently installed a system
on Bar Island in Frenchman Bay for
under $50,000, while the power com-
pany would have charged $135,000
to extend its cables. Photovoltaic
systems are in use on about 15
islands along the Maine coast today.
Next to the noisy inconvenience of
gas and diesel using generators,
photovoltaics are one of modern
wonders of an island world which
can only become more common in
the years ahead.

EDITH MEACHAM
Edie Meacham is an intern of the
Island Institute.












For untold centuries
shepherds have used
fences, walls, sentries and dogs to
create ovine islands of safety in a
world that often seems perfectly
designed to ensure the elimination
of sheep as a species. Sheep
ungratefully manage to strangle
themselves in the very fences
erected for their protection, and
break delicate legs trying to crest
imperfectly designed walls. Sentries
have been known to augment low
wages with the occasional
marketing of property that isn’t
really theirs; and sad to report,
man'’s best friend is often a sheep’s
worst enemy. While working sheep
dogs have deservedly untarnished
reputations as defenders of the
flock, even the most flaccid, hearth-
ridden slipper fetcher can become a
slathering and wanton killer when
confronted by the hopelessly entic-
ing spectacle of a few bleating sheep.

The same world that makes life
difficult for sheep is even more try-
ing, if not always as fatal, for those
in the sheep business. Ever mecurial
markets, high overhead, and the
unremitting spectre of disaster in
the fields or pens quickly separate
the real shepherds from the back-
yarders. Maine shepherds are faced
with late springs, early winters and
the highest investment per-pound-
to-market in the country.

here are potent advan-
tages from an island
owner’s point of view for consider-
ing a flock of sheep grazing on an
island pasture. In traveling around
the Maine islands, one repeatedly
hears the lament, ‘“We used to be
able to walk to the other side of the
island.” Most of the islands were, as
a result of farming, quarrying, ship
building and wood cutting enter-
prises, quite open. In fact, turn-of-
the-century photographs make
many of the islands look down-right
bony, with bedrock cropping up
through an island’s thin soils.
Island abandonment in the 20th
century has resulted in an abun-
dance of islands whose predominant
cover now consists of even aged,
mature spruce and birch forests
with alders and raspberries choking
ever shrinking, overgrown fields.
While such growth may be beautiful
from the water, it makes foot
passage across an island an ordeal
best accomplished on one’s hands
and knees. The shallow rooted, over
mature spruce are increasingly
susceptible to major winter storms;
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and aerial reconnaisance of the
islands shows a tremendous amount
of annual blow down. Not only im-
possible to walk through, blow
downs constitute a serious fire
danger and waste an enormous
amount of marketable wood.

Islands, however, seem to be
absolutely made for sheep. If a
shepherd can buy, borrow or lease
an island; high-dollar, back-breaking
fencing immediately becomes an
unpleasant part of one’s shep-
herding past. The surprisingly pro-
vident shores of Maine’s islands are
“fences’”’ that need no repair, are
virtually dog and coyote proof and
actually give sheep a decided edge
during potentially deadly North
Atlantic winter gales. When snow-
covered meadows ashore are frozen
solid and it’s time to dip ever deeper
into savings to keep the flock fed,
offshore sheep are able to continue
foraging on islands that receive less
snow and ice because of the
moderating influences of salt water.
The winter sea is no picnic at 40

degrees F., but it’s still a lot warmer
than a barnyard on the mainland. In
the intertidal zone sheep forage on
high protein kelps and rockweed and
they find excellent refuge in an
island’s thick undercover that seems
so impenetrable to us. Frequent
thick fog enhances optimum grow-
ing conditions of a number of choice
forage varieties and incidentally
makes for remarkably fine wool.

For many of these reasons Maine
islands once produced a significant
amount of wool and meat both for
local consumption and export. Even
after Maine and New England
agriculture fell on hard times in the
1870’s, island sheep held on. Islands
like Monhegan, Criehaven and
Great Duck supported flocks of
between 300 to 500 until well into
the 20th century. Due to the alter-
nate cycles of wetting and drying of
fleeces, Maine island wool brought a
premium when sold to New England
textile mills. Collectively the Maine
islands supported a coastwise flock
estimated at 20,000.

No island was better known for its
flocks of sheep in the late 19th and
early 20th centuries than North
Haven. Because Waterman’s Store
at the town landing did a thriving
business with the S.S. Pierce Com-
pany of Boston, buying fine foods
delivered by steamer during the
summer; it was only natural that
North Haven lambs began making
the return trip on the S.S. Pierce

Penobscot Bay island sheep

boat. To this day in Boston’s Back
Bay there are fine cooks who
remember specifying nothing but
North Haven lambs for Sunday
dinner.

Although today Maine, like other
New England States, imports about
90% of the food it eats, there is an
increasing awareness among a broad
spectrum of people that many of the
rural values cherished as a state and
aregion — the quiltwork texture of a
field and forest landscape; the
values of husbandry, providence and
hardwork — are intimately tied up
with the agricultural past. And yet
for most of the last 4 decades,
Maine, like the rest of New England
has been losing family farms at an
alarming rate. As you read this,
there are 3 fewer farms in Maine
than there were yesterday.

At the same time that the tide is
falling for most Maine agriculture,
there are some counter currents run-
ning in the land. All across New
England on stony hillside pastures
the economics of raising sheep are
beginning to be reexamined. In light
of rising trnsportation costs, a
significant shift away from western
dominated sheep farms toward New
England lamb and wool is a distinct
possibility.

Perhaps no one has thought as
much about the ups and downs of
Maine’s sheep raising potential as
Peter Hagerty of Kezar Falls. It has
taken Hagerty 8 years of shep-
herding’s ups and downs to acquire
a more philosophical turn of mind
when it comes to Maine sheep.
Hagerty possesses that fine com-
bination of curiosity, determination,



























TRAP LIMITS

and the Bottom Line on Swan's Island

he mere mention of the

words, ‘‘trap limit”
among Maine lobstermen is enough
to set off something like a religious
war. Whether a lobsterman believes
limiting the number of traps he can
put overboard will help pave the
road to heaven or hell, it is not easy
to find a fisherman who feels neutral
about it. Yet for the first time in the
history of one of America’s most in-
dividualistic, competitive fisheries,
an overwhelming majority of
lobstermen on Swan’s Island who
straddle productive lobster bottom
between Blue Hill and Jericho Bays,
have petitioned the Maine Depart-
ment of Marine Resources to in-
stitute an experiment to limit the
number of traps they each can fish.

On October 1, 1984 within a
carefully described boundary, a
Swan’s Island lobsterman and his
sternman will be limited to fishing
600 lobster traps; a year later the
upper limit will be 500 traps; in 1986
the limit will drop to 450; and by
1987 the limit will have reached 400
traps for a lobsterman and his stern-
man. For single boats with only one
fisherman aboard, the limit will be
100 fewer traps, stepped down in the
same sequence for two-fishermen
boats.

The idea of a trap limit has been
kicked around by lobstermen for a
good many years, but it began to be
considered more seriously after the
Maine Department of Marine
Resources sent a questionnaire to
8,500 people holding Maine lobster
licenses in the summer of 1982, ask-
ing whether they favored the idea of
a trap limit. Over 3,200 license
holders responded to the question-
naire, and surprisingly 80% favored
a trap limit. Later the Maine
Lobsterman’s Association, which
some fishermen feel represents more
accurately the views of full time
lobstermen, sent out its own trap
limit questionnaire and discovered
that over 60% of those that respond-
ed favored the idea.

The idea behind a lobster trap
limit is simple: after a certain point,
the more traps a lobsterman fishes

Baiting up off Criehaven

in a limited area, the fewer pounds
he will catch per trap. If he con-
tinues to put more traps out, pro-
duction may increase slightly but
costs in gear and fuel increase
faster. At the end of the year a
fisherman’s cash flow may have
been greater, but his net income is
not. And he will have spent less time
at home with his family, and will
have less to show for his efforts.
Sonny Sprague of Swan’s Island
who has wandered into becoming
the spokesman for the 30 to 40
lobstermen on Swan’s Island who
will be affected by the trap limit
puts it this way: ‘‘With a trap limit
we can catch almost as many
lobsters at less cost. The less the
cost, the more fishing we will get
done. And income tax day will tell
whether the idea is any good or
not.”

Although this scenario reflects the
economic realities for a significant
number of fishermen who currently
fish, say 300-500 traps, it may not
be the case for those who fish a big
string of 700 or more traps. Some of
the highliners on Swan'’s Island, as
in other lobstering towns, are among
the most outspoken opponents of
trap limits. Whether by virtue of
fishing better bottoms, getting up
earlier and working harder, tending
better gear or simply having an un-
canny knowledge of the habits of the
canny crustacean; a few fishermen
are able to manage the big strings
and do well at it. To the highliners
who have gotten ahead in the
business, trap limits seem like a
thinly disguised effort to take in-
come away from them and spread it
around among less successful
fishermen. Although perhaps only
5% of Maine lobstermen fish strings
of 700 traps or more, they wonder
whatever happened to getting
ahead? In the first year of the ex-
perimental trap limit on Swan's
Island it will be the 6-7 highliners
who will be affected.

The lobster fishery is one of the
most intensively harvested marine
resources in the Gulf of Maine.
Lobsters are fished at or near the

biologically sustainable level.
Marine biologists believe that ap-
proximately 85% of lobsters of legal
size are harvested every year.
Another 5-10% die from various
causes including disease and preda-
tion. This leaves about 5% of the
lobsters in any given year to provide
the reproductive pool for future
harvests. Some lobstermen believe
that trap limits will help conserve
the resource. In Sonny Sprague’s
view, *'If there are more lobsters left
over, they’ll reproduce better.”’ But
marine biologists are not at all sure
that enough fewer lobsters will be
caught to have any significant ef-
fects on the lobster population in a
local area. What seems clear,
however, is that the so-called ‘‘good
bottom’’ where lobsters like to feed
and hide, will get fished harder; and
the fishing pressure in marginal
areas will be reduced.

Ithough there is a dif-

ference of opinion over

whether trap limits should be view-
ed partly as a conservation issue,
everyone seems to agree that the
real crux involves social and
economic issues; both within a com-
munity such as on Swan’s Island,
and between neighboring fishing
communities. If there is a heated
controversy between a highliner and
other full time fishermen in a harbor,
it is nothing like the heartburn that
is created when lobstermen begin
considering the effects of trap limits
on the prospects of part-time
fishermen. Although there are 8,500
lobster license holders in Maine,
many of these only fish a small
number of traps part-time in the
summer. Most close observers of the
lobster fishery believe that between
75 and 90% of Maine’s lobsters are
caught by a thousand or so of the
most productive fishermen. If trap
limits were instituted on a statewide
basis, many full time fishermen
believe they would not make more
money because part-time fishermen
would be able to fill the vacuum
created by fewer traps. One of the
reasons that on Swan’s Island the
issue of trap limits has even gotten
to the experimental stage is that
there are no part time lobstermen to
cloud the issue. **We all go fishing
here,” is how Sonny Sprague puts it.
But if trap limits have any ap-
plicability in other fishing com-
munities, the issue of part-time
fishermen increasing at the expense
of full time lobstermen will have to
be solved, or the Department of
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Marine Resources’ regulations will
not be addressing the harsh
economic realities of lobstering
which are the driving force behind
the issue in the first place. In rapidly
changing coastal fishing com-
munities of Maine, the large capital
investment in gear and equipment a
fisherman must make before his
first day of fishing is the most effec-
tive barrier to entry for part-time or
would-be lobstermen. Within Maine
island lobster communities like
Swan’s or Monhegan, however, it is
one’s fellow fishermen who decide
who and how many fishermen will be
going to go out to catch a relatively
fixed number of lobsters. Therefore,
if trap limits are to work anywhere
on the coast, it will be in places like
Swan’'s Island where the issues
within the community, no matter
how contentious, are still simpler to
work out and also to enforce than in
other mainland fishing com-
munities.

Swan’s Island experiment with
trap limits has already rippled onto
the mainland at Bass Harbor. If
Bass Harbor fishermen want to fish
anywhere inside the Swan’s Island
trap limit boundary, they will have
to fish the same number of traps as
the Swan’s Island fishermen.
Because of the kind of competition
Bass Harbor lobstermen face and
the nature of the offshore waters in
which they fish, it is unlikely that
many of them will choose to par-
ticipate at all, meaning they cannot
lobster inside the Swan’s Island
trap limit boundary. While such an
outcome may mean that Swan'’s
Island will become a more stable and
viable fishing community, since
lobstering is Swan’s bottom line; the
same cannot be said for Bass Har-
bor.

Although many fishermen strong-
ly favor the idea of trap limits in the
abstract because it holds out the
possibility of a better income for full
time lobstermen, it will require the
wisdom of Solomon to institute on a
broad scale. Perhaps the best thing
that can be said of the experiment
with trap limits on Swan’s Island is
that it will only affect 30 - 40
lobstermen, but you can bet 3,000 to
4,000 other lobstermen will be
watching the island, its lobsters and
their bottom line with a weather eye.
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STIRRING UP THE WATERS

Jack Hamblen dragging off Camp Island

ntil a few years ago,
mussels in Maine waters
were just something that took up
space on good clam flats. Summer
people occasionally collected a
bucketful for a fancy bouillabaise
and Euell Gibbons wrote about how
you could live off of blue mussels for
weeks on a Maine island, but it
didn’t really amount to much. This
state of mussel affairs prevailed
before Frank Simon and his partner
Chip Davison formed Great Eastern
Mussel and went into business in
1978. In the last 5 years Great
Eastern has built a large, carefully
designed $300,000 processing plant
on Long Cove in Tenants Harbor,
developed nationwide marketing
outlets and negotiated 200 acres of
mussel leases with the Maine
Department of Marine Resources.
Maine mussels have made the big
time, but not everyone is thrilled
about Great Eastern’s rising sun.
In New England waters mussel
production has benefited from the
highly successful techniques of
aquaculture, the science of growing
for market various products of the
sea including salmon, oysters, sea
trout, lobsters and shrimp. Mussel
farming in Maine began with at-
tempts modeled on Spanish efforts
to grow the blue bivalve suspended
in the water column from ropes at-
tached to floats. But because events
like storms, tides, ice and mussel-
eating eider ducks took their annual
toil, rope culture of mussels was
never wholly successful and Simon

—fw
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and Davison began to look for other
ways of growing mussels to satisfy
their increasing market.

After a visit to the Netherlands
and Ireland where mussels have
been cultured by seeding selected
beds for years, the owners of Great
Eastern decided to adapt Dutch and
Irish bottom culture techniques in
Maine.

Seeding mussel beds is based on
the same biological principals as
agriculture or forestry; that is, the
more space an individual organism
has free of competition from too
many neighbors, the faster it will
grow. Carter Newell, Great
Eastern’s marine biologist who has
made a careful study of optimum
growth conditions for Maine
mussels says that there should be 15
to 20 mussels per square foot of bot-
tom, a fraction of the numbers com-
mon in uncultured or wild beds. Not
only do mussels on seeded beds grow
faster, but if they are carefully
located, the filter feeding bivalves
also produce a higher quality,
sweeter product with fewer ‘‘pearls’’
and a higher ratio of meat to shell.
These factors along with careful
purging, washing, debearding and
grading processes at their Tenants
Harbor plant have been the
elements of Great Eastern’s success.

Once a fisherman has sprinkled
the right number of seed mussels on
a suitable area of the sea bottom,
there’s nothing to stop someone else
from harvesting the mussels unless
an outfit like Great Eastern or a



fisherman has an exclusive lease on
the area. But leasing the bottom is
complicated and involves such
things as the Maine Department of
Marine Resources, an array of
marine biologists, and ad-
ministrated hearings with lawyers
and legal intervenor status for those
who oppose a particular lease or
leases in general. Decisions about
who might fish an area and for what
kinds of things — decisions that
were once made along the water
front or in fishhouses are now made
nearer to the Statehouse. And lots of
fishermen don’t like it.

The law which controls all marine
leases, mussels included, specifies
that leases cannot be granted by the
Department of Marine Resources if
they interfere with existing
fisheries, like clamming, lobstering,
scalloping or wild mussel
harvesting; or if they interfere with
navigation, riparian rights or other
existing recreational or pleasure
boat uses. That sounds fair, but at
the administrative hearings held to
decide if a lease application should
be granted there is heated controver-
sy over just what constitutes in-
terference.

any lobstermen are en-

tirely opposed to the
very concept of leasing. Scott
Vaitones, a Tenants Harbor lobster-
man speaking at a Fisherman'’s
Forum meeting in Rockland said, “‘I
feel a lease is very discriminatory
because it is making private proper-
ty out of the public domain. If T had
a lease of 200 acres of bottom to the
west of Monhegan, I could make a
living for the rest of my life, but I
can't get one. A lobsterman fishes
inside of invisible boundaries that
everyone agrees to. So why should a
Vinalhaven musselman be allowed
to have a lease in Tenants Harbor?
Anyway, if a musselman has the
respect of the community, he
wouldn'’t need a lease."”

Most all leases have provisions
limiting the dates mussels can be
harvested from a lease to prevent
conflicts with lobstermen who may
set traps in the area during the sum-
mer season when some lobsters
crawl up into shallow water on mud-
dy bottom to shed old shells and
grow new ones. Since Maine mussels
are also spawning during July and
August during the lobster shedder
season, and are therefore not
harvested, there would not seem to
be a conflict with lobsterman. But
many inshore lobstermen believe

that dragging in a lease area by
mussel fishermen tears up the bot-
tom and ruins it as shedder bottom.
For this reason most of the mussel
leases have been granted in areas of
very shallow water — 2 to 8 feet at
low tide — that is too shallow for
most, if not all, commercial sized
lobster during shedder season.

In these shallow water areas,
however, mussel leasing runs up
against opposition from clamdig-
gers like Herb Carter of Deer Isle. In
and around the islands of Deer Isle
and Stonington, Great Eastern has
70 acres of mussel leases. Mussel
fishermen like Jack Hamblen on the
Sea Rider II and Bobby Burgess on
Northern Star II drag in waters too
deep for clammers to dig and too
shallow for lobstermen and
scallopers to fish. But Carter thinks
that dragging for mussels in these
waters is destroying clamming.
“They're taking the biggest and
best clams that we have; the clams
that supply the seed for our clams
on the flats. A little clam will supply
seed, yet a small clam only has a
small amount of seed. But the big-
gest kind of clam will produce
millions of seed, and these mussel
draggers are dragging in the flats
where our big seeders live. The
Department of Marine Resources
expects us to buy a clam license and
starve to death. What's the sense of
buying a license if you can’t make a
living? What do you do in a place
like this, on an island out here like
this? Clam digging was our well be-
ing and now we're cut off.”

Although the Stonington-Deer
Isle area has seen a drop in the
volume number of bushels of clams
harvested, most people, including
some diggers believe that overdigg-
ing is more responsible for the
decline than mussel dragging. Ag-
gravating clammers problems in
both the Stonington and the
Jonesport-Beals Island areas where
there are the largest concentration
of mussel leases; is that seed for the
mussel leases is more and more dif-
ficult to find. Even when leases
might be located in an uncontested
area, clammers insist there have
been cases where seed mussels for
the leases have been dragged up off
of intertidal flats ruining the area
for clamdigging.

To round out the opposition along
the waterfront to mussel leases,
there is finally the case of two sum-
mer residents along the shores of
Crockett Cove on Vinalhaven who

feel that their ability to set moor-
ings and to catch an occasional
flounder will be impaired by Mike
Mesko’s and Joe Upton'’s joint lease
with Great Eastern. Theirs is not
just a token opposition as they have
taken Great Eastern, the two
Vinalhaven mussel fishermen and
the Department of Marine
Resources to court to test the con-
stitutionality of the whole
aquaculture leasing program.

Back on the Sea Rider 11
off Stonington, Jack
Hamblen winched another haul of
his 4 foot mussel drag aboard and
dumps it into the cylindrical iron
washer. In the mussel business for
years with Great Eastern, he has
learned to be more and more
philosophical about the controver-
sies seeding mussels on leased beds
brings down around him. ‘“We're
blamed for every catastrophy in
Maine but the spruce budworm
epidemic, but I expect they're work-
ing on that.” One of 4 boats in Ston-
ington to have joint leases with
Great Eastern, Hamblen works
closely with Bobby Burgess’ boat
the Northern Star II. Between
August of last year and mid April of
this year, the two boats have sold
38,000 bushels to Great Eastern
Mussel Company, 30,000 of which
came from their leases. From their
point of view, bottom culture of
mussels is good business, and the
mussels on their leases seem to
agree. These mussel fishermen say
that for every bushel they seed on a
lease, they are able to harvest two
bushels of mussels in 6 months time.
If figures like these hold up, the
mussel potential of Maine waters
may only be limited by the number
of people who want to eat them and
by the availablity of seed.

The Department of Marine
Resources figures indicate that
there are only a total of 300 acres of
mussel leases in Maine, though
there are about 160 acres worth of
lease applications pending. Wild
mussel harvests still exceed the
volume of bottom cultured mussels,
though the gap is closing rapidly.

It is not clear how or when the
waters will settle on musseling’s
stormy debut. About the only thing
that everyone agrees to is that we
don’t know enough of the ecology of
mussel dragging to beat a retreat or
send up the victory flag.
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RADIO WAVES

News from Offshore

The following dozen columns from some year-
round island communities are a sampling of the
views from offshore. Although we had hoped to
cover more of the waterfront in this first issue, our
radio went dead at a critical moment and the
transmission is bouncing around out there in space.
We are eager to listen to correspondents from those
unrepresented islands whose narratives about their
communities may be of interest and value to other
islanders.

The dozen islands from Beals to Cushings that are
represented here are a delightfully eclectic crackle of
information which we are pleased to print. We range
from way-downeast, all the way back to the west’ard
and from the outermost edges of the archipelago to
islands tucked up tight inshore. Switching to Chan-

nel 16 and standing by.

Beals Island
by Brenda T. Dodge

The art of building a wooden boat has
always been a tradition and a way of life
on Beals Island. Long before 1958, when
the construction of a bridge made
transportation of lumber to the island an
easier task, skilled craftsmen were turn-
ing out boats fashioned of oak and cedar.
In those earlier days boat lumber was
lashed into rafts and floated across
Moosabec Reach, or it was loaded on
scows and ferried across.

There was a time when more than 14
boat shops could be found along Beals
Island’s shores from Barney’s Cove to
Alley’s Bay. Demand for the wooden
fishing vessel was great and the island’s
builders were eager to fill that demand.

There is no doubt that the skills of the
boat builder were passed on, in some in-
stances, from father to son. But many a
small boy, who spent idle hours in a dus-
ty shop during the construction of a
cedar-planked hull, grew up with a desire
to become a part of the island’s boat
building industry.
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Many of the oldtime builders are gone
now, but the remaining shops are still
fragrant with cedar shavings and
wooden hulls still take shape under the
hands of men who learned their craft
well.

One such man is Osmond Beal. Beal
comes from a long line of boat builders
extending back to his great-grandfather.
Beal has been actively involved in the
building of wooden boats for the last 30
years and currently has a 36 foot boat in
production. He recently launched a 35
foot fishing boat and feels that the
wooden boat market looks good. Like
some of the other boat builders on the
island, Beal does not build throughout
the entire year. Time is spent away from
the shop engaged in other tasks such as
lobster fishing.

Not far from Osmond Beal’s shop,
Richard Alley is building a 35 foot
wooden hull to be used as a plug from
which a fiberglass mold will be made.
Alley and a partner plan to use the mold
in the production of fiberglass boats.

When asked how many years he had
been in the boat building business, Alley
replied, ‘‘I've been building boats
forever. I always wanted to build boats
as far back as I can remember. It was
probably born in me.”

Although Alley’s future plans include
the production of fiberglass boats, it is
apparent that he is proud of his skills as
a builder of wooden boats. The hull
under construction speaks for itself.

Two boat shops may be found in the
Alley’s Bay district of Beals. Alley’s

Bay is located on Great Wass Island, the
larger of the two islands that make up
the town of Beals. The islands are con-
nected by a short causeway known as
the Flying Place.

The road to Alley’s Bay wraps itself
around the shore winding past decaying
hulls long ago abandoned on the
beaches. Beside these remains other
boats have been hauled out for a
winter’s rest, but will soon be working
the waters around the islands as the
fishing season begins again.

Ernest Libby Jr. has been building
boats in his present location at Alley;s
Bay for 22 years. As a small boy he
spent many hours in the shops of those
who already knew the trade, and it was
inevitable that he would become one of
them.

For the past 7 years Libby has been
designing and building hulls for the
Young brothers of Corea. Libby’s hulls
have been used as plugs from which
fiberglass molds have been made. The
Young brothers have produced Libby-
designed fiberglass boats from 30 to 45
feet in length. Libby’s latest design for
the Youngs is to be a 36 foot model.

Libby is widely known as the designer
and builder of several boats, including
the Marguerite G., that have claimed the
title of “World’s Fastest Lobster Boat’’
at the annual races held in Moosabec
Reach.

It is a known fact that Beals Island
boat builders not only know how to build
a sturdy, yet beautiful work boat, but









too-intimate knowledge of your
weaknesses and what you mistakenly
think of as your private business. Stan-
dard family fare. But those islanders
also close ranks quickly when there’s
trouble, more quickly than here. They
know their loyalties ultimately must lie
with each other.

Here that feeling of interdependence
just isn’t as strong, weakened by the
island’s dominating connections with
the outside world. Too many people go
to work in Ellsworth every day, or do
their shopping in Bangor, or jump in the
car at the last minute and race the
twenty miles to the movies or for a
drink. Still, there are those who fight it.
Neighbor Bob used to claim he had gone
more than a year without even leaving
the island. Not even as far as Trenton.
Not even Thompson’s Island. He was
driven by some pure vision at the time, I
think. He wanted to be like Aunt Phoebe
Stanley out on Baker’s Island who was
afraid of water. She came onto the island
as a bride and never left it till she died
more than 50 years later.

But even Bob eventually admitted it
was all a fantasy, that he did weaken
now and then, and go off. There even
came a time when he and his wife left the
island once a week for dinner and a
movie. Then they took a couple of trips
up to Boston. It was inevitable. The
bridge called, the road was open, and the
freedom and ease of leaving was just too
overwhelming.

Since then, though, I sense that Bob is
one of those who occasionally mutter
darkly about the value of blowing up the
bridge. That may be the only solution to
the question. With the bridge gone,
things will be easier. We'll have no way
off. We can go back to the old days of
rock-washed shores and isolation. We’ll
be a pure island, and we’ll know it.

A native of Iceland, Gunnar Hansen
has islandness in his blood. As a pro-
fessional freelance writer, whose work
appears in many national magazines,
and whose teaching is part of the
Writer’s Pool at College of the Atlantic
at Bar Harbor, he has an elegant way of
expressing the sense and sensibility of
island life and mystique.

From Isle au Haut

Stanley G. French of Round Pond,
Maine who describes himself as being
from a third generation summer family
on Isle au Haut, is compiling a carefully
researched history of the island based on

the work of the island’s earliest
photographer, John C. Turner. Turner
was born and died on Isle au Haut
(1853-1921) and was a jack-of-all-trades
on the island who ran, among other
things a boarding house and a barber
shop. But his real love was photography.
Beginning first with wet emulsions and
later changing to dry plate negatives,
Turner took a remarkable set of shots of
daily island activities, group portraits,
landscapes and boats in the harbor.
Among the 120 Turner plates and prints
which Stanley French has found (mostly
at the Revere Memorial Library on the
island) are priceless shots of the
mackerel fleet in the Thorofare, a sea-
going cobbler on his scow, the total im-
mersion baptism of Alpharata Rich and
early pictures of Point Lookout. French
has patiently sought out all of Isle au
Haut’s remaining elder citizens and has
painstakingly identified 80% of those
who appear in Turner’s work. Mr.
French has been working on the project
for several years and we will continue to
report on his progress.

Matinicus
by Donna Rogers

For thirty years I have shared a love
affair with this particular plot of God’s
land. Every day of that time I have
walked the island’s pathways, enjoying
this hard independent life with no
thought to trading what it offers for the
luxuries of the mainland.

Not everyone sees the qualities that
make it special, but for those who do it’s
a lifelong affair of heart and will; and we
are tied to its shores forever. There’s
nothing really special to see when you
round the breakwater and enter the har-
bor. Just a tract of neat houses and trap
shops clinging to the shore and a fleet of
well kept boats bobbing in a restless
line, always facing into the wind.

There is one store, one church, one
school and one main road running North
and South with branches east and west.
All dirt and all rough.

There are no daily ferry runs as with
most of the coastal islands. Mail is
brought by small plane, owned by Ston-
ington Flying Service, and if one wants
to visit or vacation here they learn to fly
or make arrangements with one of the
local fishermen, for private transporta-
tion by boat. Albert Bunker would be
their best bet, although anyone here will
take you aboard if they are coming or go-
ing. People here have long since learned
the value of accommodating their

neighbor or the stranger standing on the
wharf, whether off-loading supplies from
your boat or sharing with fellow
passengers, a trip to the Mainland. The
one you help today is the one you’ll de-
pend on tomorrow. It’s a time honored
and very necessary tradition of island
living.

We have one small school with grades
running first through eighth. After that
they must go to the mainland, either to
boarding school or to live with private
families and attend public high school.
Having sent three of my own away I can
honestly say that it’s the hardest part of
island living. Sending your thirteen or
fourteen-year old away is hard, and some
refuse to do it, choosing to live the gyp-
sy life of traveling back and forth with
the seasons. Sometimes with part of the
family here and part of it there until the
children have graduated. There are no
easy choices, just choices.

Matinicus has one store with the most
basic of supplies, but anyone living here
makes many boat trips and many plane
flights in the course of the year. You
learn to steel yourself against the
knowledge that its blowing 25 knots nor-
thwest and you're probably going to be
seasick. You learn to take off in 40 knot
cross winds with nothing but prayer and
absolute faith in the pilot. In this case
there are two, Herb and Charlie Jones,
father and son respectively. These two
men have taken care of our needs in all
kinds of weather for all types of
emergencies, with never a serious acci-
dent or misplaced judgement. You learn
to make do when you’re stuck on the
mainland for 3 days waiting for the
weather to clear so you can go home, and
to take it with a ‘‘grain of salt’’ when
you don’t get to keep the third doctor’s
appointment you've made in 6 months.
If there’s one motto an islander lives by
it’s ‘““Learn how to wait.”’ You wait for
the weather, you wait for tides, and
sometimes you wait because you're tired
of waiting.

Matinicus is basically a lobstering
community with some of our fishermen
switching to seining in the summer. This
industry is dependent on the wiles of the
elusive sardine or herring as they are
called here. Periodically they hit our
coves like so many shiny silver dollars in
the moonlight. A beautiful sight to see
and one I was privileged to view many
times over a 20 year period. Spring also
brings a spell of trawling for halibut.
This, however, must be listed under
playtime or hobby, since no fisherman to
my knowledge has ever shown a profit at
it and men with halibut trawls are apt to
resemble small boys flying their first
kite. Still there is nothing fresher or bet-
ter tasting so the myth continues with
my blessing.

Geographically, Matinicus is two
miles long, more or less, and one and a
half miles at its widest point. It has two
beautiful white sand beaches, one at the
South End called ‘‘Southern Sands’’;
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and one at Northeast Point called
‘““Marky’s.” after its former owner who
once had a large farm at its head. We
have two small ponds. One called ‘‘Black
Duck” Pond, after its residents, and one
called the ‘“‘Ice Pond’’ because it was
here that the early timers cut their ice
for the summer. Our forests are mostly
spruce with a few birch scattered here
and there and a lot of wild apple trees
that grow in the fields. It’s said by some
of our older people that at one time there
was little forest and most of Matinicus
was farmland used for gardens and
cattle.

The outer edges are made up of many
small coves with names like Philbrick’s
Cove, Cosy Cove, Old Cove, Congdon’s
Cove and Timmy’s Point. The strip of
shore front is called Harbor Point and
has been in undivided ownership for
over 100 years. One interesting note is
that somehow there are now more shares
on the harbor that have been sold than
there were shares to sell. The fields and
woods are filled with many varieties of
plant life. A woman of some knowledge
once told me that Matinicus is a
botonist’s heaven and that she had
found 40 types of mushrooms, many edi-
ble. Matinicus has woodpaths
crisscrossing most of the island allowing
any happy wanderer to discover her
secrets with little or no restrictions as to
where they can go, as long as she is
treated with care and respect.

The name Matinicus is a gift from the
Indians meaning grassy islands. The
first permanent resident was one
Ebenezer Hall, later killed by the In-
dians. His son started the colony around
1750. Early settlers were Halls, Youngs,
Cries, and Tolmans. By 1800 they were
joined by Burgess, Philbrook and Ames.
Some decendents, namely Youngs,
Ames and Philbrooks still survive and
live here. Electricity and telephones
have been with us for only 25 years and
even with modernization you're still apt
to find yourself some rainy windy night
with a kerosene lamp for company.

I guess what Matinicus offers most is
her stubborn refusal to keep up com-
pletely with the rest of the world. There
are no factories, no traffic, no noise, ex-
cept for the sound of waves breaking on
shore or the bell buoy on a blowy day.
You can hear birds in the woods, gulls
cursing the dawn, and now and then a
boat engine at the break of day. It’s a
place where time stands still for as long
as you want it to, and then keeps
rhythm with the course of your day.

Behind me on the wall is a clock. It
tells the time but it doesn’t dictate what
any man living here must do with it. To
spend the day on the water answering to
no one but himself and the weather. To
walk wherever his feet want to go
without fear of his neighbor. To know if
he’s lost on the water or needs help on
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land that there isn’t anyone here that
wouldn’t risk his own to help. To throw
away the clock if he chooses. This is
Matinicus, this is my island.

Matinicus resident Donna Rogers is
her island’s correspondent to the
Rockland Courier Gazette, and editor to
the Ladies Aid Newsletter, an annual
survey of issues for voters.

We've all read about the dedicated in-
dividuals who volunteer their time and
energies to save endangered species
from extinction, and we salute the suc-
cess of their efforts. But we tend to ig-
nore the quiet struggle of our coastal
historical societies to save the relics of
our sea-borne past from the same threat.
That struggle has continued in
Vinalhaven for 30 years.

To the determined few in Vinalhaven
and similar towns all over Maine who
collect, catalog and preserve the
treasures of our yesterdays, we owe a
singular debt. Particularly since
Americans as a whole and rural
Americans in particular, went on a
throwaway spree in the post World War
IT period. Free after four lean years to
buy meat and gasoline without ration
stamps, heady with victory and new
prosperity, we stampeded into furniture
stores and auto dealerships, bent on em-
bracing the new. New names promised
care-free maintenance: nylon and
naugahyde, vinyl and stainless steel. We
abandoned wallpaper for painted walls,
ate from mel-mac plates on plastic mats,
and bought imitation leather jackets
and orlon sweaters.

But it wasn't enough to surround
ourselves with the new. We had to excise
the old. We dug enthusiastically
through attics, sheds, barns and cellars
in order to ‘‘throw away all that junk!”’
What use would we ever have for it?
Some of it was so old! Our grandparents,
even their grandparents, had stored the
accummulation of their lifetimes there.

Onto the dump went Aunt May's
wicker baby carriage, Uncle Sid’s
monstrous oak desk, the box of jet but-
tons that was always spilling in Gram-
ma Alice’s sewing basket; and oh, yes,
the basket went too, along with the
homemade clothespins, the maple firkin,
and those clay pots with covers that
Dad made home-brew in during Prohibi-
tion. Out the door went worn and faded
quilts, partial sets of English china, hall

trees, boot jacks, and the massive
bedstead where generations were born
and died. The heritage of countless
families ended up collecting dust in
mainland second-hand shops.
Unscrupulous antique dealers paid
pitifully low prices for pieces they would
later sell for an amount more in keeping
with their value. In the offshore island
towns the enterprising dealer found a
bonanza. Who of us knew how much a
child’s sleigh was worth? Or those old
tools in the bam? We just wanted to
start over fresh, surrounded by new
things, driving a new vehicle. And who
could blame us? But in our eagerness,
we allowed some of the best physical
evidence of our beginnings as a society,
a community, and a country, to disap-
pear forever.

It was about 10 years after the initial
post war euphoria that we began to look
at our chrome and plastic dinettes, now
rust-pitted and split, and wonder if we
might not do better with a wooden table,
one with lots of leaves for a growing
family; one in fact, like Aunt Lucy’s that
used to be stored up in the barn
chamber. We remembered with regret
that antique feller from Waldoboro who
came out on the ferry one day and of-
fered to take it off our hands for $10
along with six leather seated chairs. It
was all he could do to get it in the back
of his pick-up truck.

A feeling of disquiet became more and
more pervasive. What had we done in
our grand rush toward the future? We
tried to dismiss our disquiet by re-
minding ourselves that it wasn’t right to
put too much importance on things,
material things. After all, you couldn’t
take it with you. But that feeling
wouldn’t go away, and slowly it began to
dawn on us that we had, in the deepest
sense, discarded a part of ourselves.
Because all those relics we had relin-
quished connected us to the people and
the times that shaped us; to their hopes
and dreams, struggles and heartaches in
ways that outlived memory.

We began to temper our advance into
the future with long looks backward. We
found, in spite of ourselves, that we had
a few treasures left, a few of those
unique connections to our heritage: a
ring in an antique setting, a darning egg,
a family Bible, and those letters grandpa
wrote when he was a cook on a vessel
running down the Caribbean loaded with
ice and beating back loaded with rum.

On Vinalhaven, as in other towns, a
few individuals stood outside the
lemming-like rush toward tomorrow: the
town clerk compiling genealogies, the
amateur historian sifting rumor from
fact, the retired schoolteacher, last of
four generations living in a house where
nothing had changed since her parents
put in electricity in 1910.

Suddenly, these people seemed not ec-
centric but wise. We were less enchanted
with the present and more curious about
our past, individual and collective. Col-















March. Recently we hired a gardener on
a half-time basis to coordinate the ex-
panded 1984 agricultural production.

In keeping with the rich history of
coastal island self-reliance, it is the goal
of STAR’s community agricultural pro-
gram to reduce, in a small way, our
dependence on food imported from other
regions of the country. Clearly, locally
grown produce is fresher, more con-
venient and, has better flavor than food
that comes from away. And in addition
we think the community gardening ac-
tivities provide a uniquely valuable ex-
perience for young adults on this Casco
Bay island.

Albert Presgraves is a consulting
engineer, part time resident of Peaks
and a member of STAR Foundation.

Cushings Island
Edith Meacham

Under the sponsorship of the Island
Institute, I am currently researching the
history of Cushings Island in Casco Bay.
The development of this island, which is
located at the mouth of Portland Har-
bor, is a prime example of the changes in
land use which have occured on many
Casco Bay islands.

The island was first described by the
European explorer Christopher Levett
in 1623. He was much impressed by
Casco Bay in general but found the an-
chorage between the islands now known
as Peaks, Little Diamond, House, and
Cushings to be the best. It was on one of
theseislands that he built a stone house
in 1624.

At the onset of the French and Indian
Wars, a fort was built on Cushings and
on several occasions inhabitants from
neighboring islands took refuge there to
escape Indian attacks.

In the mid-1700’s, when the province
of Maine began to recover from the long
years of war, the island was purchased
by Jedidiah Preble and farmed by
tenants. The farm produced hay which
was sold to mainlanders. In 1811,
Simeon Skillings leased the farm. With
the help of his wife and their 12 children,
Mr.Skillings farmed the island and ran a
tavern and a shoe shop. By 1840, he had
purchased almost all of the island from
the Preble heirs.

Lemuel Cushing, an energetic en-
trepreneur from Canada, bought the
island in the late 1850’s and built the
Ottawa House. This seaside resort at-

tracted many visitors as well as those
from the Portland area. The hotel burn-
ed once, was rebuilt and burned once
again in 1917. During this span
Cushings was a pastoral haven for sum-
mer visitors. Newspaper records say
that 2,000 guests a night were not un-
common during the summer months.

Fort Levett was added to the island
before World War I but this change did
little to disrupt the peaceful atmosphere
of Cushings. Gradually during this cen-
tury, the army and the Cushing family
left the island and today a small summer
community of around 30 families re-
mains to enjoy the slower life that only
an island can offer.

Research for this project is being car-
ried out at the Maine Historical Society,
the Portland Public Library and the
County Court House. This type of
research yields dates and names but it is
more difficult to form an accurate pic-
ture of the day-to-day events in early
islanders’ lives. Interviews with long-
time residents help but can only go so
far.

Any information or suggestions that
Island Journal readers have concerning
this island’s history or that of others
would greatly be appreciated. Please
contct Edith Meacham, Island
Institute, Box 429, Rockland, ME
04841.

Edith Meacham, a recent graduate of
Yale University, and summer resident
of Cushings Island is the Island
Institute’s first history intern.

‘“A SING” ON MONHEGAN ISLAND.
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Schooner Stephen Taber
reaching off Camden Harbor




We think of the Maine
islands as a strip of
little jewels that run from east to
west along the coast. Everyone
knows that the islands are beautiful
and fascinating, but they are also
stout islands; rugged in their ability
to survive the sea and salt air and
the ravages of the Maine winter.

From the outlook of a Schooner
Captain, the islands are a very
necessary part of our cruises; a very
necessary part of our whole environ-
ment. If we're not on an island we're
sailing by them, we’re anchored off
them and they are places that we ap-
preciate and revere.

Schooner captains are lucky in
that we don’t have to maintain a
schedule. In cruising around the
islands for the last 20 years, we have
found that our boats are able to ar-
range our lobster bakes so that we
can land on different islands most of
the time. As a matter of fact, one
season we went 11 out of 13 weeks
and never touched the same island
twice.

We are extremely fortunate in the
State of Maine to have islands that
are unpopulated and not totally
restricted so that people can still use
them. One of the sources of my
uneasiness is that people come to
Maine from out of state, look around
and see these gorgeous islands, like
those in the Deer Island Thorofare,
and decide they must have one. So
they buy one knowing that islands
will become more valuable as time
goes on, and the first thing they do
is to post ‘“No Trespassing’’ signs.
Well, the islands have been there for
thousands of years. God put them

there and it is aggravating to think
that people can legally post them
when we have used the islands for
years as has everyone else. They are
really for all to enjoy. Then the new
owners go back to wherever they
came from and do not return to the
island very frequently, if at all. In
the meantime it is posted and no one
else can use it.

I can understand people feeling
protective about a piece of land or
island in order to preserve it.
However, I think it’s too bad that
other people can’t use at least the
beach. At a number of places, there
are signs asking that no fires be
built above the high water mark
which is certainly reasonable.

People are generally fearful of a
schooner anchoring off their island
and taking hordes of people on them.
But I would like to say that islands
get better care with schooner people
than they would be with a gang of
people that are just out for a good
time on a weekend with a case of
beer. When we go ashore on an
island, people wander around; we
may pick a few wild-flowers, but for
the most part we don't touch
anything that is of real ecological
significance. In fact, we clean the
islands. We pick up all kinds of litter
even though it isn’t our own. We
always make an announcement to
that effect and passengers bring
back trash from all over the island.

We also pick up wood, blowdowns,
dead sticks and so on in order to
build a fire so that we can have an
island cookout. This helps clean the
woods. I think that generally
schooner passengers leave an island

in better condition than when they
went ashore. We naturally want to
go back to an island in the future
and we don’'t want to go back to an
island that has litter or is over used.
So we spread out and use and clean
the island and leave it in the kind of
condition we would like to find it if
we go back again at another date.

I don’t mean to dwell on the
justification of schooner people us-
ing these islands but it is one of our
concerns. Of course a major concern
as well is the development of the
islands. There are places where we
can anchor now and go ashore on an
island and not see another light or
another house in any direction. This
is one of the wonderful things about
the coast of Maine. To try to keep
the islands from becoming over-
developed without the restrictions
imposed by too many laws and
regulations is the key. When we
start trying to control the numbers
of tourists, campers, hikers, and
yachtsmen that go ashore on these
islands, we're only going to draw
ourselves into another bureaucratic
mess. To see the islands donated to
conservancies such as McGlathery
and Wreck off Stonington have
been, is certainly heartening. To
know they will be preserved and be
able to be used is a satisfying
thought.

Captain Jim Sharp is one of the most
active schoonermen on the coast. The
owner of Roseway, and owner and
master of Adventure, Captain Sharp’s
concern for the islands is vital both
philosophically and economically.
Island care is good business.
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ARCH ISLAND BOATS

he boats of the Maine

State Ferry Service are
the lifelines of 6 island communities,
but nevertheless they remain the
subject of endless controversy and
ambivalence among islanders,
whether year-round or seasonal.
Both persuasions can be heard
regularly damning and praising the
ferry service within a couple of
breaths. A fisherman with an out-
board motor suddenly on the blink
gets left behind by one truck, and
audibly complains about the inabili-
ty of the service to meet the demand
of the commercial traffic that sus-
tains it. That same day on the return
trip, a seasonal cottager drives off
the boat in his stationwagon, towing
a boat trailer, followed by his wife in
the Datsun, and says to himself,
“Ye gods, look at the crowds. Every
year it gets worse!”’

Anyone concerned with a ferry
service becomes trapped in one sort
of hypocrisy or another; usually
several. But when all is said and
done, the finger of history points
only one way: toward increased
capacity and more service. And
because history usually moves
faster than public spending, capaci-
ty and service inevitably become
stressed; and then the finger of
blame points to the Maine Depart-
ment of Transportation. Ferry boats
are very expensive to build, and
maintain, and there is no rulebook
prescribing when, finally, the
Department must spring for the
money. Whenever it is, it is bound to
appear too late in the eyes of the
users.

When the present fleet of boats
was launched and placed in service
decades ago, the changes brought
about by the new transport facility
was extraordinary, catching
everyone by surprise. Indeed, most
islanders date ‘‘the old days’ from
“nowadays’’ to the time the current
fleet went into operation. Now that
use-levels have caught up with, and
surpassed capacity, the Ferry Ser-
vice again stands at the brink of a
new era in island transport — with a
new boat, alterations to two existing
vessels, and substantial
recapitalization of shoreside
facilities.

Robert Elder, Director of Port and
Marine Transportation Division of
the Department of Transportation,
says that bids will go out this Fall
on the construction of an all-new
boat, 166-feet in length and design-
ed by Jack Gilbert of Boston. The
new boat will have capacity to carry
30 automobiles on the main deck,
and 230 passengers on the upper
deck. She will receive 20% of her
funds from State sources, and 80%
from the Federal government. The
ship will spend most of her time on
the commuter-filled Islesboro run,
trading places with the GOVER-
NOR CURTIS on the Vinalhaven
route when excessive backup looms
there. Meanwhile, the GOVERNOR
MUSKIE will be sold since her hull
form fits none of the other ferry pier
cribs. In the meanwhile, the
EVERETT LIBBY, and NORTH
HAVEN will be relieved of duty, one
at a time, for complete overhaul to
be cut in half for 20-foot lengthening
operations.

O n the capital side, new
crew’s quarters will be
established immediately at Swans
Island, with new quarters planned
for Vinalhaven and Islesboro in the
near future. Matinicus, which enjoys
only one ferry trip a month, will
receive a new facing on its ferry
wharf, and a new schedule of preven-
tative maintainance is soon to be in-
stituted. All the ramps will be refur-
bished, and a new regimen of bottom
painting is being explored. With
new substances, the Ferry Service
hopes the boats will need to be haul-
ed only once, rather than the former
two annual haulings.

The ferry fare formula has also
been revised, calling for 45% of the
operational expenses to be carried
by the users, and 55% by the state.
Under this system, Vinalhaven has
enjoyed two fare reductions, French-
boro has weathered one increase,
and everyone else remains the same.

For the past two years both
passenger and vehicular traffic has
increased 5% per year for the ferry
service as a whole, some of the in-
dividual runs increasing significant-
ly more than that. Clearly it is a
compounding phenomena, and the
Advisory Board of the Ferry Ser-
vice, with representatives from
Frenchboro, Swans, Islesboro,
North Haven, Vinalhaven, and
Matinicus plus three mainlanders
obviously has its hands full between
now and the time the new and revis-
ed ships can be brought into service.
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was estimated to be 20 feet from top
to bottom and 4,000 pounds in
weight.

Eastern white pines, our state
tree, are preferred nest trees of
eagles in Maine but are frequently
lacking on the islands. Thus eagles
nesting on the islands often build in
the open tops of damaged spruce
trees, quite similar to the common
appearance of an osprey nest. In
fact, there are several instances of
nest interchange between these
species. A more unusual interaction
is use by eagles of 3 great blue heron
nests, another fish-eating bird
nesting in treetops.

The isolation of an island affords a
degree of protection from human
disturbance not easy to attain on the
mainland. Thus islands are preferred
sites for protection by state and
private conservation organizations.
Many island nests are easily seen
from the water, but eagles generally
exhibit more tolerance for nearby
boats than activities on land. It is
best to resist the urge to closely ap-
proach a nest, as repeated visita-
tions may cause the adults to aban-
don their nest. The critical nesting
period when eagles are sensitive to
disturbance begins with courtship in
March and lasts through the time
when eaglets are accomplished fliers
in August.

Islands are such ideal manage-
ment units that artificial nests were
constructed at 2 formter nest loca-
tions in order to attract eagles to
protected sites. Eagles successfully
raised an eaglet at one of these
“nests’’ in 1983. The Nature Conser-
vancy and the Maine Coast Heritage
Trust have both contributed to eagle
protection by acquisition or conser-
vation easements on several Maine
islands. Voluntary agreements to
restrict land uses near eagle nests
have been formalized between land-
owners and the Maine Department
of Inland Fisheries and Wildlife at
70% of the nests in Maine. This
overwhelming response is strong
reassurance of the general concern
for the plight of the bald eagle and
the special resources which are
reflected by the presence of these
majestic birds.

By Charles S. Todd and Mark A.
McCollough, researchers with the
Cooperative Wildlife Research Unit,
University of Maine at Orono. Charlie
and Mark are working under the super-
vision of Ray (*‘Bucky’’) Owen, Jr.,
Chairman of the Wildlife Department.

ALLIED
WHALE

t. Desert Rock is a real
island. There is nothing
extraneous or frivolous about 4
acres of bare granite that form the
most remote of Maine islands.
Located 24 miles south of Mt.
Desert Island and directly in the
middle of the Gulf of Maine’s off-
shore shipping lane, the Rock has
been the site of a lighthouse station
for almost two centuries. Once man-
ned throughout the year by
lighthouse keepers and their
families, this lonely station has a
history of frequent shipwrecks and
tense rescues. Today the light is
automated and those of us that live
there perform very different tasks
from those of lighthouse keepers of
the past. . .We watch for whales.
The Mt. Desert Rock Whale
Watch began in 1973 when the
Coast Guard invited the entire stu-
dent body of the College of the
Atlantic, then numbering some 30
people, aboard their boat for a trip
to the Rock. Whales were probably
not uppermost in anyone’s mind
upon leaving Southwest Harbor for
the two hour trip past the Duck
Islands and across the 11 miles of
open water to the Rock. But the
number of whales that day startled
everyone and the idea of a field sta-
tion was born. the station was open-
ed that summer by Dr. Steven
Katona, who directs the cetacean
research program called Allied
Whale and Scott Kraus, who was
then a student. From dawn until
dark a watch was kept from the
lighthouse tower. Whales were
located, identified, and observed for
behavioral information and 11 years
later, this is still the design of the
program.

The Rock is uniquely positioned in
the Gulf of Maine. It is one of only a
handful of places along the coast
where whales can be seen from land
undisturbed by boat pursuit. The
island is in the center of a rich
marine environment that has tradi-
tionally been a fishing ground for
lobstermen, gill netters, and herring
seiners. A remnant of the ice-age,
the Rock is surrounded by both
shoal and deep water currents.
Where the current collides, zones of
upwelling create prime habitat for
zoo-plankton, fish, squid, and for the
marine mammals that feed on them.

Coming to the surface only to
breathe and occasionally to make
spectacular leaps, whales defy us to
answer even the simplest of ques-
tions about them. Initially the goal
of the Whale Watch was to find out
what species of cetaceans live in the
Gulf and to make estimates of their
abundance. The first question is
more easily answered than the
second. During the 11 years of the
program, we have seen the four large
baleen whales: finbacks, hump-
backs, right whales and minkes, and
the four smaller toothed whales:
pilot or pothead whales, white-sided
and white-beaked dolphins, and har-
bor porpoises. Estimates of abun-
dance however, must rely on
minimum daily counts called
‘sightings’ and while these do not
represent accurate population
numbers, the fluctuations of these
sightings through the years have
been very interesting. Finback
whales, for example, were common
in the early years of the program,
but in 1978 they dropped from a
yearly high of 168 (1975) to 16. We
suspect that the cause was due in
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Harbor seal on a half-tide ledge

fishing pressure. Although harbor
seals are opportunistic feeders
whose diet includes all kinds of fish,
squid, and crabs; some fishermen
fear that competition with seals for
commercially valuable fish species
will inevitably increase. Seals often
fish the same waters as commercial
fishermen and may come in direct
contact with nets and traps,
resulting in damage to the fishing
gear, losses of trapped fish, and the
entanglement of feeding seals. In a
spectacular confrontation this
spring in Eastport seals ate close to
$500,000 worth of Atlantic salmon
which had been freed from their
aquaculture cages during an April
northeaster.

Recognizing the potential for in-
creasing conflicts of this nature, the
National Marine Fisheries Service
has provided funding to the Univer-
sity of Maine at Orono since 1981 to
study the harbor seal population
and its interactions with commercial
fisheries in New England. The
primary objectives of this study has
been to assess harbor seals’ abun-
dance, distribution, movements, and
habitat requirements in New
England. The task has been ac-
complished by integrating coast-
wide aerial surveys, coordinating a
network of volunteer seal counters,
and tagging and tracking the
movements of individual seals.
Other research, directed at quantify-
ing the biological and economic
losses resulting from marine mam-
mal interactions with commercial

fisheries, has involved telephones,
dockside, and at-sea interviews with
fishermen. The development of this
program demonstrates the
cooperative effort being made by
researchers, fishermen, and govern-
ment agencies in managing Maine’s
seal population.

The U.M.O. seal tagging program
has provided information on the
movements of individuals in this
population. To date, more than 60
seals have been caught and tagged
with individually numbered flipper
tags; 6 have also been equipped with
radio-transmitters. Seals tagged in
this program have been observed
later on Mt. Desert Rock, Seal
Island near Matinicus, Cape Cod,
and throughout Penobscot and Blue
Hill Bays, where they were original-
ly tagged. Sightings of this nature,
reported by island residents,
fishermen, and other researchers
have been essential in developing
our knowledge of seal movements.

There are many cases of fish and
gear damage that are undeniably
caused by seals but most cases are
localized and apparently caused by a
few ‘‘problem’ seals. Although it is
difficult to estimate the seals’ im-
pact on fish stocks, it is unlikely
that they could reduce a stock
significantly because they are oppor-
tunistic feeders, eating fish that are
most valuable and abundant. When
one prey item is scarce, they switch
to another species, with the same
flexibility of many coastal
fishermen.
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In Maine, as elsewhere,
seals are occasionally
and accidentally entangled in
fishing gear. No fisherman wants to
catch seals in their gear, but because
seals and fishermen are in the same
area and often after the same fish, it
inevitably occurs. The provisions of
the Marine Mammal Protection Act
recognize this inevitability and also
recognize that non-endangered
marine mammal populations can
withstand a certain amount of
removal without jeopardizing the
population’s reproductive
capabilities. Thus, the Act allows
carefully regulated removals (by per-
mit) of marine mammals in the form
of subsistence harvests by native
Americans, unintentional harvest or
injury in commercial fishing opera-
tions, as well as collection for
display and research purposes.

Harbor seals give birth from May
to mid-June on ledges sheltered
from weather and human distur-
bance; many ledges have been active
nursery sites for decades. Although
pups are able to swim at birth, they
may be unable to keep up with their
mothers if disturbed off the ledges.
It is important to minimize distur-
bance at these sites while pups are
present and to recognize that lone
pups have not necessarily been
abandoned permanently, and
should, therefore be left untouched
where they are.

For centuries, seals and humans
have coexisted as predators within
Maine’s coastal and marine com-
munities. Increasing populations of
both predators will continue to
generate complex biological,
political, and economic conflicts.
History has shown that we can
share the coast with seals. With
realistic and comprehensive
resource management, we will be
able to continue to do so for cen-
turies to come.

If you would like to aid U.M.O.'s
harbor seal research program, there
is a constant need for volunteers to
count seals and report tagged seal
sightings. Although year-round
observation at a given site is prefer-
red, any assistance is welcome. For
more information on the Biweekly
Volunteer Observer Network, please
contact Kate M. Wynne at: 240 Nut-
ting Hall, UM.O., Orono, ME.
04469, (207) 581-29017.

Kate M. Wynne
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The Spruces

The oil barrels have been rolled
down the boardwalk and taken off
the Island by the Coast Guard. The
oily old squaws ‘‘oink-oink owdle-
owdle”’ offshore, unharried by Little
River hunters. On the island, skunk
spruces produce their pitchy oils in
peace. Their spirits bearded with old
man'’s beard hold a full moon like a
giant cone hanging from their bran-
ches. One of those scraggly trees
beyond the new uprooted oil barrels
used to look just like a scruffy
character Willie went hunting with,
so the Corbett kids called it the
Westbrook Spearing Spruce.

Purcell loved to go ‘‘a-gooming.”
He always got Ruth to go with him
because she could unfailingly find
the good spruce gum trees. He and
Ruth pretty well cleaned up on
them. A small heap of spruce-gold
nuggets, the solidified ooze of
pungent gum, would be the prize
produced from their plaid wool coat
pockets.

Newall’s brother Ike Beam would
row down to Little River on summer
evenings to pay a call and play pitch
with Willie. He could recollect when
the white stone tower was pitch
black. Old Thanky Davis when she
came to visit the Corbetts couldn’t
get over how grown up the island
was then. ‘“Why, my land, the island
was bare of trees when I lived here!”’
She’d declare. ‘“You could stand on
the knoll behind the house and look
over town.” Thanky and her sister
Seeny who married Willie Wilder
grew up on Little River when their
father Lucias Davis was in the
Lighthouse Service.

Velma sewed sheets, pillow cases,
and her undergarments from flour
bags with their color bleached out.
They made decent material. She was
always afraid she’d be caught dead
in them. Ruth always told her where
her one good change of bloomers and
slip were. Velma died in 1946 wear-
ing the step-ins and chemise she had
made.

Ruth remembers her Mother,
Velma, as not being a roamer. ‘‘She
never walked around the Island like
I loved to. She never seemed to have
enough leisure time and besides,
Mama felt the cold. She would just
get to the tower and the boathouse
on the boardwalk. Papa was the
tough one.”

Cousin Pauline is struck by how
desperate our Grammy Velma
would get for a change of scenery,
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never leaving the Island for months
at a time. She’'d willingly wrap her
meager wardrobe in a newspaper
and go visit Wyman'’s wife, Winnie,
whose housekeeping was appalling.
While on Monhegan, Velma made it
down and back up the tiring grade of
Lighthouse Hill once with a baby
carriage and that was enough. Papa
never cared for it if he had to look
after the house, so keeper Steven’s
wife would come, just so Velma
could get out for an airing. Velma
spent 7 months straight in the
solitude of Southern Island. Papa
would go across to Tenants Harbor
to play pitch. Marm journeyed from
Roque Bluffs to Southern Island on
one occasion with the express intent
of minding the kids so Velma could
go up town. Papa wouldn’t let her.
“He was funny that way,” Ruth
states.
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Entertainment

When Velma struck up a chord on
the piano and Willie tuned the fiddle
his Father had passed along a talent
for, Little River’s rafters and rocks
would resound with robust singing.
The Corbetts never tired of the
maritime hymns, ‘‘Let the Lower
Lights Be Burning”’ and ‘‘Jesus
Savior, Pilot Me.” Cross Island, just
to the west’ard of Little River, had a
fine hardwood floor in its roomy Life
Saving Station. Willie and his musi-
cian friends would pack up their in-
struments and motor from Cutler to
Cross Island on a balmy Saturday
evening in summer. There they
would play and dance until the mid-
night moon drew them back across
the waters to the Harbor. Ruth and
her sisters would be fast asleep after
having made their own fun. They’d
go to bed early and tell each other
scary stories made up from their
own imaginations.

*‘On a rainy day, we'd curl up with
9 or 10 apples brought from the bin
in the cellar (I picked out the best
ones for Papa). We'd devour them
along with our most favored books.
I read again and again the Mother

West Wind Series, plus Edward
Rowe Snow’s Lighthouse of New
England. He was our Flying Santa
Claus. The day he dropped presents
on Little River was as thrilling as
the day a dirigible floated over the
island in a hush of huge, silent
silver.

Nature

Come away by yourselves to a lonely
place and rest awhile.
Mark 6:30

Be still and know that I am God
Psalms 46:10. . .

Ruth could hardly wait to go
barefoot in the springy reindeer
lichen realms. Like a true Island of
the Blue Dolphin’s child, she’d curl
up on pungent crowberry mats. The
swamp enticed her with its sanc-
tuary of spiders. Their webs hung
like little grossamer hammocks, or
like so many delicate sheets spread
to dry. ‘“Purcell put some stuff
across the swamp’s drainage and we
used to skate there. Would have
been better if the hummocks of
sphagnum moss had their tops slic-
ed off!” Now the boggy Island
ground offers damp footing for a
wild herb Thoreau considered a
choice fare — Laborador Tea.

Ruth and the girls played hens
and chickens with periwinkles. The
boys and she smashed conkles to
catch harbor pollack with the
mollusk meats inside the shells. She
made friends with the seals who
snuffled while eying boats pushing
off from the slip. When their heads
surfaced, Ruth would whistle and
call them by name. “I didn't care if
anybody visited me, I had my
special walks in nature. I made a
trail right around the whole 16 acres
of the Island.”

The Micmac in Willie, woven
through his lineage like a blade of
sweet grass, came out in Ruth as a
kinship with all creatures, and show-
ed up in the boys as a craftiness with
hunting. The Native Peoples who
canoed up into Marsh Cove to
gather sweet grass in the 1930’s had
a feel for their paddling that was
shared by the Corbetts in their row-
ing form.

When grub was low in the winter,
Willie would get himself a partridge
down in the Grove. Myron
remembers shooting a record four
migrant partridges out of one par-
ticular yellow birch they were all

















