
































































dropped away entirely, and the day had 
become increasingly hot. Once again we 
encountered a tide rip, and I was surprised 
lo find that it produced its own, tiny breeze, 
fell nowhere else. 

By noon we were underway again on a 
glassy calm, and by 2 p.m. we had landed in 
the little cove on the east side of Fog Island. 
Our day's total mileage was about.I I miles. 
Mary felt she could have easily doubled 
that, but I was ready for a respite. 

Next to Russ, Fog is my favorite island. A 
large flock of crossbills had been there in 
late July, and I was pleased that some still 
remained. How they do sing! Savannah 
sparrows joined in at the open, south end of 
the island. Some years ago there used to be j 
a huge patch ofjewelweed on the west side, f. 
and from mid-August on for several years in .: 
a row a big flock of hummingbirds could be Ji 

jj found feasting on this favorite flower. A 
large flock of sheep keeps the island 
meadows open, but there are also thick 
stands of spruce and more open woods with 
little, sunny glades hidden among them. 
For camping, a more ideal spot could not be 
found. 

Being unsure about exactly how much 
fuel was left in our propane cylinder, we 
cooked that night over a fire on the beach. 
Besides, it gave us a chance to burn most of 
the trash we had been carefully packing 
from island to island in a rapidly disinte
grating plastic bag. 

Departure time a bit before 8 Friday 
morning found us ankle deep in the mud, 
packing the kayaks in the lowest tide yet. 
Once again we were blessed with a glassy 
calm. Even from my kayak I could spot with 
binoculars a sliver of white two miles across 
the bay on Gooseberry Island, and a spot of 
red moving nearby. My husband, in red 
teeshi1t, was hard at work raking Irish moss 
in his favorite location, but without his 
helper who was off on a kayak cruise! 
Loons were calling again, over towards Isle 
au Haut. 

With such a lovely morning, we felt no 
need to hurry. An easy paddle took us past 
Colby Ledge (where the Irish moss looked 
excellent), past No Mans, between Ram and 

Our own island has a sign which says, among other things, "No camping 

without permission." Yet I know, for sure, that we would have no objection 

to an individual or couple arriving in a small, non-motorized craft, quietly 

camping on our Sheep Island as long as they were considerate of the wildlife 

there and left no traces of their occupancy behind. 

Spruce, and on to Coombs where we 
stopped to stretch cramped muscles and 
chat with an anchored yachtsman. For 
those who love islands, this archipelago off 
Stonington has to be one of the beauty 
spots of the world. Back in the kayaks, we 
continued on between Devil and Camp, 
past Bold, across the Deer Isle Thorofare, 
another mile to Little Sheep, and a last mile 
to home. 

For Mary this trip had been a shakedown 
cruise for a more ambitious solo trip at 
some later date.  For me it was a high 
adventure, one I hope Lo repeat some day, 
before I really am too old. 

AFTERWORD 

Thinking about this uip from the point of 
view of an island owner, I am wondering 
how I feel about kayaking campers who 
"wing it" when it comes to campsites. Our 
own island has a sign which says, among 
other things, "No camping without per
mission." Yet I know, for sure, that we 
would have no objection to an individual or 
couple arriving in a small, non-motorized 
craft, quietly camping on our Sheep Island 

as long as they were considerate of the 
wildlife there and left no traces of their 
occupancy behind. For larger groups with 
more impact, we like a phone call ahead 
asking permission. Times may change, but 
certainly at the moment there are not 
enough kayakers, canoeists, or small 
sailboat operators swarming along Maine's 
coast to make them a threat to any island 
owner. 

So I'd say, yes, if you're a cruising 
kayaker, go ahead and wing it. Most of the 
islands are uninhabited; finding out who 
owns them takes time, and tracking down 
the owner takes longer still. If the islands 
survived all those Indians, sitting around 
and gorging on clams while honing their 
arrowheads a few centuries ago, they'll 
survive a few kayakers today. 

Margaret Emerson, a Camden resident, 
summers in Oceanville on Deer Isle where her 
husband Ed continues as one of the Jew 
remaining Irish moss harvesters on the Maine 
coast. An avid kayaker and bicyclist, Margaret is 
active proof that you are only as old as you think 
you are. 
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