

















The winter of 1998 on Monhegan Island is a particularly dark
and troubled time, not from brutal weather or plunging yen, but
from the mounting pressures of fishermen from mainland towns
who are campaigning to fish inside Monhegan’s territorial
waters. This deeply rooted conflict has flared and simmered for
at least a generation, but reached a flashpoint this winter in the
Maine Legislature. Nothing is simple or clear-cut on the water,
but the facts are these: since 1907 when Monhegan lobstermen
successfully petitioned the Legislature for a restricted, six-month
winter season beginning in January, Monhegan lobstermen have
fished a season harder on the body, but more rewarding for
occurring the half year when prices are about twice what they are
during the summer and fall, when everyone else is fishing.
Monhegan’s special territory and fishing season, the only one of
its kind in all of New England, has been further restricted since
1976 by informal agreements among the island’s lobstermen to
limit their number to 12 and the number
of traps each may fish to 600.

In a single paragraph, the 1907 legisla-
tion defined the six-month season along
with a two-mile boundary around the
island. Although Monhegan’s traditional
waters extended another six to eight
miles offshore into federal waters, this
seaward area was not at issue for most of
this century because mainland boats
were not big enough for offshore winter
lobster fishing, leaving the seaward terri-
torial limit to the south’ard undefined,
but neither undisputed nor undefended
by Monhegan’s “law of the knife.” Two
years ago, six hard-working Friendship
fishermen moved lobster gear into this
no man’s land to the south, just outside
Monhegan’s two-mile limit, asserting
their rights as licensed fishermen to set
gear anywhere within state waters where
they were not prohibited. They sparked a
dangerous confrontation, temporarily
defused by Marine Resources commis-
sioner Robin Alden, who brokered a set-
tlement formalizing the Monhegan Island Conservation Area in
1995.

The 1995 agreement, among other provisions, closed the
southern boundary at three miles, while permitting anyone to
fish inside Monhegan’s traditional territory who agreed to the
restricted season and 600-trap limit. When the five Friendship
lobstermen applied for permits to fish inside the Monhegan
Island Conservation Area, as is their undeniable right, all hell
broke loose yet again.

The bitterness of the confrontation between Monhegan and
Friendship is much more than a local fight between two fishing
communities. It is a confrontation between two different man-
agement philosophies both of which have deep roots in Maine.
Friendship represents the open access philosophy — the ocean is
available for anyone to fish anywhere they can, to maximize indi-
vidual return, and government’s role is to set the rules (which
fishermen have a well-deserved reputation for ingeniously evad-
ing). Monhegan, on the other hand, represents the other end of
the fisheries management spectrum, where fishermen have
evolved informal local rules developed by consensus that fisher-
men themselves enforce for their collective benefit.
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Lobstering, of course, is not just an island occupation. It is
also the cultural underpinning for 12 of Maine’s 15 year-round
island communities. It is for this reason that we have spent so
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much time in recent years trying to sort out fact from fiction in
the long-running debates over the ecological health of this criti-
cal resource. This past fall, various members of the Island
Institute’s staff were involved with a unique lobster research pro-
ject organized by Dr. Robert Steneck of the University of Maine’s
School of Marine Sciences. Steneck, who has collected lobster
data off the Maine coast for the past 15 years, has been trying to
uncover the details of the lobster’s life history — where larvae
settle, where the juvenile lobster grounds are located, where the
broodstock is. This last question is critical because evidence is
mounting that the broodstock “seeding” much of coastal Maine
may be located in deeper waters beyond Maine’s three-mile
limit, where federal regulations do not protect “oversized” lob-
sters with the minimum and maximum size limits (the “double
gauge”) used in Maine waters. Steneck secured a grant to bring a
research submarine to survey lobster populations during a series
of dives along the inner edge of the Gulf
of Maine. The expedition, which includ-
ed equal numbers of lobstermen and sci-
entists, searched for clues to the question
of whether the lobster resource can sus-
tain the intense fishing pressure and
record catches of recent years.
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Aboard the
JOHNSON SEA LINK,

October 29

“We have a seal, — we're airtight,” radios

Hugo to his counterpart in the front chamber
of the four man submersible vessel, as we begin
our descent to the bottom of the Gulf of Maine.
And a good thing, too, since we will descend
to a place 320 feet beneath the surface of Blue
Hill Bay. Hugo, a technician from the Harbor
Branch @ceanographic Institution, and I are
in a submarine equipped with video cameras
and a laser light measuring system to count
and measure any lobsters we encounter in
these deep waters, where information about
Maine’s lobster population can be collected.

The ballast tanks blow a silver stream of bubbles past my porthole as
we begin our vertical descent. Soon the silvery light gives way to pale
green and then quickly to an emerald green world of refracted light in the
dense, plankton-rich water of Blue Hill Bay. At 80 feet, barely a quarter
of the way to our destination, the rich green algal glow gives way to
black-green and then to the inky darkness of the void. This particular
dive is one of eight locations between South Bristol and German Bank,
Nova Scotia, that the submersible will survey along the edge of the Gulf
of Maine. Steneck’s idea is to test whether these deep locations are refuges
Sfor large reproductive lobsters; this may explain the amazing resiliency of
Maine’s lobster population despite the intense fishing pressure to which it
is annually subjected.

The J@HNSON SEA LINK, one of the earliest submersibles designed
to travel through the far reaches of oceanic depths, resembles nothing so
much as a lunar landing module, with thrusters mounted fore and aft
and arrayed to provide mobility in the strange and alien world of the
bathysphere, the lightless depths scientists have only begun to explore in
the last decade or two. Up on the deck of the 181-foot mother vessel,
EBWIN LINK, are a handful of lobstermen and their families who have
been invited by Steneck to take the plunge to the bottom, in another
unprecedented aspect of this project, which is part expedition, part class-
room study, and almost pure thyill. Even those lobstermen who do not
elect to make the dive themselves are nonetheless eager to view the videos
that the SEA LINK brings to the surface showing the realm of the crus-
tacean they have spent lifetimes chasing.










































































































































this exposed beach suggests the fury of
winter storms. On the slopes amid the tall
grasses and forbs, an especially bright pur-
ple larkspur provides a brilliant splash of
color. Bones are scattered on the beach
from some enormous marine mammal,
and at the far end of the beach, Mike
hauls up a massive skull of what can only
be a walrus which on later examination
appears to have suffered a massive blow to
its skull, as from a high-powered rifle slug.

We continue around the island, still
awed by the stupendous number of ani-
mals here that send up a deafening din of
shrieks and cries. Finally, we pass beyond
these cliffs and the gentler topography of
the backside of Verkhoturova comes into
view. The waters shoal out from a point on
the beach and we are picking our way
carefully through the water when Peter
calls out, “Walrus!” There, hauled out on
the beach a short distance away, are the
massive tan-colored bodies of four walrus-
es, bewhiskered cheek by drooping jowl.
They must be fast asleep, for they do not
move as we maneuver amid the kelp-cov-
ered ledges for a closer look. As we
approach within a few feet, one with a sin-
gle tusk pokes his massive head up, and
immediately the others stir to action. As
they heave themselves around to get back
in the water, they do not remind one of
Russian ballet dancers. Their tusks gleam-
ing like sabers, they charge off into the
water, hurtling a bow wave toward our
inflatable launch, which seems suddenly
small and vulnerable. As we watch this
spectacle, speechless and riveted in the
excitement, the walruses torpedo under-
neath the boat, their bodies transformed
suddenly into graceful, smooth shadows in
this, their watery element. They say a polar
bear fears a walrus in the water. Whatever
more the near Arctic could show us on this
voyage is hard to imagine.

The Aleutian Islands: From the portside
windows, a shroud of low clouds and fog
obscures most of the vertical elevation of
Attu Island, our landfall at the extreme
western tip of the Aleutians. Most of us
have slept fitfully. But verdant green hills
recall Burroughs’ first sight of the
Aleutians on the Harriman Expedition:

Never had I seen such beauty of greenness,
because never before had I seen it from such a
vantage ground of blue sea. At one point we
passed near a large natural park. It looked as if
a landscape gardener might have been employed
to grade and shape the ground and plant it
with grass and trees in just the right proportion.

Shortly after daybreak, Mike picks our
way carefully into Massacre Bay. Avoiding
foaming ledges, we round up and drop the
hook in a little cove, neatly protected from
the most of the force of the southeasterly
sea. This bay was named for an infamous
incident during the last century when
Russian fur traders rounded up the native
Aleut inhabitants of Attu and proceeded
to slaughter the defenseless men, women,
and children.

Harriman’s expedition, while primarily

focused on natural history, also provided
accounts by George Bird Grinnell of their
encounters with the Aleut islanders, who
were already sadly reduced in numbers
and circumstance from their earlier pre-
Western lives and culture:

At the present day the Aleuts are supposed to
number less than 2,000 people, though the old
navigators who discovered their existence gave
them a population of from 25,000 to 30,000,
which seems not unreasonable when we consider
the conditions of their life in their primitive
estate, and the abundance of their food supply.
These people are of Eskimoan stock, but the sep-
aration of the two branches must have been long
ago for they speak a language which the Eskimo
do not understand. Their traditions are so simi-
lar to those of the Eskimo, and the implements
which they used in primitive times so much the
same, that there is no longer any doubt about
their relationship.

Away from the settlements, however, they still
live somewhat in their old fashion, and at the
remoter villages, such as Kashega, Chernofski,
and Akutan, occupy the barabara, an oblong,
rectangular house with vertical walls only two
or three feet high, with a roof sloping up to a
height of about six feet.

Attu Island and Massacre Bay, August 17:
Attu Island, a nearly treeless island 32
miles long and 15 miles wide, is now the
site of a small U.S. Coast Guard station
that beams out Loran C radio signals, part
of an international grid used for naviga-
tion purposes. The station, built up on a
hillside above our anchorage, is an easy
walk from the beach and so we launch the
jet boat for a visit.

In 1942, the Japanese landed 2,600
troops on Attu, not only because of its
strategic value as a foothold on the North
American continent, but also to divert
American attention from their real goal of
taking Midway Island in the middle of the
Pacific. The Japanese dug into the hillsides
of Attu, dug tunnels, established artillery
positions and prepared for the inevitable
counter-reaction from American forces.
In 1943, 13,000 American troops landed in
waves on three different beaches on the
eastern end of Attu. The battle, which the
military thought would take two to three
days, lasted two weeks. The main battle
took place in the hills, where both
American and Japanese artillery was con-
centrated. Down to his last 800 men, the
Japanese commander ordered a frontal
assault up Engineer’s Hill, the center of
the American artillery position. Military
historians recognize the charge for what it
was: a suicidal assault which cut down vir-
tually all of the brave Japanese who made
the charge. Out of the 2,600 Japanese,
only 26 survived, a fearful symmetry for
the aptly named Massacre Bay.

We wend our way around the main har-
bor, its docks fallen into disuse now that
everything Attu needs is delivered by C-
130 cargo planes. The planes arrive twice
a month, weather permitting, and are a
big event. At the westernmost tip of Attu

are another set of American wharves not
50 years old and already in the process of
being reclaimed by the sea. Ashore, we
begin the climb into Attu’s green misty
hills, dreamlike in the solitude.

Part way up the hill we stop at a col-
lapsed building, once an interdenomina-
tional church for the island, its spire still
intact. We are all enveloped in the quiet
mood of this place. It seems entirely
appropriate that of all the Arctic flowers
surrounding this windswept spot, the most
vivid should be a purple monkshood,
which flutters in the raw easterly wind and
combs out little droplets that are arranged
like diamonds around its cowl.

Further up the hill we stop at a little
plot of land with a stone marker and a
bronze tablet. Near this spot Colonel
Yamazaki, who led the Japanese force at
Attu, was killed and this memorial was
erected to commemorate his fierce and
tragic bravery. Ben, like most of the Coast
Guardsmen here, seems appreciative of
the military history on the island and tells
us that the final desperate charge of
Yamazaki and his men ended here. Armed
only with bayonets, with grenades strapped
to their chests, they ran up the hill,
Samurai style, to certain death.

Finally we reach a little plateau near the
summit of the hills. To our delight, the
clouds break a bit overhead, suffusing the
scene of the beautiful valleys below in a sil-
very soft light. A large sculpture, like a
metal starburst, erected by the Japanese
government in cooperation with the gov-
ernment of the United States, overlooks
these lonely hills. Its inscription reads:
“To the memory of all those who sacrificed
their lives in the islands and seas of the
North Pacific during World War II and in
dedication to world peace.”

The inscription in both Japanese and
English is etched in a special metallic alloy
that acts like a prism separating the words
into a variety of soft-hued primary colors,
giving warmth to the cold, dead metal.
And then something truly wonderful hap-
pens. A rainbow begins forming over the
monument, at first tentative, half obscured
in the highland fog, but gradually building
and arcing overhead as the sun suffuses
the uplifted cloud ceiling, until the rain-
bow is entire and complete unto itself: a
semi-circle of primary colors attached to
hallowed ground on both its ends.
Tatsuno breaks out his flute and plays a
lilting melody while no one dares to
breathe or break the spell of benediction.

As we cluster around this little monu-
ment on a half-forgotten hillside, half a
world away from everywhere, the symbol-
ism of the place is hard to avoid. We came
from the Philippines, from Japan, from
New Zealand, from Australia, from Turkey
and from the United States, to this place,
as unlikely and unplanned an internation-
al convocation as could be imagined. One
of us is the son of a Japanese samurai war-
rior, one of us is the son of a U.S. Air
Force General; here we are gathered on
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Nesting murres, Verkhoturova Island

There are probably not ten seabird
colonies of this magnitude in the
Pacific; a quarter of a million birds
may be wheeling, diving, feeding or
nesting in this small dot in the
North Pacific — a sight of nature’s
grandeur at once bounteous and

profligate.
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War memorial, Atiu Island

this remote hillside, lost in private
thoughts, but all of us for this one
moment living the purest dream of peace.

Kagalaska Pass, August 19: Thinking we
might encounter seals or seabirds, we elect
to explore a very narrow passage between
Adak Island and Kagaska Island, marked
Kagalaska Pass on the charts. At the very
least, it will be an interesting piece of
water, so Mike puts the helm over after
rounding the northeast point of Adak
where a top secret U.S. Navy base built
during the Cold War is about to be hand-
ed over to a Native Alaska Corporation.
Bistances on the chart are very deceiv-
ing; what appears to be a modest passage,
when actually measured, turns out to be a
14-mile-long strait that connects the
Bering Sea with the North Pacific. A high
craggy ridge looms out of the mist to star-
board and the broad green shoulders of a
volcanic cone guard the entrance to port.

Once inside the gates of this passage-
way, the tide is running at full flood
against us. Water begins to boil up around
TURMOIL as the tide spills into a 35-fath-
om-deep basin. We are all clustered on
the bridge while the instruments begin
telling their story: at the narrowest part of
the passage, we are making 11 knots over
the water but only 3 knots over the bot-
tom, meaning that 8 knots of current are
being driven through here. We have the
sensation of going uphill. Boiling
whirlpools form to port and starboard,
drawing TURMOIL’s bow first one way
and then another as if some gigantic force
field were bending our course through its
gravity. Peter notices the remarkable tem-
perature change in the water; in the space
of a quarter of a mile it descends from 45
degrees to 34 degrees, indicating that
frigid ocean bottom waters from great
depths are drawn up through this pass.
The dramatic difference in temperatures
between water masses always concentrates
feed in the oceanic environment, and in
areas of vertical mixing and tidal gyres, the
biological activity is increased immensely.

As if to prove the point, a dark-phased
peregrine falcon swoops by the pilothouse,
banks off to starboard and then stalls over
a whirlpool. We hold our collective breath
at the spectacle, the sheer beauty and
power of the bird’s presence. The pere-
grine flaps slowly a couple of wing beats in
place and drops like a stone on a puffin
surfacing in the whirlpool, grasps the
heavy-bodied seabird in its talons and then
flies slowly off to lunch. The pace of bio-
logical activity is almost palpable here. A
pair of eagles sits on a ridge off to port;
another to starboard, and two more
appear after we turn around and begin
picking up steam with the current. We
decided it would be appropriate to
rename Kagalaska “Five Eagle Pass.”

Back out in the waters of Asuksak Pass,

Jo spots the fin of an orca. Then another

and another, then the fin of a minke
whale and another. Soon we are literally
surrounded by whales. A great surging
feeding convocation. It’s rare to see two
species so close together and indicates that
a great many fish are being chased
through these waters. Three orcas swim so
closely by TURMOIL'’s starboard side, we
can clearly see the eye of the closest one.

Among all the special events of this voy-
age, no day has produced such a rich vari-
ety of wildlife — a great day scored for
Bering Sea biodiversity.

The Harriman expedition described the
Aleutian landscape as follows:

We sailed past high rolling green hills, cut
squarely off by the sea, presenting cliffs seven or
eight hundred feet high of soft reddish crum-
bling rock, a kind of clay porphyry of volcanic
ongin, touched here and there on the face with
the tenderest green. It was as if some green fluid
had been poured upon the tops of the hills and
had run down and dripped off the rock eaves
and been caught upon every shelf and projec-















































































































































